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Heroes and the Homeric Iliad
By Gregory Nagy


Admired through the ages as the ultimate epic, Homer’s Iliad, along with its companion-piece, the Odyssey, was venerated by the ancient Greeks themselves as the cornerstone of their civilization.
 By force of its prestige, the Iliad sets the standard for the definition of the word epic: an expansive poem of enormous scope, composed in an archaic and superbly elevated style of language, concerning the wondrous deeds of heroes. That these deeds were meant to arouse a sense of wonder or marvel is difficult for the modern mind to comprehend, especially in a time when even such words as wonderful or marvelous have lost much of their evocative power. Nor is it any easier to grasp the ancient Greek concept of hero (the English word is descended from the Greek), going beyond the word’s ordinary levels of meaning in casual contemporary usage.
 


What, then, were the heroes of the Iliad? In ancient Greek myth, heroes were humans, male or female, of the remote past, endowed with superhuman abilities and descended from the immortal gods themselves.
 The prime example is Akhilleus, more commonly known as Achilles in the English tradition. This, the greatest hero of the Iliad, was the son of Thetis, a sea-goddess known for her far-reaching cosmic powers.


It is clear in the epic, however, that the father of Achilles is mortal, and that this greatest of heroes must therefore be mortal as well. So also with all the ancient Greek stories of the heroes: even though they are all descended in some way or another from the gods, however many generations removed, heroes are mortals, subject to death. No matter how many immortals you find in a family tree, the intrusion of even a single mortal will make all successive descendants mortal. Mortality, not immortality, is the dominant gene.


In some stories, true, the gods themselves can bring it about that the hero becomes miraculously restored to life after death - a life of immortality. The story of Herakles, who had been sired by Zeus, the chief of all the gods, is perhaps the most celebrated instance.
 But even in such a case, the hero has to die first. It is only after the most excruciating pains, culminating in his death at the funeral pyre on the peak of Mount Oeta, that Herakles is at long last admitted to the company of immortals. In short, the hero can be immortalized, but the fundamental painful fact remains: the hero is not by nature immortal. 


The gods themselves are exempt from this ultimate pain of death. When the god Ares goes through the motions of death after he is taken off guard and wounded by the mortal Diomedes in Scroll 5 of the Iliad, we detect a touch of humor in the Homeric treatment of the scene, owing to the fact that this particular “death” is a mock death.
 In the world of epic, the dead seriousness of death can be experienced only by humans. 


Mortality is the dominant theme in the stories of ancient Greek heroes, and the Iliad and Odyssey are no exception. Mortality is the burning question for the heroes of Homer’s Iliad and Odyssey, and for Achilles and Odysseus in particular. The human condition of mortality, with all its ordeals, defines heroic life itself. The certainty that one day you will die makes you human, distinct from animals who are unaware of their future death and from the immortal gods. All the ordeals of the human condition culminate in the ultimate ordeal of a warrior hero’s violent death in battle, detailed in all its ghastly varieties by the poet of the Iliad. 


This deep preoccupation with the primal experience of violent death in war has several possible explanations. Some argue that the answer has to be sought in the simple fact that ancient Greek society accepted war as a necessary and even important part of life.
 Others seek a deeper answer by pointing to the poet’s awe-struck sense of uncontrollable forces at work in the universe, even of a personified concept of Force itself, which then becomes, through the poet’s own artistic powers, some kind of eerie esthetic thing. 


But there are other answers as well, owing to approaches that delve deeply into the role of religion and, more specifically, into the religious practices of hero-worship and animal-sacrifice in ancient Greece. Of particular interest is the well-attested Greek custom of worshipping a hero precisely by way of slaughtering a sacrificial animal, ordinarily a ram. 


There is broad cultural evidence suggesting that hero-worship in ancient Greece was not created out of stories like that of the Iliad and Odyssey but was in fact independent of them. The stories, on the other hand, were based on the religious practices, though not always directly. There are even myths that draw into an explicit parallel the violent death of a hero and the sacrificial slaughter of an animal. For example, the description of the death of the hero Patroklos in Scroll 18 of the Iliad parallels in striking detail the stylized description, documented elsewhere in Homeric poetry (Odyssey Scroll 3), of the slaughter of a sacrificial bull: in both cases, the victim is first stunned and disoriented by a fatal blow from behind, then struck frontally by another fatal blow, and then finally administered the coup de grâce. For another example, we may consider an ancient Greek vase-painting that represents the same heroic warrior Patroklos in the shape of a sacrificial ram lying supine with its legs in the air and its throat slit open (lettering next to the painted figure specifies Patroklos). 


Evidence also places these practices of hero-worship and animal-sacrifice precisely during the era when the stories of the Iliad and Odyssey took shape. Yet, curiously enough, we find practically no mention there of hero-worship and very little detailed description of animal-sacrifice. Homeric poetry, as a medium that achieved its general appeal to the Greeks by virtue of avoiding the parochial concerns of specific locales or regions, tended to avoid realistic descriptions of any ritual, not just ritual sacrifice. This pattern of avoidance is to be expected, given that any ritual tends to be a localized phenomenon in ancient Greece. 

What sacrificial scenes we do find in the epics are markedly stylized, devoid of the kind of details that characterize real sacrifices as documented in archaeological and historical evidence. In real sacrifice the parts of the animal victim’s body correspond to the members of the body politic. The ritual dismemberment of the animal’s body in sacrifice sets a mental pattern for the idea of the reassembly of the hero’s body in myths of immortalization. Given, then, that Homeric poetry avoids delving into the details of dismemberment as it applies to animals, in that it avoids the details of sacrificial practice, we may expect a parallel avoidance of the topic of immortalization for the hero. The local practices of hero-worship, contemporaneous with the evolution of Homeric poetry as we know it, are clearly founded on religious notions of heroic immortalization. 


While personal immortalization is thus too localized in orientation for epics, the hero’s death in battle, in all its stunning varieties, is universally acceptable. The Iliad seems to make up for its avoidance of details concerning the sacrifices of animals by dwelling on details concerning the martial deaths of heroes. In this way Homeric poetry, with its staggering volume of minutely detailed descriptions of the deaths of warriors, can serve as a compensation for sacrifice itself.


Such deep concerns about the human condition are organized by Homeric poetry in a framework of heroic portraits, with those of Achilles and Odysseus serving as the centerpieces of the Iliad and Odyssey respectively. Let us begin with Achilles. Here is a monolithic and fiercely uncompromising man who actively chooses violent death over life in order to win the glory of being remembered forever in epic poetry (Iliad 9.413). Here is a man of unbending principle who cannot allow his values to be compromised - not even by the desperate needs of his near and dear friends who are begging him to bend his will, bend it just enough to save his own people. Here is a man of constant sorrow, who can never forgive himself for having unwittingly allowed his nearest and dearest friend, Patroklos, to take his place in battle and be killed in his stead, slaughtered like a sacrificial animal - all on account of his own refusal to bend his will by coming to the aid of his fellow warriors. Here is a man, finally, of unspeakable anger, an anger so intense that the poet words it the same way that he words the anger of the gods, even of Zeus himself.


The gods of Homer’s Iliad take out their anger actively, as in the poet’s descriptions of the destructive fire unleashed by the thunderbolt of Zeus. The central hero of the Iliad at first takes out his anger passively, by withdrawing his vital presence from his own people. The hero’s anger is directed away from the enemy and toward his own people, whose king, Agamemnon, has insulted Achilles’ honor and demeaned his sense of self. This passive anger of Achilles translates into the active success of the enemy in the hero’s absence, and the enemy’s success is compared, ironically, to the destructive fire unleashed by the thunderbolt of Zeus. In this way, the passive anger of the hero translates symbolically into the active anger of the god. Then, in response to the death of Patroklos, Achilles’ anger modulates into an active phase - active no longer in a symbolic but in a real sense. The hero’s anger is redirected, away from his own people and back toward his enemy.


This new phase of Achilles’ anger consumes the hero in a paroxysm of self-destructiveness. His fiery rage plummets him to the depths of brutality, as he begins to view the enemy as the ultimate Other, to be hated with such an intensity that Achilles can even bring himself, in a moment of ultimate fury, to express that most ghastly of desires, to eat the flesh of Hektor, the man he is about to kill. The Iliad is the story of a hero’s pain, culminating in an anger that degrades him to the level of a savage animal, to the depths of bestiality. This same pain, however, this same intense feeling of loss, will ultimately make the savage anger subside in a moment of heroic self-recognition that elevates Achilles to the highest realms of humanity, of humanism. At the end of the Iliad, as he begins to recognize the pain of his deadliest enemy, of the Other, he begins to achieve a true recognition of the Self. The anger is at an end. And the story can end as well.


We find the poet’s own statement about the subject of the Iliad in the original Greek poem’s very first word: Anger. The song of the Iliad - for at the time, poets were singers, performers, and their poems were sung - is about the anger, the doomed and ruinous anger, of the hero Achilles. The singer was following the rules of his craft in summing up the whole song, all 100,000 or so words, in one single word, the first word of the song. So also in the Odyssey, the first word, Man, tells the subject of the song. There the singer calls upon the Muse, goddess of the special Memory that makes him a singer, to tell him the story of the Man, the many-sided man, the hero Odysseus, who wandered so many countless ways in his voyages at sea after his heroic exploit of masterminding the capture and destruction of Troy. The Muse is imagined as telling the singer his song, and the singer can then sing this song to others. In the same way, here in the Iliad, the singer calls upon the Goddess to tell the story of the Anger, the doomed and ruinous anger, of the hero Achilles, which caused countless losses and woes for Greeks and Trojans alike in the war that later culminated in the destruction of Troy. 


We see from this paraphrase of the beginnings of both the Iliad and the Odyssey that the rules of the singer’s craft extend beyond the naming of the main subject with the first word. In the original Greek of both the Iliad and the Odyssey, the first word announcing the subject - Anger, Man - is followed by a specially chosen adjective setting the mood - doomed anger, many-sided man - to be followed in turn by a relative clause that frames the story by outlining the plot - the doomed anger that caused countless losses and woes, the many-sided man who wandered countless ways.


The symmetry of these two monumental compositions, the Iliad and Odyssey, goes beyond their strict adherence to the rules of introducing an ancient Greek song. For they counterbalance each other throughout their vast stretches of narrative, in a steady rhythmic flow of verses, lines called dactylic hexameters (the Iliad contains over 15,000 lines and the Odyssey, over 12,000). The counterbalancing focuses on the central plot and the characterization of the principal hero in each. Achilles’ monolithic personality, that of the mightiest warrior of his era who was monumentally proud of his martial exploits and his physical prowess, is matched against the many-sidedness of Odysseus, famed for his crafty stratagems and cunning intelligence. 



The symmetry of the Iliad and Odyssey goes even further: between the two of them, these two songs give the impression of incorporating most of whatever was worth retelling about the heroic age - at least from the standpoint of the Greeks in the Classical period of the fifth century BCE and thereafter. The staggering comprehensiveness of these two songs is apparent even from a cursory glance. For example, the Iliad not only tells the story that it says it will tell, about Achilles’ anger and how it led to countless woes as the Greeks went on fighting it out with the Trojans and striving to ward off the fiery onslaught of Hektor. It also manages to retell or even relive, though with varying degrees of directness or fullness of narrative, the entire Tale of Troy, including from the earlier points of the story-line such memorable moments as the Judgment of Paris, the Abduction of Helen, and the Assembly of Ships. More than that: the Iliad foreshadows the Death of Achilles, which does not occur within the bounds of its own plot. In short, although the story of the Iliad directly covers only a short stretch of the whole story of Troy, thereby resembling the compressed time-frame of Classical Greek tragedy (Aristotle makes this observation in his Poetics), it still manages to mention something about practically everything that happened at Troy, otherwise known as Ilion. Hence the epic’s title - the Tale of Ilion, the Iliad. 

***


For the Greeks of the fifth century BCE and thereafter, the Iliad and Odyssey, these two seemingly all-inclusive and symmetrical songs, were the creation of the Master Singer called Homer, reputed to have lived centuries earlier. Homer was presumed to be contemporaneous with another Master Singer called Hesiod, who was credited with two other definitive symmetrical songs, the Theogony and the Works and Days. About the real Homer, there is next to nothing that we can recover from the ancient world. Nor do we have much better luck with Hesiod, except perhaps for whatever the singer says about himself in his own two songs. In the case of Homer, we do not even have this much to start with, at least not in the Iliad or the Odyssey: in neither song does the singer say anything about himself that could be construed as historical information. It can even be said that there is no evidence for the existence of a Homer - and hardly that much more for the existence of a Hesiod. 


What we do know for sure, however, is that the Greeks of the Classical period thought of Homer and Hesiod as their first authors, their primary authors. So it is not only for the modern reader that Homer and Hesiod represent the earliest phase of Greek literature. It is moreover a historical fact that Homer and Hesiod were eventually credited by the ancient Greeks with the very foundation of Greek literature. Our primary authority for this fact is none other than the so-called Father of History himself, Herodotus, who observes in Scroll II (53.1-3) of his Histories that Homer and Hesiod, by way of their songs, had given the Greeks their first definitive statement about the gods. In a traditional society like that of the ancient Greeks, where the very idea of defining the gods is the equivalent of defining the society itself, this observation by Herodotus amounts to a claim that the songs of Homer and Hesiod are the basis of Greek civilization. 


Who, then, was Homer? It is no exaggeration to answer that, along with Hesiod, he had become the prime culture hero of Greek civilization in the Classical period of the fifth century and thereafter. It was a common practice of the ancient Greeks to attribute any major achievement of society, even if this achievement may have taken place through a lengthy period of social evolution, to the personal breakthrough of a culture hero who was pictured as having made his monumental contribution in the earliest imaginable era of the culture. Greek myths about lawgivers, for example, tended to reconstruct these figures, whether or not they really ever existed, as the originators of the sum total of customary law as it evolved through time. The same sort of evolutionary model may well apply to the figure of Homer as an originator of heroic song. 


The model can even be extended from Homer to Homeric song. There is evidence that a type of story, represented in a wide variety of cultures where the evolution of a song tradition moves slowly ahead in time until it reaches a relatively static phase, reinterprets itself as if it resulted from a single event. There were many such stories about Homer in ancient Greece, and what matters most is not so much the stories themselves but what they reveal about society’s need to account for the evolution of Homeric song. The internal evidence of the Homeric verses, both in their linguistic development and in their datable references, points to an ongoing evolution of Homeric song embracing a vast stretch of time that lasted perhaps as long as a thousand years, extending from the second millennium BCE. This period culminated in a static phase that lasted about two centuries, framed by a formative stage in the later part of the eighth century BCE, where the epic was taking on its present shape, and a definitive stage, in the middle of the sixth, where the epic reached its final form. 


The basic historical fact remains, in any case, that the figure of Homer had become, by the Classical period of the fifth century BCE, a primary culture hero credited with the creation of the Iliad and Odyssey. Little wonder, then, that so many Greek cities - Athens included - claimed to be his birthplace. Such rivalry for the possession of Homer points to the increasingly widespread refinement of his identity through the cultural significance of Homeric song. 

***


Of course the subject of the Iliad is not just the Anger of Achilles in particular and the age of heroes in general. The Iliad purports to say everything that is worth saying about the Greeks - the Hellenes, as they called themselves in the Classical period. Not that the Iliad calls them Greeks. The Greeks in this song are a larger-than-life cultural construct of what they imagined themselves to have been in the distant age of heroes. These Greeks are retrojected Greeks, given such alternative Homeric names as Achaeans, Argives, Danaans, all three of which are used interchangeably to refer to these heroic ancestors whose very existence in song is for the Greeks the basis for their own self-definition as a people. It is as if the Iliad, in mirroring for the Greeks of the present an archetypal image of themselves in the past, served as an autobiography of a people. 


On the surface these ancestral Greeks of the Iliad are on the offensive, attacking Troy. Underneath the surface, they are on the defensive, trying desperately to ward off the fiery onslaught of Hektor, the leading Trojan hero. At a climactic point of the battle, Hektor shouts out to his men:


“Fire now! Bring it up,

and all together raise a battle shout!

Zeus gave this day to us as a recompense

for everything: now we may burn the ships

that came against the gods’ will to our shore.”






Iliad 15.718-720

With all their ships beached on the shores of the Hellespont, marked for destruction by the threatening fire of Hektor, the ancestral Greeks are vulnerable to nothing short of extinction. The Iliad makes it quite clear: if their ships burn, the Greeks will never return home, to become the seafaring nation who are the present audience of the Iliad. In the Iliad, the very survival of this seafaring nation is at stake.


But what exactly is this Greek nation? The very idea of nationhood is an incongruity if we apply it to the era when the Iliad and Odyssey took shape. From the eighth through the fifth centuries BCE, the geographical area that we now recognize as ancient Greece was an agglomerate of territories controlled by scores of independent and competing city-states. The most important and prestigious of these were Athens, Sparta, Argos, Thebes, and Corinth. Each city-state, or polis, was a social entity unto itself, with its own government, customary laws, religious practices, dialect. The topic of the city-state brings us to the hidden agenda of the Odyssey.

The fragmentation of Greece in this era was so pronounced that, looking back, it is hard to find genuine instances of cultural cohesion. One early example is the Olympic Games; another is the Oracle of Apollo at Delphi; still another, and the most obvious, is the poetic legacy of Homer and Hesiod. The Homeric Iliad and Odyssey together can be viewed as a marvel of cultural synthesis, integrating the diverse institutional heritage of this plurality of city-states, this kaleidoscopic Greek-speaking world, into a unified statement of cultural identity, of civilization. 


The cultural universalism of the Iliad and Odyssey can best be appreciated when we consider the extent of the diversity that separated the Greek city-states from each other. Nowhere is this diversity more apparent than in the realm of religious practices. How people worshipped any given god, as we know from the historical evidence of the Classical era and thereafter, differed dramatically from one city-state to another. Yet the Iliad and Odyssey spoke of the gods in a way that united the varied cultural perceptions and sensitivities of a vast variety of city-states, large and small. The religious dimensions of these gods, with Zeus, Hera, Poseidon, Athena, and Apollo in the forefront, were destined to be shaded over by this Homeric process of synthesis, but their divine reality became highlighted as a cultural permanence in the same process. The modern reader may be struck by what seems on the surface to be a distinctly irreligious attitude of Homeric song towards the gods, but the universal cultural edifice of these gods’ lofty abode on Mount Olympus was in fact built up from a diversity of unspoken religious foundations. When Herodotus is saying that Homer and Hesiod, by way of their songs, had given the Greeks their first definitive statement about the gods, he is in effect acknowledging the Olympian synthesis that had been bestowed on civilization by Homeric and Hesiodic song. It is the history of Greek civilization, then, that the Homeric Iliad and Odyssey define. 


To say that an epic like the Iliad is about the Greeks and what it is to be a Greek is not far from saying that the Iliad is about Achilles. We have seen how this hero, as the very first words of the song make clear, is the focal point of the Iliad. Given the importance of the Iliad to the Greeks, we may interpret this single fact to mean that Achilles is also a focal point of Greek civilization. Just how important he is, however, can be illustrated beyond the testimony of Homeric song. Let us take for example an inherited custom connected with the premier social event for all Greeks, the Olympic Games. We know from ancient sources that the traditional ceremony inaugurating this seasonally recurring pan-Hellenic event centers on Achilles: on an appointed day when the Games are to begin, the local women of Elis, the place where the Olympics were held, fix their gaze on the sun as it sets into the Western horizon - and begin ceremonially to weep for the hero.


The prestige accorded by ancient Greek civilization to the figure of Achilles, and the strong emotional attachment that goes with it, is worthy of our attention especially because modern readers, both men and women, young and old, often find themselves relatively unresponsive to this sullen and darkly brooding hero. Few today feel empathy for his sorrow, which the hero of the Iliad himself describes as an everlasting one. The modern reader finds it much easier to feel empathy for Hektor, the champion hero of the Trojans, whose heartwrenching farewell to his wife and small son, soon to become his widow and orphan, is often singled out by modern readers as the most memorable scene of the Iliad. For the ancient Greeks as well, we may be sure, the figure of Hektor evoked empathy. The difference, however, is that for them, the pathos of Hektor resembles most closely the pathos of Achilles himself. Just as Hektor’s death evokes the sorrow of unfulfilled promise, even more so does the death of Achilles. 


While Hektor is the idealized husband and father cut down in his prime, Achilles is the idealized bridegroom, sensual in his heroic beauty and likewise doomed to an untimely death. In the songs of Sappho, it is Achilles who figures as the ultimate bridegroom. The very mention of him in song conjures up the picture of a beautiful flower cut down at the peak of its bloom. This is how his own mother sings of Achilles in Scroll 18 of the Iliad , in a beautiful song of lament that prefigures the hero’s untimely death: 

“...how sore my heart is! Now my life is pain

for my great son’s dark destiny! I bore

a child flawless and strong beyond all men.

He flourished like a green shoot, and I brought him

to manhood like a blossoming orchard tree,

only to send him in the ships to Ilion

to war with Trojans. Now I shall never see him

entering Peleus’ hall, his home, again.”






(18.53-60)

All the wistful beauty of sorrow for a life cut short comes back to life in song, and that song of the hero’s mother extends into a song that becomes the Iliad itself. For the culture of the Greeks was, and still is, a song culture. For them, to weep is to sing a lament, and the sorrow, in all its natural reality of physically crying and sobbing, is not at all incompatible with the art of the song: it flows into it. 


If we consider the evocative power that we can sometimes find in even the simplest contemporary popular tunes about the sorrows of war and death, we will have at least something to compare with the emotional and esthetic response to Achilles in the song culture of the ancient Greek world. Thinking of Achilles leads to beautiful sad songs. As we recall the detail about the institutionalized weeping of the local women at the commencement of the Olympics, we may note that this act of weeping was considered an act of singing - or keening. In the words of the fifth-century poet Pindar, the keening of the Muses, the “Maidens of Helicon,” over the dead Achilles extends into the song of the present:

When he died, the songs did not leave him, but the Maidens of Helicon stood by his funeral pyre and his funeral mound, and they poured forth a lament that is very renowned. And so the gods decided to hand over that worthy man, dead as he was, to the songs of the goddesses.




(Pindar Isthmian 8.56-60)

The sadness of Achilles’ song is of course a necessity of tradition, just as the hero’s death, his mortality, is necessary. The hero, the story of the hero, cannot be complete if he lives on. For in death the hero wins the ultimate prize of life eternal in song. As Achilles himself declares, his heroic death will transcend the fleeting beauty of earthbound life:

“If ... I remain to fight 

around Troy town, I lose all hope of home

but gain unfading glory.” 





(9.412-413) 

The Greek word kleos, which translates here as “glory,” conventionally refers to the glory of song, while aphthiton or “unfading” evokes the vitality of a blossoming plant. His glory in song, then, unlike the beauty of a flower, will never fade. And the song of kleos will remain forever alive in the civilization that sings Achilles’ glorious epic. 


In Plato’s Ion, which gives us a portrait of a virtuoso performer of Homeric song in the Classical era, there is a vivid reference to performances of the Iliad and Odyssey before an audience of more than 20,000 at a seasonally recurring festival at Athens. What is especially remarkable about this reference is the image of this audience, all of them, breaking down and weeping as they hear the saddest moments of the song -or  feeling their hair stand on end at the most terrifying moments. The performer describes himself as he gazes down upon a sea of faces in the audience, all eyes reacting simultaneously to his Homeric song. Looks from eyes filled with tears alternate with looks of terror or even sheer wonder as the story of Homeric song oscillates from one emotion to another:

As I look down at them from the podium on high, I see them, each and every time, crying or looking terrified, filled with a sense of wonder at what is being retold.







Plato Ion 535e 


Yes, the songs of Achilles and Odysseus were ever being retold, nurtured by the song culture that had generated them. But even beyond the song culture, beyond Greek civilization, the epic lives on even in our time, and the wonder of it all is that one of its heroes himself foretold it.

Homer’s Iliad
translated by Samuel Butler

Revised by Casey Dué, Gregory Nagy, and Tim Power

SCROLL I

[1] Anger [mênis], sing it, O goddess, [the anger] of Achilles son of Peleus, which brought countless pains [algos pl.] upon the Achaeans. Many a brave soul [psukhê] did it send hurrying down to Hades, and them
 it left as a prey to dogs 

[5] and birds, and the Will of Zeus was fulfilled—starting from the day on which the son of Atreus, king of men, and great Achilles, first quarreled with one another. And which of the gods was it that set them on to quarrel? It was the son of Zeus and Leto; for he was angry with the king 

[10] and sent a pestilence upon the host of warriors to plague the people, because the son of Atreus had dishonored Chrysês his priest. Now Chrysês had come to the ships of the Achaeans to free his daughter, and had brought with him a great ransom [apoina]: moreover he bore in his hand the scepter of Apollo wreathed with a suppliant’s wreath 

[15] and he besought the Achaeans, but most of all the two sons of Atreus, who were their chiefs. “Sons of Atreus,” he cried, “and all other Achaeans, may the gods who dwell in Olympus grant you to destroy the city of Priam, and to reach your homes in safety; 

[20] but free my daughter, and accept a ransom [apoina] for her, in reverence to Apollo, son of Zeus.” At this the rest of the Achaeans with one voice were for respecting the priest and taking the ransom that he offered; but not so Agamemnon, 

[25] who spoke fiercely to him and sent him roughly away. “Old man,” said he, “let me not find you tarrying about our ships, nor yet coming hereafter. Your scepter of the god and your wreath shall profit you nothing. I will not free her. She shall grow old 

[30] in my house at Argos far from her own home, busying herself with her loom and visiting my bed; so go, and do not provoke me or it shall be the worse for you.” The old man feared him and obeyed. Not a word he spoke, but went by the shore of the sounding sea 

[35] and prayed apart to King Apollo whom lovely Leto had borne. “Hear me,” he cried, “O god of the silver bow, you who protects Chryse and holy Cilla and rules Tenedos with your might, hear me O Sminthian Apollo. If I have ever decked your temple with garlands, 

[40] or burned your thigh-pieces in fat of bulls or goats, grant my prayer, and let your arrows avenge these my tears upon the Danaans.” Thus did he pray, and Apollo heard his prayer. He came down furious from the summits of Olympus, 

[45] with his bow and his quiver upon his shoulder, and the arrows rattled on his back with the rage that trembled within him. He sat himself down away from the ships with a face as dark as night, and his silver bow rang death as he shot his arrow in the midst of them. 

[50] First he smote their mules and their hounds, but presently he aimed his shafts at the people themselves, and all day long the pyres of the dead were burning. For nine whole days he shot his arrows among the people, but upon the tenth day Achilles called them together in assembly—

[55] moved to do so by Hera, who saw the Achaeans in their death-throes and had compassion upon them. Then, when they were assembled, he rose and spoke among them. “Son of Atreus,” said he, “I deem that we should now 

[60] turn roving home if we would escape destruction, for we are being cut down by war and pestilence at once. Let us ask some priest or prophet [mantis], or some reader of dreams (for dreams, too, are of Zeus) who can tell us why Phoebus Apollo is so angry, and say 

[65] whether it is for some vow that we have broken, or hecatomb that we have not offered, and whether he will accept the savor of lambs and goats without blemish, so as to take away the plague from us.” With these words he sat down, and Calchas son of Thestor, wisest of seers, 

[70] who knew things past present and to come, rose to speak. He it was who had guided the Achaeans with their fleet to Ilion, through the prophecies with which Phoebus Apollo had inspired him. With all sincerity and goodwill he addressed them thus: “Achilles, dear to Zeus, you bid me tell you about the 

[75] anger [mênis] of King Apollo, I will therefore do so; but consider first and swear that you will stand by me heartily in word and deed, for I know that I shall offend one who rules the Argives with might, to whom all the Achaeans are in subjection. 

[80] A plain man cannot stand against the anger of a king, who even if he swallows his displeasure now, will yet nurse revenge till he has wreaked it. Consider, therefore, whether or not you will protect me.” And Achilles answered, 

[85] “Fear not, but speak as it is given to you by the gods. I swear by Apollo, Calchas, to whom you pray, and whose oracles you reveal to us, that not a Danaan at our ships shall lay his hand upon you, while I yet live to look upon the face of the earth—

[90] no, not even if you name Agamemnon himself, who is by far the foremost of the Achaeans.” At that the seer [mantis] spoke boldly. “The god,” he said, “is angry neither about vow nor hecatomb, but for his priest’s sake, whom Agamemnon has dishonored, 

[95] in that he would not free his daughter nor take a ransom [apoina] for her; therefore has he sent these pains [algos pl.] upon us, and will yet send others. He will not deliver the Danaans from this pestilence till Agamemnon has restored the girl without fee or ransom [apoina] to her father, and has sent a holy hecatomb 

[100] to Chryse. Thus we may perhaps appease him.” With these words he sat down, and Agamemnon rose in anger. His heart was black with rage, and his eyes flashed fire 

[105] as he scowled on Calchas and said, “Seer [mantis] of evil, you never yet prophesied smooth things concerning me, but have ever loved to foretell that which was evil. You have brought me neither comfort nor performance; and now you come prophesying among the Danaans, and saying 

[110] that Apollo has plagued us because I would not take a ransom [apoina] for this girl, the daughter of Chrysês. I have set my heart on keeping her in my own house, for I prefer her to my own wife Clytemnestra, whom I courted when young, whose peer she is in 

[115] both form and feature, in intelligence and accomplishments. Still I will give her up if I must, for I want the people to live, not die; but you must find me a prize [geras] instead, or I alone among the Argives shall be without one. This is not well; 

[120] for you see, all of you, that my prize [geras] is to go elsewhere.” And Achilles answered, “Most noble son of Atreus, covetous beyond all mankind, how shall the Achaeans find you another prize [geras]? We have no common store from which to take one. 

[125] Those we took from the cities have been awarded; we cannot disallow the awards that have been made already. Give this girl, therefore, to the god, and if ever Zeus grants that we destroy the city of Troy we will requite you three and fourfold.” 

[130] Then Agamemnon said, “Achilles, valiant though you be, you shall not thus get the better of me in matters of the mind [noos]. You shall not overreach and you shall not persuade me. Are you to keep your own prize [geras], while I sit tamely under my loss and give up the girl at your bidding? 

[135] Let the Achaeans find me a prize [geras] in fair exchange to my liking, or I will come and take your own, or that of Ajax or of Odysseus; and he to whomsoever I may come shall regret my coming. 

[140] But of this we will take thought hereafter; for the present, let us draw a ship into the sea, and find a crew for her expressly; let us put a hecatomb on board, and let us send Chryseis also; further, let some chief man among us be in command, 

[145] either Ajax, or Idomeneus, or yourself, son of Peleus, mighty warrior that you are, that we may offer sacrifice and appease the anger of the god.” Achilles scowled at him and answered, “You are steeped in insolence and lust of gain. 

[150] With what heart can any of the Achaeans do your bidding, either on foray or in open fighting? I came to make war here not because the Trojans are responsible [aitioi] for any wrong committed against me. I have no quarrel with them. They have not raided my cattle nor my horses, 

[155] nor cut down my harvests on the rich plains of Phthia; for between me and them there is a great space, both mountain and sounding sea. We have followed you, shameless one, for your pleasure, not ours—to gain satisfaction [timê] from the Trojans for you—you with the looks of a dog—and for Menelaos. 

[160] You forget this, and threaten to rob me of the prize [geras] for which I have toiled, and which the sons of the Achaeans have given me. Never when the Achaeans destroy any rich city of the Trojans do I receive so good a prize [geras] as you do, 

[165] though it is my hands that do the better part of the fighting. When the sharing comes, your share is far the largest, and I must go back to my ships, take what I can get and be thankful, when my labor of fighting is done. Now, therefore, I shall go back to Phthia; it will be much better 

[170] for me to return home with my ships, for I will not stay here dishonored to gather gold and substance for you.” And Agamemnon answered, “Leave if you will, I shall make you no entreaties to stay you. I have others here 

[175] who will do me honor, and above all Zeus, the lord of counsel. There is no king here so hateful to me as you are, for you are ever quarrelsome and ill affected. So what if you are strong? Was it not a god that made you so? Go home, then, with your ships and comrades 

[180] to lord it over the Myrmidons. I care neither for you nor for your anger [kotos]; and thus will I do: since Phoebus Apollo is taking Chryseis from me, I shall send her with my ship and my followers, but I shall come to your tent and 

[185] take your own prize Briseis, that you may learn how much stronger I am than you are, and that another may fear to set himself up as equal or comparable with me.” The son of Peleus felt grief [akhos], and his heart within his shaggy breast was divided 

[190] whether to draw his sword, push the others aside, and kill the son of Atreus, or to restrain himself and check his anger [kholos]. While he was thus of two minds, and was drawing his mighty sword from its scabbard, Athena came down 

[200] from the sky (for Hera had sent her in the love she bore for them both), and seized the son of Peleus by his golden hair, visible to him alone, for of the others no man could see her. Achilles turned in amazement, and by the fire that flashed from her eyes at once knew that she was 

[200] Athena. “Why are you here,” said he, “daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus? To see the outrage [hubris] of Agamemnon, son of Atreus? Let me tell you—and it shall surely be—

[205] he shall pay for this insolence with his life.” And Athena said, “I come from the sky, if you will hear me, to bid you stay your anger [menos]. Hera has sent me, who cares for both of you alike. 

[210] Cease, then, this quarreling, and do not draw your sword; rail at him if you will, with words, and your railing will not be vain, for I tell you—and it shall surely be—that you shall hereafter receive gifts three times as splendid by reason of this present outrage [hubris]. Hold, therefore, and obey.” 

[215] “Goddess,” answered Achilles, “whatever anger [kholos] a man may have, he must do as you two command him. This will be best, for the gods ever hear the prayers of him who has obeyed them.” He stayed his hand on the silver hilt of his sword, 

[220] and thrust it back into the scabbard as Athena bade him. Then she went back to Olympus among the other gods [daimones], and to the house of aegis-bearing Zeus. But the son of Peleus again began railing at the son of Atreus, for he had not yet desisted from his anger [kholos]. 

[225] “Wine-bibber,” he cried, “you with the looks of a dog and the heart of a deer, you never dare to go out with the host of warriors in fight, nor yet with our chosen men in ambuscade. You shun this as you do death itself. You had rather go round and 

[230] rob his prizes from any man who contradicts you. You devour your people, for you are king over a feeble folk; otherwise, son of Atreus, henceforward you would insult no man. Therefore I say, and swear it with a great oath—by this my scepter which shall sprout neither leaf nor shoot, 

[235] nor bud anew from the day on which it left its parent stem upon the mountains—for the axe stripped it of leaf and bark, and now the sons of the Achaeans bear it as judges and guardians of the decrees [themis pl.] of heaven—so surely and solemnly do I swear 

[240] that hereafter they shall look fondly for Achilles and shall not find him. In the day of your distress, when your men fall dying by the murderous hand of Hektor, you shall not know how to help them, and shall rend your heart with rage for the hour when you offered insult to the best of the Achaeans.” 

[245] With this the son of Peleus dashed his gold-bestudded scepter on the ground and took his seat, while the son of Atreus was beginning fiercely from his place upon the other side. Then up rose smooth-tongued Nestor, the facile speaker of the Pylians, and the words fell from his lips sweeter than honey. 

[250] Two generations of men born and bred in Pylos had passed away under his rule, and he was now reigning over the third. With all sincerity and goodwill, therefore, he addressed them thus: “Truly,” he said, “a great grief [penthos] has befallen the Achaean land. 

[255] Surely Priam with his sons would rejoice, and the Trojans be glad at heart if they could hear this quarrel between you two, who are so excellent in fight and counsel. I am older than either of you; therefore be guided by me. 

[260] Moreover I have been the familiar friend of men even greater than you are, and they did not disregard my counsels. Never again can I behold such men as Peirithoos and Dryas shepherd of his people, or as Kaineus, Exadios, godlike Polyphemus, 

[265] and Theseus son of Aegeus, peer of the immortals. These were the mightiest men ever born upon this earth: mightiest were they, and when they fought the fiercest tribes of mountain savages they utterly overthrew them. I came from distant Pylos, and went about among them, 

[270] for they would have me come, and I fought as it was in me to do. Not a man now living could withstand them, but they heard my words, and were persuaded by them. So be it also with yourselves, for this is the more excellent way. 

[275] Therefore, Agamemnon, though you be strong, take not this girl away, for the sons of the Achaeans have already given her to Achilles; and you, Achilles, strive not further with the king, for no man who by the grace of Zeus wields a scepter has like honor [timê] with Agamemnon. 

[280] You are mighty, and have a goddess for your mother; but Agamemnon is mightier than you, for he has more people under him. Son of Atreus, check your anger [menos], I implore you; end this quarrel with Achilles, who in the day of battle is a tower of strength to the Achaeans.” 

[285] And Agamemnon answered, “Sir, all that you have said is true, but this man wants to become our lord and master: he must be lord of all, king of all, and chief of all, and this shall hardly be. 

[290] Granted that the gods have made him a great warrior, have they also given him the right to speak with railing?” Achilles interrupted him. “I should be a coward and a good-for-nothing,” he cried, “if I were to give in to you in all things. 

[295] Order other people about, not me, for I shall obey no longer. Furthermore I say—and lay my saying to your heart—I shall fight neither you nor any man about this girl, for those that take were those also that gave. 

[300] But of all else that is at my ship you shall carry away nothing by force. Try, that others may see; if you do, my spear shall be reddened with your blood.” When they had quarreled thus angrily, 

[305] they rose, and broke up the assembly at the ships of the Achaeans. The son of Peleus went back to his tents and ships with the son of Menoitios and his company, while Agamemnon drew a vessel into the water and chose a crew of twenty oarsmen. 

[310] He escorted Chryseis on board and sent moreover a hecatomb for the god. And Odysseus went as chief. These, then, went on board and sailed their way over the sea. But the son of Atreus bade the people purify themselves; so they purified themselves and cast their impurities into the sea. 

[315] Then they offered hecatombs of bulls and goats without blemish on the sea shore, and the smoke with the savor of their sacrifice rose curling up towards heaven. Thus did they busy themselves throughout the host of warriors. But Agamemnon did not forget the threat that he had made Achilles, 

[320] and called his trusty messengers and attendants [therapontes] Talthybios and Eurybates. “Go,” said he, “to the tent of Achilles, son of Peleus; take Briseis by the hand and bring her here; if he will not give her I shall come 

[325] with others and take her—which will press him harder.” He charged them straightly further and dismissed them, whereon they went their way sorrowfully by the seaside, till they came to the tents and ships of the Myrmidons. They found Achilles sitting by his tent and his ships, 

[330] and ill-pleased he was when he beheld them. They stood fearfully and reverently before him, and never a word did they speak, but he knew them and said, “Welcome, heralds, messengers of gods and men; 

[335] draw near; my quarrel is not with you but with Agamemnon who has sent you for the girl Briseis. Therefore, Patroklos, bring her and give her to them, but let them be witnesses by the blessed gods, by mortal men, 

[340] and by the fierceness of Agamemnon’s anger, that if ever again there be need of me to save the people from ruin, they shall seek and they shall not find. Agamemnon is mad with rage and knows not how to look before and after that the Achaeans may fight by their ships in safety.” 

[345] Patroklos did as his dear comrade had bidden him. He brought Briseis from the tent and gave her over to the heralds, who took her with them to the ships of the Achaeans—and the woman was loath to go. Then Achilles went all alone 

[350] by the side of the hoary sea [pontos], weeping and looking out upon the boundless waste of waters. He raised his hands in prayer to his immortal mother, “Mother,” he cried, “you bore me doomed to live but for a little season; surely Zeus, who thunders from Olympus, might have given me honor [timê]. It is not so: he has not honored me. 

[355] Agamemnon, son of Atreus, has done me dishonor, and has robbed me of my prize [geras] by force.” As he spoke he wept aloud, and his mother heard him where she was sitting in the depths of the sea hard by the Old One, her father. Forthwith she rose as it were a gray mist out of the waves, 

[360] sat down before him as he stood weeping, caressed him with her hand, and said, “My son, why are you weeping? What is it that gives you grief [penthos]? Keep it not from me in your mind [noos], but tell me, that we may know it together.” Achilles drew a deep sigh and said, 

[365] “You know it; why tell you what you know well already? We went to Thebe the strong city of Eetion, destroyed it, and brought here the spoil. The sons of the Achaeans shared it duly among themselves, and chose lovely Chryseis as the prize of Agamemnon; 

[370] but Chrysês, priest of Apollo, came to the ships of the Achaeans to free his daughter, and brought with him a great ransom [apoina]: moreover he bore in his hand the scepter of Apollo, wreathed with a suppliant’s wreath, and he besought the Achaeans, 

[375] but most of all the two sons of Atreus who were their chiefs. At this the rest of the Achaeans with one voice were for respecting the priest and taking the ransom that he offered; but not so Agamemnon, who spoke fiercely to him and sent him roughly away. 

[380] So he went back in anger, and Apollo, who loved him dearly, heard his prayer. Then the god sent a deadly dart upon the Argives, and the people died thick and fast, for the arrows went everywhere among the wide host of the Achaeans. At last a seer [mantis] 

[385] in the fullness of his knowledge declared to us the oracles of Apollo, and I was myself first to say that we should appease him. Whereon the son of Atreus rose in anger, and threatened that which he has since done. The Achaeans are now taking the girl in a ship 

[390] to Chryse, and sending gifts of sacrifice to the god; but the heralds have just taken from my tent the daughter of Brisês, whom the Achaeans had awarded to myself. Help your brave son, therefore, if you are able. Go to Olympus, and if you have ever 

[395] done him service in word or deed, implore the aid of Zeus. Ofttimes in my father’s house have I heard you glory in the fact that you alone of the immortals saved the son of Kronos from ruin, when the others, 

[400] with Hera, Poseidon, and Pallas Athena would have put him in bonds. It was you, goddess, who delivered him by calling to Olympus the hundred-handed monster whom gods call Briareus, but men Aigaion, for he is has more force [biê] even than his father; 

[405] when therefore he took his seat all-glorious beside the son of Kronos, the other gods were afraid, and did not bind him. Go, then, to him, remind him of all this, clasp his knees, and bid him give aid to the Trojans. Let the Achaeans be hemmed in at the sterns of their ships, and perish on the sea shore, 

[410] that they may reap what joy they may of their king, and that Agamemnon may regret his derangement [atê] in offering insult to the best of the Achaeans.” Thetis wept and answered, “My son, woe is me that I should have borne and nursed you. 

[415] Would indeed that you had lived your span free from all sorrow at your ships, for it is all too brief; alas, that you should be at once short of life and long of sorrow above your peers: woe, therefore, was the hour in which I bore you; 

[420] nevertheless I will go to the snowy heights of Olympus, and tell this tale to Zeus, if he will hear our prayer: meanwhile stay where you are with your ships, nurse your anger [mênis] against the Achaeans, and hold aloof from fight. For Zeus went yesterday to Okeanos, to a feast among the Ethiopians, and the other gods went with him. 

[425] He will return to Olympus twelve days hence; I will then go to his mansion paved with bronze and will beseech him; nor do I doubt that I shall be able to persuade him.” At this she left him, still furious at the loss of her 

[430] that had been taken by force [biê] from him. Meanwhile Odysseus reached Chryse with the hecatomb. When they had come inside the harbor they furled the sails and laid them in the ship’s hold; they slackened the forestays, lowered the mast into its place, 

[435] and rowed the ship to the place where they would have her lie; there they cast out their mooring-stones and made fast the hawsers. They then got out upon the sea shore and landed the hecatomb for Apollo; Chryseis also left the ship, 

[440] and Odysseus led her to the altar to deliver her into the hands of her father. “Chrysês,” said he, “King Agamemnon has sent me to bring you back your child, and to offer sacrifice to Apollo on behalf of the Danaans, that we may propitiate the god, 

[445] who has now brought sorrow upon the Argives.” So saying he gave the girl over to her father, who received her gladly, and they ranged the holy hecatomb all orderly round the altar of the god. They washed their hands and took up the barley-meal to sprinkle over the victims, 

[450] while Chrysês lifted up his hands and prayed aloud on their behalf. “Hear me,” he cried, “O god of the silver bow, that protects Chryse and holy Cilla, and rules Tenedos with your might. Even as you heard me before when I prayed, and you pressed hard upon the Achaeans, 

[455] so hear me yet again, and stay this fearful pestilence from the Danaans.” Thus did he pray, and Apollo heard his prayer. When they had done praying and sprinkling the barley-meal, they drew back the heads of the victims and killed and flayed them. 

[460] They cut out the thigh-bones, wrapped them round in two layers of fat, set some pieces of raw meat on the top of them, and then Chrysês laid them on the wood fire and poured wine over them, while the young men stood near him with five-pronged spits in their hands. When the thigh-pieces were burned and they had tasted the innard meats, 

[465] they cut the rest up small, put the pieces upon the spits, roasted them till they were done, and drew them off: then, when they had finished their work [ponos] and the feast was ready, they ate it, and every man had his full share, so that all were satisfied. As soon as they had had enough to eat and drink, 

[470] attendants filled the mixing-bowl with wine and water and handed it round, after giving every man his drink-offering. Thus all day long the young men worshipped the god with song, hymning him and chanting the joyous paean, and the god took pleasure in their voices; 

[475] but when the sun went down, and it came on dark, they laid themselves down to sleep by the stern cables of the ship, and when the child of morning, rosy-fingered Dawn, appeared they again set sail for the host of the Achaeans. Apollo sent them a fair wind, 

[480] so they raised their mast and hoisted their white sails aloft. As the sail bellied with the wind the ship flew through the deep blue water, and the foam hissed against her bows as she sped onward. When they reached the wide-stretching host of the Achaeans, 

[485] they drew the vessel ashore, high and dry upon the sands, set her strong props beneath her, and went their ways to their own tents and ships. But Achilles stayed at his ships and nursed his anger [mênis]. 

[490] He went not to the honor-bringing assembly, and ventured not forth to fight, but gnawed at his own heart, pining for battle and the war-cry. Now after twelve days the immortal gods came back in a body to Olympus, 

[495] and Zeus led the way. Thetis was not unmindful of the charge her son had laid upon her, so she rose from under the sea and went through great heaven with early morning to Olympus, where she found the mighty son of Kronos sitting all alone upon its topmost ridges. 

[500] She sat herself down before him, and with her left hand seized his knees, while with her right she caught him under the chin, and besought him, saying, “Father Zeus, if I ever did you service in word or deed among the immortals, hear my prayer, 

[505] and do honor to my son, whose life is to be cut short so early. King Agamemnon has dishonored him by taking his prize [geras] and keeping her. Honor him then yourself, Olympian lord of counsel, and grant victory to the Trojans, till the Achaeans 

[510] give my son his due and load him with riches in compensation [timê].” Zeus sat for a while silent, and without a word, but Thetis still kept firm hold of his knees, and besought him a second time. “Incline your head,” said she, “and promise me surely, 

[515] or else deny me—for you have nothing to fear—that I may learn how greatly you disdain me.” At this Zeus was much troubled and answered, “I shall have trouble if you set me quarrelling with Hera, for she will provoke me with her taunting speeches; 

[520] even now she is always railing at me before the other gods and accusing me of giving aid to the Trojans. Go back now, lest she should find out. I will consider the matter, and will bring it about as wish. 

[525] See, I incline my head that you believe me. This is the most solemn act that I can give to any god. I never retract my word, or deceive, or fail to do what I say, when I have nodded my head.” As he spoke the son of Kronos bowed his dark brows, and the ambrosial locks swayed 

[530] on his immortal head, till vast Olympus reeled. When the pair had thus laid their plans, they parted—Zeus to his house, while the goddess left the splendor of Olympus, and plunged into the depths of the sea. The gods rose from their seats, before the coming of their sire. Not one of them dared 

[535] to remain sitting, but all stood up as he came among them. There, then, he took his seat. But Hera, when she saw him, knew that he and the Old One’s daughter, silver-footed Thetis, had been hatching mischief, so she at once began to upbraid him. 

[540] “Trickster,” she cried, “which of the gods have you been taking into your counsels now? You are always settling matters in secret behind my back, and have never yet told me, if you could help it, one word of your intentions.” 

[545] “Hera,” replied the sire of gods and men, “you must not expect to be informed of all my counsels. You are my wife, but you would find it hard to understand them. When it is proper for you to hear, there is no one, god or man, who will be told sooner, but when I mean to keep a matter to myself, 

[550] you must not pry nor ask questions.” “Dread son of Kronos,” answered Hera, “what are you talking about? I? Pry and ask questions? Never. I let you have your own way in everything. 

[555] Still, I have a strong misgiving that the Old One’s daughter Thetis has been talking you over, for she was with you and had hold of your knees this self-same morning. I believe, therefore, that you have been promising her to give honor to Achilles, and to kill many people at the ships of the Achaeans.” 

[560] “Wife,” said Zeus, “I can do nothing but you suspect me and find it out. You will take nothing by it, for I shall only dislike you the more, and it will go harder with you. Granted that it is as you say; I mean to have it so; 

[565] sit down and hold your tongue as I bid you for if I once begin to lay my hands about you, though all heaven were on your side it would profit you nothing.” At this Hera was frightened, so she curbed her stubborn will and sat down in silence. 

[570] But the heavenly beings were disquieted throughout the house of Zeus, till the cunning artisan Hephaistos began to try and pacify his mother Hera. “It will be intolerable,” said he, “if you two fall to wrangling 

[575] and setting heaven in an uproar about a pack of mortals. If such ill counsels are to prevail, we shall have no pleasure at our banquet. Let me then advise my mother—and she must herself know that it will be better—to make friends with my dear father Zeus, lest he again scold her and disturb our feast. 

[580] If the Olympian Thunderer wants to hurl us all from our seats, he can do so, for he is far the strongest, so give him fair words, and he will then soon be in a good humor with us.” As he spoke, he took a double cup of nectar, 

[585] and placed it in his mother’s hand. “Cheer up, my dear mother,” said he, “and make the best of it. I love you dearly, and should be very sorry to see you get a thrashing; however grieved I might be, I could not help for there is no standing up against Zeus. 

[590] Once before when I was trying to help you, he caught me by the foot and flung me from the heavenly threshold. All day long from morning till evening was I falling, till at sunset I came to ground in the island of Lemnos, and there I lay, with very little life left in me, till the Sintians came and tended me.” 

[595] Hera smiled at this, and as she smiled she took the cup from her son’s hands. Then Hephaistos drew sweet nectar from the mixing-bowl, and served it round among the gods, going from left to right; and the blessed gods laughed out a loud approval 

[600] as they saw him bustling about the heavenly mansion. Thus through the livelong day to the going down of the sun they feasted, and all had their full share, so that everyone was satisfied. Apollo struck his lyre, and the Muses lifted up their sweet voices, calling out and making response to one another. 

[605] But when the sun’s glorious light had faded, they went home to bed, each in his own abode, which lame Hephaistos with his consummate skill had fashioned for them. So Zeus, the Olympian Lord of Thunder, hastened to the bed 

[610] in which he always slept; and when he had got on top of it he went to sleep, with Hera of the golden throne by his side. 

SCROLL II 
[1] Now the other gods and the armed warriors on the plain slept soundly, but sweet sleep did not take hold of Zeus, for he was thinking how to do honor to Achilles, to destroy many people at the ships of the Achaeans. 

[5] In the end he deemed it would be best to send a false dream to King Agamemnon; so he called one to him and said to it, “False Dream, go to the ships of the Achaeans, 

[10] into the tent of Agamemnon, and say to him word to word as I now bid you. Tell him to get the Achaeans instantly under arms, for he shall take Troy. There are no longer divided counsels among the gods; 

[15] Hera has brought them to her own mind, and woe to the Trojans!” The dream went off when it had heard its message, and soon reached the ships of the Achaeans. It sought out Agamemnon son of Atreus and found him in his tent, wrapped in a profound slumber. 

[20] It hovered over his head in the likeness of Nestor, son of Neleus, whom Agamemnon honored above all his councilors, and said: “You are sleeping, son of Atreus; 

[25] one who has the welfare of his host of warriors and so much other care upon his shoulders should limit his sleep. Hear me at once, for I come as a messenger from Zeus, who, though he is not near, yet takes thought for you and pities you. He bids you get the Achaeans instantly under arms, for you shall take 

[30] Troy. There are no longer divided counsels among the gods; Hera has brought them over to her own mind, and woe to the Trojans at the hands of Zeus! Remember this, and when you wake see that it does not escape you.” 

[35] The dream then left him, and he thought of things that were surely not to be accomplished. He thought that on that same day he was to take the city of Priam, but little did he know what was in the mind of Zeus, who had many another 

[40] hard-fought fights in store for Danaans and Trojans alike. Then presently he woke, with the divine message still ringing in his ears; so he sat upright, and put on his soft shirt so fair and new, and over this his heavy cloak. He bound his sandals on to his comely feet, 

[45] and slung his silver-studded sword about his shoulders; then he took the imperishable [aphthiton] staff of his father, and came forth to the ships of the Achaeans. The goddess Dawn now wended her way to vast Olympus that she might herald day to Zeus and to the other immortals, 

[50] and Agamemnon sent the criers round to call the people in assembly; so they called them and the people gathered thereon. But first he summoned a meeting of the elders at the ship of Nestor king of Pylos, 

[55] and when they were assembled he laid a cunning counsel before them. “My friends,” said he, “I have had a dream from heaven in the dead of night, and its face and figure resembled none but Nestor’s. It hovered over my head and said, 

[60] ‘You are sleeping, son of Atreus; one who has the welfare of his host of warriors and so much other care upon his shoulders should dock his sleep. Hear me at once, for I am a messenger from Zeus, who, though he be not near, yet takes thought for you and pities you. 

[65] He bids you get the Achaeans instantly under arms, for you shall take Troy. There are no longer divided counsels among the gods; Hera has brought them over to her own mind, and woe betides the Trojans 

[70] at the hands of Zeus. Remember this.’ The dream then vanished and I awoke. Let us now, therefore, arm the sons of the Achaeans. But it will be the right thing [themis] that I should first sound them, and to this end I will tell them to flee with their ships; 

[75] but do you others go about among the host of warriors and prevent their doing so.” He then sat down, and Nestor the prince of Pylos with all sincerity and goodwill addressed them thus: “My friends,” said he, “princes and councilors of the Argives, 

[80] if any other man of the Achaeans had told us of this dream we should have declared it false, and would have had nothing to do with it. But he who has seen it is the foremost man among us; we must therefore set about getting the people under arms.” With this he led the way from the assembly, 

[85] and the other sceptered kings rose with him in obedience to the word of Agamemnon; but the people pressed forward to hear. They swarmed like bees that come forth from some hollow cave and flit in countless throng among the spring flowers, 

[90] bunched in knots and clusters; even so did the mighty multitude pour from ships and tents to the assembly, and range themselves upon the wide-watered shore, while among them ran Wildfire Rumor, messenger of Zeus, urging them ever to the fore. 

[95] Thus they gathered in a pell-mell of mad confusion, and the earth groaned under the tramp of men as the people sought their places. Nine heralds went crying about among them to stay their tumult and bid them listen to the kings, till at last they were got into their several places and ceased their clamor. 

[100] Then King Agamemnon rose, holding his scepter. It was the work of Hephaistos, who gave it to Zeus the son of Kronos. Zeus gave it to Hermes, slayer of Argos, guide and guardian. King Hermes gave it to Pelops, the mighty charioteer, and 

[105] Pelops to Atreus, shepherd of his people. Atreus, when he died, left it to Thyestes, rich in flocks, and Thyestes in his turn left it to be borne by Agamemnon, that he might be lord of all Argos and of the isles. Leaning, then, on his scepter, he addressed the Argives. 

[110] “My friends,” he said, “heroes, attendants [therapontes] of Ares, Zeus the son of Kronos has tied me down with atê. Cruel, he gave me his solemn promise that I should destroy the city of Priam before returning, but he has played me false, and is now bidding me 

[115] go ingloriously back to Argos with the loss of much people. Such is the will of Zeus, who has laid many a proud city in the dust, as he will yet lay others, for his power is above all. It will be a sorry tale hereafter that an 

[120] Achaean host of warriors, at once so great and valiant, battled in vain against men fewer in number than themselves; but as yet the end is not in sight. Think that the Achaeans and Trojans have sworn to a solemn covenant, and that they have each been numbered—

[125] the Trojans by the counting of their householders, and we by companies of ten; think further that each of our companies desired to have a Trojan householder to pour out their wine; we are so greatly more in number that full many a company would have to go without its cup-bearer. 

[130] But they have in the town allies from other places, and it is these that hinder me from being able to destroy the rich city of Ilion. Nine of Zeus’ years are gone; 

[135] the timbers of our ships have rotted; their tackling is sound no longer. Our wives and little ones at home look anxiously for our coming, but the work that we came here to do has not been done. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say: 

[140] let us sail back to our own land, for we shall not take Troy.” With these words he moved the hearts of the multitude, so many of them as knew not the cunning counsel of Agamemnon. They surged to and fro like the waves 

[145] of the Icarian Sea [pontos], when the east and south winds break from heaven’s clouds to lash them; or as when the west wind sweeps over a field of wheat and the ears bow beneath the blast, even so were they swayed as they flew with loud cries 

[150] towards the ships, and the dust from under their feet rose heavenward. They cheered each other on to draw the ships into the sea; they cleared the channels in front of them; they began taking away the stays from underneath them, and the sky rang with their glad cries, so eager were they to return. 

[155] Then surely the Argives would have had a return [nostos] after a fashion that was not fated. But Hera said to Athena, “Alas, daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus, unweariable, shall the Argives flee home to their own land over the broad sea, 

[160] and leave Priam and the Trojans the glory of still keeping Helen, for whose sake so many of the Achaeans have died at Troy, far from their homes? Go about at once among the host of warriors, and speak fairly to them, man by man, 

[165] that they draw not their ships into the sea.” Athena was not slack to do her bidding. Down she darted from the topmost summits of Olympus, and in a moment she was at the ships of the Achaeans. There she found Odysseus, peer of Zeus in counsel, 

[170] standing alone. He had not as yet laid a hand upon his ship, for he felt grief [akhos] and was sorry; so she went close up to him and said, “Odysseus, noble son of Laertes, 

[175] are you going to fling yourselves into your ships and be off home to your own land in this way? Will you leave Priam and the Trojans the glory of still keeping Helen, for whose sake so many of the Achaeans have died at Troy, far from their homes? Go about at once among the host of warriors, 

[180] and speak fairly to them, man by man, that they draw not their ships into the sea.” Odysseus knew the voice as that of the goddess: he flung his cloak from him and set off to run. His attendant Eurybates, a man of Ithaca, who waited on him, took charge of the cloak, 

[185] whereon Odysseus went straight up to Agamemnon and received from him his ancestral, imperishable staff. With this he went about among the ships of the Achaeans. Whenever he met a king or chieftain, he stood by him and spoke to him fairly. 

[190] “Sir,” said he, “this flight is cowardly and unworthy. Stand by your post, and bid your people also keep their places. You do not yet know the full mind [noos] of Agamemnon; he was sounding us, and before long will visit the Achaeans with his displeasure. We were not all of us at the council to hear what he then said; 

[195] see to it lest he be angry and do us harm; for the honor [timê] of kings is great, and the hand of Zeus is with them.” But when he came across some man from some locale [dêmos] who was making a noise, he struck him with his staff and rebuked him, saying, 

[200] “What kind of daimôn has possessed you? Hold your peace, and listen to better men than yourself. You are a coward and no warrior; you are nobody either in fight or council; we cannot all be kings; it is not well that there should be many masters; one man must be supreme—

[205] one king to whom the son of scheming Kronos has given the scepter and divine laws to rule over you all.” Thus masterfully did he go about among the host of warriors, and the people hurried back to the council from their tents and ships with a sound as the thunder of surf when it comes crashing down upon the shore, 

[210] and all the sea [pontos] is in an uproar. The rest now took their seats and kept to their own several places, but Thersites still went on wagging his unbridled tongue—a man of many words, and those unseemly; a monger of sedition, a railer against all who were in authority [kosmos], who cared not what he said, 

[215] so that he might set the Achaeans in a laugh. He was the ugliest man of all those that came before Troy—bandy-legged, lame of one foot, with his two shoulders rounded and hunched over his chest. His head ran up to a point, but there was little hair on the top of it. 

[220] He was hateful to Achilles and Odysseus most of all, for it was with them that he used to wrangle the most; now, however, with a shrill squeaky voice he began heaping his abuse on Agamemnon. The Achaeans were angry and disgusted, but nevertheless he kept on brawling and bawling at the son of Atreus. 

[225] “Agamemnon,” he cried, “what ails you now, and what more do you want? Your tents are filled with bronze and with fair women, for whenever we take a town we give you the pick of them. Would you have yet more gold, 

[230] which some Trojan is to give you as a ransom for his son, when I or another Achaean has taken him prisoner? or is it some young girl to hide and lie with? It is not well that you, the ruler of the Achaeans, should bring them into such misery. 

[235] Weakling cowards, women rather than men, let us sail home, and leave this man here at Troy to stew in his own prizes of honor, and discover whether or not we were of any service to him. Achilles is a much better man than he is, and see how he has treated him—

[240] robbing him of his prize and keeping it himself. Achilles takes it meekly and shows no fight; if he did, son of Atreus, you would never again insult him.” Thus railed Thersites, but Odysseus at once went up to him 

[245] and rebuked him sternly. “Check your glib tongue, Thersites,” said be, “and babble not a word further. Chide not princes when you have no one to back you. There is no viler creature that has come to Troy with the sons of Atreus. 

[250] Drop this chatter about kings, and neither revile them nor keep harping about homecoming [nostos]. We do not yet know how things are going to be, nor whether the Achaeans are to return with good success or evil. How dare you gibe at Agamemnon 

[255] because the Danaans have awarded him so many prizes? I tell you, therefore—and it shall surely be—that if I again catch you talking such nonsense, I will either forfeit my own head 

[260] and be no longer called father of Telemakhos, or I will take you, strip you stark naked to reveal your shame [aidôs], and whip you out of the assembly till you go blubbering back to the ships.” 

[265] At this he beat him with his staff about the back and shoulders till he dropped and fell a-weeping. The golden scepter raised a bloody welt on his back, so he sat down frightened and in pain, looking foolish as he wiped the tears from his eyes. 

[270] The people were sorry for him, but they laughed heartily, and one man would turn to his neighbor saying, “Odysseus has done many a good thing before now in fight and council, but he never did the Argives a better turn 

[275] than when he stopped this man’s mouth from prating further. He will give the kings no more of his insolence.” Thus said the people. Then Odysseus rose, scepter in hand, and Athena 

[280] in the likeness of a herald bade the people be still, that those who were far off might hear him and consider his council. He therefore with all sincerity and goodwill addressed them thus: “King Agamemnon, the Achaeans are for 

[285] making you a by-word among all mankind. They forget the promise they made you when they set out from Argos, that you should not return till you had destroyed the town of Troy, and, like children or widowed women, 

[290] they murmur and would set off homeward. True it is that they have had toil [ponos] enough to be disheartened. A man chafes at having to stay away from his wife even for a single month, when he is on shipboard, at the mercy of wind and sea, 

[295] but it is now nine long years that we have been kept here; I cannot, therefore, blame the Achaeans if they turn restive; still we shall be shamed if we go home empty-handed after so long a stay—therefore, my friends, be patient yet a little longer that we may learn 

[300] whether the prophecies of Calchas were false or true. “All who have not since perished must remember as though it were yesterday or the day before, how the ships of the Achaeans were detained in Aulis when we were on our way here to make war on Priam and the Trojans. 

[305] We were ranged round about a fountain offering hecatombs to the gods upon their holy altars, and there was a fine plane-tree from beneath which there welled a stream of pure water. Then we saw a sign [sêma]; for Zeus sent a fearful serpent out of the ground, with blood-red stains upon its back, 

[310] and it darted from under the altar on to the plane-tree. Now there was a brood of young sparrows, quite small, upon the topmost bough, peeping out from under the leaves, eight in all, and their mother that hatched them made nine. The serpent ate the poor cheeping things, 

[315] while the old bird flew about lamenting her little ones; but the serpent threw his coils about her and caught her by the wing as she was screaming. Then, when he had eaten both the sparrow and her young, the god who had sent him made him become a sign; for the son of scheming Kronos turned him into stone, 

[320] and we stood there wondering at that which had come to pass. Seeing, then, that such a fearful portent had broken in upon our hecatombs, Calchas forthwith declared to us the oracles of heaven. ‘Why, Achaeans,’ said he, ‘are you thus speechless? Zeus has sent us this sign, 

[325] long in coming, and long before it be fulfilled, though its fame [kleos] shall last for ever. As the serpent ate the eight fledglings and the sparrow that hatched them, which makes nine, so shall we fight nine years at Troy, but in the tenth shall take the town.’ 

[330] This was what he said, and now it is all coming true. Stay here, therefore, all of you, till we take the city of Priam.” At this the Argives raised a shout, till the ships rang again with the uproar. 

[335] Nestor, horseman of Gerene, then addressed them. “Shame on you,” he cried, “to stay talking here like children, when you should fight like men. Where are our covenants now, and where the oaths that we have taken? 

[340] Shall our counsels be flung into the fire, with our drink-offerings and the right hands of fellowship wherein we have put our trust? We waste our time in words, and for all our talking here shall be no further forward. Stand, therefore, son of Atreus, by your own steadfast purpose; 

[345] lead the Argives on to battle, and leave this handful of men to rot, who scheme, and scheme in vain, to get back to Argos before they have learned whether Zeus be true or a liar. 

[350] For the mighty son of Kronos surely promised that we should succeed, when we Argives set sail to bring death and destruction upon the Trojans. He showed us favorable signs [sêmata] by flashing his lightning on our right hands; therefore let none make haste to go 

[355] till he has first lain with the wife of some Trojan, and avenged the toil and sorrow that he has suffered for the sake of Helen. Nevertheless, if any man is in such haste to be at home again, let him lay his hand to his ship that he may meet his doom in the sight of all. 

[360] But, O king, consider and give ear to my counsel, for the word that I say may not be neglected lightly. Divide [krinô] your men, Agamemnon, into their several tribes and clans, that clans and tribes may stand by and help one another. If you do this, and if the Achaeans obey you, 

[365] you will find out who, both chiefs and peoples, are brave, and who are cowards; for they will vie against the other. Thus you shall also learn whether it is through the counsel of heaven or the cowardice of man that you shall fail to take the town.” And Agamemnon answered, 

[370] “Nestor, you have again outdone the sons of the Achaeans in counsel. Would, by Father Zeus, Athena, and Apollo, that I had among them ten more such councilors, for the city of King Priam would then soon fall beneath our hands, and we should destroy it. 

[375] But the son of Kronos afflicts me with bootless wranglings and strife. Achilles and I are quarrelling about this girl, in which matter I was the first to offend; if we can be of one mind again, 

[380] the Trojans will not stave off destruction for a day. Now, therefore, get your morning meal, that our hosts of warriors join in fight. Whet well your spears; see well to the ordering of your shields; give good feeds to your horses, and look your chariots carefully over, 

[385] that we may do battle the livelong day; for we shall have no rest, not for a moment, till night falls to part us. The bands that bear your shields shall be wet with the sweat upon your shoulders, your hands shall weary upon your spears, 

[390] your horses shall steam in front of your chariots, and if I see any man shirking the fight, or trying to keep out of it at the ships, there shall be no help for him, but he shall be a prey to dogs and vultures.” Thus he spoke, and the Achaeans roared approval. As when the waves run high 

[395] before the blast of the south wind and break on some lofty headland, dashing against it and buffeting it without ceasing, as the storms from every quarter drive them, even so did the Achaeans rise and hurry in all directions to their ships. There they lighted their fires at their tents and got dinner, 

[400] offering sacrifice every man to one or other of the gods, and praying each one of them that he might live to come out of the fight. Agamemnon, king of men, sacrificed a fat five-year-old bull to the mighty son of Kronos, and invited the princes and elders of his host of warriors. 

[405] First he asked Nestor and King Idomeneus, then the two Ajaxes and the son of Tydeus, and sixthly Odysseus, peer of gods in counsel; but Menelaos came of his own accord, for he knew how busy his brother then was. 

[410] They stood round the bull with the barley-meal in their hands, and Agamemnon prayed, saying, “Zeus, most glorious, supreme, that dwells in heaven, and rides upon the storm-cloud, grant that the sun may not go down, nor the night fall, till the palace of Priam is laid low, 

[415] and its gates are consumed with fire. Grant that my sword may pierce the shirt of Hektor about his heart, and that full many of his comrades may bite the dust as they fall dying round him.” Thus he prayed, but the son of Kronos would not fulfill his prayer. 

[420] He accepted the sacrifice, yet none the less increased their toil [ponos] continually. When they had done praying and sprinkling the barley-meal upon the victim, they drew back its head, killed it, and then flayed it. They cut out the thigh-bones, wrapped them round in two layers of fat, and set pieces of raw meat on the top of them. 

[425] These they burned upon the split logs of firewood, but they spitted the innard meats, and held them in the flames to cook. When the thigh-pieces were burned, and they had tasted the innard meats, they cut the rest up small, put the pieces upon spits, roasted them till they were done, and drew them off; 

[430] then, when they had finished their work [ponos] and the feast was ready, they ate it, and every man had his full share, so that all were satisfied. As soon as they had had enough to eat and drink, Nestor, horseman of Gerene, began to speak. “King Agamemnon,” said he, 

[435] “let us not stay talking here, nor be slack in the work that heaven has put into our hands. Let the heralds summon the people to gather at their several ships; we will then go about among the host of warriors, 

[440] that we may begin fighting at once.” Thus did he speak, and Agamemnon heeded his words. He at once sent the criers round to call the people in assembly. So they called them, and the people gathered thereon. 

[445] The chiefs about the son of Atreus chose their men and marshaled [krinô] them, while Athena went among them holding her priceless aegis that knows neither age nor death. From it there waved a hundred tassels of pure gold, all deftly woven, and each one of them worth a hundred oxen. 

[450] With this she darted furiously everywhere among the hosts of the Achaeans, urging them forward, and putting courage into the heart of each, so that he might fight and do battle without ceasing. Thus war became sweeter in their eyes even than returning home in their ships. 

[455] As when some great forest fire is raging upon a mountain top and its light is seen afar, even so as they marched the gleam of their armor flashed up into the firmament of heaven. They were like great flocks 

[460] of geese, or cranes, or swans on the plain about the waters of Cayster, that wing their way here and there, glorying in the pride of flight, and crying as they settle till the fen is alive with their screaming. Even thus did their tribes pour from ships and tents 

[465] on to the plain of the Skamandros, and the ground rang as brass under the feet of men and horses. They stood as thick upon the flower-bespangled field as leaves that bloom in season [hôra]. As countless swarms of flies 

[470] buzz around a herdsman’s homestead in the time [hôra] of spring when the pails are drenched with milk, even so did the Achaeans swarm on to the plain to charge the Trojans and destroy them. The chiefs disposed their men this way and that before the fight began, drafting them out 

[475] as easily as goatherds draft their flocks when they have got mixed while feeding; and among them went King Agamemnon, with a head and face like Zeus the lord of thunder, a waist like Ares, and a chest like that of Poseidon. 

[480] As some great bull that lords it over the herds upon the plain, even so did Zeus make the son of Atreus stand peerless among the multitude of heroes. And now, O Muses, dwellers in the mansions of Olympus, tell me—

[485] for you are goddesses and are in all places so that you see all things, while we know nothing but by report [kleos]—who were the chiefs and princes of the Danaans? As for the common warriors, they were so that I could not name every single one of them though I had ten tongues, 

[490] and though my voice failed not and my heart were of bronze within me, unless you, O Olympian Muses, daughters of aegis-bearing Zeus, were to recount them to me. Nevertheless, I will tell the captains of the ships and all the fleet together. Peneleos, Leitus, 

[495] Arkesilaos, Prothoenor, and Klonios were chiefs of the Boeotians. These were they that dwelt in Hyria and rocky Aulis, and who held Schoenus, Scolus, and the highlands of Eteonus, with Thespeia, Graia, and the fair city of Mycalessus. They also held Harma, Eilesium, and Erythrae; 

[500] and they had Eleon, Hyle, and Peteon; Ocalea and the strong fortress of Medeon; Copae, Eutresis, and Thisbe the haunt of doves; Coronea, and the pastures of Haliartus; Plataea and Glisas; 

[505] the fortress of Thebes the less; holy Onchestus with its famous grove of Poseidon; Arne rich in vineyards; Midea, sacred Nisa, and Anthedon upon the sea. From these there came fifty ships, and in each 

[510] there were a hundred and twenty young men of the Boeotians. Ascalaphus and Ialmenus, sons of Ares, led the people that dwelt in Aspledon and Orchomenus the realm of Minyas. Astyoche a noble maiden bore them in the house of Actor son of Azeus; for she had gone with Ares secretly into an upper chamber, 

[515] and he had lain with her. With these there came thirty ships. The Phoceans were led by Schedios and Epistrophus, sons of mighty Iphitus the son of Naubolus. These were they that held Cyparissus, rocky Pytho, 

[520] holy Crisa, Daulis, and Panopeus; they also that dwelt in Anemorea and Hyampolis, and about the waters of the river Cephissus, and Lilaea by the springs of the Cephissus; with their chieftains came forty ships, 

[525] and they marshaled the forces of the Phoceans, which were stationed next to the Boeotians, on their left. Ajax, the fleet son of Oileus, commanded the Locrians. He was not so great, nor nearly so great, as Ajax the son of Telamon. He was a little man, and his breastplate was made of linen, 

[530] but in use of the spear he excelled all the Hellenes and the Achaeans. These dwelt in Cynus, Opous, Calliarus, Bessa, Scarphe, fair Augeae, Tarphe, and Thronium about the river Boagrios. With him there came forty ships 

[535] of the Locrians who dwell beyond Euboea. The fierce Abantes held Euboea with its cities, Chalcis, Eretria, Histiaea rich in vines, Cerinthus upon the sea, and the rock-perched town of Dion; with them were also the men of Carystus and Styra; 

[540] Elephenor of the race of Ares was in command of these; he was son of Chalcodon, and chief over all the Abantes. With him they came, fleet of foot and wearing their hair long behind, brave warriors, who would ever strive to tear open the armor of their foes with their long ashen spears. 

[545] Of these there came fifty ships. And they that held the strong city of Athens, the dêmos of great Erekhtheus, who was born of the Earth herself, but Zeus’ daughter, Athena, nursed him, and established him at Athens in her own rich sanctuary. There, year by year, the Athenian youths worship him 

[550] with sacrifices of bulls and rams. These were commanded by Menestheus, son of Peteos. No man living could equal him in the marshalling of chariots and foot soldiers. 

[555] Nestor could alone rival him, for he was older. With him there came fifty ships. Ajax brought twelve ships from Salamis, and stationed them alongside those of the Athenians. The men of Argos, again, and those who held the walls of Tiryns, 

[560] with Hermione, and Asine upon the gulf; Trozen, Eionae, and the vineyard lands of Epidaurus; the Achaean youths, moreover, who came from Aegina and Mases; these were led by Diomedes of the loud battle-cry, and Sthenelos son of famed Kapaneus. 

[565] With them in command was Euryalos, son of king Mecisteus, son of Talaos; but Diomedes was chief over them all. With these there came eighty ships. Those who held the strong city of Mycenae, 

[570] rich Corinth and Cleonae; Orneae, Araethyrea, and Licyon, where Adrastos reigned of old; Hyperesia, high Gonoessa, and Pellene; Aegium 

[575] and all the coast-land round about Helice; these sent a hundred ships under the command of King Agamemnon, son of Atreus. His force was far both finest and most numerous, and in their midst was the king himself, all glorious in his armor of gleaming bronze—foremost among the heroes, 

[580] for he was the greatest king, and had most men under him. And those that dwelt in Lacedaemon, lying low among the hills, Pharis, Sparta, with Messe the haunt of doves; Bryseae, Augeae, Amyclae, and Helos upon the sea; 

[585] Laas, moreover, and Oetylus; these were led by Menelaos of the loud battle-cry, brother to Agamemnon, and of them there were sixty ships, drawn up apart from the others. Among them went Menelaos himself, strong in zeal, urging his men to fight; for he longed to 

[590] avenge the toil and sorrow that he had suffered for the sake of Helen. The men of Pylos and Arene, and Thryum where is the ford of the river Alpheus; strong Aepy, Cyparisseis, and Amphigenea; Pteleum, Helos, and Dorium, where the Muses 

[595] met Thamyris, and stilled his minstrelsy for ever. He was returning from Oechalia, where Eurytus lived and reigned, and boasted that he would surpass even the Muses, daughters of aegis-bearing Zeus, if they should sing against him; whereon they were angry, and maimed him. 

[600] They robbed him of his divine power of song, and thenceforth he could strike the lyre no more. These were commanded by Nestor, horseman of Gerene, and with him there came ninety ships. And those that held Arcadia, under the high mountain of Cyllene, near the tomb of Aepytus, where the people fight hand to hand; 

[605] the men of Pheneus also, and Orchomenus rich in flocks; of Rhipae, Stratie, and bleak Enispe; of Tegea and fair Mantinea; of Stymphelus and Parrhasia; of these King Agapenor son of Ancaeus was commander, 

[610] and they had sixty ships. Many Arcadians, good warriors, came in each one of them, but Agamemnon found them the ships in which to cross the sea [pontos], for they were not a people that occupied their business upon the waters. 

[615] The men, moreover, of Buprasium and of Elis, so much of it as is enclosed between Hyrmine, Myrsinus upon the sea shore, the rock Olene and Alesium. These had four leaders, and each of them had ten ships, with many Epeans on board. 

[620] Their chiefs were Amphimakhos and Thalpios—the one, son of Cteatus, and the other, of Eurytus—both of the race of Actor. The two others were Diores, son of Amarynces, and Polyxenus, son of King Agasthenes, son of Augeas. 

[625] And those of Dulichium with the sacred Echinean islands, who dwelt beyond the sea off Elis; these were led by Meges, peer of Ares, and the son of valiant Phyleus, dear to Zeus, who quarreled with his father, and went to settle in Dulichium. 

[630] With him there came forty ships. Odysseus led the brave Cephallenians, who held Ithaca, Neriton with its forests, Crocylea, rugged Aegilips, Samos and Zacynthus, 

[635] with the mainland also that was over against the islands. These were led by Odysseus, peer of Zeus in counsel, and with him there came twelve ships. Thoas, son of Andraemon, commanded the Aetolians, who dwelt in Pleuron, Olenus, Pylene, 

[640] Chalcis by the sea, and rocky Calydon, for the great king Oineus had now no sons living, and was himself dead, as was also golden-haired Meleager, who had been set over the Aetolians to be their king. And with Thoas there came forty ships. 

[645] The famous spearsman Idomeneus led the Cretans, who held Knossos, and the well-walled city of Gortys; Lyktos also, Miletus and Lycastus that lies upon the chalk; the populous towns of Phaestus and Rhytium, with the other peoples that dwelt in the hundred cities of Crete. 

[650] All these were led by Idomeneus, and by Meriones, peer of murderous Ares. And with these there came eighty ships. Tlepolemos, son of Herakles, a man both brave and large of stature, brought nine ships of lordly warriors from Rhodes. 

[655] These dwelt in Rhodes which is divided among the three cities of Lindos, Ielysus, and Cameirus, that lies upon the chalk. These were commanded by Tlepolemos, son of mighty Herakles and born of Astyochea, whom he had carried off from Ephyra, on the river Selleis, 

[660] after destroying many cities of valiant warriors. When Tlepolemos grew up, he killed his father’s uncle Licymnius, who had been a famous warrior in his time, but was then grown old. At this he built himself a fleet, gathered a great following, 

[665] and fled beyond the sea [pontos], for he was menaced by the other sons and grandsons of Herakles. After a voyage. during which he suffered great hardship, he came to Rhodes, where the people divided into three communities, according to their tribes, and were dearly loved by Zeus, the lord, of gods and men; 

[670] wherefore the son of Kronos showered down great riches upon them. And Nireus brought three ships from Syme—Nireus, who was the handsomest man that came up under Ilion of all the Danaans after the son of Peleus—

[675] but he was a man of no substance, and had but a small following. And those that held Nisyrus, Carpathus, and Casus, with Cos, the city of Eurypylus, and the Calydnian islands, these were commanded by Pheidippus and Antiphus, two sons of King Thessalus the son of Herakles. 

[680] And with them there came thirty ships. Those again who held Pelasgic Argos, Alos, Alope, and Trachis; and those of Phthia and Hellas the land of fair women, who were called Myrmidons, Hellenes, and Achaeans; 

[685] these had fifty ships, over which Achilles was in command. But they now took no part in the war, inasmuch as there was no one to marshal them; for Achilles stayed by his ships, furious about the loss of the girl Briseis, whom he had taken from Lyrnessos at his own great peril, 

[690] when he had destroyed Lyrnessos and Thebe, and had overthrown Mynes and Epistrophus, sons of king Euenor, son of Selepus. For her sake Achilles was still in grief [akhos], but before long he was again to join them. 

[695] And those that held Phylake and the flowery meadows of Pyrasus, sanctuary of Demeter ; Iton, the mother of sheep; Antrum upon the sea, and Pteleum that lies upon the grass lands. Of these brave Protesilaos had been chief while he was yet alive, but he was now lying under the earth. 

[700] He had left a wife behind him in Phylace to tear her cheeks in sorrow, and his house was only half finished, for he was slain by a Dardanian warrior while leaping foremost of the Achaeans upon the soil of Troy. Still, though his people mourned their chieftain, they were not without a leader, for Podarkes, of the race of Ares, marshalled them; 

[705] he was son of Iphiklos, rich in sheep, who was the son of Phylakos, and he was own brother to Protesilaos, only younger, Protesilaos being at once the elder and the more valiant. So the people were not without a leader, though they mourned him whom they had lost. 

[710] With him there came forty ships. And those that held Pherae by the Boebean lake, with Boebe, Glaphyrae, and the populous city of Iolcus, these with their eleven ships were led by Eumelus, son of Admetus, 

[715] whom Alcestis bore to him, loveliest of the daughters of Pelias. And those that held Methone and Thaumacia, with Meliboea and rugged Olizon, these were led by the skilful archer Philoctetes, and they had seven ships, each with fifty oarsmen 

[720] all of them good archers; but Philoctetes was lying in great pain in the Island of Lemnos, where the sons of the Achaeans left him, for he had been bitten by a poisonous water snake. There he lay sick and in grief [akhos], 

[725] and full soon did the Argives come to miss him. But his people, though they felt his loss were not leaderless, for Medon, the bastard son of Oileus by Rhene, set them in array. Those, again, of Tricca and the stony region of Ithome, 

[730] and they that held Oechalia, the city of Oechalian Eurytus, these were commanded by the two sons of Asklepios, skilled in the art of healing, Podaleirios and Machaon. And with them there came thirty ships. The men, moreover, of Ormenios, and by the fountain of Hypereia, 

[735] with those that held Asterios, and the white crests of Titanus, these were led by Eurypylus, the son of Euaemon, and with them there came forty ships. Those that held Argissa and Gyrtone, Orthe, Elone, and the white city of Oloosson, 

[740] of these brave Polypoetes was leader. He was son of Peirithoos, who was son of Zeus himself, for Hippodameia bore him to Peirithoos on the day when he took his revenge on the shaggy mountain savages and drove them from Mount Pelion to the Aithices. 

[745] But Polypoetes was not sole in command, for with him was Leonteus, of the race of Ares, who was son of Coronus, the son of Kaineus. And with these there came forty ships. Guneus brought two and twenty ships from Cyphus, and he was followed by the Enienes and the valiant Perrhaebi, 

[750] who dwelt about wintry Dodona, and held the lands round the lovely river Titaresios, which sends its waters into the Peneus. They do not mingle with the silver eddies of the Peneus, but flow on the top of them like oil; 

[755] for the Titaresios is a branch of dread Orcus and of the river Styx. Of the Magnetes, Prothoös son of Tenthredon was commander. They were they that dwelt about the river Peneus and Mount Pelion. Prothoös, fleet of foot, was their leader, and with him there came forty ships. 

[760] Such were the chiefs and princes of the Danaans. Who, then, O Muse, was the foremost, whether man or horse, among those that followed after the sons of Atreus? Of the horses, those of the son of Pheres were by far the finest. They were driven by Eumelus, and were as fleet as birds. 

[765] They were of the same age and color, and perfectly matched in height. Apollo, of the silver bow, had bred them in Perea—both of them mares, and terrible as Ares in battle. Of the men, Ajax, son of Telamon, was much the foremost so long as Achilles’ anger lasted, for Achilles excelled him greatly 

[770] and he had also better horses; but Achilles was now holding aloof at his ships by reason of his quarrel with Agamemnon, and his people passed their time upon the sea shore, throwing discs or aiming with spears at a mark, 

[775] and in archery. Their horses stood each by his own chariot, champing lotus and wild celery. The chariots were housed under cover, but their owners, for lack of leadership, wandered here and there about the host of warriors and went not forth to fight. 

[780] Thus marched the host like a consuming fire, and the earth groaned beneath them when the lord of thunder is angry and lashes the land about Typhoeus among the Arimoi, where they say Typhoeus lies. Even so did the earth groan beneath them 

[785] as they sped over the plain. And now Iris, fleet as the wind, was sent by Zeus to tell the bad news among the Trojans. They were gathered in assembly, old and young, at Priam’s gates, 

[790] and Iris came close up to Priam, speaking with the voice of Priam’s son Polites, who, being fleet of foot, was stationed as watchman for the Trojans on the tomb of old Aisyetes, to look out for any attack of the Achaeans. 

[795] In his likeness Iris spoke, saying, “Old man, you talk idly, as in time of peace, while war is at hand. I have been in many a battle, but never yet saw such a host of warriors as is now advancing. They are crossing the plain to attack the city as 

[800] thick as leaves or as the sands of the sea. Hektor, I charge you above all others, do as I say. There are many allies dispersed about the city of Priam from distant places and speaking divers tongues. 

[805] Therefore, let each chief give orders to his own people, setting them severally in array and leading them forth to battle.” Thus she spoke, but Hektor knew that it was the goddess, and at once broke up the assembly. The men flew to arms; all the gates were opened, and the people thronged through them, 

[810] horse and foot, with the tramp as of a great multitude. Now there is a high mound before the city, rising by itself upon the plain. Men call it Batieia, but the gods know that it is the tomb [sêma] of lithe Myrrhine. 

[815] Here the Trojans and their allies divided their forces. Priam’s son, great Hektor of the gleaming helmet, commanded the Trojans, and with him were arrayed by far the greater number and most valiant of those who were longing for the fray. The Dardanians were led by brave 

[820] Aeneas, whom Aphrodite bore to Anchises, when she, goddess though she was, had lain with him upon the mountain slopes of Ida. He was not alone, for with him were the two sons of Antenor, Archilokhos and Acamas, both skilled in all the arts of war. They that dwelt in Telea under the lowest spurs of Mount Ida, 

[825] men of substance, who drink the limpid waters of the Aisepos, and are of Trojan blood—these were led by Pandaros son of Lykaon, whom Apollo had taught to use the bow. They that held Adrasteia and the locale [dêmos] of Apaesus, with Pityeia, and the high mountain of Tereia—

[830] these were led by Adrastos and Amphios, whose breastplate was of linen. These were the sons of Merops of Perkote, who excelled in all kinds of divination. He told them not to take part in the war, but they gave him no heed, for fate lured them to destruction. 

[835] They that dwelt about Perkote and Praktios, with Sestos, Abydos, and Arisbe—these were led by Asios, son of Hyrtakos, a brave commander—Asios, the son of Hyrtakos, whom his powerful dark bay steeds, of the breed that comes from the river Selleis, had brought from Arisbe. 

[840] Hippothoös led the tribes of Pelasgian spearsmen, who dwelt in fertile Larissa—Hippothoös, and Pylaeus of the race of Ares, two sons of the Pelasgian Lethus, son of Teutamus. Acamas and the warrior Peirous commanded the Thracians 

[845] and those that came from beyond the mighty stream of the Hellespont. Euphemus, son of Troezenus, the son of Ceos, was chief of the Ciconian spearsmen. Pyraechmes led the Paeonian archers from distant Amydon, by the broad waters of the river Axios, 

[850] the fairest that flow upon the earth. The Paphlagonians were commanded by stout-hearted Pylaemenes from Enetae, where the mules run wild in herds. These were they that held Cytorus and the country round Sesamus, with the cities by the river Parthenios, 

[855] Cromna, Aegialus, and lofty Erithini. Odios and Epistrophus were chiefs over the Halizonoi from distant Alybe, where there are mines of silver. Chromis, and Ennomos the augur, led the Mysians, but his skill in augury availed not to save him from destruction, 

[860] for he fell by the hand of the fleet descendant of Aiakos in the river, where he slew others also of the Trojans. Phorcys, again, and noble Ascanius led the Phrygians from the far country of Ascania, and both were eager for the fray. Mesthles and Antiphus commanded the Meonians, 

[865] sons of Talaemenes, born to him of the Gygaean lake. These led the Meonians, who dwelt under Mount Tmolus. Nastes led the Carians, men of a strange speech. These held Miletus and the wooded mountain of Phthires, with the water of the river Maeander and the lofty crests of Mount Mycale. 

[870] These were commanded by Nastes and Amphimakhos, the brave sons of Nomion. He came into the fight with gold about him, like a girl; fool that he was, his gold was of no avail to save him, for he fell in the river by the hand of the fleet descendant of Aiakos, 

[875] and Achilles bore away his gold. Sarpedon and Glaukos led the Lycians from their distant land, by the eddying waters of the Xanthos. 

SCROLL III 

[1] When the companies were thus arrayed, each under its own chief, the Trojans advanced as a flight of wild fowl or cranes that scream overhead when rain and winter drive them over the flowing waters of Okeanos to bring death and destruction on the Pygmies, and they wrangle in the air as they fly; but the Achaeans marched silently, in high heart, and minded to stand by one another. 

[10] As when the south wind spreads a curtain of mist upon the mountain tops, bad for shepherds but better than night for thieves, and a man can see no further than he can throw a stone, even so rose the dust from under their feet as they made all speed over the plain. 

[15] When they were close up with one another, Alexander came forward as champion on the Trojan side. On his shoulders he bore the skin of a panther, his bow, and his sword, and he brandished two spears shod with bronze as a challenge to the bravest of the Achaeans to meet him in single fight. Menelaos saw him thus stride out before the ranks, and was glad as a hungry lion that lights on the carcass of some goat or horned stag, and devours it there and then, though dogs and youths set upon him. Even thus was Menelaos glad when his eyes caught sight of Alexander, for he deemed that now he should be revenged. 

[27] He sprang, therefore, from his chariot, clad in his suit of armor. 

[30] Alexander quailed as he saw Menelaos come forward, and shrank in fear of his life under cover of his men. As one who starts back affrighted, trembling and pale, when he comes suddenly upon a serpent in some mountain glade, even so did Alexander plunge into the throng of Trojan warriors, terror-stricken at the sight of the son Atreus. 

[39] Then Hektor upbraided him. “Paris,” said he, “evil-hearted Paris, fair to see, but woman-mad, and false of tongue, would that you had never been born, or that you had died unwed. Better so, than live to be disgraced and looked askance at. Will not the Achaeans mock at us and say that we have sent one to champion us who is fair to see but who has neither wit nor courage? Did you not, such as you are in might [biê], get your following together and sail beyond the seas [pontos]? Did you not from your a far country carry off a lovely woman wedded among a people of warriors—to bring sorrow upon your father, your city, and your whole locale [dêmos], but joy to your enemies, and hang-dog shamefacedness to yourself? And now can you not dare face Menelaos and learn what manner of man he is whose wife you have stolen? Where indeed would be your lyre and your love-tricks, your comely locks and your fair favor, when you were lying in the dust before him? The Trojans are a weak-kneed people, or before this you would have had a shirt of stones for the wrongs you have done them.” 

[58] And Alexander answered, “Hektor, your rebuke is just. You are hard as the axe which a shipwright wields at his work, and cleaves the timber to his liking. As the axe in his hand, so keen is the edge of your mind [noos]. Still, taunt me not with the gifts that golden Aphrodite has given me; they are precious; let not a man disdain them, for the gods give them where they are minded, and none can have them for the asking. If you would have me do battle with Menelaos, bid the Trojans and Achaeans take their seats, while he and I fight in their midst for Helen and all her wealth. 

[71] Let him who shall be victorious and prove to be the better man take the woman and all she has, to bear them to his home, but let the rest swear to a solemn covenant of peace whereby you Trojans shall stay here in Troy, while the others go home to Argos and the land of the Achaeans.” 

[76] When Hektor heard this he was glad, and went about among the Trojan ranks holding his spear by the middle to keep them back, and they all sat down at his bidding: but the Achaeans still aimed at him with stones and arrows, till Agamemnon shouted to them saying, “Hold, Argives, shoot not, sons of the Achaeans; Hektor desires to speak.” 

[85] They ceased taking aim and were still, whereon Hektor spoke. “Hear from my mouth,” said he, “Trojans and Achaeans, the saying of Alexander, through whom this quarrel has come about. He bids the Trojans and Achaeans lay their armor upon the ground, while he and Menelaos fight in the midst of you for Helen and all her wealth. Let him who shall be victorious and prove to be the better man take the woman and all she has, to bear them to his own home, but let the rest swear to a solemn covenant of peace.” 

[95] Thus he spoke, and they all held their peace, till Menelaos of the loud battle-cry addressed them. “And now,” he said, “hear me too, for it is I who am the most aggrieved. I deem that the parting of Achaeans and Trojans is at hand, as well it may be, seeing how much have suffered for my quarrel with Alexander and the wrong he did me. Let him who shall die, die, and let the others fight no more. Bring, then, two lambs, a white ram and a black ewe, for Earth and Sun, and we will bring a third for Zeus. Moreover, you shall bid Priam come, that he may swear to the covenant himself; for his sons are high-handed and ill to trust, and the oaths of Zeus must not be transgressed or taken in vain. Young men’s minds are light as air, but when an old man comes he looks before and after, deeming that which shall be fairest upon both sides.” 

[111] The Trojans and Achaeans were glad when they heard this, for they thought that they should now have rest. They backed their chariots toward the ranks, got out of them, and put off their armor, laying it down upon the ground; and the hosts were near to one another with a little space between them. Hektor sent two messengers to the city to bring the lambs and to bid Priam come, while Agamemnon told Talthybios to fetch the other lamb from the ships, and he did as Agamemnon had said. 

[121] Meanwhile Iris went to Helen in the form of her sister-in-law, wife of the son of Antenor, for Helikaon, son of Antenor, had married Laodike, the fairest of Priam’s daughters. She found her in her own room, working at a great web of purple linen, on which she was embroidering the struggles [athloi] between Trojans and Achaeans, that Ares had made them fight for her sake. Iris then came close up to her and said, “Come here, child, and see the strange doings of the Trojans and Achaeans till now they have been warring upon the plain, mad with lust of battle, but now they have left off fighting, and are leaning upon their shields, sitting still with their spears planted beside them. Alexander and Menelaos are going to fight about yourself, and you are to the wife of him who is the victor.” 

[139] Thus spoke the goddess, and Helen’s heart yearned after her former husband, her city, and her parents. She threw a white mantle over her head, and hurried from her room, weeping as she went, not alone, but attended by two of her handmaids, Aithra, daughter of Pittheus, and Klymene. And straightway they were at the Scaean gates. 

[146] The two sages, Ucalegon and Antenor, elders of the people, were seated by the Scaean gates, with Priam, Panthoös, Thymoetes, Lampos, Clytius, and Hiketaon of the race of Ares. These were too old to fight, but they were fluent orators, and sat on the tower like cicadas that chirrup delicately from the boughs of some high tree in a wood. When they saw Helen coming towards the tower, 

[156] they said softly to one another, “There is no way to wish for retribution [nemesis] that Trojans and Achaeans should endure so much and so long, for the sake of a woman so marvelously and divinely lovely. Still, fair though she be, let them take her and go, or she will breed sorrow for us and for our children after us.” 

[161] But Priam bade her draw nigh. “My child,” said he, “take your seat in front of me that you may see your former husband, your kinsmen and your friends. I lay no blame [aitia] upon you, it is the gods, not you who are responsible [aitioi]. It is they that have brought about this terrible war with the Achaeans. Tell me, then, who is yonder huge hero so great and goodly? I have seen men taller by a head, but none so comely and so royal. Surely he must be a king.” 

[171] “Sir,” answered Helen, “father of my husband, dear and reverend in my eyes, would that I had chosen death rather than to have come here with your son, far from my bridal chamber, my friends, my darling daughter, and all the companions of my girlhood. But it was not to be, and my lot is one of tears and sorrow. As for your question, the hero of whom you ask is Agamemnon, son of Atreus, a good king and a brave warrior, brother-in-law as surely as that he lives, to my abhorred and miserable self.” 

[181] The old man marveled at him and said, “Happy son of Atreus, child of good fortune. I see that the Achaeans are subject to you in great multitudes. When I was in Phrygia I saw much horsemen, the people of Otreus and of Mygdon, who were camping upon the banks of the river Sangarios; I was their ally, and with them when the Amazons, peers of men, came up against them, but even they were not so many as the Achaeans.” 

[191] The old man next looked upon Odysseus; “Tell me,” he said, “who is that other, shorter by a head than Agamemnon, but broader across the chest and shoulders? His armor is laid upon the ground, and he stalks in front of the ranks as it were some great woolly ram ordering his ewes.” 

[199] And Helen answered, “He is Odysseus, a man of great craft, son of Laertes. He was born in the rugged locale [dêmos] of Ithaca, and excels in all manner of stratagems and subtle cunning.” 

[203] At this Antenor said, “Madam, you have spoken truly. Odysseus once came here as envoy about yourself, and Menelaos with him. I received them in my own house, and therefore know both of them by sight and conversation. When they stood up in presence of the assembled Trojans, Menelaos was the broader shouldered, but when both were seated Odysseus had the more royal presence. After a time they delivered their message, and the speech of Menelaos ran smoothly on the tongue; he did not say much, for he was a man of few words, but he spoke very clearly and to the point, though he was the younger man of the two; Odysseus, on the other hand, when he rose to speak, was at first silent and kept his eyes fixed upon the ground. There was no play nor graceful movement of his scepter; he kept it straight and stiff like a man unpracticed in oratory—one might have taken him for a mere churl or simpleton; but when he raised his voice, and the words came driving from his deep chest like winter snow before the wind, then there was none to touch him, and no man thought further of what he looked like.” 

[225] Priam then caught sight of Ajax and asked, “Who is that great and goodly warrior whose head and broad shoulders tower above the rest of the Argives?” 

[228] “That,” answered Helen, “is huge Ajax, bulwark of the Achaeans, and on the other side of him, among the Cretans, stands Idomeneus looking like a god, and with the chiefs of the Cretans round him. Often did Menelaos receive him as a guest in our house when he came visiting us from Crete. I see, moreover, many other Achaeans whose names I could tell you, but there are two whom I can nowhere find, Castor, breaker of horses, and Pollux the mighty boxer; they are children of my mother, and own brothers to myself. Either they have not left Lacedaemon, or else, though they have brought their ships, they will not show themselves in battle for the shame and disgrace that I have brought upon them.” 

[243] She knew not that both these heroes were already lying under the earth in their own land of Lacedaemon. 

[245] Meanwhile the heralds were bringing the holy oath-offerings through the city—two lambs and a goatskin of wine, the gift of earth; and Idaeus brought the mixing bowl and the cups of gold. He went up to Priam and said, “Son of Laomedon, the princes of the Trojans and Achaeans bid you come down on to the plain and swear to a solemn covenant. Alexander and Menelaos are to fight for Helen in single combat, that she and all her wealth may go with him who is the victor. We are to swear to a solemn covenant of peace whereby we others shall dwell here in Troy, while the Achaeans return to Argos and the land of the Achaeans.” 

[259] The old man trembled as he heard, but bade his followers yoke the horses, and they made all haste to do so. He mounted the chariot, gathered the reins in his hand, and Antenor took his seat beside him; they then drove through the Scaean gates on to the plain. When they reached the ranks of the Trojans and Achaeans they left the chariot, and with measured pace advanced into the space between the hosts of warriors. 

[267] Agamemnon and Odysseus both rose to meet them. The attendants brought on the oath-offerings and mixed the wine in the mixing-bowls; they poured water over the hands of the chieftains, and the son of Atreus drew the dagger that hung by his sword, and cut wool from the lambs’ heads; this the men-servants gave about among the Trojan and Achaean princes, and the son of Atreus lifted up his hands in prayer. “Father Zeus,” he cried, “that rules in Ida, most glorious in power, and you oh Sun, that sees and gives ear to all things, Earth and Rivers, and you who in the realms below chastise the soul of him that has broken his oath, witness these rites and guard them, that they be not vain. If Alexander kills Menelaos, let him keep Helen and all her wealth, while we sail home with our ships; but if Menelaos kills Alexander, let the Trojans give back Helen and all that she has; let them moreover pay such penalty [timê] to the Achaeans as shall be agreed upon, in testimony among those that shall be born hereafter. 

[287] And if Priam and his sons refuse such penalty [timê] when Alexander has fallen, then will I stay here and fight on till I have got satisfaction [telos].” 

[292] As he spoke he drew his knife across the throats of the victims, and laid them down gasping and dying upon the ground, for the knife had robbed them of their strength. Then they poured wine from the mixing-bowl into the cups, and prayed to the everlasting gods, saying, Trojans and Achaeans among one another, “Zeus, most great and glorious, and you other everlasting gods, grant that the brains of them who shall first sin against their oaths—of them and their children—may be shed upon the ground even as this wine, and let their wives become the slaves of strangers.” 

[302] Thus they prayed, but not as yet would Zeus grant them their prayer. Then Priam, descendant of Dardanos, spoke, saying, “Hear me, Trojans and Achaeans, I will now go back to the wind-beaten city of Ilion: I dare not with my own eyes witness this fight between my son and Menelaos, for Zeus and the other immortals alone know which shall fall [telos].” 

[310] At this he laid the two lambs on his chariot and took his seat. He gathered the reins in his hand, and Antenor sat beside him; the two then went back to Ilion. Hektor and Odysseus measured the ground, and cast lots from a helmet of bronze to see which should take aim first. Meanwhile the two hosts of warriors lifted up their hands and prayed saying, “Father Zeus, that rules from Ida, most glorious in power, grant that he who first brought about this war between us may die, and enter the house of Hades, while we others remain at peace and abide by our oaths.” 

[324] Great Hektor now turned his head aside while he shook the helmet, and the lot of Paris flew out first. The others took their several stations, each by his horses and the place where his arms were lying, while Alexander, husband of lovely Helen, put on his goodly armor. 

[330] First he greaved his legs with greaves of good make and fitted with ankle-clasps of silver; after this he donned the cuirass of his brother Lykaon, and fitted it to his own body; he hung his silver-studded sword of bronze about his shoulders, and then his mighty shield. On his comely head he set his helmet, well-wrought, with a crest of horse-hair that nodded menacingly above it, and he grasped a redoubtable spear that suited his hands. In like fashion Menelaos also put on his armor. 

[340] When they had thus armed, each amid his own people, they strode fierce of aspect into the open space, and both Trojans and Achaeans were struck with awe as they beheld them. They stood near one another on the measured ground, brandishing their spears, and each furious against the other. Alexander aimed first, and struck the round shield of the son of Atreus, but the spear did not pierce it, for the shield turned its point. Menelaos next took aim, praying to Father Zeus as he did so. “King Zeus,” he said, “grant me revenge on Alexander who has wronged me; subdue him under my hand that in ages yet to come a man may shrink from doing ill deeds in the house of his host.” 

[355] He poised his spear as he spoke, and hurled it at the shield of Alexander. Through shield and cuirass it went, and tore the shirt by his flank, but Alexander swerved aside, and thus saved his life. Then the son of Atreus drew his sword, and drove at the projecting part of his helmet, but the sword fell shivered in three or four pieces from his hand, and he cried, looking towards Heaven, “Father Zeus, of all gods you are the most despiteful; I made sure of my revenge, but the sword has broken in my hand, my spear has been hurled in vain, and I have not killed him.” 

[369] With this he flew at Alexander, caught him by the horsehair plume of his helmet, and began dragging him towards the Achaeans. The strap of the helmet that went under his chin was choking him, and Menelaos would have dragged him off to his own great glory had not Zeus’ daughter Aphrodite been quick to mark and to break the strap of oxhide, so that the empty helmet came away in his hand. This he flung to his comrades among the Achaeans, and was again springing upon Alexander to run him through with a spear, but Aphrodite snatched him up in a moment (as a god can do), hid him under a cloud of darkness, and conveyed him to his own bedchamber. 

[383] Then she went to call Helen, and found her on a high tower with the Trojan women crowding round her. She took the form of an old woman who used to dress wool for her when she was still in Lacedaemon, and of whom she was very fond. Thus disguised she plucked her by perfumed robe and said, “Come here; Alexander says you are to go to the house; he is on his bed in his own room, radiant with beauty and dressed in gorgeous apparel. No one would think he had just come from fighting, but rather that he was going to a dance [khoros], or had done dancing [khoros] and was sitting down.” 

[395] With these words she moved the heart of Helen to anger. When she marked the beautiful neck of the goddess, her lovely bosom, and sparkling eyes, she marveled at her and said, “Goddess, why do you thus beguile me? Are you going to send me afield still further to some man whom you have taken up in Phrygia or fair Meonia? Menelaos has just vanquished Alexander, and is to take my hateful self back with him. You are come here to betray me. Go sit with Alexander yourself; henceforth be goddess no longer; never let your feet carry you back to Olympus; worry about him and look after him till he make you his wife, or, for the matter of that, his slave—but me? I shall not go; I can garnish his bed no longer; I should be a by-word among all the women of Troy. Besides, I have grief [akhos] on my mind.” 

[414] Aphrodite was very angry, and said, “Bold hussy, do not provoke me; if you do, I shall leave you to your fate and hate you as much as I have loved you. I will stir up fierce hatred between Trojans and Achaeans, and you shall come to a bad end.” 

[418] At this Helen was frightened. She wrapped her mantle about her and went in silence, following the divinity [daimôn] and unnoticed by the Trojan women. 

[421] When they came to the house of Alexander the maid-servants set about their work, but Helen went into her own room, and the laughter-loving goddess took a seat and set it for her facing Alexander. At this Helen, daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus, sat down, and with eyes askance began to upbraid her husband. 

[428] “So you are come from the fight,” said she; “would that you had fallen rather by the hand of that brave man who was my husband. You used to brag that you were a better man with might [biê] and spear than Menelaos. go, but I then, an challenge him again—but I should advise you not to do so, for if you are foolish enough to meet him in single combat, you will soon all by his spear.” 

[436] And Paris answered, “Wife, do not vex me with your reproaches. This time, with the help of Athena, Menelaos has vanquished me; another time I may myself be victor, for I too have gods that will stand by me. Come, let us lie down together and make friends. Never yet was I so passionately enamoured of you as at this moment—not even when I first carried you off from Lacedaemon and sailed away with you—not even when I had converse with you upon the couch of love in the island of Cranae was I so enthralled by desire of you as now.” At this he led her towards the bed, and his wife went with him. 

[447] Thus they laid themselves on the bed together; but the son of Atreus strode among the throng, looking everywhere for Alexander, and no man, neither of the Trojans nor of the allies, could find him. If they had seen him they were in no mind to hide him, for they all of them hated him as they did death itself. Then Agamemnon, king of men, 

[456] spoke, saying, “Hear me, Trojans, Dardanians, and allies. The victory has been with Menelaos; therefore give back Helen with all her wealth, and pay such penalty [timê] as shall be agreed upon, in testimony among them that shall be born hereafter.” 

[461] Thus spoke the son of Atreus, and the Achaeans shouted in approval.

SCROLL IV 

[1] Now the gods were sitting with Zeus in council upon the golden floor while Hebe went round pouring out nectar for them to drink, and as they pledged one another in their cups of gold they looked down upon the town of Troy. The son of Kronos then began to tease Hera, talking at her so as to provoke her. “Menelaos,” said he, “has two good friends among the goddesses, Hera of Argos, and Athena of Alalkomene, but they only sit still and look on, while Aphrodite keeps ever by Alexander’ side to defend him in any danger; indeed she has just rescued him when he made sure that it was all over with him—for the victory really did lie with Menelaos. We must consider what we shall do about all this; shall we set them fighting anew or make peace between them? If you will agree to this last Menelaos can take back Helen and the city of Priam may remain still inhabited.” 

[20] Athena and Hera muttered their discontent as they sat side by side hatching mischief for the Trojans. Athena scowled at her father, for she was in a furious passion with him, and said nothing, but Hera could not contain herself. “Dread son of Kronos,” said she, “what, pray, is the meaning of all this? Is my trouble [ponos], then, to go for nothing, 

[27] and the sweat that I have sweated, to say nothing of my horses, while getting the people together against Priam and his children? Do as you will, but we other gods shall not all of us approve your counsel.” 

[30] Zeus was angry and answered, “My dear, what harm have Priam and his sons done you that you are so hotly bent on destroying the city of Ilion? Will nothing do for you but you must within their walls and eat Priam raw, with his sons and all the other Trojans to boot? Have it your own way then; for I would not have this matter become a bone of contention between us. I say further, and lay my saying to your heart, if ever I want to destroy a city belonging to friends of yours, you must not try to stop me; you will have to let me do it, for I am giving in to you sorely against my will. Of all inhabited cities under the sun and stars of heaven, there was none that I so much respected as Ilion with Priam and his whole people. Equitable feasts were never wanting about my altar, nor the savor of burning fat, which is honor due to ourselves.” 

[51] “My own three favorite cities,” answered Hera, “are Argos, Sparta, and Mycenae. Destroy them whenever you may be displeased with them. I shall not defend them and I shall not care. Even if I did, and tried to stay you, I should take nothing by it, for you are much stronger than I am, but I will not have my own work wasted. I too am a god and of the same race with yourself. I am Kronos’ eldest daughter, and am honorable not on this ground only, but also because I am your wife, and you are king over the gods. Let it be a case, then, of give-and-take between us, and the rest of the gods will follow our lead. Tell Athena to go and take part in the fight at once, and let her contrive that the Trojans shall be the first to break their oaths and set upon the Achaeans.” 

[68] The sire of gods and men heeded her words, and said to Athena, “Go at once into the Trojan and Achaean hosts, and contrive that the Trojans shall be the first to break their oaths and set upon the Achaeans.” 

[73] This was what Athena was already eager to do, so down she darted from the topmost summits of Olympus. She shot through the sky as some brilliant meteor which the son of scheming Kronos has sent as a sign to mariners or to some great army, and a fiery train of light follows in its wake. The Trojans and Achaeans were struck with awe as they beheld, and one would turn to his neighbor, saying, “Either we shall again have war and din of combat, or Zeus the lord of battle will now make peace between us.” 

[85] Thus did they converse. Then Athena took the form of Laodokos, son of Antenor, and went through the ranks of the Trojans to find Pandaros, the redoubtable son of Lykaon. She found him standing among the stalwart heroes who had followed him from the banks of the Aisopos, so she went close up to him and said, “Brave son of Lykaon, will you do as I tell you? If you dare send an arrow at Menelaos you will win honor and gratitude [kharis] from all the Trojans, and especially from prince Alexander—he would be the first to requite you very handsomely if he could see Menelaos mount his funeral pyre, slain by an arrow from your hand. Take your home aim then, and pray to Lycian Apollo, the famous archer; vow that when you get home to your strong city of Zelea you will offer a hecatomb of firstling lambs in his honor.” 

[104] His fool’s heart was persuaded, and he took his bow from its case. This bow was made from the horns of a wild ibex that he had killed as it was bounding from a rock; he had stalked it, and it had fallen as the arrow struck it to the heart. Its horns were sixteen palms long, and a worker in horn had made them into a bow, smoothing them well down, and giving them tips of gold. When Pandaros had strung his bow he laid it carefully on the ground, and his brave followers held their shields before him lest the Achaeans should set upon him before he had shot Menelaos. Then he opened the lid of his quiver and took out a winged arrow that had yet been shot, fraught with the pangs of death. 

[118] He laid the arrow on the string and prayed to Lycian Apollo, the famous archer, vowing that when he got home to his strong city of Zelea he would offer a hecatomb of firstling lambs in his honor. He laid the notch of the arrow on the oxhide bowstring, and drew both notch and string to his breast till the arrow-head was near the bow; then when the bow was arched into a half-circle he let fly, and the bow twanged, and the string sang as the arrow flew gladly on over the heads of the throng. 

[129] But the blessed gods did not forget you, O Menelaos, and Zeus’ daughter, driver of the spoil, was the first to stand before you and ward off the piercing arrow. She turned it from his skin as a mother whisks a fly from off her child when it is sleeping sweetly; she guided it to the part where the golden buckles of the belt that passed over his double cuirass were fastened, so the arrow struck the belt that went tightly round him. It went right through this and through the cuirass of cunning workmanship; it also pierced the belt beneath it, which he wore next his skin to keep out darts or arrows; it was this that served him in the best stead, nevertheless the arrow went through it and grazed the top of the skin, so that blood began flowing from the wound. 

[141] As when some woman of Meonia or Caria strains purple dye on to a piece of ivory that is to be the cheek-piece of a horse, and is to be laid up in a treasure house—many a horseman wants to bear it, but the king keeps it as an ornament [kosmos] of which both horse and driver may be proud—even so, O Menelaos, were your shapely thighs and your legs down to your fair ankles stained with blood. 

[148] When King Agamemnon saw the blood flowing from the wound he was afraid, and so was brave Menelaos himself till he saw that the barbs of the arrow and the thread that bound the arrow-head to the shaft were still outside the wound. Then he took heart, but Agamemnon heaved a deep sigh as he held Menelaos’ hand in his own, and his comrades made moan in concert. 

[154] “Dear brother, “he cried, “I have been the death of you in pledging this covenant and letting you come forward as our champion. The Trojans have trampled on their oaths and have wounded you; nevertheless the oath, the blood of lambs, the drink-offerings and the right hands of fellowship in which have put our trust shall not be vain. If he that rules Olympus fulfil it not here and now, he will yet fulfil it hereafter, and they shall pay dearly with their lives and with their wives and children. The day will surely come when mighty Ilion shall be laid low, with Priam and Priam’s people, when the son of Kronos from his high throne shall overshadow them with his awful aegis in punishment of their present treachery. This shall surely be; but how, Menelaos, shall I have grief [akhos] for you, if it be your lot now to die? I should return to Argos as a by-word, for the Achaeans will at once go home. We shall leave Priam and the Trojans the glory of still keeping Helen, and the earth will rot your bones as you lie here at Troy with your purpose not fulfilled. Then shall some braggart Trojan leap upon your tomb and say, ‘Ever thus may Agamemnon wreak his vengeance; he brought his army in vain; he is gone home to his own land with empty ships, and has left Menelaos behind him.’ Thus will one of them say, and may the earth then swallow me.” 

[184] But Menelaos reassured him and said, “Take heart, and do not alarm the people; the arrow has not struck me in a mortal part, for my outer belt of burnished metal first stayed it, and under this my cuirass and the belt of mail which the bronze-smiths made me.” 

[188] And Agamemnon answered, “I trust, dear Menelaos, that it may be even so, but the surgeon shall examine your wound and lay herbs upon it to relieve your pain.” 

[193] He then said to Talthybios, “Talthybios, tell Machaon, son to the great physician, Asklepios, to come and see Menelaos immediately. Some Trojan or Lycian archer has wounded him with an arrow—to our grief [penthos], and to his own great glory [kleos].” 

[198] Talthybios did as he was told, and went about the host of warriors, trying to find Machaon. Presently he found standing amid the brave warriors who had followed him from Tricca; thereon he went up to him and said, “Son of Asklepios, King Agamemnon says you are to come and see Menelaos immediately. Some Trojan or Lycian archer has wounded him with an arrow—to our grief [penthos] and to his own great glory [kleos].” 

[208] Thus did he speak, and Machaon was moved to go. They passed through the spreading host of the Achaeans and went on till they came to the place where Menelaos had been wounded and was lying with the chieftains gathered in a circle round him. Machaon passed into the middle of the ring and at once drew the arrow from the belt, bending its barbs back through the force with which he pulled it out. He undid the burnished belt, and beneath this the cuirass and the belt of mail which the bronze-smiths had made; then, when he had seen the wound, he wiped away the blood and applied some soothing drugs which Cheiron had given to Asklepios out of the good will he bore him. 

[220] While they were thus busy about Menelaos, the Trojans came forward against them, for they had put on their armor, and now renewed the fight. 

[223] You would not have then found Agamemnon asleep nor cowardly and unwilling to fight, but eager rather for the fray. He left his chariot rich with bronze and his panting steeds in charge of his attendant [therapôn] Eurymedon, son of Ptolemaeus the son of Peiraeus, and bade him hold them in readiness against the time his limbs should weary of going about and giving orders to so many, for he went among the ranks on foot. When he saw men hastening to the front he stood by them and cheered them on. “Argives,” said he, “slacken not one whit in your onset; father Zeus will be no helper of liars; 

[236] the Trojans have been the first to break their oaths and to attack us; therefore they shall be devoured of vultures; we shall take their city and carry off their wives and children in our ships.” 

[240] But he angrily rebuked those whom he saw shirking and disinclined to fight. “Argives,” he cried, “cowardly miserable creatures, have you no shame to stand here like frightened fawns who, when they can no longer scud over the plain, huddle together, but show no fight? You are as dazed and spiritless as deer. Would you wait till the Trojans reach the sterns of our ships as they lie on the shore, to see, whether the son of Kronos will hold his hand over you to protect you?” 

[250] Thus did he go about giving his orders among the ranks. Passing through the crowd, he came presently on the Cretans, arming round Idomeneus, who was at their head, fierce as a wild boar, while Meriones was bringing up the battalions that were in the rear. Agamemnon was glad when he saw him, and spoke him fairly. “Idomeneus,” said he, “I treat you with greater distinction than I do any others of the Achaeans, whether in war or in other things, or at table. When the princes are mixing my choicest wines in the mixing-bowls, they have each of them a fixed allowance, but your cup is kept always full like my own, that you may drink whenever you are minded. Go, therefore, into battle, and show yourself the man you have been always proud to be.” 

[265] Idomeneus answered, “I will be a trusty comrade, as I promised you from the first I would be. Urge on the other Achaeans, that we may join battle at once, for the Trojans have trampled upon their covenants. Death and destruction shall be theirs, seeing they have been the first to break their oaths and to attack us.” 

[272] The son of Atreus went on, glad at heart, till he came upon the two Ajaxes arming themselves amid a host of foot-soldiers. As when a goat-herd from some high post watches a storm drive over the deep sea [pontos] before the west wind 

[277]—black as pitch is the offing and a mighty whirlwind draws towards him, so that he is afraid and drives his flock into a cave—even thus did the ranks of stalwart youths move in a dark mass to battle under the Ajaxes, horrid with shield and spear. Glad was King Agamemnon when he saw them. “No need,” he cried, “to give orders to such leaders of the Argives as you are, for of your own selves you spur your men on to fight with might and main. Would, by father Zeus, Athena, and Apollo that all were so minded as you are, for the city of Priam would then soon fall beneath our hands, and we should destroy it.” 

[292] With this he left them and went onward to Nestor, the facile speaker of the Pylians, who was marshalling his men and urging them on, in company with Pelagon, Alastor, Chromios, Haimon, and Bias shepherd of his people. He placed his horsemen with their chariots and horses in the front rank, while the foot-soldiers, brave men and many, whom he could trust, were in the rear. The cowards he drove into the middle, that they might fight whether they would or no. He gave his orders to the horsemen first, bidding them hold their horses well in hand, so as to avoid confusion. “Let no man,” he said, “relying on his strength or horsemanship, get before the others and engage singly with the Trojans, nor yet let him lag behind or you will weaken your attack; but let each when he meets an enemy’s chariot throw his spear from his own; this be much the best; this is how the men of old took towns and strongholds; in this wise was their thinking [noos].”

[310] Thus did the old man charge them, for he had been in many a fight, and King Agamemnon was glad. “I wish,” he said to him, that your limbs were as supple and your strength [biê] as sure as your judgment is; but age, the common enemy of mankind, has laid his hand upon you; would that it had fallen upon some other, and that you were still young.” 

[317] And Nestor, horseman of Gerene, answered, “Son of Atreus, I too would gladly be the man I was when I slew mighty Ereuthalion; but the gods will not give us everything at one and the same time. I was then young, and now I am old; 

[322] still I can go with my horsemen and give them that counsel which old men have a right to give. The wielding of the spear I leave to those who are younger and has more force [biê] than myself.” 

[326] Agamemnon went his way rejoicing, and presently found Menestheus, son of Peteos, tarrying in his place, and with him were the Athenians loud of tongue in battle. Near him also tarried cunning Odysseus, with his sturdy Cephallenians round him; they had not yet heard the battle-cry, for the ranks of Trojans and Achaeans had only just begun to move, so they were standing still, waiting for some other columns of the Achaeans to attack the Trojans and begin the fighting. When he saw this Agamemnon rebuked them and said, “Son of Peteos, and you other, steeped in cunning, heart of guile, why stand you here cowering and waiting on others? You two should be of all men foremost when there is hard fighting to be done, for you are ever foremost to accept my invitation when we councilors of the Achaeans are holding feast. You are glad enough then to take your fill of roast meats and to drink wine as long as you please, whereas now you would not care though you saw ten columns of Achaeans engage the enemy in front of you.” 

[349] Odysseus glared at him and answered, “Son of Atreus, what are you talking about? How can you say that we are slack? When the Achaeans are in full fight with the Trojans, you shall see, if you care to do so, that the father of Telemakhos will join battle with the foremost of them. You are talking idly.” 

[356] When Agamemnon saw that Odysseus was angry, he smiled pleasantly at him and withdrew his words. “Odysseus,” said he, “noble son of Laertes, excellent in all good counsel, I have neither fault to find nor orders to give you, for I know your heart is right, and that you and I are of a mind. Enough; I will make you amends for what I have said, and if any ill has now been spoken may the gods bring it to nothing.” 

[364] He then left them and went on to others. Presently he saw the son of Tydeus, noble Diomedes, standing by his chariot and horses, with Sthenelos the son of Kapaneus beside him; whereon he began to upbraid him. “Son of Tydeus,” he said, “why stand you cowering here upon the brink of battle? Tydeus did not shrink thus, but was ever ahead of his men when leading them on against the foe—so, at least, say they that saw him in battle, for I never set eyes upon him myself. They say that there was no man like him. He came once to Mycenae, not as an enemy but as a guest, in company with Polyneices to recruit his forces, for they were levying war against the strong city of Thebes, and prayed our people for a body of picked men to help them. The men of Mycenae were willing to let them have one, but Zeus dissuaded them by showing them unfavorable omens [sêma pl.]. Tydeus, therefore, and Polyneices went their way. When they had got as far the deep-meadowed and rush-grown banks of the Aisopos, the Achaeans sent Tydeus as their envoy, and he found the Kadmeians gathered in great numbers to a banquet in the house of Eteocles. Stranger though he was, he knew no fear on finding himself single-handed among so many, but challenged them to contests of all kinds, and in each one of them was at once victorious, so mightily did Athena help him. The Kadmeians were incensed at his success, and set a force of fifty youths with two chiefs—the godlike hero Maeon, son of Haimon, and Polyphontes, son of Autophonus—at their head, to lie in wait for him on his return journey; but Tydeus slew every man of them, save only Maeon, whom he let go in obedience to heaven’s omens. Such was Tydeus of Aetolia. His son can talk more glibly, but he cannot fight as his father did.” 

[401] Diomedes made no answer, for he was shamed by the rebuke of Agamemnon; but the son of Kapaneus took up his words and said, “Son of Atreus, tell no lies, for you can speak truth if you will. 

[404] We boast ourselves as even better men than our fathers; we took seven-gated Thebes, though the wall was stronger and our men were fewer in number, for we trusted in the omens of the gods and in the help of Zeus, whereas they perished through their own sheer folly; hold not, then, our fathers in like honor [timê] with us.” 

[411] Diomedes looked sternly at him and said, “Hold your peace, my friend, as I bid you. It is not amiss that Agamemnon should urge the Achaeans forward, for the glory will be his if we take the city, and his the shame [penthos] if we are vanquished. Therefore let us acquit ourselves with valor.” 

[419] As he spoke he sprang from his chariot, and his armor rang so fiercely about his body that even a brave man might well have been scared to hear it. 

[422] As when the mighty sea [pontos] that thunders on the beach when the west wind has lashed it into fury—it has reared its head afar and now comes crashing down on the shore; it bows its arching crest high over the jagged rocks and spews its salt foam in all directions—even so did the serried phalanxes of the Danaans march steadfastly to battle. The chiefs gave orders each to his own people, but the men said never a word; no man would think it, for huge as the host of warriors was, it seemed as though there was not a tongue among them, so silent were they in their obedience; and as they marched the armor about their bodies glistened in the sun. But the clamor of the Trojan ranks was as that of many thousand ewes that stand waiting to be milked in the yards of some rich flockmaster, and bleat incessantly in answer to the bleating of their lambs; for they had not one speech nor language, but their tongues were diverse, and they came from many different places. These were inspired of Ares, but the others by Athena—and with them came Panic, Rout, and Strife whose fury never tires, sister and friend of murderous Ares, who, from being at first but low in stature, grows till she uprears her head to heaven, though her feet are still on earth. She it was that went about among them and flung down discord to the waxing of sorrow with even hand between them. 

[446] When they were got together in one place shield clashed with shield and spear with spear in the rage of battle. The bossed shields beat one upon another, and there was a tramp as of a great multitude—death-cry and shout of triumph of slain and slayers, and the earth ran red with blood. As torrents swollen with rain course madly down their deep channels till the angry floods meet in some gorge, and the shepherd the hillside hears their roaring from afar—even such was the toil [ponos] and uproar of the hosts as they joined in battle. 

[457] First Antilokhos slew an armed warrior of the Trojans, Echepolus, son of Thalysios, fighting in the foremost ranks. He struck at the projecting part of his helmet and drove the spear into his brow; the point of bronze pierced the bone, and darkness veiled his eyes; headlong as a tower he fell amid the press of the fight, and as he dropped King Elephenor, son of Chalcodon and chief of the proud Abantes began dragging him out of reach of the darts that were falling around him, in haste to strip him of his armor. But his purpose was not for long; Agenor saw him haling the body away, and smote him in the side with his bronze-shod spear—for as he stooped his side was left unprotected by his shield—and thus he perished. Then the fight between Trojans and Achaeans grew furious over his body, and they flew upon each other like wolves, man and man crushing one upon the other. 

[473] Forthwith Ajax, son of Telamon, slew the fair youth Simoeisios, son of Anthemion, whom his mother bore by the banks of the Simoeis, as she was coming down from Mount Ida, where she had been with her parents to see their flocks. Therefore he was named Simoeisios, but he did not live to pay his parents for his rearing, for he was cut off untimely by the spear of mighty Ajax, who struck him in the breast by the right nipple as he was coming on among the foremost fighters; 

[481] the spear went right through his shoulder, and he fell as a poplar that has grown straight and tall in a meadow by some mere, and its top is thick with branches. Then the wheelwright lays his axe to its roots that he may fashion a piece for the wheel of some goodly chariot, and it lies seasoning by the waterside. In such wise did Ajax fell to earth Simoeisios, son of Anthemion. Thereon Antiphus of the gleaming breastplate, son of Priam, hurled a spear at Ajax from amid the crowd and missed him, but he hit Leucus, the brave comrade of Odysseus, in the groin, as he was dragging the body of Simoeisios over to the other side; so he fell upon the body and loosed his hold upon it. Odysseus was furious when he saw Leucus slain, and strode in full armor through the front ranks till he was quite close; then he glared round about him and took aim, and the Trojans fell back as he did so. His dart was not sped in vain, for it struck Demokoon, the bastard son of Priam, who had come to him from Abydos, where he had charge of his father’s mares. Odysseus, infuriated by the death of his comrade, hit him with his spear on one temple, and the bronze point came through on the other side of his forehead. Thereon darkness veiled his eyes, and his armor rang rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. Hektor, and they that were in front, then gave round while the Argives raised a shout and drew off the dead, pressing further forward as they did so. But Apollo looked down from Pergamus and called aloud to the Trojans, for he was displeased. “Trojans,” he cried, “rush on the foe, and do not let yourselves be thus beaten by the Argives. Their skins are not stone nor iron that when hit them you do them no harm. Moreover, Achilles, the son of lovely Thetis, is not fighting, but is nursing his anger at the ships.” 

[514] Thus spoke the mighty god, crying to them from the city, while Zeus’ redoubtable daughter, the Trito-born, went about among the host of the Achaeans, and urged them forward whenever she beheld them slackening. 

[517] Then fate fell upon Diores, son of Amarynceus, for he was struck by a jagged stone near the ankle of his right leg. He that hurled it was Peirous, son of Imbrasus, chief of the Thracians, who had come from Aenus; the bones and both the tendons were crushed by the pitiless stone. He fell to the ground on his back, and in his death throes stretched out his hands towards his comrades. But Peirous, who had wounded him, sprang on him and thrust a spear into his belly, so that his bowels came gushing out upon the ground, and darkness veiled his eyes. As he was leaving the body, Thoas of Aetolia struck him in the chest near the nipple, and the point fixed itself in his lungs. Thoas came close up to him, pulled the spear out of his chest, and then drawing his sword, smote him in the middle of the belly so that he died; but he did not strip him of his armor, for his Thracian comrades, men who wear their hair in a tuft at the top of their heads, stood round the body and kept him off with their long spears for all his great stature and valor; so he was driven back. Thus the two corpses lay stretched on earth near to one another, the one chief of the Thracians and the other of the Epeans; and many another fell round them. 

[539] And now no man would have made light of the fighting if he could have gone about among it unscathed and unwounded, with Athena leading him by the hand, and protecting him from the storm of spears and arrows. For many Trojans and Achaeans on that day lay stretched side by side face downwards upon the earth.

SCROLL V 
[1] Then Pallas Athena put valor into the heart of Diomedes, son of Tydeus, that he might excel all the other Argives, and cover himself with glory [kleos]. She made a stream of fire flare from his shield and helmet like the star that shines most brilliantly in summer after its bath in the waters of Okeanos—even such a fire did she kindle upon his head and shoulders as she bade him speed into the thickest hurly-burly of the fight. 

[9] Now there was a certain rich and honorable man among the Trojans, priest of Hephaistos, and his name was Dares. He had two sons, Phegeus and Idaeus, both of them skilled in all the arts of war. These two came forward from the main body of Trojans, and set upon Diomedes, he being on foot, while they fought from their chariot. When they were close up to one another, Phegeus took aim first, but his spear went over Diomedes’ left shoulder without hitting him. Diomedes then threw, and his spear sped not in vain, for it hit Phegeus on the breast near the nipple, and he fell from his chariot. Idaeus did not dare to bestride his brother’s body, but sprang from the chariot and took to flight, or he would have shared his brother’s fate; 

[23] whereon Hephaistos saved him by wrapping him in a cloud of darkness, that his old father might not be utterly overwhelmed with grief; but the son of Tydeus drove off with the horses, and bade his followers take them to the ships. The Trojans were scared when they saw the two sons of Dares, one of them in fright and the other lying dead by his chariot. Athena, therefore, took Ares by the hand and said, “Ares, Ares, bane of men, bloodstained stormer of cities, may we not now leave the Trojans and Achaeans to fight it out, and see to which of the two Zeus will grant the victory? Let us go away, and thus avoid his anger [mênis].” 

[35] So saying, she drew Ares out of the battle, and set him down upon the steep banks of the Skamandros. Upon this the Danaans drove the Trojans back, and each one of their chieftains killed his man. First King Agamemnon flung mighty Odios, chief of the Halizoni, from his chariot. The spear of Agamemnon caught him on the broad of his back, just as he was turning in flight; it struck him between the shoulders and went right through his chest, and his armor rang rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. 

[43] Then Idomeneus killed Phaesus, son of Borus the Meonian, who had come from Varne. Mighty Idomeneus speared him on the right shoulder as he was mounting his chariot, and the darkness of death enshrouded him as he fell heavily from the car. 

[48] The attendants [therapontes] of Idomeneus spoiled him of his armor, while Menelaos, son of Atreus, killed Skamandrios the son of Strophios, a mighty huntsman and keen lover of the chase. Artemis herself had taught him how to kill every kind of wild creature that is bred in mountain forests, but neither she nor his famed skill in archery could now save him, for the spear of Menelaos struck him in the back as he was fleeing; it struck him between the shoulders and went right through his chest, so that he fell headlong and his armor rang rattling round him. 

[59] Meriones then killed Phereklos the son of Tekton, who was the son of Harmon, a man whose hand was skilled in all manner of cunning workmanship, for Pallas Athena had dearly loved him. He it was that made the ships for Alexander, which were the beginning of all mischief, and brought evil alike both on the Trojans and on Alexander himself; for he heeded not the decrees of heaven. Meriones overtook him as he was fleeing, and struck him on the right buttock. The point of the spear went through the bone into the bladder, and death came upon him as he cried aloud and fell forward on his knees. 

[69] Meges, moreover, slew Pedaeus, son of Antenor, who, though he was a bastard, had been brought up by Theano as one of her own children, for the love she bore her husband. The son of Phyleus got close up to him and drove a spear into the nape of his neck: it went under his tongue all among his teeth, so he bit the cold bronze, and fell dead in the dust.

[76] And Eurypylus, son of Euaemon, killed Hypsenor, the son of noble Dolopion, who had been made priest of the river Skamandros, and was honored in the locale [dêmos] as though he were a god. Eurypylus gave him chase as he was fleeing before him, smote him with his sword upon the arm, and lopped his strong hand from off it. The bloody hand fell to the ground, and the shades of death, with fate that no man can withstand, came over his eyes. 

[85] Thus furiously did the battle rage between them. As for the son of Tydeus, you could not say whether he was more among the Achaeans or the Trojans. He rushed across the plain like a winter torrent that has burst its barrier in full flood; no dykes, no walls of fruitful vineyards can embank it when it is swollen with rain from heaven, but in a moment it comes tearing onward, and lays many a field waste that many a strong man hand has reclaimed—even so were the dense phalanxes of the Trojans driven in rout by the son of Tydeus, and many though they were, they dared not abide his onslaught. 

[95] Now when the son of Lykaon saw him scouring the plain and driving the Trojans pell-mell before him, he aimed an arrow and hit the front part of his cuirass near the shoulder: the arrow went right through the metal and pierced the flesh, so that the cuirass was covered with blood. At this the son of Lykaon shouted in triumph, “Horsemen Trojans, come on; the bravest of the Achaeans is wounded, and he will not hold out much longer if King Apollo was indeed with me when I sped here from Lycia.” 

[106] Thus did he boast; but his arrow had not killed Diomedes, who withdrew and made for the chariot and horses of Sthenelos, the son of Kapaneus. “Dear son of Kapaneus,” said he, “come down from your chariot, and draw the arrow out of my shoulder.” 

[111] Sthenelos sprang from his chariot, and drew the arrow from the wound, whereon the blood came spouting out through the hole that had been made in his shirt. Then Diomedes prayed, saying, “Hear me, daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus, unweariable, if ever you loved my father well and stood by him in the thick of a fight, do the like now by me; grant me to come within a spear’s throw of that man and kill him. He has been too quick for me and has wounded me; and now he is boasting that I shall not see the light of the sun much longer.” 

[121] Thus he prayed, and Pallas Athena heard him; she made his limbs supple and quickened his hands and his feet. Then she went up close to him and said, “Fear not, Diomedes, to do battle with the Trojans, for I have set in your heart the spirit of your father, the horseman Tydeus. Moreover, I have withdrawn the veil from your eyes, that you know gods and men apart. If, then, any other god comes here and offers you battle, do not fight him; but should Zeus’ daughter Aphrodite come, strike her with your spear and wound her.” 

[133] When she had said this Athena went away, and the son of Tydeus again took his place among the foremost fighters, three times more fierce even than he had been before. He was like a lion that some mountain shepherd has wounded, but not killed, as he is springing over the wall of a sheep-yard to attack the sheep. 

[139] The shepherd has roused the brute to fury but cannot defend his flock, so he takes shelter under cover of the buildings, while the sheep, panic-stricken on being deserted, are smothered in heaps one on top of the other, and the angry lion leaps out over the sheep-yard wall. Even thus did Diomedes go furiously about among the Trojans.

[144] He killed Astynoos, and shepherd of his people, the one with a thrust of his spear, which struck him above the nipple, the other with a sword—cut on the collarbone, that severed his shoulder from his neck and back. He let both of them lie, and went in pursuit of Abas and Polyidus, sons of the old man who read [krinô] dreams, Eurydamas: they never came back for him to read them any more dreams, for mighty Diomedes made an end of them. He then gave chase to Xanthos and Thoon, the two sons of Phainops, both of them very dear to him, for he was now worn out with age, and begat no more sons to inherit his possessions. But Diomedes took both their lives and left their father sorrowing bitterly, for he nevermore saw them come home from battle alive, and his kinsmen divided his wealth among themselves.

[159] Then he came upon two sons of Priam, Echemmon and Chromios, as they were both in one chariot. He sprang upon them as a lion fastens on the neck of some cow or heifer when the herd is feeding in a coppice. For all their vain struggles he flung them both from their chariot and stripped the armor from their bodies. Then he gave their horses to his comrades to take them back to the ships.

[166] When Aeneas saw him thus making havoc among the ranks, he went through the fight amid the rain of spears to see if he could find Pandaros. When he had found the brave son of Lykaon he said, “Pandaros, where is now your bow, your winged arrows, and your fame [kleos] as an archer, in respect of which no man here can rival you nor is there any in Lycia that can beat you? Lift then your hands to Zeus and send an arrow at this fellow who is going so masterfully about, 

[175] and has done such deadly work among the Trojans. He has killed many a brave man—unless indeed he is some god who is angry with the Trojans about their sacrifices, and has set his hand against them in his anger [mênis].” 

[179] And the son of Lykaon answered, “Aeneas, I take him for none other than the son of Tydeus. I know him by his shield, the visor of his helmet, and by his horses. It is possible that he may be a god, but if he is the man I say he is, he is not making all this havoc without heaven’s help, but has some god by his side who is shrouded in a cloud of darkness, and who turned my arrow aside when it had hit him. I have taken aim at him already and hit him on the right shoulder; my arrow went through the breastplate of his cuirass; and I made sure I should send him hurrying to the world below, but it seems that I have not killed him. There must be a god who is angry with me. Moreover I have neither horse nor chariot. In my father’s stables there are eleven excellent chariots, fresh from the builder, quite new, with cloths spread over them; and by each of them there stand a pair of horses, champing barley and rye; my old father Lykaon urged me again and again when I was at home and on the point of starting, to take chariots and horses with me that I might lead the Trojans in battle, but I would not listen to him; it would have been much better if I had done so, but I was thinking about the horses, which had been used to eat their fill, and I was afraid that in such a great gathering of men they might be ill-fed, so I left them at home and came on foot to Ilion armed only with my bow and arrows. These it seems, are of no use, for I have already hit two chieftains, the sons of Atreus and of Tydeus, and though I drew blood surely enough, I have only made them still more furious. I did ill to take my bow down from its peg on the day I led my band of Trojans to Ilion in Hektor’s service [kharis], and if ever 

[213] I get home again to set eyes on my native place, my wife, and the greatness of my house, may some one cut my head off then and there if I do not break the bow and set it on a hot fire—such pranks as it plays me.” 

[218] Aeneas answered, “Say no more. Things will not mend till we two go against this man with chariot and horses and bring him to a trial of arms. Mount my chariot, and note how cleverly the horses of Tros can speed here and there over the plain in pursuit or flight. If Zeus again grants glory to the son of Tydeus they will carry us safely back to the city. Take hold, then, of the whip and reins while I stand upon the car to fight, or else do you wait this man’s onset while I look after the horses.” 

[229] “Aeneas.” replied the son of Lykaon, “take the reins and drive; if we have to flee before the son of Tydeus the horses will go better for their own driver. If they miss the sound of your voice when they expect it they may be frightened, and refuse to take us out of the fight. The son of Tydeus will then kill both of us and take the horses. Therefore drive them yourself and I will be ready for him with my spear.” 

[239] They then mounted the chariot and drove full-speed towards the son of Tydeus. Sthenelos, son of Kapaneus, saw them coming and said to Diomedes, “Diomedes, son of Tydeus, man after my own heart, I see two heroes speeding towards you, both of them men of might the one a skilful archer, Pandaros son of Lykaon, the other, Aeneas, whose sire is Anchises, while his mother is Aphrodite. Mount the chariot and let us retreat. Do not, I pray you, press so furiously forward, or you may get killed.” 

[251] Diomedes looked angrily at him and answered: “Talk not of flight, for I shall not listen to you: I am of a race that knows neither flight nor fear, and my limbs are as yet unwearied. I am in no mind to mount, but will go against them even as I am; Pallas Athena bids me be afraid of no man, and even though one of them escape, their steeds shall not take both back again. I say further, 

[260] and lay my saying to your heart—if Athena sees fit to grant me the glory of killing both, stay your horses here and make the reins fast to the rim of the chariot; then be sure you spring Aeneas’ horses and drive them from the Trojan to the Achaean ranks. They are of the stock that great Zeus gave to Tros in payment for his son Ganymede, and are the finest that live and move under the sun. King Anchises stole the blood by putting his mares to them without Laomedon’s knowledge, and they bore him six foals. Four are still in his stables, but he gave the other two to Aeneas. We shall win great glory [kleos] if we can take them.” 

[274] Thus did they converse, but the other two had now driven close up to them, and the son of Lykaon spoke first. “Great and mighty son,” said he, “of noble Tydeus, my arrow failed to lay you low, so I will now try with my spear.” 

[280] He poised his spear as he spoke and hurled it from him. It struck the shield of the son of Tydeus; the bronze point pierced it and passed on till it reached the breastplate. Thereon the son of Lykaon shouted out and said, “You are hit clean through the belly; you will not stand out for long, and the glory of the fight is mine.” 

[286] But Diomedes all undismayed made answer, “You have missed, not hit, and before you two see the end of this matter one or other of you shall glut tough-shielded Ares with his blood.” 

[290] With this he hurled his spear, and Athena guided it on to Pandaros’ nose near the eye. It went crashing in among his white teeth; the bronze point cut through the root of his to tongue, coming out under his chin, and his glistening armor rang rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. The horses started aside for fear, and he was robbed of life [psukhê] and strength. 

[297] Aeneas sprang from his chariot armed with shield and spear, fearing lest the Achaeans should carry off the body. He bestrode it as a lion in the pride of strength, with shield and on spear before him and a cry of battle on his lips resolute to kill the first that should dare face him. But the son of Tydeus caught up a mighty stone, so huge and great that as men now are it would take two to lift it; nevertheless he bore it aloft with ease unaided, and with this he struck Aeneas on the groin where the hip turns in the joint that is called the “cup-bone.” The stone crushed this joint, and broke both the sinews, while its jagged edges tore away all the flesh. The hero fell on his knees, and propped himself with his hand resting on the ground till the darkness of night fell upon his eyes. And now Aeneas, king of men, would have perished then and there, had not his mother, Zeus’ daughter Aphrodite, who had conceived him by Anchises when he was herding cattle, been quick to mark, and thrown her two white arms about the body of her dear son. She protected him by covering him with a fold of her own fair garment, lest some Danaan should drive a spear into his breast and kill him. 

[318] Thus, then, did she bear her dear son out of the fight. But the son of Kapaneus was not unmindful of the orders that Diomedes had given him. He made his own horses fast, away from the hurly-burly, by binding the reins to the rim of the chariot. Then he sprang upon Aeneas’ horses and drove them from the Trojan to the Achaean ranks. When he had so done he gave them over to his chosen comrade Deipylos, whom he valued above all others as the one who was most like-minded with himself, to take them on to the ships. He then remounted his own chariot, seized the reins, and drove with all speed in search of the son of Tydeus. 

[330] Now the son of Tydeus was in pursuit of the Cyprian goddess, spear in hand, for he knew her to be feeble and not one of those goddesses that can lord it among men in battle like Athena or Enyo the waster of cities, and when at last after a long chase he caught her up, 

[335] he flew at her and thrust his spear into the flesh of her delicate hand. The point tore through the ambrosial robe which the Graces had woven for her, and pierced the skin between her wrist and the palm of her hand, so that the immortal blood, or ichor, that flows in the veins of the blessed gods, came pouring from the wound; for the gods do not eat bread nor drink wine, hence they have no blood such as ours, and are immortal. Aphrodite screamed aloud, and let her son fall, but Phoebus Apollo caught him in his arms, and hid him in a cloud of darkness, lest some Danaan should drive a spear into his breast and kill him; and Diomedes shouted out as he left her, “Daughter of Zeus, leave war and battle alone, can you not be contented with beguiling silly women? If you meddle with fighting you will get what will make you shudder at the very name of war.” 

[352] The goddess went dazed and discomfited away, and Iris, fleet as the wind, drew her from the throng, in pain and with her fair skin all besmirched. She found fierce Ares waiting on the left of the battle, with his spear and his two fleet steeds resting on a cloud; whereon she fell on her knees before her brother and implored him to let her have his horses. “Dear brother,” she cried, “save me, and give me your horses to take me to Olympus where the gods dwell. I am badly wounded by a mortal, the son of Tydeus, who would now fight even with father Zeus.” 

[363] Thus she spoke, and Ares gave her his gold-bedizened steeds. She mounted the chariot sick and sorry at heart, while Iris sat beside her and took the reins in her hand. She lashed her horses on and they flew forward nothing loath, till in a trice they were at high Olympus, where the gods have their dwelling. There she stayed them, unloosed them from the chariot, and gave them their ambrosial forage; but Aphrodite flung herself on to the lap of her mother Dione, who threw her arms about her and caressed her, saying, “Which of the heavenly beings has been treating you in this way, as though you had been doing something wrong in the face of day?” 

[375] And laughter-loving Aphrodite answered, “Proud Diomedes, the son of Tydeus, wounded me because I was bearing my dear son Aeneas, whom I love best of all mankind, out of the fight. The war is no longer one between Trojans and Achaeans, for the Danaans have now taken to fighting with the immortals.” 

[381] “Bear it, my child,” replied Dione, “and make the best of it. We dwellers in Olympus have to put up with much at the hands of men, and we lay much suffering on one another. Ares had to suffer when Otus and Ephialtes, children of Aloeus, bound him in cruel bonds, so that he lay thirteen months imprisoned in a vessel of bronze. Ares would have then perished had not fair Eeriboea, stepmother to the sons of Aloeus, told Hermes, who stole him away when he was already well-nigh worn out by the severity of his bondage. Hera, again, suffered when the mighty son of Amphitryon wounded her on the right breast with a three-barbed arrow, and nothing could assuage her pain. So, also, did huge Hades, when this same man, the son of aegis-bearing Zeus, hit him with an arrow even at the gates of hell, and hurt him badly. Thereon Hades went to the house of Zeus on great Olympus, angry and full of grief [akhos]; and the arrow in his brawny shoulder caused him great anguish till Paieon healed him by spreading soothing herbs on the wound, for Hades was not of mortal mold. Daring, headstrong, evildoer who recked not of his sin in shooting the gods that dwell in Olympus. And now Athena has egged this son of Tydeus on against yourself, fool that he is for not reflecting that no man who fights with gods will live long or hear his children prattling about his knees when he returns from battle. Let, then, the son of Tydeus see that he does not have to fight with one who is stronger than you are. 

[412] Then shall his brave wife Aigialeia, daughter of Adrastos, rouse her whole house from sleep, wailing for the loss of her wedded lord, Diomedes the bravest of the Achaeans.” 

[416] So saying, she wiped the ichor from the wrist of her daughter with both hands, whereon the pain left her, and her hand was healed. But Athena and Hera, who were looking on, began to taunt Zeus with their mocking talk, and Athena was first to speak. “Father Zeus,” said she, “do not be angry with me, but I think the Cyprian must have been persuading some one of the Achaean women to go with the Trojans of whom she is so very fond, and while caressing one or other of them she must have torn her delicate hand with the gold pin of the woman’s brooch.” 

[426] The sire of gods and men smiled, and called golden Aphrodite to his side. “My child,” said he, “it has not been given you to be a warrior. Attend, henceforth, to your own delightful matrimonial duties, and leave all this fighting to Ares and to Athena.” 

[431] Thus did they converse. But Diomedes sprang upon Aeneas, though he knew him to be in the very arms of Apollo. Not one whit did he fear the mighty god, so set was he on killing Aeneas and stripping him of his armor. Thrice did he spring forward with might and main to slay him, and thrice did Apollo beat back his gleaming shield. When he was coming on for the fourth time, equal to a daimôn, Apollo shouted to him with an awful voice and said, “Take heed, son of Tydeus, and draw off; think not to match yourself against gods, for men that walk the earth cannot hold their own with the immortals.” 

[443] The son of Tydeus then gave way for a little space, to avoid the anger [mênis] of the god, while Apollo took Aeneas out of the crowd and set him in sacred Pergamus, where his temple stood. There, within the mighty sanctuary, Leto and Artemis healed him and made him glorious to behold, while Apollo of the silver bow fashioned a wraith in the likeness of Aeneas, and armed as he was. Round this the Trojans and Achaeans hacked at the bucklers about one another’s breasts, hewing each other’s round shields and light hide-covered targets. Then Phoebus Apollo said to Ares, “Ares, Ares, bane of men, blood-stained stormer of cities, can you not go to this man, the son of Tydeus, who would now fight even with father Zeus, and draw him out of the battle? He first went up to the Cyprian and wounded her in the hand near her wrist, and afterwards sprang upon me too, equal to a daemon [daimôn].” 

[460] He then took his seat on the top of Pergamus, while murderous Ares went about among the ranks of the Trojans, cheering them on, in the likeness of fleet Acamas chief of the Thracians. “Sons of Priam,” said he, “how long will you let your people be thus slaughtered by the Achaeans? Would you wait till they are at the walls of Troy? Aeneas the son of Anchises has fallen, he whom we held in as high honor as Hektor himself. Help me, then, to rescue our brave comrade from the stress of the fight.” 

[470] With these words he put heart and soul into them all. Then Sarpedon rebuked Hektor very sternly. “Hektor,” said he, “where is your prowess now? You used to say that though you had neither people nor allies you could hold the town alone with your brothers and brothers-in-law. I see not one of them here; they cower as hounds before a lion; it is we, your allies, who bear the brunt of the battle. I have come from afar, even from Lycia and the banks of the river Xanthos, where I have left my wife, my infant son, and much wealth to tempt whoever is needy; nevertheless, I head my Lycian warriors and stand my ground against any who would fight me though I have nothing here for the Achaeans to plunder, while you look on, without even bidding your men stand firm in defense of their wives. See that you fall not into the hands of your foes as men caught in the meshes of a net, and they destroy your fair city forthwith. Keep this before your mind night and day, and beseech the chiefs of your allies to hold on without flinching, and thus put away their reproaches from you.” 

[493] So spoke Sarpedon, and Hektor smarted under his words. He sprang from his chariot clad in his suit of armor, and went about among the host of warriors brandishing his two spears, exhorting the men to fight and raising the terrible cry of battle. Then they rallied and again faced the Achaeans, but the Argives stood compact and firm, and were not driven back. As the breezes sport with the chaff upon some goodly threshing-floor, when men are winnowing—while golden Demeter blows with the wind to sort [krinô] the chaff from the grain, and the chaff-heaps grow whiter and whiter—even so did the Achaeans whiten in the dust which the horses’ hoofs raised to the firmament of heaven, as their drivers turned them back to battle, and they bore down with might upon the foe. Fierce Ares, to help the Trojans, covered them in a veil of darkness, and went about everywhere among them, inasmuch as Phoebus Apollo had told him that when he saw Pallas, Athena leave the fray he was to put courage into the hearts of the Trojans—for it was she who was helping the Danaans. Then Apollo sent Aeneas forth from his rich sanctuary, and filled his heart with valor, whereon he took his place among his comrades, who were overjoyed at seeing him alive, sound, and of a good courage; but they could not ask him how it had all happened, for they were too busy [ponos] with the turmoil raised by Ares and by Strife, who raged insatiably in their midst. 

[520] The two Ajaxes, Odysseus and Diomedes, cheered the Danaans on, fearless of the fury and onset of the Trojans. They stood as still as clouds which the son of Kronos has spread upon the mountain tops when there is no air and fierce Boreas sleeps with the other boisterous winds whose shrill blasts scatter the clouds in all directions—even so did the Danaans stand firm and unflinching against the Trojans. The son of Atreus went about among them and exhorted them. “My friends,” said he, “acquit yourselves like brave men, and shun dishonor in one another’s eyes amid the stress of battle. [531] They that shun dishonor more often live than get killed, but they that flee save neither life nor fame [kleos].” 

[533] As he spoke he hurled his spear and hit one of those who were in the front rank, the comrade of Aeneas, Deikoön son of Pergasus, whom the Trojans held in no less honor than the sons of Priam, for he was ever quick to place himself among the foremost. The spear of King Agamemnon struck his shield and went right through it, for the shield stayed it not. It drove through his belt into the lower part of his belly, and his armor rang rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. 

[541] Then Aeneas killed two champions of the Danaans, Crethon and Orsilokhos. Their father was a rich man who lived in the strong city of Phere and was descended from the river Alpheus, whose broad stream flows through the land of the Pylians. The river begat Orsilokhos, who ruled over much people and was father to Diokles, who in his turn begat twin sons, Crethon and Orsilokhos, well skilled in all the arts of war. These, when they grew up, went to Ilion with the Argive fleet for the honor [timê] of Menelaos and Agamemnon sons of Atreus, and there they both of them met their end [telos]. As two lions whom their dam has reared in the depths of some mountain forest to plunder homesteads and carry off sheep and cattle till they get killed by the hand of man, so were these two vanquished by Aeneas, and fell like high pine-trees to the ground. 

[561] Brave Menelaos pitied them in their fall, and made his way to the front, clad in gleaming bronze and brandishing his spear, for Ares egged him on to do so with intent that he should be killed by Aeneas; but Antilokhos the son of Nestor saw him and sprang forward, fearing that the king might come to harm and thus bring all their labor [ponos] to nothing; when, therefore Aeneas and Menelaos were setting their hands and spears against one another eager to do battle, Antilokhos placed himself by the side of Menelaos. 

[572] Aeneas, bold though he was, drew back on seeing the two heroes side by side in front of him, so they drew the bodies of Crethon and Orsilokhos to the ranks of the Achaeans and committed the two poor men into the hands of their comrades. They then turned back and fought in the front ranks. 

[576] They killed Pylaemenes peer of Ares, leader of the Paphlagonian warriors. Menelaos struck him on the collar-bone as he was standing on his chariot, while Antilokhos hit his charioteer and attendant [therapôn] Mydon, the son of Atymnios, who was turning his horses in flight. He hit him with a stone upon the elbow, and the reins, enriched with white ivory, fell from his hands into the dust. Antilokhos rushed towards him and struck him on the temples with his sword, whereon he fell head-first from the chariot to the ground. There he stood for a while with his head and shoulders buried deep in the dust—for he had fallen on sandy soil till his horses kicked him and laid him flat on the ground, as Antilokhos lashed them and drove them off to the host of the Achaeans. 

[590] But Hektor marked them from across the ranks, and with a loud cry rushed towards them, followed by the strong battalions of the Trojans. Ares and dread Enyo led them on, she fraught with ruthless turmoil of battle, while Ares wielded a monstrous spear, and went about, now in front of Hektor and now behind him.

[596] Diomedes shook with passion as he saw them. As a man crossing a wide plain is dismayed to find himself on the brink of some great river rolling swiftly to the sea—he sees its boiling waters and starts back in fear—even so did the son of Tydeus give ground. Then he said to his men, “My friends, how can we wonder that Hektor wields the spear so well? Some god is ever by his side to protect him, and now Ares is with him in the likeness of mortal man. Keep your faces therefore towards the Trojans, but give ground backwards, for we dare not fight with gods.”

[607] As he spoke the Trojans drew close up, and Hektor killed two men, both in one chariot, Menesthes and Anchialus, heroes well versed in war. Ajax son of Telamon pitied them in their fall; he came close up and hurled his spear, hitting Amphios the son of Selagus, a man of great wealth who lived in Paesus and owned much wheat-growing land, but his lot had led him to come to the aid of Priam and his sons. Ajax struck him in the belt; the spear pierced the lower part of his belly, and he fell heavily to the ground. Then Ajax ran towards him to strip him of his armor, but the Trojans rained spears upon him, many of which fell upon his shield. He planted his heel upon the body and drew out his spear, but the darts pressed so heavily upon him that he could not strip the goodly armor from his shoulders. The Trojan chieftains, moreover, many and valiant, came about him with their spears, so that he dared not stay; great, brave and valiant though he was, they drove him from them and he was beaten back.

[626] Thus, then, did the battle rage between them. Presently the strong hand of fate impelled Tlepolemos, the son of Herakles, a man both brave and of great stature, to fight Sarpedon; so the two, son and grandson of great Zeus, drew near to one another, and Tlepolemos spoke first. “Sarpedon,” said he, “councilor of the Lycians, why should you come skulking here you who are a man of peace? They lie who call you son of aegis-bearing Zeus, for you are little like those who were of old his children. Far other was Herakles, my own brave and lion-hearted father, who came here for the horses of Laomedon, and though he had six ships only, and few men to follow him, destroyed the city of Ilion and made a wilderness of her highways. You are a coward, and your people are falling from you. For all your strength, and all your coming from Lycia, you will be no help to the Trojans but will pass the gates of Hades vanquished by my hand.”

[647] And Sarpedon, chief of the Lycians, answered, “Tlepolemos, your father overthrew Ilion by reason of Laomedon’s folly in refusing payment to one who had served him well. He would not give your father the horses which he had come so far to fetch. As for yourself, you shall meet death by my spear. You shall yield glory to myself, and your spirit [psukhê] to Hades of the noble steeds.”

[655] Thus spoke Sarpedon, and Tlepolemos upraised his spear. They threw at the same moment, and Sarpedon struck his foe in the middle of his throat; the spear went right through, and the darkness of death fell upon his eyes. Tlepolemos’ spear struck Sarpedon on the left thigh with such force that it tore through the flesh and grazed the bone, but his father as yet warded off destruction from him.

[663] His comrades bore Sarpedon out of the fight, in great pain by the weight of the spear that was dragging from his wound. They were in such haste and stress [ponos] as they bore him that no one thought of drawing the spear from his thigh so as to let him walk uprightly. Meanwhile the Achaeans carried off the body of Tlepolemos, whereon Odysseus was moved to pity, and panted for the fray as he beheld them. He doubted whether to pursue the son of Zeus, or to make slaughter of the Lycian rank and file; it was not decreed, however, that he should slay the son of Zeus; Athena, therefore, turned him against the main body of the Lycians. He killed Koiranos, Alastor, Chromios, Alkandros, Halios, Noemon, and Prytanis, and would have slain yet more, had not great Hektor marked him, and sped to the front of the fight clad in his suit of mail, filling the Danaans with terror. Sarpedon was glad when he saw him coming, and besought him, saying, “Son of Priam, let me not he here to fall into the hands of the Danaans. Help me, and since I may not return home to gladden the hearts of my wife and of my infant son, let me die within the walls of your city.”

[689] Hektor made him no answer, but rushed onward to fall at once upon the Achaeans and. kill many among them. His comrades then bore Sarpedon away and laid him beneath Zeus’ spreading oak tree. Pelagon, his friend and comrade drew the spear out of his thigh, but Sarpedon lost control of his life-breath [psukhê], and a mist came over his eyes. Presently he came to again, for the breath of the north wind as it played upon him gave him new life, and brought him out of the deep swoon into which he had fallen.

[699] Meanwhile the Argives were neither driven towards their ships by Ares and Hektor, nor yet did they attack them; when they knew that Ares was with the Trojans they retreated, but kept their faces still turned towards the foe. Who, then, was first and who last to be slain by Ares and Hektor? They were valiant Teuthras, and Orestes the renowned charioteer, Trechus the Aetolian warrior, Oenomaus, Helenus the son of Oinops, and Oresbios of the gleaming belt, who was possessed of great wealth, and dwelt by the Cephisian lake with the other Boeotians who lived near him, owners of a fertile locale [dêmos].

[711] Now when the goddess Hera saw the Argives thus falling, she said to Athena, “Alas, daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus, unweariable, the promise we made Menelaos that he should not return till he had destroyed the city of Ilion will be of none effect if we let Ares rage thus furiously. Let us go into the fray at once.”

[719] Athena did not gainsay her. Thereon the august goddess, daughter of great Kronos, began to harness her gold-bedizened steeds. Hebe with all speed fitted on the eight-spoked wheels of bronze that were on either side of the iron axle-tree. The spikes of the wheels were of gold, imperishable, and over these there was a tire of bronze, wondrous to behold. The naves of the wheels were silver, turning round the axle upon either side. The car itself was made with plaited bands of gold and silver, and it had a double top-rail running all round it. From the body of the car there went a pole of silver, on to the end of which she bound the golden yoke, with the bands of gold that were to go under the necks of the horses Then Hera put her steeds under the yoke, eager for battle and the war-cry.

[733] Meanwhile Athena flung her richly embroidered vesture, made with her own hands, on to her father’s threshold, and donned the shirt of Zeus, arming herself for battle. She threw her tasseled aegis about. her shoulders, wreathed round with Rout as with a fringe, and on it were Strife, and Strength, and Panic whose blood runs cold; moreover there was the head of the dread monster Gorgon,, grim and awful to behold, portent of aegis-bearing Zeus. On her head she set her helmet of gold, with four plumes, and coming to a peak both in front and behind—decked with the emblems of a hundred cities; then she stepped into her flaming chariot and grasped the spear, so stout and sturdy and strong, with which she quells the ranks of heroes who have displeased her. Hera lashed the horses on, and the gates of heaven bellowed as they flew open of their own accord -gates over which the flours preside, in whose hands are Heaven and Olympus, either to open the dense cloud that hides them, or to close it. Through these the goddesses drove their obedient steeds, and found the son of Kronos sitting all alone on the topmost ridges of Olympus. There Hera stayed her horses, and spoke to Zeus the son of Kronos, lord of all. “Father Zeus,” said she, “are you not angry with Ares for these high doings? how great and goodly a host of the Achaeans he has destroyed to my great grief [akhos], and without either right or reason [kosmos], while the Cyprian and Apollo are enjoying it all at their ease and setting this unrighteous madman on to keep on doing things that are not right [themis]. I hope, Father Zeus, that you will not be angry if I hit Ares hard, and chase him out of the battle.”

[764] And Zeus answered, “Set Athena on to him, for she punishes him more often than any one else does.”

[767] Hera did as he had said. She lashed her horses, and they flew forward nothing loath midway betwixt earth and sky. As far as a man can see when he looks out upon the sea [pontos] from some high beacon, so far can the loud-neighing horses of the gods spring at a single bound. When they reached Troy and the place where its two flowing streams Simoeis and Skamandros meet, there Hera stayed them and took them from the chariot. She hid them in a thick cloud, and Simoeis made ambrosia spring up for them to eat; the two goddesses then went on, flying like turtledoves in their eagerness to help the Argives. When they came to the part where the bravest and most in number were gathered about mighty Diomedes, fighting like lions or wild boars of great strength and endurance, there Hera stood still and raised a shout like that of brazen-voiced Stentor, whose cry was as loud as that of fifty men together. “Argives,” she cried; “shame [aidôs] on cowardly creatures, brave in semblance only; as long as Achilles was fighting, his spear was so deadly that the Trojans dared not show themselves outside the Dardanian gates, but now they come out far from the city and fight even at your ships.”

[792] With these words she put heart and soul into them all, while Athena sprang to the side of the son of Tydeus, whom she found near his chariot and horses, cooling the wound that Pandaros had given him. For the sweat caused by the hand that bore the weight of his shield irritated the hurt: his arm was weary with pain, and he was lifting up the strap to wipe away the blood. The goddess laid her hand on the yoke of his horses and said, “The son of Tydeus is not such another as his father. Tydeus was a little man, but he could fight, and rushed madly into the fray even when I told him not to do so. When he went all unattended as envoy to the city of Thebes among the Kadmeians, I bade him feast in their houses and be at peace; but with that high spirit which was ever present with him, he challenged the youth of the Kadmeians, [807] and at once beat them in all that he attempted, so mightily did I help him. I stand by you too to protect you, and I bid you be instant in fighting the Trojans; but either you are tired out, or you are afraid and out of heart, and in that case I say that you are no true son of Tydeus the son of Oineus.”

[814] Diomedes answered, “I know you, goddess, daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus, and will hide nothing from you. I am not afraid nor out of heart, nor is there any slackness in me. I am only following your own instructions; you told me not to fight any of the blessed gods; but if Zeus’ daughter Aphrodite came into battle I was to wound her with my spear. Therefore I am retreating, and bidding the other Argives gather in this place, for I know that Ares is now lording it in the field.” “Diomedes, son of Tydeus,” replied Athena, “man after my own heart, fear neither Ares nor any other of the immortals, for I will befriend you. No, drive straight at Ares, and smite him in close combat; fear not this raging madman, villain incarnate, first on one side and then on the other. But now he was holding talk with Hera and myself, saying he would help the Argives and attack the Trojans; nevertheless he is with the Trojans, and has forgotten the Argives.”

[835] With this she caught hold of Sthenelos and lifted him off the chariot on to the ground. In a second he was on the ground, whereupon the goddess mounted the car and placed herself by the side of Diomedes. The oaken axle groaned aloud under the burden of the awful goddess and the hero; Pallas Athena took the whip and reins, and drove straight at Ares. He was in the act of stripping huge Periphas, son of Ochesios and bravest of the Aetolians. Bloody Ares was stripping him of his armor, and Athena donned the helmet of Hades, that he might not see her; when, therefore, he saw Diomedes, he made straight for him and let Periphas lie where he had fallen. As soon as they were at close quarters he let fly with his bronze spear over the reins and yoke, [852] thinking to take Diomedes’ life, but Athena caught the spear in her hand and made it fly harmlessly over the chariot. Diomedes then threw, and Pallas Athena drove the spear into the pit of Ares’ stomach where his under-belt went round him. There Diomedes wounded him, tearing his fair flesh and then drawing his spear out again. Ares roared as loudly as nine or ten thousand men in the thick of a fight, and the Achaeans and Trojans were struck with panic, so terrible was the cry he raised.

[864] As a dark cloud in the sky when it comes on to blow after heat, even so did Diomedes son of Tydeus see Ares ascend into the broad heavens. With all speed he reached high Olympus, home of the gods, and in great pain sat down beside Zeus the son of Kronos. He showed Zeus the immortal blood that was flowing from his wound, and spoke piteously, saying, “Father Zeus, are you not angered by such doings? We gods are continually suffering in the most cruel manner at one another’s hands while performing service [kharis] to mortals; and we all owe you a grudge for having begotten that mad termagant of a daughter, who is always committing outrage of some kind. We other gods must all do as you bid us, but her you neither scold nor punish; you encourage her because the pestilent creature is your daughter. See how she has been inciting proud Diomedes to vent his rage on the immortal gods. First he went up to the Cyprian and wounded her in the hand near her wrist, and then he sprang upon me too, equal to a daemon [daimôn]. Had I not run for it I must either have lain there for long enough in torments among the ghastly corpses, or have been eaten alive with spears till I had no more strength left in me.”

[888] Zeus looked angrily at him and said, “Do not come whining here, Sir Facing-bothways. I hate you worst of all the gods in Olympus, for you are ever fighting and making mischief. You have the intolerable and stubborn spirit of your mother Hera: it is all I can do to manage her, and it is her doing that you are now in this plight: [895] still, I cannot let you remain longer in such great pain; you are my own off-spring, and it was by me that your mother conceived you; if, however, you had been the son of any other god, you are so destructive that by this time you should have been lying lower than the Titans.”

[899] He then bade Paieon heal him, whereon Paieon spread pain-killing herbs upon his wound and cured him, for he was not of mortal mold. As the juice of the fig-tree curdles milk, and thickens it in a moment though it is liquid, even so instantly did Paieon cure fierce Ares. Then Hebe washed him, and clothed him in goodly raiment, and he took his seat by his father Zeus all glorious to behold.

[907] But Hera of Argos and Athena of Alalkomene, now that they had put a stop to the murderous doings of Ares, went back again to the house of Zeus. 

SCROLL VI 
[1] The fight between Trojans and Achaeans was now left to rage as it would, and the tide of war surged here and there over the plain as they aimed their bronze-shod spears at one another between the streams of Simoeis and Xanthos.

[5] First, Ajax son of Telamon, tower of strength to the Achaeans, broke a phalanx of the Trojans, and came to the assistance of his comrades by killing Acamas son of Eussorus, the best man among the Thracians, being both brave and of great stature. The spear struck the projecting peak of his helmet: its bronze point then went through his forehead into the brain, and darkness veiled his eyes.

[11] Then Diomedes killed Axylus son of Teuthranus, a rich man who lived in the strong city of Arisbe, and was beloved by all men; for he had a house by the roadside, and entertained every one who passed; howbeit not one of his guests stood before him to save his life, and Diomedes killed both him and his attendant [therapôn] Calesius, who was then his charioteer—so the pair passed beneath the earth.

[20] Euryalos killed Dresus and Opheltios, and then went in pursuit of Aisepos and Pedasos, whom the naiad nymph Abarbarea had borne to noble Bucolion. Bucolion was eldest son to Laomedon, but he was a bastard. While tending his sheep he had converse with the nymph, and she conceived twin sons; these the son of Mecisteus now slew, and he stripped the armor from their shoulders. [28] Polypoetes then killed Astyalus, Odysseus Pidytes of Perkote, and Teucer Aretaon. Ablerus fell by the spear of Nestor’s son Antilokhos, and Agamemnon, king of men, killed Elatus who dwelt in Pedasos by the banks of the river Satnioeis. Leitus killed Phylakos as he was fleeing, and Eurypylus slew Melanthos. Then Menelaos of the loud war-cry took Adrastos alive, for his horses ran into a tamarisk bush, as they were flying wildly over the plain, and broke the pole from the car; they went on towards the city along with the others in full flight, but Adrastos rolled out, and fell in the dust flat on his face by the wheel of his chariot; Menelaos came up to him spear in hand, but Adrastos caught him by the knees begging for his life. “Take me alive,” he cried, “son of Atreus, and you shall have a full ransom for me: my father is rich and has much treasure of gold, bronze, and wrought iron laid by in his house. From this store he will give you a large ransom should he hear of my being alive and at the ships of the Achaeans.”

[51] Thus did he plead, and Menelaos was for yielding and giving him to a attendant [therapôn] to take to the ships of the Achaeans, but Agamemnon came running up to him and rebuked him. “My good Menelaos,” said he, “this is no time for giving quarter. Has, then, your house fared so well at the hands of the Trojans? Let us not spare a single one of them—not even the child unborn and in its mother’s womb; let not a man of them be left alive, but let all in Ilion perish, unheeded and forgotten.”

[61] Thus did he speak, and his brother was persuaded by him, for his words were just. Menelaos, therefore, thrust Adrastos from him, whereon King Agamemnon struck him in the flank, and he fell: then the son of Atreus planted his foot upon his breast to draw his spear from the body.

[66] Meanwhile Nestor shouted to the Argives, saying, “My friends, Danaan warriors, attendants [therapontes] of Ares, let no man lag that he may spoil the dead, and bring back much booty to the ships. Let us kill as many as we can; the bodies will lie upon the plain, and you can despoil them later at your leisure.”

[72] With these words he put heart and soul into them all. And now the Trojans would have been routed and driven back into Ilion, had not Priam’s son Helenus, wisest of augurs, said to Hektor and Aeneas, “Hektor and Aeneas, you two are the mainstays [ponos] of the Trojans and Lycians, for you are foremost at all times, alike in fight and counsel; hold your ground here, and go about among the host of warriors to rally them in front of the gates, or they will fling themselves into the arms of their wives, to the great joy of our foes. Then, when you have put heart into all our companies, we will stand firm here and fight the Danaans however hard they press us, for there is nothing else to be done. Meanwhile do you, Hektor, go to the city and tell our mother what is happening. Tell her to bid the matrons gather at the temple of Athena in the acropolis; let her then take her key and open the doors of the sacred building; there, upon the knees of Athena, let her lay the largest, fairest robe she has in her house—the one she sets most store by; let her, moreover, promise to sacrifice twelve yearling heifers that have never yet felt the goad, in the temple of the goddess, if she will take pity on the town, with the wives and little ones of the Trojans, and keep the son of Tydeus from falling on the goodly city of Ilion; for he fights with fury and fills men’s souls with panic. I hold him mightiest of them all; we did not fear even their great champion Achilles, son of a goddess though he be, as we do this man: his rage is beyond all bounds, and there is none can vie with him in prowess”

[102] Hektor did as his brother bade him. He sprang from his chariot, and went about everywhere among the host of warriors, brandishing his spears, urging the men on to fight, and raising the dread cry of battle. Thereon they rallied and again faced the Achaeans, [108] who gave ground and ceased their murderous onset, for they deemed that some one of the immortals had come down from starry heaven to help the Trojans, so strangely had they rallied. And Hektor shouted to the Trojans, “Trojans and allies, be men, my friends, and fight with might and main, while I go to Ilion and tell the old men of our council and our wives to pray to the gods [daimones] and vow hecatombs in their honor.”

[116] With this he went his way, and the black rim of hide that went round his shield beat against his neck and his ankles.

[119] Then Glaukos son of Hippolokhos, and the son of Tydeus went into the open space between the hosts to fight in single combat. When they were close up to one another Diomedes of the loud war-cry was the first to speak. “Who, my good sir,” said he, “who are you among men? I have never seen you in battle until now, but you are daring beyond all others if you abide my onset. Woe to those fathers whose sons face my might. If, however, you are one of the immortals and have come down from heaven, I will not fight you; for even valiant Lykourgos, son of Dryas, did not live long when he took to fighting with the gods. He it was that drove the nursing women who were in charge of frenzied Dionysus through the land of Nysa, and they flung their thyrsoi on the ground as murderous Lykourgos beat them with his oxgoad. Dionysus himself plunged terror-stricken into the sea, and Thetis took him to her bosom to comfort him, for he was scared by the fury with which the man reviled him. Thereon the gods who live at ease were angry with Lykourgos and the son of Kronos struck him blind, nor did he live much longer after he had become hateful to the immortals. Therefore I will not fight with the blessed gods; but if you are of them that eat the fruit of the ground, draw near and meet your doom.”

[144] And the son of Hippolokhos answered, son of Tydeus, why ask me of my lineage? Men come and go as leaves year by year upon the trees. Those of autumn the wind sheds upon the ground, but when spring [hôra] returns the forest buds forth with fresh vines. 

[149] Even so is it with the generations of mankind, the new spring up as the old are passing away. If, then, you would learn my descent, it is one that is well known to many. There is a city in the heart of Argos, pasture land of horses, called Ephyra, where Sisyphus lived, who was the craftiest of all mankind. He was the son of Aeolus, and had a son named Glaukos, who was father to Bellerophon, whom heaven endowed with the most surpassing comeliness and beauty. But Proetus devised his ruin, and being stronger than he, drove him from the locale [dêmos] of the Argives, over which Zeus had made him ruler. For Antaea, wife of Proetus, lusted after him, and would have had him lie with her in secret; but Bellerophon was an honorable man and would not, so she told lies about him to Proetus. ‘Proetus,’ said she, ‘kill Bellerophon or die, for he would have had converse with me against my will.’ The king was angered, but shrank from killing Bellerophon, so he sent him to Lycia bearing baneful signs [sêma pl.], written inside a folded tablet and containing much ill against the bearer. He bade Bellerophon show these written signs to his father-in-law, to the end that he might thus perish; Bellerophon therefore went to Lycia, and the gods convoyed him safely.

[172] “When he reached the river Xanthos, which is in Lycia, the king received him with all goodwill, feasted him nine days, and killed nine heifers in his honor, but when rosy-fingered morning appeared upon the tenth day, he questioned him and desired to see the markings [sêma pl.] from his son-in-law Proetus. When he had received the baneful markings [sêma pl.] he first commanded Bellerophon to kill that savage monster, the Chimaera, who was not a human being, but a goddess, for she had the head of a lion and the tail of a serpent, while her body was that of a goat, and she breathed forth flames of fire; but Bellerophon slew her, for he was guided by signs from heaven. He next fought the far-famed Solymoi, and this, he said, was the hardest of all his battles.

[186] Thirdly, he killed the Amazons, women who were the peers of men, and as he was returning thence the king devised yet another plan for his destruction; he selected [krinô] the bravest warriors in all Lycia, and placed them in ambuscade, but not a man ever came back, for Bellerophon killed every one of them. Then the king knew that he must be the valiant offspring of a god, so he kept him in Lycia, gave him his daughter in marriage, and made him of equal honor [timê] in the kingdom with himself; and the Lycians gave him a piece of land, the best in all the country, fair with vineyards and tilled fields, to have and to hold. 

[196] “The king’s daughter bore Bellerophon three children, Isandros, Hippolokhos, and Laodameia. Zeus, the lord of counsel, lay with Laodameia, and she bore him noble Sarpedon; but when Bellerophon came to be hated by all the gods, he wandered all desolate and dismayed upon the Alean plain, gnawing at his own heart, and shunning the path of man. Ares, insatiate of battle, killed his son Isandros while he was fighting the Solymoi; his daughter was killed by Artemis of the golden reins, for she was angered with her; but Hippolokhos was father to myself, and when he sent me to Troy he urged me again and again to fight ever among the foremost and outvie my peers, so as not to shame the blood of my fathers who were the noblest in Ephyra and in all Lycia. This, then, is the descent I claim.” 

[212] Thus did he speak, and the heart of Diomedes was glad. He planted his spear in the ground, and spoke to him with friendly words. “Then,” he said, you are an old friend of my father’s house. Great Oineus once entertained Bellerophon for twenty days, and the two exchanged presents. Oineus gave a belt rich with purple, and Bellerophon a double cup, which I left at home when I set out for Troy. I do not remember Tydeus, for he was taken from us while I was yet a child, when the army of the Achaeans was cut to pieces before Thebes.

[224] Henceforth, however, I must be your host in middle Argos, and you mine in Lycia, if I should ever go to that locale [dêmos]; let us avoid one another’s spears even during a general engagement; there are many noble Trojans and allies whom I can kill, if I overtake them and heaven delivers them into my hand; so again with yourself, there are many Achaeans whose lives you may take if you can; we two, then, will exchange armor, that all present may know of the old ties that subsist between us.” 

[232] With these words they sprang from their chariots, grasped one another’s hands, and plighted friendship. But the son of Kronos made Glaukos take leave of his wits, for he exchanged golden armor for bronze, the worth of a hundred head of cattle for the worth of nine. 

[237] Now when Hektor reached the Scaean gates and the oak tree, the wives and daughters of the Trojans came running towards him to ask after their sons, brothers, kinsmen, and husbands: he told them to set about praying to the gods, and many were made sorrowful as they heard him. 

[242] Presently he reached the splendid palace of King Priam, adorned with colonnades of hewn stone. In it there were fifty bedchambers—all of hewn stone—built near one another, where the sons of Priam slept, each with his wedded wife. Opposite these, on the other side the courtyard, there were twelve upper rooms also of hewn stone for Priam’s daughters, built near one another, where his sons-in-law slept with their wives. When Hektor got there, his fond mother came up to him with Laodike the fairest of her daughters. She took his hand within her own and said, “My son, why have you left the battle to come here? Are the Achaeans, woe betide them, pressing you hard about the city that you have thought fit to come and uplift your hands to Zeus from the citadel? Wait till I can bring you wine that you may make offering to Zeus and to the other immortals, and may then drink and be refreshed. Wine gives a man fresh strength when he is wearied, as you now are with fighting on behalf of your kinsmen.” 

[263] And Hektor answered, “Honored mother, bring no wine, lest you unman me and I forget my strength. I dare not make a drink-offering to Zeus with unwashed hands; one who is bespattered with blood and filth may not pray to the son of Kronos. Get the matrons together, and go with offerings to the temple of Athena driver of the spoil; there, upon the knees of Athena, lay the largest and fairest robe you have in your house—the one you set most store by; promise, moreover, to sacrifice twelve yearling heifers that have never yet felt the goad, in the temple of the goddess if she will take pity on the town, with the wives and little ones of the Trojans, and keep the son of Tydeus from off the goodly city of Ilion, for he fights with fury, and fills men’s souls with panic. Go, then, to the temple of Athena, while I seek Paris and exhort him, if he will hear my words. Would that the earth might open her jaws and swallow him, for Zeus bred him to be the bane of the Trojans, and of Priam and Priam’s sons. Could I but see him go down into the house of Hades, my heart would forget its heaviness.” 

[286] His mother went into the house and called her waiting-women who gathered the matrons throughout the city. She then went down into her fragrant store-room, where her embroidered robes were kept, the work of Sidonian women, whom Alexander had brought over from Sidon when he sailed the seas [pontos] upon that voyage during which he carried off Helen. Hecuba took out the largest robe, and the one that was most beautifully enriched with embroidery, as an offering to Athena: it glittered like a star, and lay at the very bottom of the chest. With this she went on her way and many matrons with her. 

[297] When they reached the temple of Athena, lovely Theano, daughter of Cisseus and wife of Antenor, opened the doors, for the Trojans had made her priestess of Athena. The women lifted up their hands to the goddess with a loud cry, and Theano took the robe to lay it upon the knees of Athena, praying the while to the daughter of great Zeus.

[305] “Holy Athena,” she cried, “protectress of our city, mighty goddess, break the spear of Diomedes and lay him low before the Scaean gates. Do this, and we will sacrifice twelve heifers that have never yet known the goad, in your temple, if you will have pity upon the town, with the wives and little ones If the Trojans.” Thus she prayed, but Pallas Athena granted not her prayer. 

[312] While they were thus praying to the daughter of great Zeus, Hektor went to the fair house of Alexander, which he had built for him by the foremost builders in the land. They had built him his house, storehouse, and courtyard near those of Priam and Hektor on the acropolis. Here Hektor entered, with a spear eleven cubits long in his hand; the bronze point gleamed in front of him, and was fastened to the shaft of the spear by a ring of gold. He found Alexander within the house, busied about his armor, his shield and cuirass, and handling his curved bow; there, too, sat Argive Helen with her women, setting them their several tasks; and as Hektor saw him he rebuked him with words of scorn. “Sir,” said he, “you do ill to nurse this rancor; the people perish fighting round this our town; you would yourself chide one whom you saw shirking his part in the combat. Up then, or before long the city will be in a blaze.” 

[332] And Alexander answered, “Hektor, your rebuke is just; listen therefore, and believe me when I tell you that I am not here so much through rancor or ill-will [nemesis] towards the Trojans, as from a desire to indulge my grief. My wife was even now gently urging me to battle, and I hold it better that I should go, for victory is ever fickle. Wait, then, while I put on my armor, or go first and I will follow. I shall be sure to overtake you.” 

[342] Hektor made no answer, but Helen tried to soothe him. “Brother,” said she, “to my abhorred and sinful self, would that a whirlwind had caught me up on the day my mother brought me forth, and had borne me to some mountain or

[348] to the waves of the roaring sea that should have swept me away before this mischief had come about. But, since the gods have devised these evils, would, at any rate, that I had been wife to a better man—to one who could smart under dishonor [nemesis] and men’s evil speeches. This fellow was never yet to be depended upon, nor never will be, and he will surely reap what he has sown. Still, brother, come in and rest upon this seat, for it is you who bear the brunt of that toil [ponos] that has been caused by my hateful self and by the derangement [atê] of Alexander—both of whom Zeus has doomed to be a theme of song among those that shall be born hereafter.” 

[359] And Hektor answered, “Bid me not be seated, Helen, for all the goodwill you bear me. I cannot stay. I am in haste to help the Trojans, who miss me greatly when I am not among them; but urge your husband, and of his own self also let him make haste to overtake me before I am out of the city. I must go home to see my household, my wife and my little son, for I know not whether I shall ever again return to them, or whether the gods will cause me to fill by the hands of the Achaeans.” 

[369] Then Hektor left her, and forthwith was at his own house. He did not find Andromache, for she was on the wall with her child and one of her maids, weeping bitterly. Seeing, then, that she was not within, he stood on the threshold of the women’s rooms and said, “Women, tell me, and tell me true, where did Andromache go when she left the house? Was it to my sisters, or to my brothers’ wives? or is she at the temple of Athena where the other women are propitiating the awful goddess?” 

[381] His good housekeeper answered, “Hektor, since you bid me tell you things that are true [alêthea], she did not go to your sisters nor to your brothers’ wives, nor yet to the temple of Athena, where the other women are propitiating the awful goddess, but she is on the high wall of Ilion, for she had heard the Trojans were being hard pressed, and that the Achaeans were in great force: she went to the wall in frenzied haste, and the nurse went with her carrying the child.” 

[390] Hektor hurried from the house when she had done speaking, and went down the streets by the same way that he had come. When he had gone through the city and had reached the Scaean gates through which he would go out on to the plain, his wife came running towards him, Andromache, daughter of great Eetion who ruled in Thebe under the wooded slopes of Mount Plakos, and was king of the Cilicians. His daughter had married Hektor, and now came to meet him with a nurse who carried his little child in her bosom—a mere babe. Hektor’s darling son, and lovely as a star. Hektor had named him Skamandrios, but the people called him Astyanax, for his father stood alone as chief guardian of Ilion. Hektor smiled as he looked upon the boy, but he did not speak, and Andromache stood by him weeping and taking his hand in her own. “Dear husband,” said she, “your valor will bring you to destruction; think on your infant son, and on my hapless self who before long shall be your widow—for the Achaeans will set upon you in a body and kill you. It would be better for me, should I lose you, to lie dead and buried, for I shall have nothing left to comfort me when you are gone, save only grief [akhos]. I have neither father nor mother now. Achilles slew my father when he destroyed Thebe the goodly city of the Cilicians. He slew him, but did not for very shame despoil him; when he had burned him in his wondrous armor, he raised a barrow over his ashes and the mountain nymphs, daughters of aegis-bearing Zeus, planted a grove of elms about his tomb [sêma]. I had seven brothers in my father’s house, but on the same day they all went within the house of Hades. Achilles killed them as they were with their sheep and cattle. My mother—her who had been queen of all the land under Mount Plakos—he brought here with the spoil, and freed her for a great sum, but the archer—queen Artemis took her in the house of your father. Nay—Hektor—you who to me are father, mother, brother, and dear husband—have mercy upon me;

[429] stay here upon this wall; make not your child fatherless, and your wife a widow; as for the host of warriors, place them near the fig-tree, where the city can be best scaled, and the wall is weakest. Thrice have the bravest of them come there and assailed it, under the two Ajaxes, Idomeneus, the sons of Atreus, and the brave son of Tydeus, either of their own bidding, or because some soothsayer had told them.” 

[440] And Hektor answered, “Wife, I too have thought upon all this, but with what face should I look upon the Trojans, men or women, if I shirked battle like a coward? I cannot do so: I know nothing save to fight bravely in the forefront of the Trojan host of warriors and win fame [kleos] alike for my father and myself. Well do I know that the day will surely come when mighty Ilion shall be destroyed with Priam and Priam’s people, but I grieve for none of these—not even for Hecuba, nor King Priam, nor for my brothers many and brave who may fall in the dust before their foes—for none of these do I grieve as for yourself when the day shall come on which some one of the Achaeans shall rob you for ever of your freedom, and bear you weeping away. It may be that you will have to ply the loom in Argos at the bidding of a mistress, or to fetch water from the springs Messeis or Hypereia, treated brutally by some cruel task-master; then will one say who sees you weeping, ‘She was wife to Hektor, the bravest warrior among the Trojans during the war before Ilion.’ At this your tears will break forth anew for him who would have put away the day of captivity from you. May I lie dead under the tomb that is heaped over my body before I hear your cry as they carry you into bondage.” 

[466] He stretched his arms towards his child, but the boy cried and nestled in his nurse’s bosom, scared at the sight of his father’s armor, and at the horse-hair plume that nodded fiercely from his helmet. His father and mother laughed to see him, but Hektor took the helmet from his head and laid it all gleaming upon the ground. Then he took his darling child,

[474] kissed him, and dandled him in his arms, praying over him the while to Zeus and to all the gods. “Zeus,” he cried, “grant that this my child may be even as myself, chief among the Trojans; let him be not less excellent in strength, and let him rule Ilion with his might. Then may one say of him as he comes from battle, ‘The son is far better than the father.’ May he bring back the blood-stained spoils of him whom he has laid low, and let his mother’s heart be glad.’” 

[482] With this he laid the child again in the arms of his wife, who took him to her own soft bosom, smiling through her tears. As her husband watched her his heart yearned towards her and he caressed her fondly, saying, “My own wife, do not take these things too bitterly to heart. No one can hurry me down to Hades before my time, but if a man’s hour is come, be he brave or be he coward, there is no escape for him when he has once been born. Go, then, within the house, and busy yourself with your daily duties, your loom, your distaff, and the ordering of your servants; for war is man’s matter, and mine above all others of them that have been born in Ilion.” 

[494] He took his plumed helmet from the ground, and his wife went back again to her house, weeping bitterly and often looking back towards him. When she reached her home she found her maidens within, and bade them all join in her lament; so they mourned Hektor in his own house though he was yet alive, for they deemed that they should never see him return safe from battle, and from the furious hands of the Achaeans. 

[503] Paris did not remain long in his house. He donned his goodly armor overlaid with bronze, and hastened through the city as fast as his feet could take him. As a horse, stabled and fed, breaks loose and gallops gloriously over the plain to the place where he is wont to bathe in the fair-flowing river—he holds his head high, and his mane streams upon his shoulders as he exults in his strength and flies like the wind to the haunts and feeding ground of the mares -

[512] even so went forth Paris from high Pergamus, gleaming like sunlight in his armor, and he laughed aloud as he sped swiftly on his way. Forthwith he came upon his brother Hektor, who was then turning away from the place where he had held converse with his wife, and he was himself the first to speak. “Sir,” said he, “I fear that I have kept you waiting when you are in haste, and have not come as quickly as you bade me.” 

[520] “My good brother,” answered Hektor, you fight bravely, and no man with any justice can make light of your doings in battle. But you are careless and willfully remiss. It grieves me to the heart to hear the ill that the Trojans speak about you, for they went through much toil [ponos] on your account. Let us be going, and we will make things right hereafter, should Zeus grant that we set the cup of our deliverance before ever-living gods of heaven in our own homes, when we have chased the Achaeans from Troy.” [529] 

SCROLL VII 

[1] With these words Hektor passed through the gates, and his brother Alexander with him, both eager for the fray. As when heaven sends a breeze to sailors who have long looked for one in vain, and have labored at their oars till they are faint with toil, even so welcome was the sight of these two heroes to the Trojans. 

[8] Thereon Alexander killed Menesthios the son of Areithoös; he lived in Ame, and was son of Areithoös the Mace-man, and of Phylomedusa. Hektor threw a spear at Eioneus and struck him dead with a wound in the neck under the bronze rim of his helmet. Glaukos, moreover, son of Hippolokhos, chief of the Lycians, in hard hand-to-hand fight smote Iphinoos son of Dexios on the shoulder, as he was springing on to his chariot behind his fleet mares; so he fell to earth from the car, and there was no life left in him. 

[17] When, therefore, Athena saw these men making havoc of the Argives, she darted down to Ilion from the summits of Olympus, and Apollo, who was looking on from Pergamus, went out to meet her; for he wanted the Trojans to be victorious. The pair met by the oak tree, and King Apollo son of Zeus was first to speak. “What would you have said he, “daughter of great Zeus, that your proud spirit has sent you here from Olympus? Have you no pity upon the Trojans, and would you incline the scales of victory in favor of the Danaans? Let me persuade you—for it will be better thus—stay the combat for to-day, but let them renew the fight hereafter till they compass the doom of Ilion, since you goddesses have made up your minds to destroy the city.” 

[33] And Athena answered, “So be it, Far-Darter; it was in this mind that I came down from Olympus to the Trojans and Achaeans. Tell me, then, how do you propose to end this present fighting?” 

[37] Apollo, son of Zeus, replied, “Let us incite great Hektor to challenge some one of the Danaans in single combat; on this the Achaeans will be shamed into finding a man who will fight him.” 

[43] Athena assented, and Helenus son of Priam divined the counsel of the gods; he therefore went up to Hektor and said, “Hektor son of Priam, peer of gods in counsel, I am your brother, let me then persuade you. Bid the other Trojans and Achaeans all of them take their seats, and challenge the best man among the Achaeans to meet you in single combat. I have heard the voice of the ever-living gods, and the hour of your doom is not yet come.” 

[54] Hektor was glad when he heard this saying, and went in among the Trojans, grasping his spear by the middle to hold them back, and they all sat down. Agamemnon also bade the Achaeans be seated. But Athena and Apollo, in the likeness of vultures, perched on father Zeus’ high oak tree, proud of their men; and the ranks sat close ranged together, bristling with shield and helmet and spear. As when the rising west wind furs the face of the sea [pontos] and the waters grow dark beneath it, so sat the companies of Trojans and Achaeans upon the plain. And Hektor spoke thus:

[67] “Hear me, Trojans and Achaeans, that I may speak even as I am minded; Zeus on his high throne has brought our oaths and covenants to nothing, and foreshadows ill for both of us, till you either take the towers of Troy, or are yourselves vanquished at your ships. The princes of the Achaeans are here present in the midst of you;

[73] let him, then, that will fight me stand forward as your champion against Hektor. Thus I say, and may Zeus be witness between us. If your champion slay me, let him strip me of my armor and take it to your ships, but let him send my body home that the Trojans and their wives may give me my dues of fire when I am dead. In like manner, if Apollo grant me glory and I slay your champion, I will strip him of his armor and take it to the city of Ilion, where I will hang it in the temple of Apollo, but I will give up his body, that the Achaeans may bury him at their ships, and the build him a tomb [sêma] by the wide waters of the Hellespont. Then will one say hereafter as he sails his ship over the sea [pontos], ‘This is the marker [sêma] of one who died long since a champion who was slain by mighty Hektor.’ Thus will one say, and my fame [kleos] shall not perish.” 

[92] Thus did he speak, but they all held their peace, ashamed to decline the challenge, yet fearing to accept it, till at last Menelaos rose and rebuked them, for he was angry. “Alas,” he cried, “vain braggarts, women not men, double-dyed indeed will be the stain upon us if no man of the Danaans will now face Hektor. May you be turned every man of you into earth and water as you sit spiritless and inglorious in your places. I will myself go out against this man, but the upshot of the fight will be from on high in the hands of the immortal gods.” 

[103] With these words he put on his armor; and then, O Menelaos, your life would have come to an end at the hands of hands of Hektor, for he was far better the man, had not the princes of the Achaeans sprung upon you and checked you. King Agamemnon caught him by the right hand and said, “Menelaos, you are mad; a truce to this folly. Be patient in spite of passion, do not think of fighting a man so much stronger than yourself as Hektor son of Priam, who is feared by many another as well as you.

[114] Even Achilles, who is far more mighty than you are, shrank from meeting him in battle. Sit down your own people, and the Achaeans will send some other champion to fight Hektor; fearless and fond of battle though he be, I bet his knees will bend gladly under him if he comes out alive from the hurly-burly of this fight.” 

[120] With these words of reasonable counsel he persuaded his brother, whereon his attendants [therapontes] gladly stripped the armor from off his shoulders. Then Nestor rose and spoke, “Truly,” said he, “the Achaean land is fallen upon grief [penthos]. The old horseman Peleus, counselor and orator among the Myrmidons, loved when I was in his house to question me concerning the race and lineage of all the Argives. How would it not grieve him could he hear of them as now quailing before Hektor? Many a time would he lift his hands in prayer that his soul might leave his body and go down within the house of Hades. Would, by father Zeus, Athena, and Apollo, that I were still young and strong as when the Pylians and Arcadians were gathered in fight by the rapid river Celadon under the walls of Pheia, and round about the waters of the river Iardanus. The godlike hero Ereuthalion stood forward as their champion, with the armor of King Areithoös upon his shoulders—Areithoös whom men and women had surnamed ‘the Mace-Man,’ because he fought neither with bow nor spear, but broke the battalions of the foe with his iron mace. Lykourgos killed him, not in fair fight, but by entrapping him in a narrow way where his mace served him in no stead; for Lykourgos was too quick for him and speared him through the middle, so he fell to earth on his back. Lykourgos then spoiled him of the armor which Ares had given him, and bore it in battle thenceforward; but when he grew old and stayed at home, he gave it to his faithful attendant [therapôn] Ereuthalion, who in this same armor challenged the foremost men among us. The others quaked and quailed, but my high spirit bade me fight him though none other would venture; I was the youngest man of them all;

[154] but when I fought him Athena granted me victory. He was the biggest and strongest man that ever I killed, and covered much ground as he lay sprawling upon the earth. Would that I were still young and strong as I then was, for the son of Priam would then soon find one who would face him. But you, foremost among the whole host of warriors though you be, have none of you any stomach for fighting Hektor.” 

[161] Thus did the old man rebuke them, and forthwith nine men started to their feet. Foremost of all uprose King Agamemnon, and after him brave Diomedes the son of Tydeus. Next were the two Ajaxes, men clothed in valor as with a garment, and then Idomeneus, and Meriones his brother in arms. After these Eurypylus son of Euaemon, Thoas the son of Andraemon, and Odysseus also rose. Then Nestor horseman of Gerene again spoke, saying: “Cast lots among you to see who shall be chosen. If he come alive out of this fight he will have done good service alike to his own soul and to the Achaeans.” 

[175] Thus he spoke, and when each of them had marked his lot, and had thrown it into the helmet of Agamemnon son of Atreus, the people lifted their hands in prayer, and thus would one of them say as he looked into the vault of heaven, “Father Zeus, grant that the lot fall on Ajax, or on the son of Tydeus, or upon the king of rich Mycenae himself.” 

[181] As they were speaking, Nestor horseman of Gerene shook the helmet, and from it there fell the very lot which they wanted—the lot of Ajax. The herald bore it about and showed it to all the chieftains of the Achaeans, going from left to right; but they none of them owned it. When, however, in due course he reached the man who had written upon it and had put it into the helmet, brave Ajax held out his hand, and the herald gave him the lot. When Ajax saw his mark [sêma] he knew it and was glad; he threw it to the ground and said, “My friends, the lot is mine, and I rejoice, for I shall vanquish Hektor. I will put on my armor;

[194] meanwhile, pray to King Zeus in silence among yourselves that the Trojans may not hear you—or aloud if you will, for we fear no man. None shall overcome me, neither by force nor cunning, for I was born and bred in Salamis, and can hold my own in all things.” 

[200] With this they fell praying to King Zeus the son of Kronos, and thus would one of them say as he looked into the vault of heaven, “Father Zeus that rules from Ida, most glorious in power, grant victory to Ajax, and let him win great glory: but if you wish well to Hektor also and would protect him, grant to each of them equal fame and prowess. Thus they prayed, and Ajax armed himself in his suit of gleaming bronze. When he was in full array he sprang forward as monstrous Ares when he takes part among men whom Zeus has set fighting with one another—even so did huge Ajax, bulwark of the Achaeans, spring forward with a grim smile on his face as he brandished his long spear and strode onward. The Argives were elated as they beheld him, but the Trojans trembled in every limb, and the heart even of Hektor beat quickly, but he could not now retreat and withdraw into the ranks behind him, for he had been the challenger. Ajax came up bearing his shield in front of him like a wall—a shield of bronze with seven folds of oxhide—the work of Tychios, who lived in Hyle and was by far the best worker in leather. He had made it with the hides of seven full-fed bulls, and over these he had set an eighth layer of bronze. Holding this shield before him, Ajax son of Telamon came close up to Hektor, and menaced him saying, “Hektor, you shall now learn, man to man, what kind of champions the Danaans have among them even besides lion-hearted Achilles cleaver of the ranks of men. He now abides at the ships in anger with Agamemnon shepherd of his people, but there are many of us who are well able to face you; therefore begin the fight.” 

[233] And Hektor answered, “Noble Ajax, son of Telamon, chief of the host of warriors, treat me not as though I were some puny boy or woman that cannot fight.

[236] I have been long used to the blood and butcheries of battle. I am quick to turn my leather shield either to right or left, for this I deem the main thing in battle. I can charge among the chariots and horsemen, and in hand to hand fighting can delight the heart of Ares; howbeit I would not take such a man as you are off his guard—but I will smite you openly if I can.” 

[244] He poised his spear as he spoke, and hurled it from him. It struck the sevenfold shield in its outermost layer—the eighth, which was of bronze—and went through six of the layers but in the seventh hide it stayed. Then Ajax threw in his turn, and struck the round shield of the son of Priam. The terrible spear went through his gleaming shield, and pressed onward through his cuirass of cunning workmanship; it pierced the shirt against his side, but he swerved and thus saved his life. They then each of them drew out the spear from his shield, and fell on one another like savage lions or wild boars of great strength and endurance: the son of Priam struck the middle of Ajax’s shield, but the bronze did not break, and the point of his dart was turned. Ajax then sprang forward and pierced the shield of Hektor; the spear went through it and staggered him as he was springing forward to attack; it gashed his neck and the blood came pouring from the wound, but even so Hektor did not cease fighting; he gave ground, and with his brawny hand seized a stone, rugged and huge, that was lying upon the plain; with this he struck the shield of Ajax on the boss that was in its middle, so that the bronze rang again. But Ajax in turn caught up a far larger stone, swung it aloft, and hurled it with prodigious force. This millstone of a rock broke Hektor’s shield inwards and threw him down on his back with the shield crushing him under it,

[272] but Apollo raised him at once. Thereon they would have hacked at one another in close combat with their swords, had not heralds, messengers of gods and men, come forward, one from the Trojans and the other from the Achaeans—Talthybios and Idaeus both of them honorable men; these parted them with their staves, and the good herald Idaeus said, “My sons, fight no longer, you are both of you valiant, and both are dear to Zeus; we know this; but night is now falling, and the requests of night may not be well ignored.” 

[283] Ajax son of Telamon answered, “Idaeus, bid Hektor say so, for it was he that challenged our princes. Let him speak first and I will accept his saying.” 

[287] Then Hektor said, “Ajax, heaven has granted you stature and strength, and judgement; and in wielding the spear you excel all others of the Achaeans. Let us for this day cease fighting; hereafter we will fight anew till heaven [daimôn] decide between us, and give victory to one or to the other; night is now falling, and the requests of night may not be well ignored. Gladden, then, the hearts of the Achaeans at your ships, and more especially those of your own followers and clansmen, while I, in the great city of King Priam, bring comfort to the Trojans and their women, who vie with one another in their prayers on my behalf. Let us, moreover, exchange presents that it may be said among the Achaeans and Trojans, ‘They fought with might and main, but were reconciled and parted in friendship.’ 

[303] At this he gave Ajax a silver-studded sword with its sheath and leather Balearic, and in return Ajax gave him a belt dyed with purple. Thus they parted, the one going to the host of the Achaeans, and the other to that of the Trojans, who rejoiced when they saw their hero come to them safe and unharmed from the strong hands of mighty Ajax. They led him, therefore, to the city as one that had been saved beyond their hopes. On the other side the Achaeans brought Ajax elated with victory to Agamemnon. 

[313] When they reached the quarters of the son of Atreus, Agamemnon sacrificed for them a five-year-old bull in honor of Zeus the son of Kronos. They flayed the carcass, made it ready, and divided it into joints; these they cut carefully up into smaller pieces, putting them on the spits, roasting them sufficiently, and then drawing them off. When they had done all this and had prepared the feast, they ate it, and every man had his full and equal share, so that all were satisfied, and King Agamemnon gave Ajax some slices cut lengthwise down the loin, as a mark of special honor. As soon as they had had enough to cat and drink, old Nestor whose counsel was ever truest began to speak; with all sincerity and goodwill, therefore, he addressed them thus:

[327] “Son of Atreus, and other chieftains, inasmuch as many of the Achaeans are now dead, whose blood Ares has shed by the banks of the Skamandros, and their spirits [psukhai] have gone down to the house of Hades, it will be well when morning comes that we should cease fighting; we will then wheel our dead together with oxen and mules and burn them not far from the ships, that when we sail hence we may take the bones of our comrades home to their children. Hard by the funeral pyre we will build a tomb that shall be raised from the plain for all in common; near this let us set about building a high wall, to shelter ourselves and our ships, and let it have well-made gates that there may be a way through them for our chariots. Close outside we will dig a deep trench all round it to keep off both horse and foot, that the Trojan chieftains may not bear hard upon us.” 

[344] Thus he spoke, and the princes shouted in approval. Meanwhile the Trojans held a council, angry and full of discord, on the acropolis by the gates of King Priam’s palace; and wise Antenor spoke. “Hear me he said, “Trojans, Dardanians, and allies, that I may speak even as I am minded. Let us give up Argive Helen and her wealth to the sons of Atreus, for we are now fighting in violation of our solemn covenants, and shall not prosper till we have done as I say.” 

[354] He then sat down and Alexander husband of lovely Helen rose to speak. “Antenor,” said he, “your words are not to my liking; you can find a better saying than this if you will; if, however, you have spoken in good earnest, then indeed has heaven robbed you of your reason. I will speak plainly, and hereby notify to the Trojans that I will not give up the woman; but the wealth that I brought home with her from Argos I will restore, and will add yet further of my own.” 

[365] At this, when Paris had spoken and taken his seat, Priam of the race of Dardanos, peer of gods in council, rose and with all sincerity and goodwill addressed them thus: “Hear me, Trojans, Dardanians, and allies, that I may speak even as I am minded. Get your suppers now as before throughout the city, but keep your watches and be wakeful. At daybreak let Idaeus go to the ships, and tell Agamemnon and Menelaos sons of Atreus the saying of Alexander through whom this quarrel has come about; and let him also be instant with them that they now cease fighting till we burn our dead; hereafter we will fight anew, till heaven [daimôn] decide between us and give victory to one or to the other.” 

[379] Thus did he speak, and they did even as he had said. They took supper in their companies and at daybreak Idaeus went his way to the ships. He found the Danaans, attendants [therapontes] of Ares, in council at the stern of Agamemnon’s ship, and took his place in the midst of them. “Son of Atreus,” he said, “and princes of the Achaean host of warriors, Priam and the other noble Trojans have sent me to tell you the saying of Alexander through whom this quarrel has come about, if so be that you may find it acceptable. All the treasure he took with him in his ships to Troy—would that he had sooner perished—he will restore, and will add yet further of his own, but he will not give up the wedded wife of Menelaos, though the Trojans would have him do so. Priam bade me inquire further if you will cease fighting till we burn our dead;

[396] hereafter we will fight anew, till a god [daimôn] decide between us and give victory to one or to the other.” 

[398] They all held their peace, but presently Diomedes of the loud war cry spoke, saying, “Let there be no taking, neither treasure, nor yet Helen, for even a child may see that the doom of the Trojans is at hand.” 

[403] The sons of the Achaeans shouted approval at the words that Diomedes had spoken, and thereon King Agamemnon said to Idaeus, “Idaeus, you have heard the answer the Achaeans make you-and I with them. But as concerning the dead, I give you leave to burn them, for when men are once dead there should be no grudging them the rites of fire. Let Zeus the mighty husband of Hera be witness to this covenant.” 

[412] As he spoke he upheld his scepter in the sight of all the gods, and Idaeus went back to the strong city of Ilion. The Trojans and Dardanians were gathered in council waiting his return; when he came, he stood in their midst and delivered his message. As soon as they heard it they set about their twofold labor, some to gather the corpses, and others to bring in wood. The Argives on their part also hastened from their ships, some to gather the corpses, and others to bring in wood. 

[421] The sun was beginning to beat upon the fields, fresh risen into the vault of heaven from the slow still currents of deep Okeanos, when the two armies met. They could hardly recognize their dead, but they washed the clotted gore from off them, shed tears over them, and lifted them upon their wagons. Priam had forbidden the Trojans to wail aloud, so they heaped their dead sadly and silently upon the pyre, and having burned them went back to the city of Ilion. The Achaeans in like manner heaped their dead sadly and silently on the pyre, and having burned them went back to their ships. 

[433] Now in the twilight when it was not yet dawn, chosen bands of the Achaeans were gathered round the pyre and built one tomb that was raised in common for all, and hard by this they built a high wall to shelter themselves and their ships; they gave it strong gates that there might be a way through them for their chariots, and close outside it they dug a trench deep and wide, and they planted it within with stakes. 

[444] Thus did the Achaeans toil, and the gods, seated by the side of Zeus the lord of lightning, marveled at their great work; but Poseidon, lord of the earthquake, spoke, saying, “Father Zeus, what mortal in the whole world will again take the gods into his counsel [noos]? See you not how the Achaeans have built a wall about their ships and driven a trench all round it, without offering hecatombs to the gods? The fame [kleos] of this wall will reach as far as dawn itself, and men will no longer think anything of the one which Phoebus Apollo and myself built with so much labor for Laomedon.” 

[455] Zeus was displeased and answered, “What, O shaker of the earth, are you talking about? A god less powerful than yourself might be alarmed at what they are doing, but your fame [kleos] reaches as far as dawn itself. Surely when the Achaeans have gone home with their ships, you can shatter their wall and Ring it into the sea; you can cover the beach with sand again, and the great wall of the Achaeans will then be utterly effaced.” 

[464] Thus did they converse, and by sunset the work of the Achaeans was completed; they then slaughtered oxen at their tents and got their supper. Many ships had come with wine from Lemnos, sent by Euneus the son of Jason, born to him by Hypsipyle. The son of Jason freighted them with ten thousand measures of wine, which he sent specially to the sons of Atreus, Agamemnon and Menelaos. From this supply the Achaeans bought their wine, some with bronze, some with iron, some with hides, some with whole heifers, and some again with captives. They spread a goodly banquet and feasted the whole night through, as also did the Trojans and their allies in the city.

[477] But all the time Zeus boded them ill and roared with his portentous thunder. Pale fear got hold upon them, and they spilled the wine from their cups on to the ground, nor did any dare drink till he had made offerings to the most mighty son of Kronos. Then they laid themselves down to rest and enjoyed the boon of sleep.[482] 

SCROLL VIII 

[1] Now when Dawn, clad in her robe of saffron, had begun to suffuse light over the earth, Zeus called the gods in council on the topmost crest of serrated Olympus. Then he spoke and all the other gods gave ear. “Hear me,” said he, “gods and goddesses, that I may speak even as I am minded. Let none of you neither goddess nor god try to cross me, but obey me every one of you that I may bring this matter to an end. If I see anyone acting apart and helping either Trojans or Danaans, he shall be beaten inordinately before he comes back again to Olympus; or I will hurl him down into dark Tartarus far into the deepest pit under the earth, where the gates are iron and the floor bronze, as far beneath Hades as heaven is high above the earth, that you may learn how much the mightiest I am among you. Try me and find out for yourselves. Hangs me a golden chain from heaven, and lay hold of it all of you, gods and goddesses together—tug as you will, you will not drag Zeus the supreme counselor from heaven to earth; but were I to pull at it myself I should draw you up with earth and sea into the bargain, then would I bind the chain about some pinnacle of Olympus and leave you all dangling in the mid firmament. So far am I above all others either of gods or men.” 

[28] They were frightened and all of them of held their peace, for he had spoken masterfully; but at last Athena answered, “Father, son of Kronos, king of kings, we all know that your might is not to be gainsaid, but we are also sorry for the Danaan warriors, who are perishing and coming to a bad end. We will, however, since you so bid us, refrain from actual fighting, but we will make serviceable suggestions to the Argives that they may not all of them perish in your displeasure.” 

[38] Zeus smiled at her and answered, “Take heart, my child, Trito-born; I am not really in earnest, and I wish to be kind to you.” 

[41] With this he yoked his fleet horses, with hoofs of bronze and manes of glittering gold. He girded himself also with gold about the body, seized his gold whip and took his seat in his chariot. Thereon he lashed his horses and they flew forward without hesitation midway between earth and starry heaven. After a while he reached many-fountained Ida, mother of wild beasts, and Gargarus, where are his grove and fragrant altar. There the father of gods and men stayed his horses, took them from the chariot, and hid them in a thick cloud; then he took his seat all glorious upon the topmost crests, looking down upon the city of Troy and the ships of the Achaeans. 

[53] The Achaeans took their morning meal hastily at the ships, and afterwards put on their armor. The Trojans on the other hand likewise armed themselves throughout the city, fewer in numbers but nevertheless eager perforce to do battle for their wives and children. All the gates were flung wide open, and horse and foot rushed forth with the tramp as of a great multitude. 

[60] When they were got together in one place, shield clashed with shield, and spear with spear, in the conflict of mail-clad men. Mighty was the din as the bossed shields pressed hard on one another—cry and shout of triumph of slain and slayers, and the earth ran red with blood. 

[66] Now so long as the day waxed and it was still morning their weapons beat against one another, and the people fell, but when the sun had reached mid-heaven, the sire of all balanced his golden scales, and put two fates of death within them, one for the Trojans and the other for the Achaeans. He took the balance by the middle, and when he lifted it up the day of the Achaeans sank; the death-fraught scale of the Achaeans settled down upon the ground, while that of the Trojans rose heavenwards. Then he thundered aloud from Ida, and sent the glare of his lightning upon the Achaeans; when they saw this, pale fear fell upon them and they were sore afraid. 

[78] Idomeneus dared not stay nor yet Agamemnon, nor did the two Ajaxes, attendants [therapontes] of Ares, hold their ground. Nestor horseman of Gerene alone stood firm, bulwark of the Achaeans, not of his own will, but one of his horses was disabled. Alexander husband of lovely Helen had hit it with an arrow just on the top of its head where the mane begins to grow away from the skull, a very deadly place. The horse bounded in his anguish as the arrow pierced his brain, and his struggles threw others into confusion. The old man instantly began cutting the traces with his sword, but Hektor’s fleet horses bore down upon him through the rout with their bold charioteer, even Hektor himself, and the old man would have perished there and then had not Diomedes been quick to mark, and with a loud cry called Odysseus to help him. 

[94] “Odysseus,” he cried, “noble son of Laertes where are you fleeing to, with your back turned like a coward? See that you are not struck with a spear between the shoulders. Stay here and help me to defend Nestor from this man’s furious onset.” 

[97] Odysseus would not give ear, but sped onward to the ships of the Achaeans, and the son of Tydeus flinging himself alone into the thick of the fight took his stand before the horses of the son of Neleus. “Sir,” said he, “these young warriors are pressing you hard, your force is spent,

[104] and age is heavy upon you, your attendant [therapôn] is naught, and your horses are slow to move. Mount my chariot and see what the horses of Tros can do—how cleverly they can scud here and there over the plain either in flight or in pursuit. I took them from the hero Aeneas. Let our attendants [theraponte] attend to your own steeds, but let us drive mine straight at the Trojans, that Hektor may learn how furiously I too can wield my spear.” 

[112] Nestor horseman of Gerene hearkened to his words. Thereon the two mighty attendants [theraponte], Sthenelos and kind-hearted Eurymedon, saw to Nestor’s horses, while the two both mounted Diomedes’ chariot. Nestor took the reins in his hands and lashed the horses on; they were soon close up with Hektor, and the son of Tydeus aimed a spear at him as he was charging full speed towards them. He missed him, but struck his charioteer and attendant [therapôn] Eniopeus son of noble Thebaeus in the breast by the nipple while the reins were in his hands, so that he lost his life-breath [psukhê] there and then, and the horses swerved as he fell headlong from the chariot. Hektor was greatly grieved at the loss of his charioteer, but let him lie for all his sorrow [akhos], while he went in quest of another driver; nor did his steeds have to go long without one, for he presently found brave Archeptolemos the son of Iphitus, and made him get up behind the horses, giving the reins into his hand. 

[130] All had then been lost and no help for it, for they would have been penned up in Ilion like sheep, had not the sire of gods and men been quick to mark, and hurled a fiery flaming thunderbolt which fell just in front of Diomedes’ horses with a flare of burning brimstone. The horses were frightened and tried to back beneath the car, while the reins dropped from Nestor’s hands. Then he was afraid and said to Diomedes, “Son of Tydeus, turn your horses in flight; see you not that the hand of Zeus is against you? Today he grants victory to Hektor; tomorrow, if it so please him, he will again grant it to ourselves; no man, however brave, may thwart the purpose [noos] of Zeus, for he is far stronger than any.” 

[145] Diomedes answered, “All that you have said is true; there is a grief [akhos] however which pierces me to the very heart, for Hektor will talk among the Trojans and say, ‘The son of Tydeus fled before me to the ships.’ This is the boast he will make, and may earth then swallow me.” 

[151] “Son of Tydeus,” replied Nestor, “what mean you? Though Hektor say that you are a coward the Trojans and Dardanians will not believe him, nor yet the wives of the mighty warriors whom you have laid low.” 

[157] So saying he turned the horses back through the thick of the battle, and with a cry that rent the air the Trojans and Hektor rained their darts after them. Hektor shouted to him and said, “Son of Tydeus, the Danaans have done you honor before now as regards your place at table, the meals they give you, and the filling of your cup with wine. Henceforth they will despise you, for you are become no better than a woman. Be off, girl and coward that you are, you shall not scale our walls through any hesitation on my part; neither shall you carry off our wives in your ships, for I shall give you with my own hand a death-daemon [daimôn].” 

[167] The son of Tydeus was in two minds whether or no to turn his horses round again and fight him. Thrice did he doubt, and thrice did Zeus thunder from the heights of Ida as a sign [sêma] to the Trojans that he would turn the battle in their favor. Hektor then shouted to them and said, “Trojans, Lycians, and Dardanians, lovers of close fighting, be men, my friends, and fight with might and with main; I see that Zeus is minded to grant victory and great glory to myself, while he will deal destruction upon the Danaans. Fools, for having thought of building this weak and worthless wall. It shall not stay my fury; my horses will spring lightly over their trench, and when I am at their ships forget not to bring me fire that I may burn them, while I slaughter the Argives who will be all dazed and bewildered by the smoke.” 

[184] Then he cried to his horses, “Xanthos and Podargos, and you Aithon and goodly Lampos, pay me for your keep now and for all the honey-sweet wheat with which Andromache daughter of great Eetion has fed you, and for she has mixed wine and water for you to drink whenever you would, before doing so even for me who am her own husband. Haste in pursuit, that we may take the shield of Nestor, the fame [kleos] of which ascends to heaven, for it is of solid gold, arm-rods and all, and that we may strip from the shoulders of Diomedes. the cuirass which Hephaistos made him. Could we take these two things, the Achaeans would set sail in their ships this self-same night.” 

[198] Thus did he boast, but Queen Hera made high Olympus quake as she shook with rage upon her throne. Then said she to the mighty god of Poseidon, “What now, wide ruling lord of the earthquake? Can you find no compassion in your heart for the dying Danaans, who bring you many a welcome offering to Helice and to Aegae? Wish them well then. If all of us who are with the Danaans were to drive the Trojans back and keep Zeus from helping them, he would have to sit there sulking alone on Ida.” 

[208] King Poseidon was greatly troubled and answered, “Hera, rash of tongue, what are you talking about? We other gods must not set ourselves against Zeus, for he is far stronger than we are.” 

[212] Thus did they converse; but the whole space enclosed by the ditch, from the ships even to the wall, was filled with horses and warriors, who were pent up there by Hektor son of Priam, now that the hand of Zeus was with him. He would even have set fire to the ships and burned them, had not Queen Hera put it into the mind of Agamemnon, to bestir himself and to encourage the Achaeans. To this end he went round the ships and tents carrying a great purple cloak, and took his stand by the huge black hull of Odysseus’ ship, which was middlemost of all; it was from this place that his voice would carry farthest, on the one hand towards the tents of Ajax son of Telamon, and on the other towards those of Achilles-

[225] for these two heroes, well assured of their own strength, had valorously drawn up their ships at the two ends of the line. From this spot then, with a voice that could be heard afar, he shouted to the Danaans, saying, “Argives, shame

[228] on you cowardly creatures, brave in semblance only; where are now our boasts that we should prove victorious—the boasts we made so vaingloriously in Lemnos, when we ate the flesh of horned cattle and filled our mixing-bowls to the brim? You vowed that you would each of you stand against a hundred or two hundred men, and now you prove no match even for one—for Hektor, who will be before long setting our ships in a blaze. Father Zeus, did you ever bring such ruin [atê] to a great king and rob him so utterly of his greatness? Yet, when to my sorrow I was coming here, I never let my ship pass your altars without offering the fat and thigh-bones of heifers upon every one of them, so eager was I to destroy the city of Troy. Grant me then this prayer—allow us to escape at any rate with our lives, and let not the Achaeans be so utterly vanquished by the Trojans.” 

[245] Thus did he pray, and father Zeus pitying his tears granted that his people should live, not die; forthwith he sent them an eagle, most unfailingly portentous of all birds, with a young fawn in its talons; the eagle dropped the fawn by the altar on which the Achaeans sacrificed to Zeus the lord of omens. When, therefore, the people saw that the bird had come from Zeus, they sprang more fiercely upon the Trojans and fought more boldly. 

[253] There was no man of all the many Danaans who could then boast that he had driven his horses over the trench and gone forth to fight sooner than the son of Tydeus; long before any one else could do so he slew an armed warrior of the Trojans, Agelaos the son of Phradmon. He had turned his horses in flight, but the spear struck him in the back midway between his shoulders and went right through his chest, and his armor rang rattling round him as he fell forward from his chariot. 

[261] After him came Agamemnon and Menelaos, sons of Atreus, the two Ajaxes clothed in valor as with a garment, Idomeneus and his companion in arms Meriones, peer of murderous Ares, and Eurypylus the brave son of Euaemon. Ninth came Teucer with his bow, and took his place under cover of the shield of Ajax son of Telamon. When Ajax lifted his shield Teucer would peer round, and when he had hit any one in the throng, the man would fall dead; then Teucer would hie back to Ajax as a child to its mother, and again duck down under his shield. 

[273] Which of the Trojans did brave Teucer first kill? Orsilokhos, and then Ormenus and Ophelestes, Daetor, Chromios, and godlike Lykophontes, Amopaon son of Polyaemon, and Melanippus. these in turn did he lay low upon the earth, and King Agamemnon was glad when he saw him making havoc of the Trojans with his mighty bow. He went up to him and said, “Teucer, man after my own heart, son of Telamon, chief among the host of warriors, shoot on, and be at once the saving of the Danaans and the glory of your father Telamon, who brought you up and took care of you in his own house when you were a child, bastard though you were. Cover him with glory though he is far off; I will promise and I will assuredly perform; if aegis-bearing Zeus and Athena grant me to destroy the city of Ilion, you shall have the next best prize of honor after my own—a tripod, or two horses with their chariot, or a woman who shall go up into your bed.” 

[292] And Teucer answered, “Most noble son of Atreus, you need not urge me; from the moment we began to drive them back to Ilion, I have never ceased so far as in me lies to look out for men whom I can shoot and kill; I have shot eight barbed shafts, and all of them have been buried in the flesh of warlike youths, but I cannot hit this mad dog, with his wolfish rage [lyssa].” 

[300] As he spoke he aimed another arrow straight at Hektor, for he was bent on hitting him; nevertheless he missed him, and the arrow hit Priam’s brave son Gorgythion in the breast.

[305] His mother, fair Castianeira, lovely as a goddess, had been married from Aesyme, and now he bowed his head as a garden poppy in full bloom when it is weighed down by showers in spring—even thus heavy bowed his head beneath the weight of his helmet. 

[310] Again he aimed at Hektor, for he was longing to hit him, and again his arrow missed, for Apollo turned it aside; but he hit Hektor’s brave charioteer Archeptolemos in the breast, by the nipple, as he was driving furiously into the fight. The horses swerved aside as he fell headlong from the chariot, and there was no life [psukhê] left in him. Hektor was greatly grieved at the loss of his charioteer, but for all his sorrow [akhos] he let him lie where he fell, and bade his brother Cebriones, who was hard by, take the reins. Cebriones did as he had said. Hektor thereon with a loud cry sprang from his chariot to the ground, and seizing a great stone made straight for Teucer with intent kill him. Teucer had just taken an arrow from his quiver and had laid it upon the bow-string, but Hektor struck him with the jagged stone as he was taking aim and drawing the string to his shoulder; he hit him just where the collar-bone divides the neck from the chest, a very deadly place, and broke the sinew of his arm so that his wrist was less, and the bow dropped from his hand as he fell forward on his knees. Ajax saw that his brother had fallen, and running towards him bestrode him and sheltered him with his shield. Meanwhile his two trusty attendants, Mecisteus son of Echios, and Alastor, came up and bore him to the ships groaning in his great pain. 

[335] Zeus now again put heart into the Trojans, and they drove the Achaeans to their deep trench with Hektor in all his glory at their head. As a hound grips a wild boar or lion in flank or buttock when he gives him chase, and watches warily for his wheeling, even so did Hektor follow close upon the Achaeans, ever killing the hindmost as they rushed panic-stricken onwards. When they had fled through the set stakes and trench and many Achaeans had been laid low at the hands of the Trojans,

[344] they halted at their ships, calling upon one another and praying every man instantly as they lifted up their hands to the gods; but Hektor wheeled his horses this way and that, his eyes glaring like those of Gorgo or murderous Ares. 

[350] Hera when she saw them had pity upon them, and at once said to Athena, “Alas, child of aegis-bearing Zeus, shall you and I take no more thought for the dying Danaans, though it be the last time we ever do so? See how they perish and come to a bad end before the onset of but a single man. Hektor the son of Priam rages with intolerable fury, and has already done great mischief.” 

[357] Athena answered, “Would, indeed, this fellow might die in his own land, and fall by the hands of the Achaeans; but my father Zeus is mad with spleen, ever foiling me, ever headstrong and unjust. He forgets how often I saved his son when he was worn out by the labors [athloi] Eurystheus had laid on him. He would weep till his cry came up to heaven, and then Zeus would send me down to help him; if I had had the sense to foresee all this, when Eurystheus sent him to the house of Hades, to fetch the hell-hound from Erebus, he would never have come back alive out of the deep waters of the river Styx. And now Zeus hates me, while he lets Thetis have her way because she kissed his knees and took hold of his beard, when she was begging him to do honor to Achilles. I shall know what to do next time he begins calling me his gray-eyed darling. Get our horses ready, while I go within the house of aegis-bearing Zeus and put on my armor; we shall then find out whether Priam’s son Hektor will be glad to meet us in the highways of battle, or whether the Trojans will glut hounds and vultures with the fat of their flesh as they he dead by the ships of the Achaeans.” 

[381] Thus did she speak and white-armed Hera, daughter of great Kronos, obeyed her words; she set about harnessing her gold-bedizened steeds, while Athena daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus

[385] flung her richly vesture, made with her own hands, on to the threshold of her father, and donned the shirt of Zeus, arming herself for battle. Then she stepped into her flaming chariot, and grasped the spear so stout and sturdy and strong with which she quells the ranks of heroes who have displeased her. Hera lashed her horses, and the gates of heaven bellowed as they flew open of their own accord—gates over which the Hours preside, in whose hands are heaven and Olympus, either to open the dense cloud that hides them or to close it. Through these the goddesses drove their obedient steeds. 

[397] But father Zeus when he saw them from Ida was very angry, and sent winged Iris with a message to them. “Go,” said he, “fleet Iris, turn them back, and see that they do not come near me, for if we come to fighting there will be mischief. This is what I say, and this is what I mean to do. I will lame their horses for them; I will hurl them from their chariot, and will break it in pieces. It will take them all ten years to heal the wounds my lightning shall inflict upon them; my gray-eyed daughter will then learn what quarrelling with her father means. I am less surprised and angry with Hera, for whatever I say she always contradicts me.” 

[409] With this Iris went her way, fleet as the wind, from the heights of Ida to the lofty summits of Olympus. She met the goddesses at the outer gates of its many valleys and gave them her message. “What,” said she, “are you about? Are you mad? The son of Kronos forbids going. This is what he says, and this is he means to do, he will lame your horses for you, he will hurl you from your chariot, and will break it in pieces. It will take you all ten years to heal the wounds his lightning will inflict upon you, that you may learn, gray-eyed goddess, what quarrelling with your father means. He is less hurt and angry with Hera, for whatever he says she always contradicts him but you, bold hussy, will you really dare to raise your huge spear in defiance of Zeus?” 

[425] With this she left them, and Hera said to Athena, “Truly, child of aegis-bearing Zeus, I am not for fighting men’s battles further in defiance of Zeus. Let them live or die as luck will have it, and let Zeus mete out his judgements upon the Trojans and Danaans according to his own pleasure.” 

[432] She turned her steeds; the Hours presently unyoked them, made them fast to their ambrosial mangers, and leaned the chariot against the end wall of the courtyard. The two goddesses then sat down upon their golden thrones, amid the company of the other gods; but they were very angry. 

[438] Presently father Zeus drove his chariot to Olympus, and entered the assembly of gods. The mighty lord of the earthquake unyoked his horses for him, set the car upon its stand, and threw a cloth over it. Zeus then sat down upon his golden throne and Olympus reeled beneath him. Athena and Hera sat alone, apart from Zeus, and neither spoke nor asked him questions, but Zeus knew what they meant, and said, “Athena and Hera, why are you so angry? Are you fatigued with killing so many of your dear friends the Trojans? Be this as it may, such is the might of my hands that all the gods in Olympus cannot turn me; you were both of you trembling all over before ever you saw the fight and its terrible doings. I tell you therefore-and it would have surely been—I should have struck you with lighting, and your chariots would never have brought you back again to Olympus.” 

[457] Athena and Hera groaned in spirit as they sat side by side and brooded mischief for the Trojans. Athena sat silent without a word, for she was in a furious passion and bitterly incensed against her father; but Hera could not contain herself and said, “What, dread son of Kronos, are you talking about? We know how great your power is, nevertheless we have compassion upon the Danaan warriors who are perishing and coming to a bad end.

[465] We will, however, since you so bid us, refrain from actual fighting, but we will make serviceable suggestions to the Argives, that they may not all of them perish in your displeasure.” 

[469] And Zeus answered, “Tomorrow morning, Hera, if you choose to do so, you will see the son of Kronos destroying large numbers of the Argives, for fierce Hektor shall not cease fighting till he has roused the son of Peleus when they are fighting in dire straits at their ships’ sterns about the body of Patroklos. Like it or no, this is how it is decreed; for all I care, you may go to the lowest depths beneath earth and sea [pontos], where Iapetus and Kronos dwell in lone Tartarus with neither ray of light nor breath of wind to cheer them. You may go on and on till you get there, and I shall not care one whit for your displeasure; you are the greatest vixen living.” 

[484] Hera made him no answer. The sun’s glorious orb now sank into Okeanos and drew down night over the land. Sorry indeed were the Trojans when light failed them, but welcome and thrice prayed for did darkness fall upon the Achaeans. 

[489] Then Hektor led the Trojans back from the ships, and held a council on the open space near the river, where there was a spot ear corpses. They left their chariots and sat down on the ground to hear the speech he made them. He grasped a spear eleven cubits long, the bronze point of which gleamed in front of it, while the ring round the spear-head was of gold Spear in hand he spoke. “Hear me,” said he, “Trojans, Dardanians, and allies. I deemed but now that I should destroy the ships and all the Achaeans with them before I went back to Ilion, but darkness came on too soon. It was this alone that saved them and their ships upon the seashore. Now, therefore, let us obey the behests of night, and prepare our suppers. Take your horses out of their chariots and give them their feeds of wheat; then make speed to bring sheep and cattle from the city;

[506] bring wine also and wheat for your horses and gather much wood, that from dark till dawn we may burn watchfires whose flare may reach to heaven. For the Achaeans may try to flee beyond the sea by night, and they must not embark unscathed and unmolested; many a man among them must take a dart with him to nurse at home, hit with spear or arrow as he is leaping on board his ship, that others may fear to bring war and weeping upon the Trojans. Moreover let the heralds tell it about the city that the growing youths and gray-bearded men are to camp upon its heaven-built walls. Let the women each of them light a great fire in her house, and let watch be safely kept lest the town be entered by surprise while the host of warriors is outside. See to it, brave Trojans, as I have said, and let this suffice for the moment; at daybreak I will instruct you further. I pray in hope to Zeus and to the gods that we may then drive those fate-sped hounds from our land, for ‘tis the fates that have borne them and their ships here. This night, therefore, let us keep watch, but with early morning let us put on our armor and rouse fierce war at the ships of the Achaeans; I shall then know whether brave Diomedes the son of Tydeus will drive me back from the ships to the wall, or whether I shall myself slay him and carry off his bloodstained spoils. Tomorrow let him show his mettle [aretê], abide my spear if he dare. I bet that at break of day, he shall be among the first to fall and many another of his comrades round him. Would that I were as sure of being immortal and never growing old, and of being worshipped like Athena and Apollo, as I am that this day will bring evil to the Argives.” 

[542] Thus spoke Hektor and the Trojans shouted approval. They took their sweating steeds from under the yoke, and made them fast each by his own chariot. They made haste to bring sheep and cattle from the city, they brought wine also and wheat from their houses and gathered much wood.

[549] They then offered unblemished hecatombs to the immortals, and the wind carried the sweet savor of sacrifice to heaven—but the blessed gods partook not thereof, for they bitterly hated Ilion with Priam and Priam’s people. Thus high in hope they sat through the livelong night by the highways of war, and many a watchfire did they kindle. As when the stars shine clear, and the moon is bright—there is not a breath of air, not a peak nor glade nor jutting headland but it stands out in the ineffable radiance that breaks from the serene of heaven; the stars can all of them be told and the heart of the shepherd is glad—even thus shone the watchfires of the Trojans before Ilion midway between the ships and the river Xanthos. A thousand camp-fires gleamed upon the plain, and in the glow of each there sat fifty men, while the horses, champing oats and wheat beside their chariots, waited till dawn should come.[565] 

SCROLL IX 

[1] Thus did the Trojans watch. But Panic, comrade of blood-stained Rout, had taken fast hold of the Achaeans and their princes were all of them in despair. As when the two winds that blow from Thrace—the north and the northwest—spring up of a sudden and rouse the fury of the sea [pontos]—in a moment the dark waves rear up their heads and scatter their sea-wrack in all directions—even thus troubled were the hearts of the Achaeans. 

[9] The son of Atreus in dismay bade the heralds call the people to a council man by man, but not to cry the matter aloud; he made haste also himself to call them, and they sat sorry at heart in their assembly. Agamemnon shed tears as it were a running stream or cataract on the side of some sheer cliff; and thus, with many a heavy sigh he spoke to the Achaeans. “My friends,” said he, “princes and councilors! Of the Argives, Zeus has tied me down with derangement [atê] more than anyone else. The cruel god gave me his solemn promise that I should destroy the city of Troy before returning, but he has played me false, and is now bidding me go ingloriously back to Argos with the loss of much people. Such is the will of Zeus, who has laid many a proud city in the dust as he will yet lay others, for his power is above all. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say and sail back to our own country, for we shall not take Troy.” 

[29] Thus he spoke, and the sons of the Achaeans for a long while sat sorrowful there, but they all held their peace, till at last Diomedes of the loud battle-cry made answer saying,

[32] “Son of Atreus, I will chide your folly, as is my right [themis] in council. Be not then aggrieved that I should do so. In the first place you attacked me before all the Danaans and said that I was a coward and no warrior. The Argives young and old know that you did so. But the son of scheming Kronos endowed you by halves only. He gave you honor as the chief ruler over us, but valor, which is the highest both right and might he did not give you. Sir, think you that the sons of the Achaeans are indeed as unwarlike and cowardly as you say they are? If your own mind is set upon going home—go—the way is open to you; the many ships that followed you from Mycenae stand ranged upon the seashore; but the rest of us stay here till we have destroyed Troy. Nay though these too should turn homeward with their ships, Sthenelos and myself will still fight on till we reach the goal of Ilion, for heaven was with us when we came.” 

[50] The sons of the Achaeans shouted approval at the words of Diomedes, and presently Nestor rose to speak. “Son of Tydeus,” said he, “in war your prowess is beyond question, and in council you excel all who are of your own years; no one of the Achaeans can make light of what you say nor gainsay it, but you have not yet come to the end [telos] of the whole matter. You are still young—you might be the youngest of my own children—still you have spoken wisely and have counseled the chief of the Achaeans not without discretion; nevertheless I am older than you and I will tell you everything; therefore let no man, not even King Agamemnon, disregard my saying, for he that foments civil discord is a clanless, hearthless outlaw. 

[65] “Now, however, let us obey the behests of night and get our suppers, but let the sentinels every man of them camp by the trench that is without the wall. I am giving these instructions to the young men; when they have been attended to, do you, son of Atreus, give your orders, for you are the most royal among us all. Prepare a feast for your councilors; it is right and reasonable that you should do so;

[71] there is abundance of wine in your tents, which the ships of the Achaeans bring from Thrace daily. You have everything at your disposal wherewith to entertain guests, and you have many subjects. When many are got together, you can be guided by him whose counsel is wisest—and sorely do we need shrewd and prudent counsel, for the foe has lit his watchfires hard by our ships. Who can be other than dismayed? This night will either be the ruin of our host of warriors, or save it.” 

[79] Thus did he speak, and they did even as he had said. The sentinels went out in their armor under command of Nestor’s son Thrasymedes, a chief of the host, and of the bold warriors Ascalaphus and Ialmenus: there were also Meriones, Aphareus and Deipyrus, and the son of Creion, noble Lykomedes. There were seven chiefs of the sentinels, and with each there went a hundred youths armed with long spears: they took their places midway between the trench and the wall, and when they had done so they lit their fires and got every man his supper. 

[89] The son of Atreus then bade many councilors of the Achaeans to his quarters and prepared a great feast in their honor. They laid their hands on the good things that were before them, and as soon as they had enough to eat and drink, old Nestor, whose counsel was ever truest, was the first to lay his mind before them. He, therefore, with all sincerity and goodwill addressed them thus. 

[96] “With yourself, most noble son of Atreus, king of men, Agamemnon, will I both begin my speech and end it, for you are king over much people. Zeus, moreover, has granted that you wield the scepter and uphold things that are right [themis], that you may take thought for your people under you; therefore it behooves you above all others both to speak and to give ear, and to turn into action the counsel of another who is minded to speak wisely. All turns on you and on your commands, therefore I will say what I think will be best. No man will be of a truer mind [noos] than that which has been mine from the hour when you, sir, angered Achilles by taking the girl Briseis from his tent against my judgment [noos].

[108] I urged you not to do so, but you yielded to your own pride, and dishonored a hero whom heaven itself had honored—for you still hold the prize that had been awarded to him. Now, however, let us think how we may appease him, both with presents and fair speeches that may conciliate him.” 

[115] And King Agamemnon answered, “Sir, you have reproved my derangement [atê pl.] justly. I was wrong. I own it. One whom heaven befriends is in himself a host, and Zeus has shown that he befriends this man by destroying much people of the Achaeans. I was blinded with passion and yielded to my lesser mind; therefore I will make amends, and will give him great gifts by way of atonement. I will tell them in the presence of you all. I will give him seven tripods that have never yet been on the fire, and ten talents of gold. I will give him twenty iron cauldrons and twelve strong horses that have won races and carried off prizes. Rich, indeed, both in land and gold is he that has as many prizes as my horses have won me. I will give him seven excellent workwomen, Lesbians, whom I chose for myself when he took Lesbos—all of surpassing beauty. I will give him these, and with them her whom I took from him, the daughter of Brisês; and I swear a great oath that I never went up into her couch, nor have been with her after the manner [themis] of men and women. 

[135] “All these things will I give him now down, and if hereafter the gods grant that I destroy the city of Priam, let him come when we Achaeans are dividing the spoil, and load his ship with gold and bronze to his liking; furthermore let him take twenty Trojan women, the loveliest after Helen herself. Then, when we reach Achaean Argos, wealthiest of all lands, he shall be my son-in-law and I will show him like honor with my own dear son Orestes, who is being nurtured in all abundance. I have three daughters, Chrysothemis, Laodike, and Iphianassa, let him take the one of his choice, freely and without gifts of wooing, to the house of Peleus;

[147] I will add such dower to boot as no man ever yet gave his daughter, and will give him seven well established cities, Cardamyle, Enope, and Hire, where there is grass; holy Pherae and the rich meadows of Anthea; Aepea also, and the vine-clad slopes of Pedasos, all near the sea, and on the borders of sandy Pylos. The men that dwell there are rich in cattle and sheep; they will honor him with gifts as though he were a god, and be obedient to his comfortable ordinances [themis pl.]. All this will I do if he will now forgo his anger. Let him then yield it is only Hades who is utterly ruthless and unyielding—and hence he is of all gods the one most hateful to mankind. Moreover I am older and more royal than himself. Therefore, let him now obey me.” 

[163] Then Nestor answered, “Most noble son of Atreus, king of men, Agamemnon. The gifts you offer are no small ones, let us then send chosen messengers, who may go to the tent of Achilles son of Peleus without delay. Let those go whom I shall name. Let Phoenix, dear to Zeus, lead the way; let Ajax and Odysseus follow, and let the heralds Odios and Eurybates go with them. Now bring water for our hands, and bid all keep silence while we pray to Zeus the son of Kronos, if so be that he may have mercy upon us.” 

[173] Thus did he speak, and his saying pleased them well. Men-servants poured water over the hands of the guests, while attendants filled the mixing-bowls with wine and water, and handed it round after giving every man his drink-offering; then, when they had made their offerings, and had drunk each as much as he was minded, the envoys set out from the tent of Agamemnon son of Atreus; and Nestor, looking first to one and then to another, but most especially at Odysseus, was instructing them how they should prevail with the noble son of Peleus. 

[182] They went their way by the shore of the sounding sea, and prayed earnestly to earth-encircling Poseidon that the high spirit of the son of Aiakos might incline favorably towards them. When they reached the ships and tents of the Myrmidons,

[186] they found Achilles playing on a lyre, fair, of cunning workmanship, and its cross-bar was of silver. It was part of the spoils which he had taken when he destroyed the city of Eetion, and he was now diverting himself with it and singing the glories [klea] of heroes. He was alone with Patroklos, who sat opposite to him and said nothing, waiting till he should cease singing. Odysseus and Ajax now came in—Odysseus leading the way -and stood before him. Achilles sprang from his seat with the lyre still in his hand, and Patroklos, when he saw the strangers, rose also. Achilles then greeted them saying, “All hail and welcome—you must come upon some great matter, you, who for all my anger are still dearest to me of the Achaeans.” 

[199] With this he led them forward, and bade them sit on seats covered with purple rugs; then he said to Patroklos who was close by him, “Son of Menoitios, set a larger bowl upon the table, mix less water with the wine, and give every man his cup, for these are very dear friends, who are now under my roof.” 

[205] Patroklos did as his comrade bade him; he set the chopping-block in front of the fire, and on it he laid the loin of a sheep, the loin also of a goat, and the chine of a fat hog. Automedon held the meat while Achilles chopped it; he then sliced the pieces and put them on spits while the son of Menoitios made the fire burn high. When the flame had died down, he spread the embers, laid the spits on top of them, lifting them up and setting them upon the spit-racks; and he sprinkled them with salt. When the meat was roasted, he set it on platters, and handed bread round the table in fair baskets, while Achilles dealt them their portions. Then Achilles took his seat facing Odysseus against the opposite wall, and bade his comrade Patroklos offer sacrifice to the gods; so he cast the offerings into the fire, and they laid their hands upon the good things that were before them. As soon as they had had enough to eat and drink, Ajax made a sign to Phoenix, and when he saw this, Odysseus filled his cup with wine and pledged Achilles. 

[225] “Hail,” said he, “Achilles, we have had no lack of good cheer, neither in the tent of Agamemnon, nor yet here; there has been plenty to eat and drink, but our thought turns upon no such matter. Sir, we are in the face of great disaster, and without your help know not whether we shall save our fleet or lose it. The Trojans and their allies have camped hard by our ships and by the wall; they have lit watchfires throughout their host of warriors and deem that nothing can now prevent them from falling on our fleet. Zeus, moreover, has sent his signals [sêma pl.] on their right; Hektor, in all his glory, rages like a madman; confident that Zeus is with him he fears neither god nor man, but a wolfish rage [lyssa] has entered him, and he prays for the approach of day. He vows that he will hew the high sterns of our ships in pieces, set fire to their hulls, and make havoc of the Achaeans while they are dazed and smothered in smoke; I much fear that heaven will make good his boasting, and it will prove our lot to perish at Troy far from our home in Argos. Up, then, and late though it be, save the sons of the Achaeans who faint before the fury of the Trojans. You will repent bitterly [akhos] hereafter if you do not, for when the harm is done there will be no curing it; consider before it be too late, and save the Danaans from destruction. 

[252] “My good friend, when your father Peleus sent you from Phthia to Agamemnon, did he not charge you saying, ‘Son, Athena and Hera will make you strong if they choose, but check your high temper, for the better part is in goodwill. Eschew vain quarrelling, and the Achaeans old and young will respect you more for doing so.’ These were his words, but you have forgotten them. Even now, however, be appeased, and put away your anger from you. Agamemnon will make you great amends if you will forgive him; listen, and I will tell you what he has said in his tent that he will give you. He will give you seven tripods that have never yet been on the fire, and ten talents of gold; twenty iron cauldrons, and twelve strong horses that have won races and carried off prizes.

[266] Rich indeed both in land and gold is he who has as many prizes as these horses have won for Agamemnon. Moreover he will give you seven excellent workwomen, Lesbians, whom he chose for himself, when you took Lesbos—all of surpassing beauty. He will give you these, and with them her whom he took from you, the daughter of Brisês, and he will swear a great oath, he has never gone up into her couch nor been with her after the manner [themis] of men and women. All these things will he give you now down, and if hereafter the gods grant that he destroy the city of Priam, you can come when we Achaeans are dividing the spoil, and load your ship with gold and bronze to your liking. You can take twenty Trojan women, the loveliest after Helen herself. Then, when we reach Achaean Argos, wealthiest of all lands, you shall be his son-in-law, and he will show you like honor with his own dear son Orestes, who is being nurtured in all abundance. Agamemnon has three daughters, Chrysothemis, Laodike, and Iphianassa; you may take the one of your choice, freely and without gifts of wooing, to the house of Peleus; he will add such dower to boot as no man ever yet gave his daughter, and will give you seven well-established cities, Cardamyle, Enope, and Hire where there is grass; holy Pheras and the rich meadows of Anthea; Aepea also, and the vine-clad slopes of Pedasos, all near the sea, and on the borders of sandy Pylos. The men that dwell there are rich in cattle and sheep; they will honor you with gifts as if you were a god, and be obedient to your comfortable ordinances [themis pl.]. All this will he do if you will now forgo your anger. Moreover, though you hate both him and his gifts with all your heart, yet pity the rest of the Achaeans who are being harassed in all their host of warriors; they will honor you as a god, and you will earn great glory at their hands. You might even kill Hektor; he will come within your reach, for he has a wolfish rage [lyssa] and declares that not a Danaan whom the ships have brought can hold his own against him.” 

[307] Achilles answered, “Odysseus, noble son of Laertes, I should give you formal notice plainly and in all fixity of purpose that there be no more of this cajoling, from whatsoever quarter it may come. As hateful [ekhthros] to me as the gates of Hades is one who says one thing while he hides another in his heart; therefore I will say what I mean. I will be appeased neither by Agamemnon son of Atreus nor by any other of the Danaans, for I see that I have no thanks [kharis] for all my fighting. He that fights fares no better than he that does not; coward and hero are held in equal honor [timê], and death deals like measure to him who works and him who is idle. I have taken nothing by all my hardships—with my life [psukhê] ever in my hand; as a bird when she has found a morsel takes it to her nestlings, and herself fares hardly, even so man a long night have I been wakeful, and many a bloody battle have I waged by day against those who were fighting for their women. With my ships I have taken twelve cities, and eleven round about Troy have I stormed with my men by land; I took great store of wealth from every one of them, but I gave all up to Agamemnon son of Atreus. He stayed where he was by his ships, yet of what came to him he gave little, and kept much himself. 

[334] “Nevertheless he did distribute some prizes of honor among the chieftains and kings, and these have them still; from me alone of the Achaeans did he take the woman in whom I delighted—let him keep her and sleep with her. Why, pray, must the Argives fight the Trojans? What made the son of Atreus gather the host of warriors and bring them? Was it not for the sake of Helen? Are the sons of Atreus the only men in the world who love their wives? Any man of common right feeling will love and cherish her who is his own, as I this woman, with my whole heart, though she was but the prize of my spear. Agamemnon has taken her from me; he has played me false; I know him; let him tempt me no further, for he shall not move me. Let him look to you, Odysseus, and to the other princes to save his ships from burning.

[347] He has done much without me already. He has built a wall; he has dug a trench deep and wide all round it, and he has planted it within with stakes; but even so he stays not the murderous might of Hektor. So long as I fought the Achaeans Hektor did not let the battle range far from the city walls; he would come to the Scaean gates and to the oak tree, but no further. Once he stayed to meet me and hardly did he escape my onset: now, however, since I am in no mood to fight him, I will tomorrow offer sacrifice to Zeus and to all the gods; I will draw my ships into the water and then victual them duly; tomorrow morning, if you care to look, you will see my ships on the Hellespont, and my men rowing out to sea with might and main. If great Poseidon grants me a fair passage, in three days I shall be in Phthia. I have much there that I left behind me when I came here to my sorrow, and I shall bring back still further store of gold, of red copper, of fair women, and of iron, my share of the spoils that we have taken; but one prize, he who gave has insolently taken away. Tell him all as I now bid you, and tell him in public that the Achaeans may hate him and beware of him should he think that he can yet dupe others for his effrontery never fails him. 

[372] “As for me, hound that he is, he dares not look me in the face. I will take no counsel with him, and will undertake nothing in common with him. He has wronged me and deceived me enough, he shall not cozen me further; let him go his own way, for Zeus has robbed him of his reason. His presents are hateful [ekhthra] to me, and for him I care not a bit. He may offer me ten or even twenty times what he has now done, nay—not though it be all that he has in the world, both now or ever shall have; he may promise me the wealth of Orchomenus or of Egyptian Thebes, which is the richest city in the whole world, for it has a hundred gates through each of which two hundred men may drive at once with their chariots and horses;

[385] he may offer me gifts as the sands of the sea or the dust of the plain in multitude, but even so he shall not move me till I have been revenged in full for the bitter wrong he has done me. I will not marry his daughter; she may be fair as Aphrodite, and skilful as Athena, but I will have none of her: let another take her, who may be a good match for her and who rules a larger kingdom. If the gods spare me to return home, Peleus will find me a wife; there are Achaean women in Hellas and Phthia, daughters of kings that have cities under them; of these I can take whom I will and marry her. Many a time was I minded when at home in Phthia to woo and wed a woman who would make me a suitable wife, and to enjoy the riches of my old father Peleus. My life [psukhê] is more to me than all the wealth of Ilion while it was yet at peace before the Achaeans went there, or than all the treasure that lies on the stone floor of Apollo’s temple beneath the cliffs of Pytho. Cattle and sheep are to be had by raiding, and a man can buy both tripods and horses if he wants them, but when his life [psukhê] has once left him it can neither be bought nor raided back again. 

[410] “My mother Thetis tells me that there are two ways in which I may meet my end [telos]. If I stay here and fight, I shall not have a return [nostos] alive but my glory [kleos] will be imperishable [aphthiton]: whereas if I go home my name [kleos] will perish, but it will be long before the end [telos] shall take me. To the rest of you, then, I say, ‘Go home, for you will not take Ilion.’ Zeus has held his hand over her to protect her, and her people have taken heart. Go, therefore, as in duty bound, and tell the princes of the Achaeans the message that I have sent them; tell them to find some other plan for the saving of their ships and people, for so long as my displeasure lasts the one that they have now hit upon may not be. As for Phoenix, let him sleep here that he may sail with me in the morning if he so will. But I will not take him by force.” 

[430] They all held their peace, dismayed at the sternness with which he had denied them, till presently the old horseman Phoenix in his great fear for the ships of the Achaeans, burst into tears and said, “Noble Achilles, if you are now minded to have a return [nostos], and in the fierceness of your anger will do nothing to save the ships from burning, how, my son, can I remain here without you? Your father Peleus bade me go with you when he sent you as a mere lad from Phthia to Agamemnon. You knew nothing neither of war nor of the arts whereby men make their mark in council, and he sent me with you to train you in all excellence of speech and action. Therefore, my son, I will not stay here without you—no, not even if the gods themselves grant me the gift of stripping my years from off me, and making me young as I was when I first left Hellas the land of fair women. I was then fleeing the anger of my father Amyntor, son of Ormenus, who was furious with me in the matter of his concubine, of whom he was enamoured to the wronging of his wife my mother. My mother, therefore, prayed me without ceasing to lie with the woman myself, that so she hate my father, and in the course of time I yielded. But my father soon came to know, and cursed me bitterly, calling the dread Erinyes to witness. He prayed that no son of mine might ever sit upon my knees—and the gods, Zeus of the world below and awful Persephone, fulfilled his curse. I took counsel to kill him, but some god stayed my rashness and bade me think on men’s evil tongues and how I should be branded as the murderer of my father: nevertheless I could not bear to stay in my father’s house with him so bitter against me. My cousins and clansmen came about me, and pressed me sorely to remain; many a sheep and many an ox did they slaughter, and many a fat hog did they set down to roast before the fire; many a jar, too, did they broach of my father’s wine. Nine whole nights did they set a guard over me taking turns to watch, and they kept a fire always burning, both in the cloister of the outer court and in the inner court at the doors of the room wherein I lay;

[474] but when the darkness of the tenth night came, I broke through the closed doors of my room, and climbed the wall of the outer court after passing quickly and unperceived through the men on guard and the women servants. I then fled through Hellas till I came to fertile Phthia, mother of sheep, and to King Peleus, who made me welcome and treated me as a father treats an only son who will be heir to all his wealth. He made me rich and set me over much people, establishing me on the borders of Phthia where I was chief ruler over the Dolopians. 

[485] “It was I, Achilles, who had the making of you; I loved you with all my heart: for you would eat neither at home nor when you had gone out elsewhere, till I had first set you upon my knees, cut up the dainty morsel that you were to eat, and held the wine-cup to your lips. Many a time have you slobbered your wine in baby helplessness over my shirt; I had infinite trouble with you, but I knew that heaven had granted me no offspring of my own, and I made a son of you, Achilles, that in my hour of need you might protect me. Now, therefore, I say battle with your pride and beat it; cherish not your anger for ever; the might [aretê] and majesty [timê] of heaven are more than ours, but even heaven may be appeased; and if a man has sinned he prays the gods, and reconciles them to himself by his piteous cries and by frankincense, with drink-offerings and the savor of burnt sacrifice. For Appeals [litai] are like daughters to great Zeus; lame, wrinkled, with eyes askance, they follow in the footsteps of the goddess Derangement [atê]. She, being fierce and fleet of foot, leaves them far behind him, and ever baneful to mankind outstrips them even to the ends of the world; but nevertheless the Appeals [litai] come hobbling and healing after. If a man has pity upon these daughters of Zeus when they draw near him, they will bless him and hear him too when he is making his own appeals; but if he deny them and will not listen to them, they go to Zeus the son of Kronos and make an appeal to him that this man may presently fall into derangement [atê]—for him to regret bitterly hereafter.

[513] Therefore, Achilles, give these daughters of Zeus due reverence [timê], and bow before them as all men with good thinking [noos] will bow. Were not the son of Atreus offering you gifts and promising others later—if he were still furious and implacable—I am not he that would bid you throw off your anger [mênis] and help the Achaeans, no matter how great their need; but he is giving much now, and more hereafter; he has sent his chiefs to urge his suit, and has selected [krinô] those who of all the Argives are most acceptable to you; make not then their words and their coming to be of none effect. Your anger has been righteous so far. We have heard in song the glories [klea] of heroes of old time, how they quarreled when they were roused to fury, but still they could be won over by gifts, and fair words could soothe them. 

[527] “I have an old story in my mind—a very old one—and you are all friends [philoi], so I will tell it. The Curetes and the Aetolians were fighting and killing one another round Calydon—the Aetolians defending the city and the Curetes trying to destroy it. For Artemis of the golden throne was angry and did them hurt because Oineus had not offered her his harvest first fruits. The other gods had all been feasted with hecatombs, but to the daughter of great Zeus alone he had made no sacrifice. He had forgotten her, or somehow or other it had escaped him, and this was a grievous sin. Thereon the archer goddess in her displeasure sent a prodigious creature against him—a savage wild boar with great white tusks that did much harm to his orchard lands, uprooting apple-trees in full bloom and throwing them to the ground. But Meleager son of Oineus got huntsmen and hounds from many cities and killed it—for it was so monstrous that not a few were needed, and many a man did it stretch upon the funeral pyre. At this the goddess set the Curetes and the Aetolians fighting furiously about the head and skin of the boar. So long as Meleager was in the field things went badly with the Curetes, and for all their numbers they could not hold their ground under the city walls; but in the course of time anger [kholos] entered Meleager in his thinking [noos], as will happen sometimes even to a sensible man.

[555] He was incensed with his mother Althaea, and therefore stayed at home with his wife, whom he had courted as a youth, fair Kleopatra, who was daughter of Marpessa daughter of Euenus, and of Idês a man then living. He it was who took his bow and faced King Apollo himself for fair Marpessa’s sake; her father and mother then named her Alcyone, because her mother had lamented with the plaintive strains of the halcyon-bird when Phoebus Apollo had carried her off. Meleager, then, stayed at home with wife, nursing the anger which he felt by reason of his mother’s curses. His mother, grieving for the death of her brother, prayed the gods, and beat the earth with her hands, calling upon Hades and on awful Persephone as she went down upon her knees, and her bosom was wet with tears as she prayed that they should kill her son—and an Erinys that roams in darkness and knows no mercy heard her, from below in Erebus. 

[573] Then was heard the din of battle about the gates of Calydon, and the dull thump of the battering against their walls. Thereon the elders of the Aetolians besought Meleager; they sent the chief of their priests, and begged him to come out and help them, promising him a great reward. They bade him choose fifty acres, the most fertile in the plain of Calydon, the one-half vineyard and the other open plough-land. The old warrior Oineus implored him, standing at the threshold of his room and beating the doors in supplication. His sisters and his mother herself besought him sore, but he the more refused them; those of his comrades who were nearest and dearest to him also prayed him, but they could not move him till the foe was battering at the very doors of his chamber, and the Curetes had scaled the walls and were setting fire to the city. Then at last his sorrowing wife detailed the horrors that befall those whose city is taken; she reminded him how the men are slain, and the city is given over to the flames, while the women and children are carried into captivity;

[595] when he heard all this, his heart was touched, and he donned his armor to go forth. Thus of his own inward motion he saved the city of the Aetolians; but they now gave him nothing of those rich rewards that they had offered earlier, and though he saved the city he took nothing by it. Be not then, my son, thus minded; let not heaven lure you into any such course. When the ships are burning it will be a harder matter to save them. Take the gifts, and go, for the Achaeans will then honor you as a god [daimôn]; whereas if you fight without taking them, you may beat the battle back, but you will not be held in like honor [timê].” 

[606] And Achilles answered, “Phoenix, old friend and father, I have no need of such honor. I have honor [timê] from Zeus himself, which will abide with me at my ships while I have breath in my body, and my limbs are strong. I say further—and lay my saying to your heart—vex me no more with this weeping and lamentation, all for the gratification [kharis] of the son of Atreus. Love him so well, and you may lose the love I bear you. You ought to help me rather in troubling those that trouble me; be king as much as I am, and share like honor [timê] with myself; the others shall take my answer; stay here yourself and sleep comfortably in your bed; at daybreak we will consider whether to remain or go.” 

[620] At this she nodded quietly to Patroklos as a sign that he was to prepare a bed for Phoenix, and that the others should make their return [nostos]. Ajax son of Telamon then said, “Odysseus, noble son of Laertes, let us be gone, for I see that our journey is vain. We must now take our answer, unwelcome though it be, to the Danaans who are waiting to receive it. Achilles is savage and remorseless; he is cruel, and cares nothing for the love his comrades lavished upon him more than on all the others. He is implacable—and yet if a man’s brother or son has been slain he will accept a fine [poinê] by way of amends from him that killed him, and the wrong-doer having paid in full remains in peace in his own locale [dêmos]; but as for you, Achilles, the gods have put a wicked unforgiving spirit in your heart, and this, all over one single girl,

[638] whereas we now offer you the seven best we have, and much else into the bargain. Be then of a more gracious mind, respect the hospitality of your own roof. We are with you as messengers from the host of the Danaans, and would be held nearest and dearest to yourself of all the Achaeans.” 

[644] “Ajax,” replied Achilles, “noble son of Telamon, you have spoken much to my liking, but my blood boils when I think it all over, and remember how the son of Atreus treated me with contumely as though I were some vile tramp, and that too in the presence of the Argives. Go, then, and deliver your message; say that I will have no concern with fighting till Hektor, son of noble Priam, reaches the tents of the Myrmidons in his murderous course, and flings fire upon their ships. For all his lust of battle, I take it he will be held in check when he is at my own tent and ship.” 

[656] At this they took every man his double cup, made their drink-offerings, and went back to the ships, Odysseus leading the way. But Patroklos told his men and the maid-servants to make ready a comfortable bed for Phoenix; they therefore did so with sheepskins, a rug, and a sheet of fine linen. The old man then laid himself down and waited till morning came. But Achilles slept in an inner room, and beside him the daughter of Phorbas lovely Diomede, whom he had carried off from Lesbos. Patroklos lay on the other side of the room, and with him fair Iphis whom Achilles had given him when he took Skyros the city of Enyeus. 

[669] When the envoys reached the tents of the son of Atreus, the Achaeans rose, pledged them in cups of gold, and began to question them. King Agamemnon was the first to do so. Tell me, Odysseus,” said he, “will he save the ships from burning, or did be refuse, and is he still furious?” 

[677] Odysseus answered, “Most noble son of Atreus, king of men, Agamemnon, Achilles will not be calmed, but is more fiercely angry than ever, and spurns both you and your gifts. He bids you take counsel with the Achaeans to save the ships and host of warriors as you best may;

[681] as for himself, he said that at daybreak he should draw his ships into the water. He said further that he should advise every one to sail home likewise, for that you will not reach the goal of Ilion. ‘Zeus,’ he said, ‘has laid his hand over the city to protect it, and the people have taken heart.’ This is what he said, and the others who were with me can tell you the same story—Ajax and the two heralds, men, both of them, who may be trusted. The old man Phoenix stayed where he was to sleep, for so Achilles would have it, that he might go home with him in the morning if he so would; but he will not take him by force.” 

[692] They all held their peace, sitting for a long time silent and dejected, by reason of the sternness with which Achilles had refused them, till presently Diomedes said, “Most noble son of Atreus, king of men, Agamemnon, you ought not to have sued the son of Peleus nor offered him gifts. He is proud enough as it is, and you have encouraged him in his pride and further. Let him stay or go as he will. He will fight later when he is in the humor, and heaven puts it in his mind to do so. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say; we have eaten and drunk our fill, let us then take our rest, for in rest there is both strength and stay. But when fair rosy-fingered morn appears, forthwith bring out your host of warriors and your horsemen in front of the ships, urging them on, and yourself fighting among the foremost.” 

[710] Thus he spoke, and the other chieftains approved his words. They then made their drink-offerings and went every man to his own tent, where they laid down to rest and enjoyed the boon of sleep. [713] 

SCROLL X 
[1] Now the other princes of the Achaeans slept soundly the whole night through, but Agamemnon son of Atreus was troubled, so that he could get no rest. As when fair Hera’s lord flashes his lightning in token of great rain or hail or snow when the snow-flakes whiten the ground, or again as a sign that he will open the wide jaws of hungry war, even so did Agamemnon heave many a heavy sigh, for his soul trembled within him. When he looked upon the plain of Troy he marveled at the many watchfires burning in front of Ilion, and at the sound of pipes and reeds and of the hum of men, but when presently he turned towards the ships and hosts of the Achaeans, he tore his hair by handfuls before Zeus on high, and groaned aloud for the very disquietness of his soul. In the end he deemed it best to go at once to Nestor son of Neleus, and see if between them they could find any way of the Achaeans from destruction. He therefore rose, put on his shirt, bound his sandals about his comely feet, flung the skin of a huge tawny lion over his shoulders—a skin that reached his feet—and took his spear in his hand. 

[25] Neither could Menelaos sleep, for he, too, boded ill for the Argives who for his sake had sailed from far over the seas to fight the Trojans. He covered his broad back with the skin of a spotted panther, put a helmet of bronze upon his head, and took his spear in his brawny hand. Then he went to rouse his brother, who was by far the most powerful of the Achaeans, and was honored by the people [dêmos] as though he were a god. He found him by the stern of his ship already putting his goodly array about his shoulders, and right glad was he that his brother had come. 

[34] Menelaos spoke first. “Why,” said he, “my dear brother, are you thus arming? Are you going to send any of our comrades to exploit the Trojans? I greatly fear that no one will do you this service, and spy upon the enemy alone in the dead of night. It will be a deed of great daring.” 

[42] And King Agamemnon answered, “Menelaos, we both of us need shrewd counsel to save the Argives and our ships, for Zeus has changed his mind, and inclines towards Hektor’s sacrifices rather than ours. I never saw nor heard tell of any man as having wrought such ruin in one day as Hektor has now wrought against the sons of the Achaeans—and that too of his own unaided self, for he is son neither to god nor goddess. The Argives will regret it long and deeply. Run, therefore, with all speed by the line of the ships, and call Ajax and Idomeneus. Meanwhile I will go to Nestor, and bid him rise and go about among the companies of our sentinels to give them their instructions; they will listen to him sooner than to any man, for his own son, and Meriones brother in arms to Idomeneus, are chiefs over them. It was to them more particularly that we gave this charge.” 

[60] Menelaos replied, “How do I take your meaning? Am I to stay with them and wait your coming, or shall I return here as soon as I have given your orders?” “Wait,” answered King Agamemnon, “for there are so many paths about the camp that we might miss one another. Call every man on your way, and bid him be stirring; name him by his lineage and by his father’s name, give each all titular observance, and stand not too much upon your own dignity; we must take our full share of toil, for at our birth Zeus laid this heavy burden upon us.” 

[72] With these instructions he sent his brother on his way, and went on to Nestor shepherd of his people. He found him sleeping in his tent hard by his own ship; his goodly armor lay beside him—his shield, his two spears and his helmet; beside him also lay the gleaming belt with which the old man girded himself when he armed to lead his people into battle—for his age stayed him not. He raised himself on his elbow and looked up at Agamemnon. “Who is it,” said he, “that goes thus about the host of warriors and the ships alone and in the dead of night, when men are sleeping? Are you looking for one of your mules or for some comrade? Do not stand there and say nothing, but speak. What is your business?” 

[87] And Agamemnon answered, “Nestor, son of Neleus, honor to the Achaean name, it is I, Agamemnon son of Atreus, on whom Zeus has laid labor [ponos] and sorrow so long as there is breath in my body and my limbs carry me. I am thus abroad because sleep sits not upon my eyelids, but my heart is big with war and with the jeopardy of the Achaeans. I am in great fear for the Danaans. I am at sea, and without sure counsel; my heart beats as though it would leap out of my body, and my limbs fail me. If then you can do anything—for you too cannot sleep—let us go the round of the watch, and see whether they are drowsy with toil and sleeping to the neglect of their duty. The enemy is encamped hard and we know not but he may attack us by night.” 

[102] Nestor replied, “Most noble son of Atreus, king of men, Agamemnon, Zeus will not do all for Hektor that Hektor thinks he will; he will have troubles yet in plenty if Achilles will lay aside his anger. I will go with you, and we will rouse others, either the son of Tydeus, or Odysseus, or fleet Ajax and the valiant son of Phyleus. Some one had also better go and call Ajax and King Idomeneus, for their ships are not near at hand but the farthest of all. I cannot however refrain from blaming Menelaos, much as I love him and respect him -

[115] and I will say so plainly, even at the risk of offending you—for sleeping and leaving all this trouble to yourself. He ought to be going about imploring aid from all the princes of the Achaeans, for we are in extreme danger.” 

[119] And Agamemnon answered, “Sir, you may sometimes blame him justly, for he is often remiss and unwilling to exert himself—not indeed from sloth, nor yet lack of good sense [noos], but because he looks to me and expects me to take the lead. At this occasion, however, he was awake before I was, and came to me of his own accord. I have already sent him to call the very men whom you have named. And now let us be going. We shall find them with the watch outside the gates, for it was there I said that we would meet them.” 

[127] “In that case,” answered Nestor, “the Argives will not blame him nor disobey his orders when he urges them to fight or gives them instructions.” 

[131] With this he put on his shirt, and bound his sandals about his comely feet. He buckled on his purple coat, of two thicknesses, large, and of a rough shaggy texture, grasped his redoubtable bronze-shod spear, and wended his way along the line of the Achaean ships. First he called loudly to Odysseus peer of gods in counsel and woke him, for he was soon roused by the sound of the battle-cry. He came outside his tent and said, “Why do you go thus alone about the host of warriors, and along the line of the ships in the stillness of the night? What is it that you find so urgent?” And Nestor horseman of Gerene answered, “Odysseus, noble son of Laertes, take it not amiss, for the Achaeans are in much grief [akhos]. Come with me and let us wake some other, who may advise well with us whether we shall fight or flee.” 

[148] At this Odysseus went at once into his tent, put his shield about his shoulders and came out with them. First they went to Diomedes son of Tydeus, and found him outside his tent clad in his armor with his comrades sleeping round him and using their shields as pillows; as for their spears,

[153] they stood upright on the spikes of their butts that were driven into the ground, and the burnished bronze flashed afar like the lightning of father Zeus. The hero was sleeping upon the skin of an ox, with a piece of fine carpet under his head; Nestor went up to him and stirred him with his heel to rouse him, upbraiding him and urging him to bestir himself. “Wake up,” he exclaimed, “son of Tydeus. How can you sleep on in this way? Can you not see that the Trojans are encamped on the brow of the plain hard by our ships, with but a little space between us and them?” 

[162] On these words Diomedes leaped up instantly and said, “Old man, your heart is of iron; you rest not one moment from your labors [ponos]. Are there no younger men among the Achaeans who could go about to rouse the princes? There is no tiring you.” 

[168] And Nestor horseman of Gerene made answer, “My son, all that you have said is true. I have good sons, and also much people who might call the chieftains, but the Achaeans are in the gravest danger; life and death are balanced as it were on the edge of a razor. Go then, for you are younger than I, and of your courtesy rouse Ajax and the fleet son of Phyleus.” 

[177] Diomedes threw the skin of a great tawny lion about his shoulders—a skin that reached his feet—and grasped his spear. When he had roused the heroes, he brought them back with him; they then went the round of those who were on guard, and found the chiefs not sleeping at their posts but wakeful and sitting with their arms about them. As sheep dogs that watch their flocks when they are yarded, and hear a wild beast coming through the mountain forest towards them—forthwith there is a hue and cry of dogs and men, and slumber is broken—even so was sleep chased from the eyes of the Achaeans as they kept the watches of the wicked night, for they turned constantly towards the plain whenever they heard any stir among the Trojans. The old man was glad bade them be of good cheer. “Watch on, my children,” said he, “and let not sleep get hold upon you, lest our enemies triumph over us.” 

[194] With this he passed the trench, and with him the other chiefs of the Achaeans who had been called to the council. Meriones and the brave son of Nestor went also, for the princes bade them. When they were beyond the trench that was dug round the wall they held their meeting on the open ground where there was a space clear of corpses, for it was here that when night fell Hektor had turned back from his onslaught on the Argives. They sat down, therefore, and held debate with one another. 

[203] Nestor spoke first. “My friends,” said he, “is there any man bold enough to venture the Trojans, and cut off some straggler, or us news of what the enemy mean to do whether they will stay here by the ships away from the city, or whether, now that they have worsted the Achaeans, they will retire within their walls. If he could learn all this and come back safely here, his fame [kleos] would be high as heaven in the mouths of all men, and he would be rewarded richly; for the chiefs from all our ships would each of them give him a black ewe with her lamb—which is a present of surpassing value—and he would be asked as a guest to all feasts and clan-gatherings.” 

[218] They all held their peace, but Diomedes of the loud war-cry spoke saying, “Nestor, gladly will I visit the host of the Trojans over against us, but if another will go with me I shall do so in greater confidence and comfort. When two men are together, one of them may see some opportunity [kerdos] which the other has not caught sight of; if a man is alone he is less full of resource, and his wit [noos] is weaker.” 

[227] At this several offered to go with Diomedes. The two Ajaxes, attendants [therapontes] of Ares, Meriones, and the son of Nestor all wanted to go, so did Menelaos son of Atreus; Odysseus also wished to go among the host of the Trojans, for he was ever full of daring, and thereon Agamemnon king of men spoke thus: “Diomedes,” said he, “son of Tydeus, man after my own heart, choose your comrade for yourself—take the best man of those that have offered, for many would now go with you. Do not through delicacy reject the better man, and take the worst out of respect [aidôs] for his lineage, because he is of more royal blood.” 

[240] He said this because he feared for Menelaos. Diomedes answered, “If you bid me take the man of my own choice, how in that case can I fail to think of Odysseus, than whom there is no man more eager to face all kinds of ordeal [ponos]—and Pallas Athena loves him well? If he were to go with me we should pass safely through fire itself, for he is quick to see and understand.” 

[248] “Son of Tydeus,” replied Odysseus, “say neither good nor ill about me, for you are among Argives who know me well. Let us be going, for the night wanes and dawn is at hand. The stars have gone forward, two-thirds of the night are already spent, and the third is alone left us.” 

[254] They then put on their armor. Brave Thrasymedes provided the son of Tydeus with a sword and a shield (for he had left his own at his ship) and on his head he set a helmet of bull’s hide without either peak or crest; it is called a skull-cap and is a common headgear. Meriones found a bow and quiver for Odysseus, and on his head he set a leather helmet that was lined with a strong plaiting of leather thongs, while on the outside it was thickly studded with boar’s teeth, well and skillfully set into it; next the head there was an inner lining of felt. This helmet had been stolen by Autolykos out of Eleon when he broke into the house of Amyntor son of Ormenus. He gave it to Amphidamas of Cythera to take to Scandea, and Amphidamas gave it as a guest-gift to Molus, who gave it to his son Meriones; and now it was set upon the head of Odysseus. 

[272] When the pair had armed, they set out, and left the other chieftains behind them. Pallas Athena sent them a heron by the wayside upon their right hands; they could not see it for the darkness, but they heard its cry. Odysseus was glad when he heard it and prayed to Athena:

[277] “Hear me,” he cried, “daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus, you who spy out all my ways and who are with me in all my hardships [ponos]; befriend me in this my hour, and grant that we may return to the ships covered with glory after having achieved some mighty exploit that shall bring sorrow to the Trojans.” 

[283] Then Diomedes of the loud war-cry also prayed: “Hear me too,” said he, “daughter of Zeus, unweariable; be with me even as you were with my noble father Tydeus when he went to Thebes as envoy sent by the Achaeans. He left the Achaeans by the banks of the river Aisopos, and went to the city bearing a message of peace to the Kadmeians; on his return thence, with your help, goddess, he did great deeds of daring, for you were his ready helper. Even so guide me and guard me now, and in return I will offer you in sacrifice a broad-browed heifer of a year old, unbroken, and never yet brought by man under the yoke. I will gild her horns and will offer her up to you in sacrifice.” 

[295] Thus they prayed, and Pallas Athena heard their prayer. When they had done praying to the daughter of great Zeus, they went their way like two lions prowling by night amid the armor and blood-stained bodies of them that had fallen. 

[299] Neither again did Hektor let the Trojans sleep; for he too called the princes and councilors of the Trojans that he might set his counsel before them. “Is there one,” said he, “who for a great reward will do me the service of which I will tell you? He shall be well paid if he will. I will give him a chariot and a couple of horses, the fleetest that can be found at the ships of the Achaeans, if he will dare this thing; and he will win infinite honor to boot; he must go to the ships and find out whether they are still guarded as heretofore, or whether now that we have beaten them the Achaeans design to flee, and through sheer exhaustion are neglecting to keep their watches.” 

[313] They all held their peace; but there was among the Trojans a certain man named Dolon, son of Eumedes, the famous herald—a man rich in gold and bronze. He was ill-favored, but a good runner, and was an only son among five sisters. He it was that now addressed the Trojans. “I, Hektor,” said he, “Will to the ships and will exploit them. But first hold up your scepter and swear that you will give me the chariot, bright with bronze, and the horses that now carry the noble son of Peleus. I will make you a good scout, and will not fail you. I will go through the host from one end to the other till I come to the ship of Agamemnon, where I take it the princes of the Achaeans are now consulting whether they shall fight or flee.” 

[328] When he had done speaking Hektor held up his scepter, and swore him his oath saying, “May Zeus the thundering husband of Hera bear witness that no other Trojan but yourself shall mount those steeds, and that you shall have your will with them for ever.” 

[332] The oath he swore was bootless, but it made Dolon more keen on going. He hung his bow over his shoulder, and as an overall he wore the skin of a gray wolf, while on his head he set a cap of ferret skin. Then he took a pointed javelin, and left the camp for the ships, but he was not to return with any news for Hektor. When he had left the horses and the troops behind him, he made all speed on his way, but Odysseus perceived his coming and said to Diomedes, “Diomedes, here is some one from the camp; I am not sure whether he is a spy, or whether it is some thief who would plunder the bodies of the dead; let him get a little past us, we can then spring upon him and take him. If, however, he is too quick for us, go after him with your spear and hem him in towards the ships away from the Trojan camp, to prevent his getting back to the town.” 

[349] With this they turned out of their way and lay down among the corpses. Dolon suspected nothing and soon passed them, but when he had got about as far as the distance by which a mule-plowed furrow exceeds one that has been ploughed by oxen (for mules can plow fallow land quicker than oxen) they ran after him, and when he heard their footsteps he stood still, for he made sure they were friends from the Trojan camp come by Hektor’s orders to bid him return; when, however, they were only a spear’s cast, or less away form him, he saw that they were enemies as fast as his legs could take him. The others gave chase at once, and as a couple of well-trained hounds press forward after a doe or hare that runs screaming in front of them, even so did the son of Tydeus and Odysseus pursue Dolon and cut him off from his own people. But when he had fled so far towards the ships that he would soon have fallen in with the outposts, Athena infused fresh strength into the son of Tydeus for fear some other of the Achaeans might have the glory of being first to hit him, and he might himself be only second; he therefore sprang forward with his spear and said, “Stand, or I shall throw my spear, and in that case I shall soon make an end of you.” 

[372] He threw as he spoke, but missed his aim on purpose. The dart flew over the man’s right shoulder, and then stuck in the ground. He stood stock still, trembling and in great fear; his teeth chattered, and he turned pale with fear. The two came breathless up to him and seized his hands, whereon he began to weep and said, “Take me alive; I will ransom myself; we have great store of gold, bronze, and wrought iron, and from this my father will satisfy you with a very large ransom, should he hear of my being alive at the ships of the Achaeans.” 

[382] “Fear not,” replied Odysseus, “let no thought of death be in your mind; but tell me, and tell me true, why are you thus going about alone in the dead of night away from your camp and towards the ships, while other men are sleeping? Is it to plunder the bodies of the slain, or did Hektor send you to spy out what was going on at the ships? Or did you come here of your own mere notion [noos]?” 

[392] Dolon answered, his limbs trembling beneath him: “Hektor, with his vain flattering promises, lured me into derangement [atê]. He said he would give me the horses of the noble son of Peleus and his bronze-bedizened chariot; he bade me go through the darkness of the fleeing night, get close to the enemy, and find out whether the ships are still guarded as heretofore, or whether, now that we have beaten them, the Achaeans design to flee, and through sheer exhaustion are neglecting to keep their watches.” 

[400] Odysseus smiled at him and answered, “You had indeed set your heart upon a great reward, but the horses of the descendant of Aiakos are hardly to be kept in hand or driven by any other mortal man than Achilles himself, whose mother was an immortal. But tell me, and tell me true, where did you leave Hektor when you started? Where lies his armor and his horses? How, too, are the watches and sleeping-ground of the Trojans ordered? What are their plans? Will they stay here by the ships and away from the city, or now that they have worsted the Achaeans, will they retire within their walls?” 

[412] And Dolon answered, “I will tell you truly all. Hektor and the other councilors are now holding conference by the tomb [sêma] of great Ilos, away from the general tumult; as for the guards about which you ask me, there is no watch selected [krinô] to keep guard over the host of warriors. The Trojans have their watchfires, for they are bound to have them; they, therefore, are awake and keep each other to their duty as sentinels; but the allies who have come from other places are asleep and leave it to the Trojans to keep guard, for their wives and children are not here.” 

[423] Odysseus then said, “Now tell me; are they sleeping among the Trojan troops, or do they lie apart? Explain this that I may understand it.” 

[426] “I will tell you truly all,” replied Dolon. “To the seaward lie the Carians, the Paeonian bowmen, the Leleges, the Cauconians, and the noble Pelasgoi. The Lysians and proud Mysians,

[431] with the Phrygians and Meonians, have their place on the side towards Thymbra; but why ask about an this? If you want to find your way into the host of the Trojans, there are the Thracians, who have lately come here and lie apart from the others at the far end of the camp; and they have Rhesus son of Eioneus for their king. His horses are the finest and strongest that I have ever seen, they are whiter than snow and fleeter than any wind that blows. His chariot is bright with silver and gold, and he has brought his marvelous golden armor, of the rarest workmanship—too splendid for any mortal man to carry, and meet only for the gods. Now, therefore, take me to the ships or bind me securely here, until you come back and have proved my words whether they be false or true.” 

[447] Diomedes looked sternly at him and answered, “Think not, Dolon, for all the good information you have given us, that you shall escape now you are in our hands, for if we ransom you or let you go, you will come some second time to the ships of the Achaeans either as a spy or as an open enemy, but if I kill you and an end of you, you will give no more trouble.” 

[454] At this Dolon would have caught him by the beard to beseech him further, but Diomedes struck him in the middle of his neck with his sword and cut through both sinews so that his head fell rolling in the dust while he was yet speaking. They took the ferret-skin cap from his head, and also the wolf-skin, the bow, and his long spear. Odysseus hung them up aloft in honor of Athena the goddess of plunder, and prayed saying, “Accept these, goddess, for we give them to you in preference to all the gods in Olympus: therefore speed us still further towards the horses and sleeping-ground of the Thracians.” 

[465] With these words he took the spoils and set them upon a tamarisk tree, and they made a mark [sêma] of the place by pulling up reeds and gathering boughs of tamarisk that they might not miss it as they came back through the’ fleeing hours of darkness. The two then went onwards amid the fallen armor and the blood, and came presently to the company of Thracian warriors, who were sleeping, tired out with their day’s toil; their goodly armor was lying on the ground beside them all in order [kosmos] in three rows, and each man had his yoke of horses beside him. Rhesus was sleeping in the middle, and hard by him his horses were made fast to the topmost rim of his chariot. Odysseus from some way off saw him and said, “This, Diomedes, is the man, and these are the horses about which Dolon whom we killed told us. Do your very utmost; dally not about your armor, but loose the horses at once—or else kill the men yourself, while I see to the horses.” 

[482] Thereon Athena put courage into the heart of Diomedes, and he smote them right and left. They made a hideous groaning as they were being hacked about, and the earth was red with their blood. As a lion springs furiously upon a flock of sheep or goats when he finds without their shepherd, so did the son of Tydeus set upon the Thracian warriors till he had killed twelve. As he killed them Odysseus came and drew them aside by their feet one by one, that the horses might go forward freely without being frightened as they passed over the dead bodies, for they were not yet used to them. When the son of Tydeus came to the king, he killed him too (which made thirteen), as he was breathing hard, for by the counsel of Athena an evil dream, the seed of Oineus, hovered that night over his head. Meanwhile Odysseus untied the horses, made them fast one to another and drove them off, striking them with his bow, for he had forgotten to take the whip from the chariot. Then he whistled as a sign to Diomedes. 

[503] But Diomedes stayed where he was, thinking what other daring deed he might accomplish. He was doubting whether to take the chariot in which the king’s armor was lying, and draw it out by the pole, or to lift the armor out and carry it off; or whether again, he should not kill some more Thracians. While he was thus hesitating Athena came up to him and said, “Make your return [nostos], Diomedes, to the ships or you may be driven there, should some other god rouse the Trojans.” 

[512] Diomedes knew that it was the goddess, and at once sprang upon the horses. Odysseus beat them with his bow and they flew onward to the ships of the Achaeans. 

[515] But Apollo kept no blind lookout when he saw Athena with the son of Tydeus. He was angry with her, and coming to the host of the Trojans he roused Hippokoon, a counselor of the Thracians and a noble kinsman of Rhesus. He started up out of his sleep and saw that the horses were no longer in their place, and that the men were gasping in their death-agony; on this he groaned aloud, and called upon his friend by name. Then the whole Trojan camp was in an uproar as the people kept hurrying together, and they marveled at the deeds of the heroes who had now got away towards the ships. 

[526] When they reached the place where they had killed Hektor’s scout, Odysseus stayed his horses, and the son of Tydeus, leaping to the ground, placed the blood-stained spoils in the hands of Odysseus and remounted: then he lashed the horses onwards, and they flew forward  nothing loth towards the ships as though of their own free will. Nestor was first to hear the tramp of their feet. “My friends,” said he, “princes and counselors of the Argives, shall I guess right or wrong?—but I must say what I think: there is a sound in my ears as of the tramp of horses. I hope it may Diomedes and Odysseus driving in horses from the Trojans, but I much fear that the bravest of the Argives may have come to some harm at their hands.” 

[540] He had hardly done speaking when the two men came in and dismounted, whereon the others shook hands right gladly with them and congratulated them. Nestor horseman of Gerene was first to question them. “Tell me,” said he, “renowned Odysseus, how did you two come by these horses? Did you steal in among the Trojan forces, or did some god meet you and give them to you? They are like sunbeams. I am well conversant with the Trojans, for old warrior though I am I never hold back by the ships, but I never yet saw or heard of such horses as these are. Surely some god must have met you and given them to you, for you are both of dear to Zeus, and to Zeus’ daughter Athena.” 

[554] And Odysseus answered, “Nestor son of Neleus, honor to the Achaean name, heaven, if it so will, can give us even better horses than these, for the gods are far mightier than we are. These horses, however, about which you ask me, are freshly come from Thrace. Diomedes killed their king with the twelve bravest of his companions. Hard by the ships we took a thirteenth man—a scout whom Hektor and the other Trojans had sent as a spy upon our ships.” 

[564] He laughed as he spoke and drove the horses over the ditch, while the other Achaeans followed him gladly. When they reached the strongly built quarters of the son of Tydeus, they tied the horses with thongs of leather to the manger, where the steeds of Diomedes stood eating their sweet wheat, but Odysseus hung the blood-stained spoils of Dolon at the stern of his ship, that they might prepare a sacred offering to Athena. As for themselves, they went into the sea and washed the sweat from their bodies, and from their necks and thighs. When the sea-water had taken all the sweat from off them, and had refreshed them, they went into the baths and washed themselves. After they had so done and had anointed themselves with oil, they sat down to table, and drawing from a full mixing-bowl, made a drink-offering of wine to Athena. [579] 

SCROLL XI 
[1] And now as Dawn rose from her couch beside Tithonos, harbinger of light alike to mortals and immortals, Zeus sent fierce Discord with the ensign of war in her hands to the ships of the Achaeans. She took her stand by the huge black hull of Odysseus’ ship which was middlemost of all, so that her voice might carry farthest on either side, on the one hand towards the tents of Ajax son of Telamon, and on the other towards those of Achilles—for these two heroes, well-assured of their own strength, had valorously drawn up their ships at the two ends of the line. There she took her stand, and raised a cry both loud and shrill that filled the Achaeans with courage, giving them heart to fight resolutely and with all their might, so that they had rather stay there and do battle than go home in their ships. 

[15] The son of Atreus shouted aloud and bade the Argives gird themselves for battle while he put on his armor. First he girded his goodly greaves about his legs, making them fast with ankle clasps of silver; and about his chest he set the breastplate which Cinyras had once given him as a guest-gift. It had been noised [kleos] abroad as far as Cyprus that the Achaeans were about to sail for Troy,

[22] and therefore he gave it to the king. It had ten courses of dark cyanus, twelve of gold, and ten of tin. There were serpents of cyanus that reared themselves up towards the neck, three upon either side, like the rainbows which the son of Kronos has set in heaven as a sign to mortal men. About his shoulders he threw his sword, studded with bosses of gold; and the scabbard was of silver with a chain of gold wherewith to hang it. He took moreover the richly-wrought shield that covered his body when he was in battle—fair to see, with ten circles of bronze running all round see, wit it. On the body of the shield there were twenty bosses of white tin, with another of dark cyanus in the middle: this last was made to show a Gorgon’s head, fierce and grim, with Rout and Panic on either side. The band for the arm to go through was of silver, on which there was a writhing snake of cyanus with three heads that sprang from a single neck, and went in and out among one another. On his head Agamemnon set a helmet, with a peak before and behind, and four plumes of horse-hair that nodded menacingly above it; then he grasped two redoubtable bronze-shod spears, and the gleam of his armor shot from him as a flame into the firmament, while Hera and Athena thundered in honor of the king of rich Mycenae. 

[47] Every man now left his horses in charge of his charioteer to hold them in readiness [kosmos] by the trench, while he went into battle on foot clad in full armor, and a mighty uproar rose on high into the dawning. The chiefs were armed and at the trench before the horses got there, but these came up presently. The son of Kronos sent a portent of evil sound about their host of warriors, and the dew fell red with blood, for he was about to send many a brave man hurrying down to Hades. 

[56] The Trojans, on the other side upon the rising slope of the plain, were gathered round great Hektor, noble Polydamas, Aeneas who was honored like an immortal in the locale [dêmos] of the Trojans, and the three sons of Antenor, Polybos, Agenor,

[60] and young Acamas beauteous as a god. Hektor’s round shield showed in the front rank, and as some baneful star that shines for a moment through a rent in the clouds and is again hidden beneath them; even so was Hektor now seen in the front ranks and now again in the rear, and his bronze armor gleamed like the lightning of aegis-bearing Zeus. 

[67] And now as a band of reapers mow swathes of wheat or barley upon a rich man’s land, and the sheaves fall thick before them, even so did the Trojans and Achaeans fall upon one another; they were in no mood for yielding but fought like wolves, and neither side got the better of the other. Discord was glad as she beheld them, for she was the only god that went among them; the others were not there, but stayed quietly each in his own home among the dells and valleys of Olympus. All of them blamed the son of Kronos for wanting to Live victory to the Trojans, but father Zeus heeded them not: he held aloof from all, and sat apart in his all-glorious majesty, looking down upon the city of the Trojans, the ships of the Achaeans, the gleam of bronze, and alike upon the slayers and on the slain. 

[84] Now so long as the day waxed and it was still morning, their darts rained thick and fast, and the people perished, but as the hour drew nigh when a woodman working in some mountain forest will get his midday meal—for he has felled till his hands are weary; he is tired out, and must now have food—then the Danaans with a cry that rang through all their ranks, broke the battalions of the enemy. Agamemnon led them on, and slew first Bienor, a leader of his people, and afterwards his comrade and charioteer Oileus, who sprang from his chariot and was coming full towards him; but Agamemnon struck him on the forehead with his spear; his bronze visor was of no avail against the weapon, which pierced both bronze and bone, so that his brains were battered in and he was killed in full fight. 

[99] Agamemnon stripped their shirts from off them and left them with their breasts all bare to lie where they had fallen. He then went on to kill Isus and Antiphus two sons of Priam, the one a bastard, the other born in wedlock; they were in the same chariot—the bastard driving, while noble Antiphus fought beside him. Achilles had once taken both of them prisoners in the glades of Ida, and had bound them with fresh withes as they were shepherding, but he had taken a ransom for them; now, however, Agamemnon son of Atreus smote Isus in the chest above the nipple with his spear, while he struck Antiphus hard by the ear and threw him from his chariot. Forthwith he stripped their goodly armor from off them and recognized them, for he had already seen them at ships when Achilles brought them in from Ida. As a lion fastens on the fawns of a hind and crushes them in his great jaws, robbing them of their tender life while he on his way back to his lair—the hind can do nothing for them even though she be close by, for she is in an agony of fear, and flies through the thick forest, sweating, and at her utmost speed before the mighty monster—so, no man of the Trojans could help Isus and Antiphus, for they were themselves fleeing in panic before the Argives. 

[122] Then King Agamemnon took the two sons of Antimakhos, Peisandros and brave Hippolokhos. It was Antimakhos who had been foremost in preventing Helen’s being restored to Menelaos, for he was largely bribed by Alexander; and now Agamemnon took his two sons, both in the same chariot, trying to bring their horses to a stand—for they had lost hold of the reins and the horses were mad with fear. The son of Atreus sprang upon them like a lion, and the pair besought him from their chariot. “Take us alive,” they cried, “son of Atreus, and you shall receive a great ransom for us. Our father Antimakhos has great store of gold, bronze, and wrought iron, and from this he will satisfy you with a very large ransom should he hear of our being alive at the ships of the Achaeans.” 

[136] With such piteous words and tears did they beseech the king, but they heard no pitiful answer in return. “If,” said Agamemnon, “you are sons of Antimakhos, who once at a council of Trojans proposed that Menelaos and Odysseus, who had come to you as envoys, should be killed and not allowed to return, you shall now pay for the foul iniquity of your father.” 

[143] As he spoke he felled Peisandros from his chariot to the earth, smiting him on the chest with his spear, so that he lay face uppermost upon the ground. Hippolokhos fled, but him too did Agamemnon smite; he cut off his hands and his head—which he sent rolling in among the crowd as though it were a ball. There he let them both lie, and wherever the ranks were thickest there he flew, while the other Achaeans followed. Foot soldiers drove the foot soldiers of the foe in rout before them, and slew them; horsemen did the like by horsemen, and the thundering tramp of the horses raised a cloud of dust from off the plain. King Agamemnon followed after, ever slaying them and cheering on the Achaeans. As when some mighty forest is all ablaze—the eddying gusts whirl fire in all directions till the thickets shrivel and are consumed before the blast of the flame—even so fell the heads of the fleeing Trojans before Agamemnon son of Atreus, and many a noble pair of steeds drew an empty chariot along the highways of war, for lack of drivers who were lying on the plain, more useful now to vultures than to their wives. 

[163] Zeus drew Hektor away from the darts and dust, with the carnage and din of battle; but the son of Atreus sped onwards, calling out lustily to the Danaans. They flew on by the tomb [sêma] of old Ilos, son of Dardanos, in the middle of the plain, and past the place of the wild fig-tree making always for the city—the son of Atreus still shouting, and with hands all dripping in gore; but when they had reached the Scaean gates and the oak tree, there they halted and waited for the others to come up.

[171] Meanwhile the Trojans kept on fleeing over the middle of the plain like a herd cows maddened with fright when a lion has attacked them in the dead of night—he springs on one of them, seizes her neck in the grip of his strong teeth and then laps up her blood and gorges himself upon her entrails—even so did King Agamemnon son of Atreus pursue the foe, ever slaughtering the hindmost as they fled pell-mell before him. Many a man was flung headlong from his chariot by the hand of the son of Atreus, for he wielded his spear with fury. 

[181] But when he was just about to reach the high wall and the city, the father of gods and men came down from heaven and took his seat, thunderbolt in hand, upon the crest of many-fountained Ida. He then told Iris of the golden wings to carry a message for him. “Go,” said he, “fleet Iris, and speak thus to Hektor—say that so long as he sees Agamemnon heading his men and making havoc of the Trojan ranks, he is to keep aloof and bid the others bear the brunt of the battle, but when Agamemnon is wounded either by spear or arrow, and takes to his chariot, then will I grant him strength to slay till he reach the ships and night falls at the going down of the sun.” 

[195] Iris hearkened and obeyed. Down she went to strong Ilion from the crests of Ida, and found Hektor son of Priam standing by his chariot and horses. Then she said, “Hektor son of Priam, peer of gods in counsel, father Zeus has sent me to bear you this message—so long as you see Agamemnon heading his men and making havoc of the Trojan ranks, you are to keep aloof and bid the others bear the brunt of the battle, but when Agamemnon is wounded either by spear or arrow, and takes to his chariot, then will Zeus grant you strength to slay till you reach the ships, and till night falls at the going down of the sun.” 

[210] When she had thus spoken Iris left him, and Hektor sprang full armed from his chariot to the ground, brandishing his spear as he went about everywhere among the host of warriors, cheering his men on to fight, and stirring the dread strife of battle. The Trojans then wheeled round, and again met the Achaeans, while the Argives on their part strengthened their battalions. The battle was now in array and they stood face to face with one another, Agamemnon ever pressing forward in his eagerness to be ahead of all others. 

[218] Tell me now you Muses that dwell in the mansions of Olympus, who, whether of the Trojans or of their allies, was first to face Agamemnon? It was Iphidamas son of Antenor, a man both brave and of great stature, who was brought up in fertile Thrace the mother of sheep. Kissês, his mother’s father, brought him up in his own house when he was a child—Kissês, father to fair Theano. When he reached manhood, Kissês would have kept him there, and was for giving him his daughter in marriage, but as soon as he had married he went off to seek the kleos of the Achaeans with twelve ships that followed him: these he had left at Percote and had come on by land to Ilion. He it was that now met Agamemnon son of Atreus. When they were close up with one another, the son of Atreus missed his aim, and Iphidamas hit him on the belt below the cuirass and then flung himself upon him, trusting to his strength of arm; the belt, however, was not pierced, nor nearly so, for the point of the spear struck against the silver and was turned aside as though it had been lead: King Agamemnon caught it from his hand, and drew it towards him with the fury of a lion; he then drew his sword, and killed Iphidamas by striking him on the neck. So there the poor man lay, sleeping a sleep as it were of bronze, killed in the defense of his fellow-citizens, far from his wedded wife, of whom he had had no joy [kharis] though he had given much for her: he had given a hundred-head of cattle down, and had promised later on to give a thousand sheep and goats mixed, from the countless flocks of which he was possessed. Agamemnon son of Atreus then despoiled him, and carried off his armor into the host of the Achaeans. 

[248] When noble Koön, Antenor’s eldest son, saw this, he felt grief [penthos] in his eyes at the sight of his fallen brother. Unseen by Agamemnon he got beside him, spear in hand, and wounded him in the middle of his arm below the elbow, the point of the spear going right through the arm. Agamemnon was convulsed with pain, but still not even for this did he leave off struggling and fighting, but grasped his spear that flew as fleet as the wind, and sprang upon Koön who was trying to drag off the body of his brother—his father’s son—by the foot, and was crying for help to all the bravest of his comrades; but Agamemnon struck him with a bronze-shod spear and killed him as he was dragging the dead body through the press of men under cover of his shield: he then cut off his head, standing over the body of Iphidamas. Thus did the sons of Antenor meet their fate at the hands of the son of Atreus, and go down into the house of Hades. 

[264] As long as the blood still welled warm from his wound Agamemnon went about attacking the ranks of the enemy with spear and sword and with great handfuls of stone, but when the blood had ceased to flow and the wound grew dry, the pain became great. As the sharp pangs which the Eileithuiai, goddesses of childbirth, daughters of Hera and dispensers of cruel pain, send upon a woman when she is in labor—even so sharp were the pangs of the son of Atreus. He sprang on to his chariot, and bade his charioteer drive to the ships, for he was in great agony. With a loud clear voice he shouted to the Danaans, “My friends, princes and counselors of the Argives, defend the ships yourselves, for Zeus has not allowed me to fight the whole day through against the Trojans.” 

[280] With this the charioteer turned his horses towards the ships, and they flew forward, holding nothing back. Their chests were white with foam and their bellies with dust, as they drew the wounded king out of the battle. 

[284] When Hektor saw Agamemnon quit the field, he shouted to the Trojans and Lycians saying, “Trojans, Lycians, and Dardanian warriors, be men, my friends, and acquit yourselves in battle bravely; their best man has left them, and Zeus has granted me a great triumph; charge the foe with your chariots that. you may win still greater glory.” 

[291] With these words he put heart and soul into them all, and as a huntsman hounds his dogs on against a lion or wild boar, even so did Hektor, peer of Ares, hound the proud Trojans on against the Achaeans. Full of hope he plunged in among the foremost, and fell on the fight like some fierce tempest that swoops down upon the sea, and lashes its deep blue waters [pontos] into fury. 

[299] What, then is the full tale of those whom Hektor son of Priam killed in the hour of triumph which Zeus then granted him? First Asaeus, Autonoos, and Opites; Dolops son of Clytius, Opheltios and Agelaos; Aesymnus, Orus and Hipponoos steadfast in battle; these chieftains of the Achaeans did Hektor slay, and then he fell upon the rank and file. As when the west wind hustles the clouds of the white south and beats them down with the fierceness of its fury—the waves of the sea roll high, and the spray is flung aloft in the rage of the wandering wind—even so thick were the heads of them that fell by the hand of Hektor. 

[310] All had then been lost and no help for it, and the Achaeans would have fled pell-mell to their ships, had not Odysseus cried out to Diomedes, “Son of Tydeus, what has happened to us that we thus forget our prowess? Come, my good fellow, stand by my side and help me, we shall be shamed for ever if Hektor takes the ships.” 

[316] And Diomedes answered, “Come what may, I will stand firm; but we shall have scant joy of it, for Zeus is minded to give victory to the Trojans rather than to us.” 

[320] With these words he struck Thymbraeus from his chariot to the ground, smiting him in the left breast with his spear, while Odysseus killed Molion who was his attendant [therapôn]. These they let lie, now that they had stopped their fighting; the two heroes then went on playing havoc with the foe, like two wild boars that turn in fury and rend the hounds that hunt them. Thus did they turn upon the Trojans and slay them, and the Achaeans were thankful to have breathing time in their flight from Hektor. 

[328] They then took two princes with their chariot, the two sons of Merops from the district [dêmos] of Percote, who excelled all others in the arts of divination. He had forbidden his sons to go to the war, but they would not obey him, for fate lured them to their fall. Diomedes son of Tydeus deprived them of their life-breath [psukhê pl.] and stripped them of their armor, while Odysseus killed Hippodamus and Hypeirochus. 

[336] And now the son of Kronos as he looked down from Ida ordained that neither side should have the advantage, and they kept on killing one another. The son of Tydeus speared Agastrophus son of Paeon in the hip-joint with his spear. His chariot was not at hand for him to flee with, so blindly confident had he been. His attendant [therapôn] was in charge of it at some distance and he was fighting on foot among the foremost until he lost his life. Hektor soon marked the havoc Diomedes and Odysseus were making, and bore down upon them with a loud cry, followed by the Trojan ranks; brave Diomedes was dismayed when he saw them, and said to Odysseus who was beside him, “Great Hektor is bearing down upon us and we shall be undone; let us stand firm and wait his onset.” 

[349] He poised his spear as he spoke and hurled it, nor did he miss his mark. He had aimed at Hektor’s head near the top of his helmet, but bronze was turned by bronze, and Hektor was untouched, for the spear was stayed by the visored helmet made with three plates of metal, which Phoebus Apollo had given him. Hektor sprang back with a great bound under cover of the ranks; he fell on his knees and propped himself

[355] with his brawny hand leaning on the ground, for darkness had fallen on his eyes. The son of Tydeus having thrown his spear dashed in among the foremost fighters, to the place where he had seen it strike the ground; meanwhile Hektor recovered himself and springing back into his chariot mingled with the crowd, by which means he saved his life. But Diomedes made at him with his spear and said, “Dog, you have again got away though death was close on your heels. Phoebus Apollo, to whom I think you pray before you go into battle, has again saved you, nevertheless I will meet you and make and end of you hereafter, if there is any god who will stand by me too and be my helper. For the present I must pursue those I can lay hands on.” 

[368] As he spoke he began stripping the spoils from the son of Paeon, but Alexander husband of lovely Helen aimed an arrow at him, leaning against a pillar of the monument which men had raised to Ilos son of Dardanos, a ruler in days of old. Diomedes had taken the cuirass from off the breast of Agastrophus, his heavy helmet also, and the shield from off his shoulders, when Paris drew his bow and let fly an arrow that sped not from his hand in vain, but pierced the flat of Diomedes’ right foot, going right through it and fixing itself in the ground. Thereon Paris with a hearty laugh sprang forward from his hiding-place, and taunted him saying, “You are wounded—my arrow has not been shot in vain; would that it had hit you in the belly and killed you, for thus the Trojans, who fear you as goats fear a lion, would have had a truce from evil.” 

[384] Diomedes all undaunted answered, “Archer, you who without your bow are nothing, slanderer and seducer, if you were to be tried in single combat fighting in full armor, your bow and your arrows would serve you in little stead. Vain is your boast in that you have scratched the sole of my foot. I care no more than if a girl or some inept boy had hit me. A worthless coward can inflict but a light wound; when I wound a man though I but graze his skin it is another matter, for my weapon will lay him low.

[392] His wife will tear her cheeks for grief and his children will be fatherless: there will he rot, reddening the earth with his blood, and vultures, not women, will gather round him.” 

[396] Thus he spoke, but Odysseus came up and stood over him. Under this cover he sat down to draw the arrow from his foot, and sharp was the pain he suffered as he did so. Then he sprang on to his chariot and bade the charioteer drive him to the ships, for he was sick at heart. 

[401] Odysseus was now alone; not one of the Argives stood by him, for they were all panic-stricken. “Alas,” said he to himself in his dismay, “what will become of me? It is ill if I turn and flee before these odds, but it will be worse if I am left alone and taken prisoner, for the son of Kronos has struck the rest of the Danaans with panic. But why talk to myself in this way? Well do I know that though cowards quit the field, a hero, whether he wound or be wounded, must stand firm and hold his own.” 

[411] While he was thus in two minds, the ranks of the Trojans advanced and hemmed him in, and bitterly did they come to me it. As hounds and lusty youths set upon a wild boar that sallies from his lair whetting his white tusks—they attack him from every side and can hear the gnashing of his jaws, but for all his fierceness they still hold their ground—even so furiously did the Trojans attack Odysseus. First he sprang spear in hand upon Deiopites and wounded him on the shoulder with a downward blow; then he killed Thoon and Ennomos. After these he struck Chersidamas in the loins under his shield as he had just sprung down from his chariot; so he fell in the dust and clutched the earth in the hollow of his hand. These he let lie, and went on to wound Charops son of Hippasus own brother to noble Socus. Socus, hero that he was, made all speed to help him, and when he was close to Odysseus he said, “Far-famed Odysseus, insatiable of craft and toil [ponos], this day you shall either boast of having killed both the sons of Hippasus and stripped them of their armor, or you shall fall before my spear.” 

[434] With these words he struck the shield of Odysseus. The spear went through the shield and passed on through his richly wrought cuirass, tearing the flesh from his side, but Pallas Athena did not allow it to pierce the entrails of the hero. Odysseus knew that his hour [telos] was not yet come, but he gave ground and said to Socus, “Wretch, you shall now surely die. You have stayed me from fighting further with the Trojans, but you shall now fall by my spear, yielding glory to myself, and your spirit [psukhê] to Hades of the noble steeds.” 

[446] Socus had turned in flight, but as he did so, the spear struck him in the back midway between the shoulders, and went right through his chest. He fell heavily to the ground and Odysseus boasted over him saying, “O Socus, son of Hippasus tamer of horses, the end [telos] has been too quick for you and you have not escaped it: poor wretch, not even in death shall your father and mother close your eyes, but the ravening vultures shall enshroud you with the flapping of their dark wings and devour you. Whereas even though I fall the Achaeans will give me my due rites of burial.” 

[456] So saying he drew Socus’ heavy spear out of his flesh and from his shield, and the blood welled forth when the spear was withdrawn so that he was much dismayed. When the Trojans saw that Odysseus was bleeding they raised a great shout and came on in a body towards him; he therefore gave ground, and called his comrades to come and help him. Thrice did he cry as loudly as man can cry, and thrice did brave Menelaos hear him; he turned, therefore, to Ajax who was close beside him and said, “Ajax, noble son of Telamon, chief of your people, the cry of Odysseus rings in my ears, as though the Trojans had cut him off and were worsting him while he is single-handed. Let us make our way through the throng; it will be well that we defend him; I fear he may come to harm for all his valor if he be left without support, and the Danaans would miss him sorely.” 

[472] He led the way and mighty Ajax went with him. The Trojans had gathered round Odysseus like ravenous mountain jackals round the carcass of some horned stag that has been hit with an arrow—the stag has fled at full speed so long as his blood was warm and his strength has lasted, but when the arrow has overcome him, the savage jackals devour him in the shady glades of the forest. Then a god [daimôn] sends a fierce lion there, whereon the jackals flee in terror and the lion robs them of their prey—even so did Trojans many and brave gather round crafty Odysseus, but the hero stood at bay and kept them off with his spear. Ajax then came up with his shield before him like a wall, and stood hard by, whereon the Trojans fled in all directions. Menelaos took Odysseus by the hand, and led him out of the press while his attendant [therapôn] brought up his chariot, but Ajax rushed furiously on the Trojans and killed Doryklos, a bastard son of Priam; then he wounded Pandokos, Lysandros, Pyrasus, and Pylartes; as some swollen torrent comes rushing in full flood from the mountains on to the plain, big with the rain of heaven—many a dry oak and many a pine does it engulf, and much mud does it bring down and cast into the sea—even so did brave Ajax chase the foe furiously over the plain, slaying both men and horses. 

[497] Hektor did not yet know what Ajax was doing, for he was fighting on the extreme left of the battle by the banks of the river Skamandros, where the carnage was thickest and the war-cry loudest round Nestor and brave Idomeneus. Among these Hektor was making great slaughter with his spear and furious driving, and was destroying the ranks that were opposed to him; still the Achaeans would have given no ground, had not Alexander husband of lovely Helen stayed the prowess of Machaon shepherd of his people, by wounding him in the right shoulder with a triple-barbed arrow. The Achaeans were in great fear that as the fight had turned against them the Trojans might take him prisoner,

[509] and Idomeneus said to Nestor, “Nestor son of Neleus, honor to the Achaean name, mount your chariot at once; take Machaon with you and drive your horses to the ships as fast as you can. A physician is worth more than several other men put together, for he can cut out arrows and spread healing herbs.” 

[515] Nestor horseman of Gerene did as Idomeneus had counseled; he at once mounted his chariot, and Machaon son of the famed physician Asklepios went with him. He lashed his horses and they flew onward holding nothing back towards the ships, as though of their own free will. 

[521] Then Cebriones seeing the Trojans in confusion said to Hektor from his place beside him, “Hektor, here are we two fighting on the extreme wing of the battle, while the other Trojans are in pell-mell rout, they and their horses. Ajax son of Telamon is driving them before him; I know him by the breadth of his shield: let us turn our chariot and horses there, where horse and foot are fighting most desperately, and where the cry of battle is loudest.” 

[531] With this he lashed his goodly steeds, and when they felt the whip they drew the chariot full speed among the Achaeans and Trojans, over the bodies and shields of those that had fallen: the axle was bespattered with blood, and the rail round the car was covered with splashes both from the horses’ hoofs and from the tires of the wheels. Hektor tore his way through and flung himself into the thick of the fight, and his presence threw the Danaans into confusion, for his spear was not long idle; nevertheless though he went among the ranks with sword and spear, and throwing great stones, he avoided Ajax son of Telamon, for Zeus would have been angry with him if he had fought a better man than himself. 

[544] Then father Zeus from his high throne struck fear into the heart of Ajax, so that he stood there dazed and threw his shield behind him—looking fearfully at the throng of his foes as though he were some wild beast, and turning here and there but crouching slowly backwards.

[548] As peasants with their hounds chase a lion from their stockyard, and watch by night to prevent his carrying off the pick of their herd—he makes his greedy spring, but in vain, for the darts from many a strong hand fall thick around him, with burning brands that scare him for all his fury, and when morning comes he slinks foiled and angry away—even so did Ajax, sorely against his will, retreat angrily before the Trojans, fearing for the ships of the Achaeans. Or as some lazy ass that has had many a cudgel broken about his back, when he into a field begins eating the wheat—boys beat him but he is too many for them, and though they lay about with their sticks they cannot hurt him; still when he has had his fill they at last drive him from the field—even so did the Trojans and their allies pursue great Ajax, ever smiting the middle of his shield with their darts. Now and again he would turn and show fight, keeping back the battalions of the Trojans, and then he would again retreat; but he prevented any of them from making his way to the ships. Single-handed he stood midway between the Trojans and Achaeans: the spears that sped from their hands stuck some of them in his mighty shield, while many, though thirsting for his blood, fell to the ground before they could reach him to the wounding of his fair flesh. 

[575] Now when Eurypylus the brave son of Euaemon saw that Ajax was being overpowered by the rain of arrows, he went up to him and hurled his spear. He struck Apisaon son of Phausius in the liver below the midriff, and laid him low. Eurypylus sprang upon him, and stripped the armor from his shoulders; but when Alexander saw him, he aimed an arrow at him which struck him in the right thigh; the arrow broke, but the point that was left in the wound dragged on the thigh; he drew back, therefore, under cover of his comrades to save his life, shouting as he did so to the Danaans, “My friends, princes and counselors of the Argives, rally to the defense of Ajax who is being overpowered, and I doubt whether he will come out of the fight alive. This way, then, to the rescue of great Ajax son of Telamon!” 

[592] Even so did he cry when he was wounded; thereon the others came near, and gathered round him, holding their shields upwards from their shoulders so as to give him cover. Ajax then made towards them, and turned round to stand at bay as soon as he had reached his men. 

[596] Thus then did they fight as it were a flaming fire. Meanwhile the mares of Neleus, all in a lather with sweat, were bearing Nestor out of the fight, and with him Machaon shepherd of his people. Achilles saw and took note, for he was standing on the stern of his ship watching the hard stress [ponos] and struggle of the fight. He called from the ship to his comrade Patroklos, who heard him in the tent and came out looking like Ares himself—here indeed was the beginning of the ill that presently befell him. “Why,” said he, “Achilles do you call me? what do you what do you want with me?” And Achilles answered, “Noble son of Menoitios, man after my own heart, I take it that I shall now have the Achaeans praying at my knees, for they are in great straits; go, Patroklos, and ask Nestor who is that he is bearing away wounded from the field; from his back I should say it was Machaon son of Asklepios, but I could not see his face for the horses went by me at full speed.” 

[616] Patroklos did as his dear comrade had bidden him, and set off running by the ships and tents of the Achaeans. 

[618] When Nestor and Machaon had reached the tents of the son of Neleus, they dismounted, and an attendant [therapôn], Eurymedon, took the horses from the chariot. The pair then stood in the breeze by the seaside to dry the sweat from their shirts, and when they had so done they came inside and took their seats. Fair Hekamede, whom Nestor had had awarded to him from Tenedos when Achilles took it, mixed them a mess; she was daughter of wise Arsinoos, and the Achaeans had given her to Nestor because he excelled all of them in counsel. First she set for them a fair and well-made table that had feet of cyanus;

[629] on it there was a vessel of bronze and an onion to give relish to the drink, with honey and cakes of barley-meal. There was also a cup of rare workmanship which the old man had brought with him from home, studded with bosses of gold; it had four handles, on each of which there were two golden doves feeding, and it had two feet to stand on. Any one else would hardly have been able to lift it from the table when it was full, but Nestor could do so quite easily. In this the woman, as fair as a goddess, mixed them a mess with Pramnian wine; she grated goat’s milk cheese into it with a bronze grater, threw in a handful of white barley-meal, and having thus prepared the mess she bade them drink it. When they had done so and had thus quenched their thirst, they fell talking with one another, and at this moment Patroklos appeared at the door. 

[645] When the old man saw him he sprang from his seat, seized his hand, led him into the tent, and bade him take his place among them; but Patroklos stood where he was and said, “Noble sir, I may not stay, you cannot persuade me to come in; he that sent me is not one to be trifled with, and he bade me ask who the wounded man was whom you were bearing away from the field. I can now see for myself that he is Machaon shepherd of his people. I must go back and tell Achilles. You, sir, know what a terrible man he is, and how ready to blame even where no blame should lie.” 

[655] And Nestor answered, “Why should Achilles care to know how many of the Achaeans may be wounded? He reckons not the grief [penthos] that reigns in our host of warriors; our most valiant chieftains lie disabled, brave Diomedes son of Tydeus is wounded; so are Odysseus and Agamemnon; Eurypylus has been hit with an arrow in the thigh, and I have just been bringing this man from the field—he too wounded—with an arrow; nevertheless Achilles, so valiant though he be, cares not. Will he wait till the ships, do what we may, are in a blaze, and we perish one upon the other?

[668] As for me, I have no strength nor stay in me any longer; would that I were still young and strong as in the days when there was a fight between us and the men of Elis about some cattle-raiding. I then killed Itymoneus the valiant son of Hypeirochus a dweller in Elis, as I was driving in the spoil; he was hit by a dart thrown my hand while fighting in the front rank in defense of his cows, so he fell and the country people around him were in great fear. We drove off a vast quantity of booty from the plain, fifty herds of cattle and as many flocks of sheep; fifty droves also of pigs, and as many wide-spreading flocks of goats. Of horses moreover we seized a hundred and fifty, all of them mares, and many had foals running with them. All these did we drive by night to Pylos the city of Neleus, taking them within the city; and the heart of Neleus was glad in that I had taken so much, though it was the first time I had ever been in the field. At daybreak the heralds went round crying that all in Elis to whom there was a debt owing should come; and the leading Pylians assembled to divide the spoils. There were many to whom the Epeans owed chattels, for we men of Pylos were few and had been oppressed with wrong; in former years Herakles had come, and had laid his hand heavy upon us, so that all our best men had perished. Neleus had had twelve sons, but I alone was left; the others had all been killed. The Epeans presuming upon all this had looked down upon us and had done us much evil. My father chose [krinô] a herd of cattle and a great flock of sheep—three hundred in all—and he took their shepherds with him, for there was a great debt due to him in Elis, to wit four horses, winners of prizes. They and their chariots with them had gone to the games and were to run for a tripod, but King Augeas took them, and sent back their driver grieving for the loss of his horses. Neleus was angered by what he had both said and done, and took great value in return, but he divided the rest, that no man might have less than his full share. 

[706] “Thus did we order all things, and offer sacrifices to the gods throughout the city; but three days afterwards the Epeans came in a body, many in number, they and their chariots, in full array, and with them the two Moliones in their armor, though they were still lads and unused to fighting. Now there is a certain town, Thryoessa, perched upon a rock on the river Alpheus, the border city Pylos; this they would destroy, and pitched their camp about it, but when they had crossed their whole plain, Athena darted down by night from Olympus and bade us set ourselves in array; and she found willing warriors in Pylos, for the men meant fighting. Neleus would not let me arm, and hid my horses, for he said that as yet I could know nothing about war; nevertheless Athena so ordered the fight that, all on foot as I was, I fought among our mounted forces and vied with the foremost of them. There is a river Minyeios that falls into the sea near Arene, and there they that were mounted (and I with them) waited till morning, when the companies of foot soldiers came up with us in force. Thence in full panoply and equipment we came towards noon to the sacred waters of the Alpheus, and there we offered victims to almighty Zeus, with a bull to Alpheus, another to Poseidon, and a herd-heifer to Athena. After this we took supper in our companies, and laid us down to rest each in his armor by the river. 

[732] “The Epeans were beleaguering the city and were determined to take it, but before this might be there was a desperate fight in store for them. When the sun’s rays began to fall upon the earth we joined battle, praying to Zeus and to Athena, and when the fight had begun, I was the first to kill my man and take his horses—to wit the warrior Moulios. He was son-in-law to Augeas, having married his eldest daughter, golden-haired Agamede, who knew the virtues of every herb which grows upon the face of the earth. I speared him as he was coming towards me,

[742] and when he fell headlong in the dust, I sprang upon his chariot and took my place in the front ranks. The Epeans fled in all directions when they saw the chief of their horsemen (the best man they had) laid low, and I swept down on them like a whirlwind, taking fifty chariots—and in each of them two men bit the dust, slain by my spear. I should have even killed the two Moliones sons of Actor, unless their real father, Poseidon lord of the earthquake, had hidden them in a thick mist and borne them out of the fight. Thereon Zeus granted the Pylians a great victory, for we chased them far over the plain, killing the men and bringing in their armor, till we had brought our horses to Buprasium rich in wheat and to the Olenian rock, with the hill that is called Alision, at which point Athena turned the people back. There I slew the last man and left him; then the Achaeans drove their horses back from Buprasium to Pylos and gave thanks to Zeus among the gods, and among mortal men to Nestor. 

[762] “Such was I among my peers, as surely as ever was, but Achilles is for keeping all his valor [aretê] for himself; bitterly will he regret it hereafter when the host of warriors is being cut to pieces. My good friend, did not Menoitios charge you thus, on the day when he sent you from Phthia to Agamemnon? Odysseus and I were in the house, inside, and heard all that he said to you; for we came to the fair house of Peleus while beating up recruits throughout all Achaea, and when we got there we found Menoitios and yourself, and Achilles with you. The old horseman Peleus was in the outer court, roasting the fat thigh-pieces of a heifer to Zeus the lord of thunder; and he held a gold chalice in his hand from which he poured drink-offerings of wine over the burning sacrifice. You two were busy cutting up the heifer, and at that moment we stood at the gates, whereon Achilles sprang to his feet, led us by the hand into the house, placed us at table, and set before us such hospitable entertainment as is right [themis] for guests.

[780] When we had satisfied ourselves with meat and drink, I said my say and urged both of you to join us. You were ready enough to do so, and the two old men charged you much and strongly. Old Peleus bade his son Achilles fight ever among the foremost and outvie his peers, while Menoitios the son of Actor spoke thus to you: ‘My son,’ said he, ‘Achilles is of nobler birth than you are, but you are older than he, though he is far the better man of the two. Counsel him wisely, guide him in the right way, and he will follow you to his own profit.’ Thus did your father charge you, but you have forgotten; nevertheless, even now, say all this to Achilles if he will listen to you. Who knows but with the help of a god [daimôn] you may talk him over, for it is good to take a friend’s advice. If, however, he is fearful about some oracle, or if his mother has told him something from Zeus, then let him send you, and let the rest of the Myrmidons follow with you, if perchance you may bring light and saving to the Danaans. And let him send you into battle clad in his own armor, that the Trojans may mistake you for him and leave off fighting; the sons of the Achaeans may thus have time to get their breath, for they are hard pressed and there is little breathing time in battle. You, who are fresh, might easily drive a tired enemy back to his walls and away from the tents and ships.” 

[804] With these words he moved the heart of Patroklos, who set off running by the line of the ships to Achilles, descendant of Aiakos. When he had got as far as the ships of Odysseus, where was their place of assembly and court of justice [themis], with their altars dedicated to the gods, Eurypylus son of Euaemon met him, wounded in the thigh with an arrow, and limping out of the fight. Sweat rained from his head and shoulders, and black blood welled from his cruel wound, but his mind [noos] did not wander. The son of Menoitios when he saw him had compassion upon him and spoke piteously saying,

[816] “O unhappy princes and counselors of the Danaans, are you then doomed to feed the hounds of Troy with your fat, far from your friends and your native land? say, noble Eurypylus, will the Achaeans be able to hold great Hektor in check, or will they fall now before his spear?” 

[823] Wounded Eurypylus made answer, “Noble Patroklos, there is no hope left for the Achaeans but they will perish at their ships. All they that were princes among us are lying struck down and wounded at the hands of the Trojans, who are waxing stronger and stronger. But save me and take me to your ship; cut out the arrow from my thigh; wash the black blood from off it with warm water, and lay upon it those gracious herbs which, so they say, have been shown you by Achilles, who was himself shown them by Cheiron, most righteous of all the centaurs. For of the physicians Podaleirios and Machaon, I hear that the one is lying wounded in his tent and is himself in need of healing, while the other is fighting the Trojans upon the plain.” 

[837] “Hero Eurypylus,” replied the brave son of Menoitios, “how may these things be? What can I do? I am on my way to bear a message to noble Achilles from Nestor of Gerene, bulwark of the Achaeans, but even so I will not be unmindful your distress.” 

[842] With this he clasped him round the middle and led him into the tent, and an attendant [therapôn], when he saw him, spread bullock-skins on the ground for him to lie on. He laid him at full length and cut out the sharp arrow from his thigh; he washed the black blood from the wound with warm water; he then crushed a bitter herb, rubbing it between his hands, and spread it upon the wound; this was a virtuous herb which killed all pain; so the wound presently dried and the blood left off flowing.[848] 

SCROLL XII 
[1] So the son of Menoitios was attending to the hurt of Eurypylus within the tent, but the Argives and Trojans still fought desperately, nor were the trench and the high wall above it, to keep the Trojans in check longer. They had built it to protect their ships, and had dug the trench all round it that it might safeguard both the ships and the rich spoils which they had taken, but they had not offered hecatombs to the gods. It had been built without the consent of the immortals, and therefore it did not last. So long as Hektor lived and Achilles nursed his anger [mênis], and so long as the city of Priam remained untaken, the great wall of the Achaeans stood firm; but when the bravest of the Trojans were no more, and many also of the Argives, though some were yet left alive when, moreover, the city was destroyed in the tenth year, and the Argives had gone back with their ships to their own country—then Poseidon and Apollo took counsel to destroy the wall, and they turned on to it the streams of all the rivers from Mount Ida into the sea, Rhesus, Heptaporus, Caresus, Rhodios, Grenicus, Aisopos, and goodly Skamandros, with Simoeis, where many a shield and helm had fallen, and many a hero of the race of demigods had bitten the dust. Phoebus Apollo turned the mouths of all these rivers together and made them flow for nine days against the wall, while Zeus rained the whole time that he might wash it sooner into the sea. Poseidon himself, trident in hand, surveyed the work and threw into the sea all the foundations of beams and stones which the Achaeans had laid with so much toil;

[29] he made all level by the mighty stream of the Hellespont, and then when he had swept the wall away he spread a great beach of sand over the place where it had been. This done he turned the rivers back into their old courses. 

[34] This was what Poseidon and Apollo were to do in after time; but as yet battle and turmoil were still raging round the wall till its timbers rang under the blows that rained upon them. The Argives, cowed by the scourge of Zeus, were hemmed in at their ships in fear of Hektor the mighty minister of Rout, who as heretofore fought with the force and fury of a whirlwind. As a lion or wild boar turns fiercely on the dogs and men that attack him, while these form solid wall and shower their javelins as they face him—his courage is all undaunted, but his high spirit will be the death of him; many a time does he charge at his pursuers to scatter them, and they fall back as often as he does so—even so did Hektor go about among the host of warriors exhorting his men, and cheering them on to cross the trench. 

[50] But the horses dared not do so, and stood neighing upon its brink, for the width frightened them. They could neither jump it nor cross it, for it had overhanging banks all round upon either side, above which there were the sharp stakes that the sons of the Achaeans had planted so close and strong as a defense against all who would assail it; a horse, therefore, could not get into it and draw his chariot after him, but those who were on foot kept trying their very utmost. Then Polydamas went up to Hektor and said, “Hektor, and you other chiefs of the Trojans and allies, it is madness for us to try and drive our horses across the trench; it will be very hard to cross, for it is full of sharp stakes, and beyond these there is the wall. Our horses therefore cannot get down into it, and would be of no use if they did; moreover it is a narrow place and we should come to harm. If, indeed, great Zeus is minded to help the Trojans, and in his anger will utterly destroy the Achaeans,

[69] I would myself gladly see them perish now and here far from Argos; but if they should rally and we are driven back from the ships pell-mell into the trench there will be not so much as a man get back to the city to tell the tale. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say; let our attendants [therapontes] hold our horses by the trench, but let us follow Hektor in a body on foot, clad in full armor, and if the day of their doom is at hand the Achaeans will not be able to withstand us.” 

[80] Thus spoke Polydamas and his saying pleased Hektor, who sprang in full armor to the ground, and all the other Trojans, when they saw him do so, also left their chariots. Each man then gave his horses over to his charioteer in charge to hold them in good order [kosmos] for him at the trench. Then they formed themselves into companies, made themselves ready, and in five bodies followed their leaders. Those that went with Hektor and Polydamas were the bravest and most in number, and the most determined to break through the wall and fight at the ships. Cebriones was also joined with them as third in command, for Hektor had left his chariot in charge of a less valiant warrior. The next company was led by Paris, Alkathoös, and Agenor; the third by Helenus and Deiphobos, two sons of Priam, and with them was the hero Asios—Asios the son of Hyrtakos, whose great black horses of the breed that comes from the river Selleis had brought him from Arisbe. Aeneas the valiant son of Anchises led the fourth; he and the two sons of Antenor, Archelokhos and Acamas, men well versed in all the arts of war. Sarpedon was chief over the allies, and took with him Glaukos and Asteropaeus whom he deemed most valiant after himself—for he was far the best man of them all. These helped to array one another in their ox-hide shields, and then charged straight at the Danaans, for they felt sure that they would not hold out longer and that they should themselves now fall upon the ships. 

[108] The rest of the Trojans and their allies now followed the counsel of Polydamas but Asios son of Hyrtakos would not leave his horses and his attendant [therapôn] behind him; in his foolhardiness he took them on with him towards the ships, nor did he fail to come by his end in consequence. Nevermore was he to return to wind-beaten Ilion, exulting in his chariot and his horses; before he could do so, death of ill-omened name had overshadowed him and he had fallen by the spear of Idomeneus the noble son of Deucalion. He had driven towards the left wing of the ships, by which way the Achaeans used to return with their chariots and horses from the plain. In this direction he drove and found the gates with their doors opened wide, and the great bar down—for the gatemen kept them open so as to let those of their comrades enter who might be fleeing towards the ships. Here of set purpose did he direct his horses, and his men followed him with a loud cry, for they felt sure that the Achaeans would not hold out longer, and that they should now fall upon the ships. Little did they know that at the gates they should find two of the bravest chieftains, proud sons of the fighting Lapiths—the one, Polypoetes, mighty son of Peirithoos, and the other Leonteus, peer of murderous Ares. These stood before the gates like two high oak trees upon the mountains, that tower from their wide-spreading roots, and year after year battle with wind and rain—even so did these two men await the onset of great Asios confidently and without flinching. The Trojans led by him and by Iamenus, Orestes, Adamas the son of Asios, Thoon and Oenomaus, raised a loud cry of battle and made straight for the wall, holding their shields of dry ox-hide above their heads; for a while the two defenders remained inside and cheered the Achaeans on to stand firm in the defense of their ships; when, however, they saw that the Trojans were attacking the wall, while the Danaans were crying out for help and being routed, they rushed outside and fought in front of the gates like two wild boars upon the mountains that abide the attack of men and dogs, and charging on either side break down the wood all round them tearing it up by the roots,

[149] and one can hear the clattering of their tusks, till some one hits them and makes an end of them—even so did the gleaming bronze rattle about their breasts, as the weapons fell upon them; for they fought with great fury, trusting to their own prowess and to those who were on the wall above them. These threw great stones at their assailants in defense of themselves their tents and their ships. The stones fell thick as the flakes of snow that some fierce blast drives from the dark clouds and showers down in sheets upon the earth—even so fell the weapons from the hands alike of Trojans and Achaeans. Helmet and shield rang out as the great stones rained upon them, and Asios the son of Hyrtakos in his dismay cried aloud and smote his two thighs. “Father Zeus,” he cried, “Truly you too are altogether given to lying. I made sure the Argive heroes could not withstand us, whereas like slim-waisted wasps, or bees that have their nests in the rocks by the wayside—they leave not the holes wherein they have built undefended, but fight for their little ones against all who would take them—even so these men, though they be but two, will not be driven from the gates, but stand firm either to slay or be slain.” 

[172] He spoke, but moved not the mind of Zeus, whose counsel it then was to give glory to Hektor. Meanwhile the rest of the Trojans were fighting about the other gates; I, however, am no god to be able to tell about all these things, for the battle raged everywhere about the stone wall as it were a fiery furnace. The Argives, discomfited though they were, were forced to defend their ships, and all the gods who were defending the Achaeans were vexed in spirit; but the Lapiths kept on fighting with might and main. 

[182] Thereon Polypoetes, mighty son of Peirithoos, hit Damasus with a spear upon his cheek-pierced helmet. The helmet did not protect him, for the point of the spear went through it, and broke the bone, so that the brain inside was scattered about, and he died fighting. He then slew Pylon and Ormenus. Leonteus, of the race of Ares, killed Hippomakhos the son of Antimakhos by striking him with his spear upon the belt. He then drew his sword and sprang first upon Antiphates whom he killed in combat, and who fell face upwards on the earth. After him he killed Menon, Iamenus, and Orestes, and laid them low one after the other. 

[195] While they were busy stripping the armor from these heroes, the youths who were led on by Polydamas and Hektor (and these were the greater part and the most valiant of those that were trying to break through the wall and fire the ships) were still standing by the trench, uncertain what they should do; for they had seen a sign from heaven when they had essayed to cross it—a soaring eagle that flew skirting the left wing of their host of warriors, with a monstrous blood-red snake in its talons still alive and struggling to escape. The snake was still bent on revenge, wriggling and twisting itself backwards till it struck the bird that held it, on the neck and breast; whereon the bird being in pain, let it fall, dropping it into the middle of the host of warriors, and then flew down the wind with a sharp cry. The Trojans were struck with terror when they saw the snake, portent of aegis-bearing Zeus, writhing in the midst of them, and Polydamas went up to Hektor and said, “Hektor, at our councils of war you are ever given to rebuke me, even when I speak wisely, as though it were not well that one of the people [dêmos] should cross your will either in the field or at the council board; you would have them support you always: nevertheless I will say what I think will be best; let us not now go on to fight the Danaans at their ships, for I know what will happen if this soaring eagle which skirted the left wing of our with a monstrous blood-red snake in its talons (the snake being still alive) was really sent as an omen to the Trojans on their essaying to cross the trench. The eagle let go her hold; she did not succeed in taking it home to her little ones, and so will it be—with ourselves;

[224] even though by a mighty effort we break through the gates and wall of the Achaeans, and they give way before us, still we shall not return in good order [kosmos] by the way we came, but shall leave many a man behind us whom the Achaeans will do to death in defense of their ships. Thus would any seer who was expert in these matters, and was trusted by the people, read the portent.” 

[230] Hektor looked fiercely at him and said, “Polydamas, I like not of your reading. You can find a better saying than this if you will. If, however, you have spoken in good earnest, then indeed has heaven robbed you of your reason. You would have me pay no heed to the counsels of Zeus, nor to the promises he made me—and he bowed his head in confirmation; you bid me be ruled rather by the flight of wild-fowl. What care I whether they fly towards dawn or dark, and whether they be on my right hand or on my left? Let us put our trust rather in the counsel of great Zeus, king of mortals and immortals. There is one omen, and one only—that a man should fight for his country. Why are you so fearful? Though we be all of us slain at the ships of the Argives you are not likely to be killed yourself, for you are not steadfast nor courageous. If you will not fight, or would talk others over from doing so, you shall fall forthwith before my spear.” 

[251] With these words he led the way, and the others followed after with a cry that rent the air. Then Zeus the lord of thunder sent the blast of a mighty wind from the mountains of Ida, that bore the dust down towards the ships; he thus lulled the thinking [noos] of the Achaeans into security, and gave victory to Hektor and to the Trojans, who, trusting to their own might and to the signs he had shown them, essayed to break through the great wall of the Achaeans. They tore down the breastworks from the walls, and overthrew the battlements; they heaved up the buttresses, which the Achaeans had set in front of the wall in order to support it; when they had pulled these down they made sure of breaking through the wall, but the Danaans still showed no sign of giving ground; they still fenced the battlements with their shields of ox-hide, and hurled their missiles down upon the foe as soon as any came below the wall. 

[265] The two Ajaxes went about everywhere on the walls cheering on the Achaeans, giving fair words to some while they spoke sharply to any one whom they saw to be remiss. “My friends,” they cried, “Argives one and all—good bad and indifferent, for there was never fight yet, in which all were of equal prowess—there is now work enough, as you very well know, for all of you. See that you none of you turn in flight towards the ships, daunted by the shouting of the foe, but press forward and keep one another in heart, if it may so be that Olympian Zeus the lord of lightning will grant that we repel our foes, and drive them back towards the city.” 

[277] Thus did the two go about shouting and cheering the Achaeans on. As the flakes that fall thick upon a winter’s day, when Zeus is minded to snow and to display these his arrows to mankind—he lulls the wind to rest, and snows hour after hour till he has buried the tops of the high mountains, the headlands that jut into the sea, the grassy plains, and the tilled fields of men; the snow lies deep upon the forelands, and havens of the gray sea, but the waves as they come rolling in stay it that it can come no further, though all else is wrapped as with a mantle so heavy are the heavens with snow—even thus thickly did the stones fall on one side and on the other, some thrown at the Trojans, and some by the Trojans at the Achaeans; and the whole wall was in an uproar. 

[290] Still the Trojans and brave Hektor would not yet have broken down the gates and the great bar, had not Zeus turned his son Sarpedon against the Argives as a lion against a herd of horned cattle. Before him he held his shield of hammered bronze, that the smith had beaten so fair and round, and had lined with ox hides which he had made fast with rivets of gold all round the shield;

[298] this he held in front of him, and brandishing his two spears came on like some lion of the wilderness, who has been long famished for want of meat and will dare break even into a well-fenced homestead to try and get at the sheep. He may find the shepherds keeping watch over their flocks with dogs and spears, but he is in no mind to be driven from the fold till he has had a try for it; he will either spring on a sheep and carry it off, or be hit by a spear from strong hand—even so was Sarpedon bent on attacking the wall and break down its battlements. Then he said to Glaukos son of Hippolokhos, “Glaukos, why in Lycia do we receive especial honor as regards our place at table? Why are the choicest portions served us and our cups kept brimming, and why do men look up to us as though we were gods? Moreover we hold a large estate by the banks of the river Xanthos, fair with orchard lawns and wheat-growing land; it becomes us, therefore, to take our stand at the head of all the Lycians and bear the brunt of the fight, that one may say to another, Our princes in Lycia eat the fat of the land and drink best of wine, but they are fine fellows; they fight well and are ever at the front in battle.’ My good friend, if, when we were once out of this fight, we could escape old age and death thenceforward and for ever, I should neither press forward myself nor bid you do so, but death in ten thousand shapes hangs ever over our heads, and no man can elude him; therefore let us go forward and either win glory for ourselves, or yield it to another.” 

[329] Glaukos heeded his saying, and the pair forthwith led on the host of Lycians. Menestheus son of Peteos was dismayed when he saw them, for it was against his part of the wall that they came—bringing destruction with them; he looked along the wall for some chieftain to support his comrades and saw the two Ajaxes, men ever eager for the fray, and Teucer, who had just come from his tent, standing near them; but he could not make his voice heard by shouting to them, so great an uproar was there from crashing shields and helmets and the battering of gates with a din which reached the skies. For all the gates had been closed, and the Trojans were hammering at them to try and break their way through them. Menestheus, therefore, sent Thootes with a message to Ajax. “Run, good Thoötes,” said and call Ajax, or better still bid both come, for it will be all over with us here directly; the leaders of the Lycians are upon us, men who have ever fought desperately heretofore. But if the have too much labor [ponos] on their hands to let them come, at any rate let Ajax son of Telamon do so, and let Teucer the famous bowman come with him.” 

[351] The messenger did as he was told, and set off running along the wall of the Achaeans. When he reached the Ajaxes he said to them, “Sirs, princes of the Argives, the son of noble Peteos bids you come to him for a while and help him. You had better both come if you can, or it will be all over with him directly; the leaders of the Lycians are upon him, men who have ever fought desperately heretofore; if you have too much on your hands to let both come, at any rate let Ajax son of Telamon do so, and let Teucer the famous bowman come with him.” 

[364] Great Ajax, son of Telamon, heeded the message, and at once spoke to the son of Oileus. “Ajax,” said he, “do you two, yourself and brave Lykomedes, stay here and keep the Danaans in heart to fight their hardest. I will go over yonder, and bear my part in the fray, but I will come back here at once as soon as I have given them the help they need.” 

[370] With this, Ajax son of Telamon set off, and Teucer his brother by the same father went also, with Pandion to carry Teucer’s bow. They went along inside the wall, and when they came to the tower where Menestheus was (and hard pressed indeed did they find him) the brave chiefs and leaders of the Lycians were storming the battlements as it were a thick dark cloud, fighting in close quarters, and raising the battle-cry aloud. 

[378] First, Ajax son of Telamon killed brave Epikles, a comrade of Sarpedon, hitting him with a jagged stone that lay by the battlements at the very top of the wall. As men now are, even one who is in the bloom of youth could hardly lift it with his two hands, but Ajax raised it high aloft and flung it down, smashing Epikles’ four-crested helmet so that the bones of his head were crushed to pieces, and he fell from the high wall as though he were diving, with no more life left in him. Then Teucer wounded Glaukos the brave son of Hippolokhos as he was coming on to attack the wall. He saw his shoulder bare and aimed an arrow at it, which made Glaukos leave off fighting. Thereon he sprang covertly down for fear some of the Achaeans might see that he was wounded and taunt him. Sarpedon was stung with grief [akhos] when he saw Glaukos leave him, still he did not leave off fighting, but aimed his spear at Alkmaon the son of Thestor and hit him. He drew his spear back again Alkmaon came down headlong after it with his bronzed armor rattling round him. Then Sarpedon seized the battlement in his strong hands, and tugged at it till it gave way, and a breach was made through which many might pass. 

[400] Ajax and Teucer then both of them attacked him. Teucer hit him with an arrow on the band that bore the shield which covered his body, but Zeus saved his son from destruction that he might not fall by the ships’ sterns. Meanwhile Ajax sprang on him and pierced his shield, but the spear did not go clean through, though it hustled him back that he could come on no further. He therefore retired a little space from the battlement, yet without losing all his ground, for he still thought to cover himself with glory. Then he turned round and shouted to the brave Lycians saying, “Lycians, why do you thus fail me? For all my prowess I cannot break through the wall and open a way to the ships single-handed. Come close on behind me, for the more there are of us the better.” 

[413] The Lycians, shamed by his rebuke, pressed closer round him who was their counselor their king. The Argives on their part got their men in fighting order within the wall, and there was a deadly struggle between them. The Lycians could not break through the wall and force their way to the ships, nor could the Danaans drive the Lycians from the wall now that they had once reached it. As two men, measuring-rods in hand, quarrel about their boundaries in a field that they own in common, and stickle for their rights though they be but in a mere strip, even so did the battlements now serve as a bone of contention, and they beat one another’s round shields for their possession. Many a man’s body was wounded with the pitiless bronze, as he turned round and bared his back to the foe, and many were struck clean through their shields; the wall and battlements were everywhere deluged with the blood alike of Trojans and of Achaeans. But even so the Trojans could not rout the Achaeans, who still held on; and as some honest hard-working woman weighs wool in her balance and sees that the scales be true [alêthês], for she would gain some pitiful earnings for her little ones, even so was the fight balanced evenly between them till the time came when Zeus gave the greater glory to Hektor son of Priam, who was first to spring towards the wall of the Achaeans. As he did so, he cried aloud to the Trojans, “Up, Trojans, break the wall of the Argives, and fling fire upon their ships.” 

[442] Thus did he hound them on, and in one body they rushed straight at the wall as he had bidden them, and scaled the battlements with sharp spears in their hands. Hektor laid hold of a stone that lay just outside the gates and was thick at one end but pointed at the other; two of the best men in a locale [dêmos], as men now are, could hardly raise it from the ground and put it on to a wagon, but Hektor lifted it quite easily by himself, for the son of scheming Kronos made it light for him. As a shepherd picks up a ram’s fleece with one hand and finds it no burden, so easily did Hektor lift the great stone and drive it right at the doors that closed the gates so strong and so firmly set.

[455] These doors were double and high, and were kept closed by two cross-bars to which there was but one key. When he had got close up to them, Hektor strode towards them that his blow might gain in force and struck them in the middle, leaning his whole weight against them. He broke both hinges, and the stone fell inside by reason of its great weight. The portals re-echoed with the sound, the bars held no longer, and the doors flew open, one one way, and the other the other, through the force of the blow. Then brave Hektor leaped inside with a face as dark as that of fleeing night. The gleaming bronze flashed fiercely about his body and he had tow spears in his hand. None but a god could have withstood him as he flung himself into the gateway, and his eyes glared like fire. Then he turned round towards the Trojans and called on them to scale the wall, and they did as he bade them—some of them at once climbing over the wall, while others passed through the gates. The Danaans then fled panic-stricken towards their ships, and all was uproar and confusion. [471] 

SCROLL XIII 

[1] Now when Zeus had thus brought Hektor and the Trojans to the ships, he left them to their never-ending toil [ponos], and turned his keen eyes away, looking elsewhere towards the horse-breeders of Thrace, the Mysians, fighters at close quarters, the noble Hippemolgoi, who live on milk, and the Abians, most just of mankind. He no longer turned so much as a glance towards Troy, for he did not think that any of the immortals would go and help either Trojans or Danaans. 

[10] But King Poseidon had kept no blind look-out; he had been looking admiringly on the battle from his seat on the topmost crests of wooded Samothrace, whence he could see all Ida, with the city of Priam and the ships of the Achaeans. He had come from under the sea and taken his place here, for he pitied the Achaeans who were being overcome by the Trojans; and he was furiously angry with Zeus. 

[17] Presently he came down from his post on the mountain top, and as he strode swiftly onwards the high hills and the forest quaked beneath the tread of his immortal feet. Three strides he took, and with the fourth he reached his goal—Aegae, where is his glittering golden palace, imperishable, in the depths of the sea. When he got there, he yoked his fleet brazen-footed steeds with their manes of gold all flying in the wind;

[25] he clothed himself in raiment of gold, grasped his gold whip, and took his stand upon his chariot. As he went his way over the waves the sea-monsters left their lairs, for they knew their lord, and came gamboling round him from every quarter of the deep, while the sea in her gladness opened a path before his chariot. So lightly did the horses fly that the bronze axle of the car was not even wet beneath it; and thus his bounding steeds took him to the ships of the Achaeans. 

[32] Now there is a certain huge cavern in the depths of the sea midway between Tenedos and rocky Imbrus; here Poseidon lord of the earthquake stayed his horses, unyoked them, and set before them their ambrosial forage. He hobbled their feet with hobbles of gold which none could either unloose or break, so that they might stay there in that place until their lord should return. This done he went his way to the host of the Achaeans. 

[39] Now the Trojans followed Hektor son of Priam in close array like a storm-cloud or flame of fire, fighting with might and main and raising the cry battle; for they deemed that they should take the ships of the Achaeans and kill all their chief heroes then and there. Meanwhile earth-encircling Poseidon lord of the earthquake cheered on the Argives, for he had come up out of the sea and had assumed the form and voice of Calchas. 

[46] First he spoke to the two Ajaxes, who were doing their best already, and said, “Ajaxes, you two can be the saving of the Achaeans if you will put out all your strength and not let yourselves be daunted. I am not afraid that the Trojans, who have got over the wall in force, will be victorious in any other part, for the Achaeans can hold all of them in check, but I much fear that some evil will befall us here where Hektor, with his wolfish rage [lyssa], boasting that he is the son of great Zeus himself, is leading them on like a pillar of flame. May some god, then, put it into your hearts to make a firm stand here, and to incite others to do the like. In this case you will drive him from the ships even though he be inspired by Zeus himself.” 

[59] As he spoke the earth-encircling lord of the earthquake struck both of them with his scepter and filled their hearts with daring. He made their legs light and active, as also their hands and their feet. Then, as the soaring falcon poises on the wing high above some sheer rock, and presently swoops down to chase some bird over the plain, even so did Poseidon lord of the earthquake wing his flight into the air and leave them. Of the two, swift Ajax son of Oileus was the first to know who it was that had been speaking with them, and said to Ajax son of Telamon, “Ajax, this is one of the gods that dwell on Olympus, who in the likeness of the prophet is bidding us fight hard by our ships. It was not Calchas the seer and diviner of omens; I knew him at once by his feet and knees as he turned away, for the gods are soon recognized. Moreover I feel the lust of battle burn more fiercely within me, while my hands and my feet under me are more eager for the fray.” 

[76] And Ajax son of Telamon answered, “I too feel my hands grasp my spear more firmly; my strength is greater, and my feet more nimble; I long, moreover, to meet furious Hektor son of Priam, even in single combat.” 

[81] Thus did they converse, exulting in the hunger after battle with which the god had filled them. Meanwhile the earth-encircler roused the Achaeans, who were resting in the rear by the ships overcome at once by hard fighting and by grief [akhos] at seeing that the Trojans had got over the wall in force. Tears began falling from their eyes as they beheld them, for they made sure that they should not escape destruction; but the lord of the earthquake passed lightly about among them and urged their battalions to the front. 

[91] First he went up to Teucer and Leitus, the hero Peneleos, and Thoas and Deipyrus; Meriones also and Antilokhos, valiant warriors; all did he exhort. “Shame [aidôs] on you young Argives,” he cried, “it was on your prowess I relied for the saving of our ships;

[97] if you fight not with might and main, this very day will see us overcome by the Trojans. Truly my eyes behold a great and terrible portent which I had never thought to see—the Trojans at our ships—they, who were heretofore like panic-stricken hinds, the prey of jackals and wolves in a forest, with no strength but in flight for they cannot defend themselves. Up to now the Trojans dared not for one moment face the attack of the Achaeans, but now they have come out far from their city and are fighting at our very ships through the cowardice of our leader and the disaffection of the people themselves, who in their discontent care not to fight in defense of the ships but are being slaughtered near them. True, King Agamemnon son of Atreus is responsible [aitios] for our disaster by having insulted the son of Peleus, still this is no reason why we should leave off fighting. Let us be quick to heal, for the hearts of the brave heal quickly. You do ill to be thus remiss, you, who are the finest warriors in our whole army. I blame no man for keeping out of battle if he is a weakling, but I am indignant with such men as you are. My good friends, matters will soon become even worse through this slackness; think, each one of you, of his own honor [aidôs] and credit [nemesis], for the hazard of the fight is extreme. Great Hektor is now fighting at our ships; he has broken through the gates and the strong bolt that held them.” 

[125] Thus did the earth-encircler address the Achaeans and urge them on. Thereon round the two Ajaxes there gathered strong bands of men, of whom not even Ares nor Athena, marshaller of hosts could make light if they went among them, for they were the picked [krinô] men of all those who were now awaiting the onset of Hektor and the Trojans. They made a living fence, spear to spear, shield to shield, buckler to buckler, helmet to helmet, and man to man. The horse-hair crests on their gleaming helmets touched one another as they nodded forward, so closely aligned were they; the spears they brandished in their strong hands were interlaced, and their hearts were set on battle. 

[136] The Trojans advanced in a dense body, with Hektor at their head pressing right on as a rock that comes thundering down the side of some mountain from whose brow the winter torrents have torn it; the foundations of the dull thing have been loosened by floods of rain, and as it bounds headlong on its way it sets the whole forest in an uproar; it swerves neither to right nor left till it reaches level ground, but then for all its fury it can go no further—even so easily did Hektor for a while seem as though he would career through the tents and ships of the Achaeans till he had reached the sea in his murderous course; but the closely serried battalions stayed him when he reached them, for the sons of the Achaeans thrust at him with swords and spears pointed at both ends, and drove him from them so that he staggered and gave ground; thereon he shouted to the Trojans, “Trojans, Lycians, and Dardanians, fighters in close combat, stand firm: the Achaeans have set themselves as a wall against me, but they will not check me for long; they will give ground before me if the mightiest of the gods, the thundering spouse of Hera, has indeed inspired my onset.” 

[155] With these words he put heart and soul into them all. Deiphobos son of Priam went about among them intent on deeds of daring with his round shield before him, under cover of which he strode quickly forward. Meriones took aim at him with a spear, nor did he fail to hit the broad orb of ox-hide; but he was far from piercing it for the spear broke in two pieces long before he could do so; moreover Deiphobos had seen it coming and had held his shield well away from him. Meriones drew back under cover of his comrades, angry alike at having failed to vanquish Deiphobos, and having broken his spear. He turned therefore towards the ships and tents to fetch a spear that he had left behind in his tent. 

[169] The others continued fighting, and the cry of battle rose up into the heavens. Teucer son of Telamon was the first to kill his man, to wit, the warrior Imbrios son of Mentor rich in horses. Until the Achaeans came he had lived in Pedaeum, and had married Medesicaste a bastard daughter of Priam; but on the arrival of the Danaan fleet he had gone back to Ilion, and was a great man among the Trojans, dwelling near Priam himself, who gave him like honor with his own sons. The son of Telamon now struck him under the ear with a spear which he then drew back again, and Imbrios fell headlong as an ash-tree when it is felled on the crest of some high mountain beacon, and its delicate green foliage comes toppling down to the ground. Thus did he fall with his bronze-wrought armor ringing harshly round him, and Teucer sprang forward with intent to strip him of his armor; but as he was doing so, Hektor took aim at him with a spear. Teucer saw the spear coming and swerved aside, whereon it hit Amphimakhos, son of Cteatus son of Actor, in the chest as he was coming into battle, and his armor rang rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. Hektor sprang forward to take Amphimakhos’ helmet from off his temples, and in a moment Ajax threw a spear at him, but did not wound him, for he was encased all over in his terrible armor; nevertheless the spear struck the boss of his shield with such force as to drive him back from the two corpses, which the Achaeans then drew off. Stichios and Menestheus, chiefs of the Athenians, bore away Amphimakhos to the host of the Achaeans, while the two brave and impetuous Ajaxes did the like by Imbrios. As two lions snatch a goat from the hounds that have it in their fangs, and bear it through thick brushwood high above the ground in their jaws, thus did the Ajaxes bear aloft the body of Imbrios, and strip it of its armor. Then the son of Oileus severed the head from the neck in revenge for the death of Amphimakhos, and sent it whirling over the crowd as though it had been a ball, till fell in the dust at Hektor’s feet. 

[206] Poseidon was exceedingly angry that his grandson Amphimakhos should have fallen; he therefore went to the tents and ships of the Achaeans to urge the Danaans still further, and to devise evil for the Trojans. Idomeneus met him, as he was taking leave of a comrade, who had just come to him from the fight, wounded in the knee. His fellow-warriors bore him off the field, and Idomeneus having given orders to the physicians went on to his tent, for he was still thirsting for battle. Poseidon spoke in the likeness and with the voice of Thoas son of Andraemon who ruled the Aetolians of all Pleuron and high Calydon, and was honored among his people [dêmos] as though he were a god. “Idomeneus,” said he, “lawgiver to the Cretans, what has now become of the threats with which the sons of the Achaeans used to threaten the Trojans?” 

[221] And Idomeneus chief among the Cretans answered, “Thoas, no one, so far as I know, is responsible [aitios], for we can all fight. None are held back neither by fear nor slackness, but it seems to be the of almighty Zeus that the Achaeans should perish ingloriously here far from Argos: you, Thoas, have been always staunch, and you keep others in heart if you see any fail in duty; be not then remiss now, but exhort all to do their utmost.” 

[231] To this Poseidon lord of the earthquake made answer, “Idomeneus, may he never return from Troy, but remain here for dogs to batten upon, who is this day willfully slack in fighting. Get your armor and go, we must make all haste together if we may be of any use, though we are only two. Even cowards gain courage [aretê] from companionship, and we two can hold our own with the bravest.” 

[240] Then the god went back into the thick of the struggle [ponos], and Idomeneus when he had reached his tent donned his armor, grasped his two spears, and went forth. As the lightning which the son of Kronos brandishes from bright Olympus when he would show a sign [sêma] to mortals, and its gleam flashes far and wide—

[245] even so did his armor gleam about him as he ran. Meriones his sturdy attendant [therapôn] met him while he was still near his tent (for he was going to fetch his spear) and Idomeneus said 

[249] “Meriones, fleet son of Molus, best of comrades, why have you left the field? Are you wounded, and is the point of the weapon hurting you? or have you been sent to fetch me? I want no fetching; I had far rather fight than stay in my tent.” 

[254] “Idomeneus,” answered Meriones, “I come for a spear, if I can find one in my tent; I have broken the one I had, in throwing it at the shield of Deiphobos.” 

[259] And Idomeneus chief of the Cretans answered, “You will find one spear, or twenty if you so please, standing up against the end wall of my tent. I have taken them from Trojans whom I have killed, for I am not one to keep my enemy at arm’s length; therefore I have spears, bossed shields, helmets, and burnished chest-armor.” 

[266] Then Meriones said, “I too in my tent and at my ship have spoils taken from the Trojans, but they are not at hand. I have been at all times valorous, and wherever there has been hard fighting have held my own among the foremost. There may be those among the Achaeans who do not know how I fight, but you know it well enough yourself.” 

[274] Idomeneus answered, “I know you for a man of excellence [aretê]: you need not tell me. If the best men at the ships were being chosen to go on an ambush—and there is nothing like this for showing what a man is made of; it comes out then who is cowardly and who is of excellence [aretê]; the coward will change color at every touch and turn; he is full of fears, and keeps shifting his weight first on one knee and then on the other; his heart beats fast as he thinks of death, and one can hear the chattering of his teeth; whereas the brave man will not change color nor be on finding himself in ambush, but is all the time longing to go into action—

[286] if the best men were being chosen for such a service, no one could make light of your courage nor feats of arms. If you were struck by a dart or smitten in close combat, it would not be from behind, in your neck nor back, but the weapon would hit you in the chest or belly as you were pressing forward to a place in the front ranks. But let us no longer stay here talking like children, lest we be ill spoken of; go, fetch your spear from the tent at once.” 

[295] At this Meriones, peer of Ares, went to the tent and got himself a spear of bronze. He then followed after Idomeneus, big with great deeds of valor. As when baneful Ares rushes forth to battle, and his son Panic so strong and dauntless goes with him, to strike terror even into the heart of a hero—the pair have gone from Thrace to arm themselves among the Ephyroi or the brave Phlegyans, but they will not listen to both the contending hosts of warriors, and will give victory to one side or to the other—even so did Meriones and Idomeneus, chiefs of men, go out to battle clad in their bronze armor. Meriones was first to speak. “Son of Deucalion,” said he, “where would you have us begin fighting? On the right wing of the host of warriors, in the center, or on the left wing, where I take it the Achaeans will be weakest?” 

[311] Idomeneus answered, “There are others to defend the center—the two Ajaxes and Teucer, who is the finest archer of all the Achaeans, and is good also in a hand-to-hand fight. These will give Hektor son of Priam enough to do; fight as he may, he will find it hard to vanquish their indomitable fury, and fire the ships, unless the son of Kronos fling a firebrand upon them with his own hand. Great Ajax son of Telamon will yield to no man who is in mortal mould and eats the grain of Demeter, if bronze and great stones can overthrow him. He would not yield even to Achilles in hand-to-hand fight, and in fleetness of foot there is none to beat him; let us turn therefore towards the left wing, that we may know forthwith whether we are to give glory to some other, or he to us.” 

[328] Meriones, peer of fleet Ares, then led the way till they came to the part of the host of warriors which Idomeneus had named. 

[330] Now when the Trojans saw Idomeneus coming on like a flame of fire, him and his attendant [therapôn] clad in their richly wrought armor, they shouted and made towards him all in a body, and a furious hand-to-hand fight raged under the ships’ sterns. Fierce as the shrill winds that whistle upon a day when dust lies deep on the roads, and the gusts raise it into a thick cloud—even such was the fury of the combat, and might and main did they hack at each other with spear and sword throughout the host of warriors. The field bristled with the long and deadly spears which they bore. Dazzling was the sheen of their gleaming helmets, their fresh-burnished breastplates, and glittering shields as they joined battle with one another. Iron indeed must be his courage who could take pleasure in the sight of such a turmoil [ponos], and look on it without being dismayed. 

[345] Thus did the two mighty sons of Kronos devise evil for mortal heroes. Zeus was minded to give victory to the Trojans and to Hektor, so as to do honor to fleet Achilles, nevertheless he did not mean to utterly overthrow the Achaean host of warriors before Ilion, and only wanted to glorify Thetis and her valiant son. Poseidon on the other hand went about among the Argives to incite them, having come up from the gray sea in secret, for he was grieved at seeing them vanquished by the Trojans, and was furiously angry with Zeus. Both were of the same race and country, but Zeus was elder born and knew more, therefore Poseidon feared to defend the Argives openly, but in the likeness of man, he kept on encouraging them throughout their host of warriors. Thus, then, did these two devise a knot of war and battle, that none could unloose or break, and set both sides tugging at it, to the failing of men’s knees beneath them. 

[361] And now Idomeneus, though his hair was already flecked with gray, called loud on the Danaans and spread panic among the Trojans as he leaped in among them. He slew Othryoneus from Cabesus, a sojourner, who had but lately come to take part in the glory [kleos]. He sought Cassandra the fairest of Priam’s daughters in marriage, but offered no gifts of wooing, for he promised a great thing, to wit, that he would drive the sons of the Achaeans against their will from Troy; old King Priam had given his consent and promised her to him, whereon he fought on the strength of the promises thus made to him. Idomeneus aimed a spear, and hit him as he came striding on. His cuirass of bronze did not protect him, and the spear stuck in his belly, so that he fell heavily to the ground. Then Idomeneus boasted over him saying, “Othryoneus, there is no one in the world whom I shall admire more than I do you, if you indeed perform what you have promised Priam son of Dardanos in return for his daughter. We too will make you an offer; we will give you the loveliest daughter of the son of Atreus, and will bring her from Argos for you to marry, if you will destroy the goodly city of Ilion in company with ourselves; so come along with me, that we may make a covenant at the ships about the marriage, and we will not be hard upon you about gifts of wooing.” 

[383] With this Idomeneus began dragging him by the foot through the thick of the fight, but Asios came up to protect the body, on foot, in front of his horses which his attendant [therapôn] drove so close behind him that he could feel their ‘breath upon his shoulder. He was longing to strike down Idomeneus, but before he could do so Idomeneus smote him with his spear in the throat under the chin, and the bronze point went clean through it. He fell as an oak, or poplar, or pine which shipwrights have felled for ship’s timber upon the mountains with whetted axes—even thus did he lie full length in front of his chariot and horses, grinding his teeth and clutching at the bloodstained just. His charioteer was struck with panic and did not dare turn his horses round and escape: thereupon Antilokhos hit him in the middle of his body with a spear; his cuirass of bronze did not protect him, and the spear stuck in his belly. He fell gasping from his chariot and Antilokhos great Nestor’s son, drove his horses from the Trojans to the Achaeans. 

[402] Deiphobos then came close up to Idomeneus to avenge Asios, and took aim at him with a spear, but Idomeneus was on the look-out and avoided it, for he was covered by the round shield he always bore—a shield of oxhide and bronze with two arm-rods on the inside. He crouched under cover of this, and the spear flew over him, but the shield rang out as the spear grazed it, and the weapon sped not in vain from the strong hand of Deiphobos, for it struck Hypsenor son of Hippasus, shepherd of his people, in the liver under the midriff, and his limbs failed beneath him. Deiphobos boasted over him and cried with a loud voice saying, “Truly Asios has not fallen unavenged; he will be glad even while passing into the house of Hades, strong warden of the gate, that I have sent some one to escort him.” 

[417] Thus did he boast, and the Argives felt grief [akhos] at his saying. Noble Antilokhos was more angry than any one, but grief did not make him forget his friend and comrade. He ran up to him, bestrode him, and covered him with his shield; then two of his staunch comrades, Mecisteus son of Echios, and Alastor stooped down, and bore him away groaning heavily to the ships. But Idomeneus ceased not his fury. He kept on striving continually either to enshroud some Trojan in the darkness of death, or himself to fall while warding off the evil day from the Achaeans. Then fell Alkathoös son of noble Aesyetes: he was son-in-law to Anchises, having married his eldest daughter Hippodameia who was the darling of her father and mother, and excelled all her generation in beauty, accomplishments, and understanding, wherefore the bravest man in all Troy had taken her to wife—him did Poseidon lay low by the hand of Idomeneus, blinding his bright eyes and binding his strong limbs in fetters so that he could neither go back nor to one side, but stood stock still like pillar or lofty tree when Idomeneus struck him with a spear in the middle of his chest.

[439] The coat of mail that had up to now protected his body was now broken, and rang harshly as the spear tore through it. He fell heavily to the ground, and the spear stuck in his heart, which still beat, and made the butt-end of the spear quiver till dread Ares put an end to his life. Idomeneus boasted over him and cried with a loud voice saying, “Deiphobos, since you are in a mood to boast, shall we cry quits now that we have killed three men to your one? No, sir, stand in fight with me yourself, that you may learn what manner of Zeus-begotten man am I that have come here. Zeus first begot Minos chief ruler in Crete, and Minos in his turn begot a son, noble Deucalion; Deucalion begot me to be a ruler over many men in Crete, and my ships have now brought me here, to be the bane of yourself, your father, and the Trojans.” 

[455] Thus did he speak, and Deiphobos was in two minds, whether to go back and fetch some other Trojan to help him, or to take up the challenge single-handed. In the end, he deemed it best to go and fetch Aeneas, whom he found standing in the rear, for he had long been aggrieved with Priam because in spite his brave deeds he did not give him his due share of honor. Deiphobos went up to him and said, “Aeneas, prince among the Trojans, if you know any ties of kinship, help me now to defend the body of your sister’s husband; come with me to the rescue of Alkathoös, who being husband to your sister brought you up when you were a child in his house, and now Idomeneus has slain him.” 

[468] With these words he moved the heart of Aeneas, and he went in pursuit of Idomeneus, big with great deeds of valor; but Idomeneus was not to be thus daunted as though he were a mere child; he held his ground as a wild boar at bay upon the mountains, who abides the coming of a great crowd of men in some lonely place—the bristles stand upright on his back, his eyes flash fire, and he whets his tusks in his eagerness to defend himself against hounds and men—

[476] even so did famed Idomeneus hold his ground and budge not at the coming of Aeneas. He cried aloud to his comrades looking towards Ascalaphus, Aphareus, Deipyrus, Meriones, and Antilokhos, all of them brave warriors—”This way, my friends,” he cried, “and leave me not single-handed—I go in great fear by fleet Aeneas, who is coming against me, and is a redoubtable dispenser of death battle. Moreover he is in the flower of youth when a man’s strength is greatest; if I was of the same age as he is and in my present mind, either he or I should soon bear away the prize of victory 

[487] At this, all of them as one man stood near him, shield on shoulder. Aeneas on the other side called to his comrades, looking towards Deiphobos, Paris, and Agenor, who were leaders of the Trojans along with himself, and the people followed them as sheep follow the ram when they go down to drink after they have been feeding, and the heart of the shepherd is glad—even so was the heart of Aeneas gladdened when he saw his people follow him. 

[496] Then they fought furiously in close combat about the body of Alkathoös, wielding their long spears; and the bronze armor about their bodies rang fearfully as they took aim at one another in the press of the fight, while the two heroes Aeneas and Idomeneus, peers of Ares, outdid every one in their desire to hack at each other with sword and spear. Aeneas took aim first, but Idomeneus was on the lookout and avoided the spear, so that it sped from Aeneas’ strong hand in vain, and fell quivering in the ground. Idomeneus meanwhile smote Oenomaus in the middle of his belly, and broke the plate of his chest-armor, whereon his bowels came gushing out and he clutched the earth in the palms of his hands as he fell sprawling in the dust. Idomeneus drew his spear out of the body, but could not strip him of the rest of his armor for the rain of darts that were showered upon him: moreover his strength was now beginning to fail him so that he could no longer charge,

[513] and could neither spring forward to recover his own weapon nor swerve aside to avoid one that was aimed at him; therefore, though he still defended himself in hand-to-hand fight, his heavy feet could not bear him swiftly out of the battle. Deiphobos aimed a spear at him as he was retreating slowly from the field, for his bitterness against him was as fierce as ever, but again he missed him, and hit Ascalaphus, the son of Ares; the spear went through his shoulder, and he clutched the earth in the palms of his hands as he fell sprawling in the dust. 

[521] Grim Ares of awful voice did not yet know that his son had fallen, for he was sitting on the summits of Olympus under the golden clouds, by command of Zeus, where the other gods were also sitting, forbidden to take part in the battle. Meanwhile men fought furiously about the body. Deiphobos tore the helmet from off his head, but Meriones sprang upon him, and struck him on the arm with a spear so that the visored helmet fell from his hand and came ringing down upon the ground. Thereon Meriones sprang upon him like a vulture, drew the spear from his shoulder, and fell back under cover of his men. Then Polites, own brother of Deiphobos passed his arms around his waist, and bore him away from the battle till he got to his horses that were standing in the rear of the fight with the chariot and their driver. These took him towards the city groaning and in great pain, with the blood flowing from his arm. 

[540] The others still fought on, and the battle-cry rose to heaven without ceasing. Aeneas sprang on Aphareus son of Caletor, and struck him with a spear in his throat which was turned towards him; his head fell on one side, his helmet and shield came down along with him, and death, life’s foe, was shed around him. Antilokhos spied his chance, flew forward towards Thoon, and wounded him as he was turning round. He laid open the vein that runs all the way up the back to the neck; he cut this vein clean away throughout its whole course, and Thoon fell in the dust face upwards, stretching out his hands imploringly towards his comrades.

[550] Antilokhos sprang upon him and stripped the armor from his shoulders, glaring round him fearfully as he did so. The Trojans came about him on every side and struck his broad and gleaming shield, but could not wound his body, for Poseidon stood guard over the son of Nestor, though the darts fell thickly round him. He was never clear of the foe, but was always in the thick of the fight; his spear was never idle; he poised and aimed it in every direction, so eager was he to hit some one from a distance or to fight him hand to hand. 

[560] As he was thus aiming among the crowd, he was seen by Adamas son of Asios, who rushed towards him and struck him with a spear in the middle of his shield, but Poseidon made its point without effect, for he grudged him the life of Antilokhos. One half, therefore, of the spear stuck fast like a charred stake in Antilokhos’ shield, while the other lay on the ground. Adamas then sought shelter under cover of his men, but Meriones followed after and hit him with a spear midway between the private parts and the navel, where a wound is particularly painful to wretched mortals. There did Meriones transfix him, and he writhed convulsively about the spear as some bull whom mountain herdsmen have bound with ropes of willow and are taking away perforce. Even so did he move convulsively for a while, but not for very long, till Meriones came up and drew the spear out of his body, and his eyes were veiled in darkness. 

[576] Helenus then struck Deipyrus with a great Thracian sword, hitting him on the temple in close combat and tearing the helmet from his head; the helmet fell to the ground, and one of those who were fighting on the Achaean side took charge of it as it rolled at his feet, but the eyes of Deipyrus were closed in the darkness of death. 

[581] At this Menelaos was felt grief [akhos], and made menacingly towards Helenus, brandishing his spear; but Helenus drew his bow, and the two attacked one another at one and the same moment, the one with his spear, and the other with his bow and arrow.

[586] The son of Priam hit the plate of Menelaos’ chest-armor, but the arrow glanced from off it. As black beans or pulse come pattering down on to a threshing-floor from the broad winnowing-shovel, blown by shrill winds and shaken by the shovel—even so did the arrow glance off and recoil from the shield of Menelaos, who in his turn wounded the hand with which Helenus carried his bow; the spear went right through his hand and stuck in the bow itself, so that to his life he retreated under cover of his men, with his hand dragging by his side—for the spear weighed it down till Agenor drew it out and bound the hand carefully up in a woolen sling which his attendant [therapôn] had with him. 

[601] Peisandros then made straight at Menelaos—his evil destiny luring him on to his doom [telos], for he was to fall in fight with you, O Menelaos. When the two were hard by one another the spear of the son of Atreus turned aside and he missed his aim; Peisandros then struck the shield of brave Menelaos but could not pierce it, for the shield stayed the spear and broke the shaft; nevertheless he was glad and made sure of victory; forthwith, however, the son of Atreus drew his sword and sprang upon him. Peisandros then seized the bronze battle-axe, with its long and polished handle of olive wood that hung by his side under his shield, and the two made at one another. Peisandros struck the peak of Menelaos’ crested helmet just under the crest itself, and Menelaos hit Peisandros as he was coming towards him, on the forehead, just at the rise of his nose; the bones cracked and his two gore-dripping eyes fell by his feet in the dust. He fell backwards to the ground, and Menelaos set his heel upon him, stripped him of his armor, and boasted over him saying, “Even thus shall you Trojans leave the ships of the Achaeans, proud and insatiate of battle though you be: nor shall you lack any of the disgrace and shame which you have heaped upon myself. Cowardly she-wolves that you are, you feared not the anger [mênis] of dread Zeus, avenger of violated hospitality,

[625] who will one day destroy your city; you stole my wedded wife and wickedly carried off much treasure when you were her guest, and now you would fling fire upon our ships, and kill our heroes. A day will come when, rage as you may, you shall be stayed. O father Zeus, you, whom they say are above all both gods and men in wisdom, and from whom all things that befall us do proceed, how can you thus favor the Trojans—men so proud and overweening, that they are never tired of fighting? All things pall after a while—sleep, love, sweet song, and stately dance—still these are things of which a man would surely have his fill rather than of battle, whereas it is of battle that the Trojans are insatiate.” 

[640] So saying Menelaos stripped the blood-stained armor from the body of Peisandros, and handed it over to his men; then he again ranged himself among those who were in the front of the fight. 

[643] Harpalion son of King Pylaemenes then sprang upon him; he had come to fight at Troy along with his father, but he did not go home again. He struck the middle of Menelaos’ shield with his spear but could not pierce it, and to save his life drew back under cover of his men, looking round him on every side lest he should be wounded. But Meriones aimed a bronze-tipped arrow at him as he was leaving the field, and hit him on the right buttock; the arrow pierced the bone through and through, and penetrated the bladder, so he sat down where he was and breathed his last in the arms of his comrades, stretched like a worm upon the ground and watering the earth with the blood that flowed from his wound. The brave Paphlagonians tended him with all due care; they raised him into his chariot, and bore him sadly off to the city of Troy; his father went also with him weeping bitterly, but there was no ransom that could bring his dead son to life again. 

[660] Paris was deeply grieved by the death of Harpalion, who was his host when he went among the Paphlagonians; he aimed an arrow, therefore, in order to avenge him. Now there was a certain man named Euchenor, son of Polyidus the prophet [mantis], a brave man and wealthy, whose home was in Corinth. This Euchenor had set sail for Troy well knowing that it would be the death of him, for his good old father Polyidus had often told him that he must either stay at home and die of a terrible disease, or go with the Achaeans and perish at the hands of the Trojans; he chose, therefore, to avoid incurring the heavy fine the Achaeans would have laid upon him, and at the same time to escape the pain and suffering of disease. Paris now smote him on the jaw under his ear, whereon the life went out of him and he was enshrouded in the darkness of death. 

[673] Thus then did they fight as it were a flaming fire. But Hektor had not yet heard, and did not know that the Argives were making havoc of his men on the left wing of the battle, where the Achaeans before long would have triumphed over them, so vigorously did Poseidon cheer them on and help them. He therefore held on at the point where he had first forced his way through the gates and the wall, after breaking through the serried ranks of Danaan warriors. It was here that the ships of Ajax and Protesilaos were drawn up by the seashore; here the wall was at its lowest, and the fight both of man and horse raged most fiercely. The Boeotians and the Ionians with their long tunics, the Locrians, the men of Phthia, and the famous force of the Epeans could hardly stay Hektor as he rushed on towards the ships, nor could they drive him from them, for he was as a wall of fire. The chosen men of the Athenians were in the van, led by Menestheus son of Peteos, with whom were also Pheidas, Stichios, and stalwart Bias: Meges son of Phyleus, Amphion, and Dracius commanded the Epeans, while Medon and staunch Podarkes led the men of Phthia. Of these, Medon was bastard son to Oileus and brother of Ajax, but he lived in Phylace away from his own country, for he had killed the brother of his stepmother Eriopis, the wife of Oileus; the other, Podarkes, was the son of Iphiklos son of Phylakos. These two stood in the van of the Phthians, and defended the ships along with the Boeotians. 

[701] Ajax son of Oileus never for a moment left the side of Ajax son of Telamon, but as two swart oxen both strain their utmost at the plough which they are drawing in a fallow field, and the sweat steams upwards from about the roots of their horns—nothing but the yoke divides them as they break up the ground till they reach the end of the field—even so did the two Ajaxes stand shoulder to shoulder by one another. Many and brave comrades followed the son of Telamon, to relieve him of his shield when he was overcome with sweat and toil, but the Locrians did not follow so close after the son of Oileus, for they could not hold their own in a hand-to-hand fight. They had no bronze helmets with plumes of horse-hair, neither had they shields nor ashen spears, but they had come to Troy armed with bows, and with slings of twisted wool from which they showered their missiles to break the ranks of the Trojans. The others, therefore, with their heavy armor bore the brunt of the fight with the Trojans and with Hektor, while the Locrians shot from behind, under their cover; and thus the Trojans began to lose heart, for the arrows threw them into confusion. 

[723] The Trojans would now have been driven in sorry plight from the ships and tents back to windy Ilion, had not Polydamas presently said to Hektor, “Hektor, there is no persuading you to take advice. Because heaven has so richly endowed you with the arts of war, you think that you must therefore excel others in counsel; but you cannot thus claim preeminence in all things. Heaven has made one man an excellent warrior; of another it has made a dancer or a singer and player on the lyre; while yet in another Zeus has implanted a wise understanding [noos] of which men reap fruit to the saving of many, and he himself knows more about it than any one; therefore I will say what I think will be best. The fight has hemmed you in as with a circle of fire,

[736] and even now that the Trojans are within the wall some of them stand aloof in full armor, while others are fighting scattered and outnumbered near the ships. Draw back, therefore, and call your chieftains round you, that we may advise together whether to fall now upon the ships in the hope that heaven may grant us victory, or to beat a retreat while we can yet safely do so. I greatly fear that the Achaeans will pay us their debt of yesterday in full, for there is one abiding at their ships who is never weary of battle, and who will not hold aloof much longer.” 

[748] Thus spoke Polydamas, and his words pleased Hektor well. He sprang in full armor from his chariot and said, “Polydamas, gather the chieftains here; I will go yonder into the fight, but will return at once when I have given them their orders.” 

[754] He then sped onward, towering like a snowy mountain, and with a loud cry flew through the ranks of the Trojans and their allies. When they heard his voice they all hastened to gather round Polydamas the excellent son of Panthoös, but Hektor kept on among the foremost, looking everywhere to find Deiphobos and prince Helenus, Adamas son of Asios, and Asios son of Hyrtakos; living, indeed, and unscathed he could no longer find them, for the two last were lying by the sterns of the Achaean ships, losing their life-breath [psukhê] at the hands of the Argives, while the others had been also stricken and wounded by them; but upon the left wing of the dread battle he found Alexander, husband of lovely Helen, cheering his men and urging them on to fight. He went up to him and upbraided him. “Paris,” said he, “evil-hearted Paris, fair to see but woman-mad and false of tongue, where are Deiphobos and King Helenus? Where are Adamas son of Asios, and Asios son of Hyrtakos? Where too is Othryoneus? Ilion is undone and will now surely fall!” 

[774] Alexander answered, “Hektor, why find fault when there is no one to find fault with? I should hold aloof from battle on any day rather than this, for my mother bore me with nothing of the coward about me. From the moment when you set our men fighting about the ships we have been staying here and doing battle with the Danaans. Our comrades about whom you ask me are dead; Deiphobos and King Helenus alone have left the field, wounded both of them in the hand, but the son of Kronos saved them alive. Now, therefore, lead on where you would have us go, and we will follow with right goodwill; you shall not find us fail you in so far as our strength holds out, but no man can do more than in him lies, no matter how willing he may be.” 

[788] With these words he satisfied his brother, and the two went towards the part of the battle where the fight was thickest, about Cebriones, brave Polydamas, Phalces, Orthaeus, godlike Polyphetes, Palmys, Ascanius, and Morys son of Hippotion, who had come from fertile Ascania on the preceding day to relieve other troops. Then Zeus urged them on to fight. They flew forth like the blasts of some fierce wind that strike earth in the van of a thunderstorm—they buffet the salt sea into an uproar; many and mighty are the great waves that come crashing in one after the other upon the shore with their arching heads all crested with foam—even so did rank behind rank of Trojans arrayed in gleaming armor follow their leaders onward. The way was led by Hektor son of Priam, peer of murderous Ares, with his round shield before him—his shield of ox-hides covered with plates of bronze—and his gleaming helmet upon his temples. He kept stepping forward under cover of his shield in every direction, making trial of the ranks to see if they would give way to him, but he could not daunt the courage of the Achaeans. Ajax was the first to stride out and challenge him. “Sir,” he cried, “draw near; why do you think thus vainly to dismay the Argives? We Achaeans are excellent warriors, but the scourge of Zeus has fallen heavily upon us. Your heart is set on destroying our ships,

[813] but we too have bands that can keep you at bay, and your own fair town shall be sooner taken and destroyed by ourselves. The time is near when you shall pray Zeus and all the gods in your flight, that your steeds may be swifter than hawks as they raise the dust on the plain and bear you back to your city.” 

[821] As he was thus speaking a bird flew by upon his right hand, and the host of the Achaeans shouted, for they took heart at the omen. But Hektor answered, “Ajax, braggart and false of tongue, would that I were as sure of being son for evermore to aegis-bearing Zeus, with Queen Hera for my mother, and of being held in like honor with Athena and Apollo, as I am that this day is big with the destruction of the Achaeans; and you shall fall among them if you dare abide my spear; it shall rend your fair body and bid you glut our hounds and birds of prey with your fat and your flesh, as you fall by the ships of the Achaeans.” 

[833] With these words he led the way and the others followed after with a cry that rent the air, while the host of warriors shouted behind them. The Argives on their part raised a shout likewise, nor did they forget their prowess, but stood firm against the onslaught of the Trojan chieftains, and the cry from both the hosts rose up to heaven and to the brightness of Zeus’ presence. [837] 

SCROLL XIV 

[1] Nestor was sitting over his wine, but the cry of battle did not escape him, and he said to the son of Asklepios, “What, noble Machaon, is the meaning of all this? The shouts of men fighting by our ships grow stronger and stronger; stay here, therefore, and sit over your wine, while fair Hekamede heats you a bath and washes the clotted blood from off you. I will go at once to the look-out station and see what it is all about.” 

[9] As he spoke he took up the shield of his son Thrasymedes that was lying in his tent, all gleaming with bronze, for Thrasymedes had taken his father’s shield; he grasped his redoubtable bronze-shod spear, and as soon as he was outside saw the disastrous rout of the Achaeans who, now that their wall was overthrown, were fleeing pell-mell before the Trojans. As when there is a heavy swell upon the sea, but the waves are dumb—they keep their eyes on the watch for the quarter whence the fierce winds may spring upon them, but they stay where they are and set neither this way nor that, till some particular wind sweeps down from heaven to determine [krinô] them—even so did the old man ponder whether to make for the crowd of Danaans, or go in search of Agamemnon. In the end he deemed it best to go to the son of Atreus; but meanwhile the hosts of warriors were fighting and killing one another, and the hard bronze rattled on their bodies, as they thrust at one another with their swords and spears. 

[27] The wounded kings, the son of Tydeus, Odysseus, and Agamemnon son of Atreus, fell in Nestor as they were coming up from their ships—for theirs were drawn up some way from where the fighting was going on, being on the shore itself inasmuch as they had been beached first, while the wall had been built behind the hindmost. The stretch of the shore, wide though it was, did not afford room for all the ships, and the host of warriors was cramped for space, therefore they had placed the ships in rows one behind the other, and had filled the whole opening of the bay between the two points that formed it. The kings, leaning on their spears, were coming out to survey the fight, being in great anxiety, and when old Nestor met them they were filled with dismay. Then King Agamemnon said to him, “Nestor son of Neleus, honor to the Achaean name, why have you left the battle to come here? I fear that what dread Hektor said will come true, when he boasted among the Trojans saying that he would not return to Ilion till he had fired our ships and killed us; this is what he said, and now it is all coming true. Alas! others of the Achaeans, like Achilles, are in anger with me that they refuse to fight by the sterns of our ships.” 

[52] Then Nestor horseman of Gerene answered, “It is indeed as you say; it is all coming true at this moment, and even Zeus who thunders from on high cannot prevent it. Fallen is the wall on which we relied as an impregnable bulwark both for us and our fleet. The Trojans are fighting stubbornly and without ceasing at the ships; look where you may you cannot see from what quarter the rout of the Achaeans is coming; they are being killed in a confused mass and the battle-cry ascends to heaven; let us think, if counsel [noos] can be of any use, what we had better do; but I do not advise our going into battle ourselves, for a man cannot fight when he is wounded.” 

[64] And King Agamemnon answered, “Nestor, if the Trojans are indeed fighting at the rear of our ships, and neither the wall nor the trench has served us—over which the Danaans toiled so hard, and which they deemed would be an impregnable bulwark both for us and our fleet—I see it must be the will of Zeus that the Achaeans should perish ingloriously here, far from Argos. I knew when Zeus was willing to defend us, and I know now that he is raising the Trojans to like honor with the gods, while us, on the other hand, he bas bound hand and foot. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say; let us bring down the ships that are on the beach and draw them into the water; let us make them fast to their mooring-stones a little way out, against the fall of night—if even by night the Trojans will desist from fighting; we may then draw down the rest of the fleet. There is no condemnation [nemesis] for fleeing ruin by night. It is better for a man that he should flee and be saved than be caught and killed.” 

[82] Odysseus looked fiercely at him and said, “Son of Atreus, what are you talking about? Wretch, you should have commanded some other and baser army, and not been ruler over us to whom Zeus has allotted a life of hard fighting from youth to old age, till we every one of us perish. Is it thus that you would quit the city of Troy, to win which we have suffered so much hardship? Hold your peace, lest some other of the Achaeans hear you say what no man who knows how to give good counsel, no king over so great a host of warriors as that of the Argives should ever have let fall from his lips. I despise your judgement utterly for what you have been saying. Would you, then, have us draw down our ships into the water while the battle is raging, and thus play further into the hands of the conquering Trojans? It would be ruin; the Achaeans will not go on fighting when they see the ships being drawn into the water, but will cease attacking and keep turning their eyes towards them; your counsel, therefore, Sir chief, would be our destruction.” 

[103] Agamemnon answered, “Odysseus, your rebuke has stung me to the heart. I am not, however, ordering the Achaeans to draw their ships into the sea whether they will or no. Some one, it may be, old or young, can offer us better counsel which I shall rejoice to hear.” 

[109] Then said Diomedes, “Such an one is at hand; he is not far to seek, if you will listen to me and not resent my speaking though I am younger than any of you. I am by lineage son to a noble sire, Tydeus, who lies buried at Thebes. For Portheus had three noble sons, two of whom, Agrios and Melas, had their abode in Pleuron and rocky Calydon. The third was the horseman Oineus, my father’s father, and he was of the greatest excellence [aretê] among them all. Oineus remained in his own country, but my father (as Zeus and the other gods ordained it) migrated to Argos. He married into the family of Adrastos, and his house was one of great abundance, for he had large estates of rich wheat-growing land, with much orchard ground as well, and he had many sheep; moreover he excelled all the Argives in the use of the spear. You must yourselves have heard whether these things are true or no; therefore when I say well despise not my words as though I were a coward or of ignoble birth. I say, then, let us go to the fight as we needs must, wounded though we be. When there, we may keep out of the battle and beyond the range of the spears lest we get fresh wounds in addition to what we have already, but we can spur on others, who have been indulging their spleen and holding aloof from battle up to now.” 

[133] Thus did he speak; whereon they did even as he had said and set out, King Agamemnon leading the way. 

[135] Meanwhile Poseidon had kept no blind look-out, and came up to them in the semblance of an old man. He took Agamemnon’s right hand in his own and said, “Son of Atreus, I take it Achilles is glad now that he sees the Achaeans routed and slain, for he is utterly without remorse—may he come to a bad end and heaven confound him. As for yourself, the blessed gods are not yet so bitterly angry with you but that the princes and counselors of the Trojans shall again raise the dust upon the plain, and you shall see them fleeing from the ships and tents towards their city.” 

[147] With this he raised a mighty cry of battle, and sped forward to the plain. The voice that came from his deep chest was as that of nine or ten thousand men when they are shouting in the thick of a fight, and it put fresh courage into the hearts of the Achaeans to wage war and do battle without ceasing. 

[153] Hera of the golden throne looked down as she stood upon a peak of Olympus and her heart was gladdened at the sight of him who was at once her brother and her brother-in-law, hurrying here and there amid the fighting. Then she turned her eyes to Zeus as he sat on the topmost crests of many-fountained Ida, and loathed him. She set herself to think how she might trick his mind [noos], and in the end she deemed that it would be best for her to go to Ida and array herself in rich attire, in the hope that Zeus might become enamoured of her, and wish to embrace her. While he was thus engaged a sweet and careless sleep might be made to steal over his eyes and senses. 

[166] She went, therefore, to the room which her son Hephaistos had made her, and the doors of which he had cunningly fastened by means of a secret key so that no other god could open them. Here she entered and closed the doors behind her. She cleansed all the dirt from her fair body with ambrosia, then she anointed herself with olive oil, ambrosial, very soft, and scented specially for herself—if it were so much as shaken in the bronze-floored house of Zeus, the scent pervaded the universe of heaven and earth. With this she anointed her delicate skin, and then she plaited the fair ambrosial locks that flowed in a stream of golden tresses from her immortal head. She put on the wondrous robe which Athena had worked for her with consummate art, and had embroidered with manifold devices; she fastened it about her bosom with golden clasps, and she girded herself with a girdle that had a hundred tassels: then she fastened her earrings, three brilliant pendants that glistened with much grace [kharis],

[183] through the pierced lobes of her ears, and threw a lovely new veil over her head. She bound her sandals on to her feet, and when she had made her adornment [kosmos] perfect, to her satisfaction, she left her room and called Aphrodite to come aside and speak to her. “My dear child,” said she, “will you do what I am going to ask of you, or will refuse me because you are angry at my being on the Danaan side, while you are on the Trojan?” 

[193] Zeus’ daughter Aphrodite answered, “Hera, august queen of goddesses, daughter of mighty Kronos, say what you want, and I will do it for at once, if I can, and if it can be done at all.” 

[197] Then Hera told her a lying tale and said, “I want you to endow me with some of those fascinating charms, the spells of which bring all things mortal and immortal to your feet. I am going to the world’s end to visit Okeanos (from whom all we gods proceed) and mother Tethys: they received me in their house, took care of me, and brought me up, having taken me over from Rhea when Zeus imprisoned great Kronos in the depths that are under earth and sea. I must go and see them that I may make peace between them; they have been quarrelling, and are so angry that they have not slept with one another this long while; if I can bring them round and restore them to one another’s embraces, they will be grateful to me and love me for ever afterwards.” 

[211] Thereon laughter-loving Aphrodite said, “I cannot and must not refuse you, for you sleep in the arms of Zeus who is our king.” 

[214] As she spoke she loosed from her bosom the curiously embroidered girdle into which all her charms had been wrought—love, desire, and that sweet flattery which steals the judgement [noos] even of the most prudent. She gave the girdle to Hera and said, “Take this girdle wherein all my charms reside and lay it in your bosom. If you will wear it I promise you that your errand, be it what it may, will not be bootless.” 

[222] When she heard this Hera smiled, and still smiling she laid the girdle in her bosom. 

[224] Aphrodite now went back into the house of Zeus, while Hera darted down from the summits of Olympus. She passed over Pieria and fair Emathia, and went on and on till she came to the snowy ranges of the Thracian horsemen, over whose topmost crests she sped without ever setting foot to ground. When she came to Athos she went on over the, waves of the sea [pontos] till she reached Lemnos, the city of noble Thoas. There she met Sleep, own brother to Death, and caught him by the hand, saying, “Sleep, you who lord it alike over mortals and immortals, if you ever did me a service in times past, do one for me now, and I shall have gratitude [kharis] to you ever after. Close Zeus’ keen eyes for me in slumber while I hold him clasped in my embrace, and I will give you a beautiful golden seat, that can never fall to pieces; my clubfooted son Hephaistos shall make it for you, and he shall give it a footstool for you to rest your fair feet upon when you are at table.” 

[242] Then Sleep answered, “Hera, great queen of goddesses, daughter of mighty Kronos, I would lull any other of the gods to sleep without compunction, not even excepting the waters of Okeanos from whom all of them proceed, but I dare not go near Zeus, nor send him to sleep unless he bids me. I have had one lesson already through doing what you asked me, on the day when Zeus’ mighty son Herakles set sail from Ilion after having destroyed the city of the Trojans. At your bidding I suffused my sweet self over the mind [noon] of aegis-bearing Zeus, and laid him to rest; meanwhile you hatched a plot against Herakles, and set the blasts of the angry winds beating upon the sea [pontos], till you took him to the goodly city of Cos away from all his friends. Zeus was furious when he awoke, and began hurling the gods about all over the house; he was looking more particularly for myself, and would have flung me down through space into the sea [pontos] where I should never have been heard of any more, had not Night who cows both men and gods protected me. I fled to her and Zeus left off looking for me in spite of his being so angry, for he did not dare do anything to displease Night. And now you are again asking me to do something on which I cannot venture.” 

[263] And Hera said, “Sleep, why do you take such notions as those into your head? Do you think Zeus will be as anxious to help the Trojans, as he was about his own son? Come, I will marry you to one of the youngest of the Graces, and she shall be your own—Pasithea, whom you have always wanted to marry.” 

[269] Sleep was pleased when he heard this, and answered, “Then swear it to me by the dread waters of the river Styx; lay one hand on the bounteous earth, and the other on the sheen of the sea, so that all the gods who dwell down below with Kronos may be our witnesses, and see that you really do give me one of the youngest of the Graces—Pasithea, whom I have always wanted to marry.” 

[278] Hera did as he had said. She swore, and invoked all the gods of the nether world, who are called Titans, to witness. When she had completed her oath, the two enshrouded themselves in a thick mist and sped lightly forward, leaving Lemnos and Imbrus behind them. Presently they reached many-fountained Ida, mother of wild beasts, and Lectum where they left the sea to go on by land, and the tops of the trees of the forest soughed under the going of their feet. Here Sleep halted, and before Zeus caught sight of him he climbed a lofty pine-tree—the tallest that reared its head towards heaven on all Ida. He hid himself behind the branches and sat there in the semblance of the sweet-singing bird that haunts the mountains and is called Chalcis by the gods, but men call it Cymindis. Hera then went to Gargarus, the topmost peak of Ida, and Zeus, driver of the clouds, set eyes upon her. As soon as he did so he became inflamed with the same passionate desire for her that he had felt when they had first enjoyed each other’s embraces, and slept with one another without their dear parents knowing anything about it.

[296] He went up to her and said, “What do you want that you have come here from Olympus—and that too with neither chariot nor horses to convey you?” 

[301] Then Hera told him a lying tale and said, “I am going to the world’s end, to visit Okeanos, from whom all we gods proceed, and mother Tethys; they received me into their house, took care of me, and brought me up. I must go and see them that I may make peace between them: they have been quarrelling, and are so angry that they have not slept with one another this long time. The horses that will take me over land and sea are stationed on the lowermost spurs of many-fountained Ida, and I have come here from Olympus on purpose to consult you. I was afraid you might be angry with me later on, if I went to the house of Okeanos without letting you know.” 

[312] And Zeus said, “Hera, you can choose some other time for paying your visit to Okeanos—for the present let us devote ourselves to love and to the enjoyment of one another. Never yet have I been so overpowered by passion neither for goddess nor mortal woman as I am at this moment for yourself—not even when I was in love with the wife of Ixion who bore me Peirithoos, peer of gods in counsel, nor yet with Danae the daintily-ankle daughter of Acrisius, who bore me the famed hero Perseus. Then there was the daughter of Phoenix, who bore me Minos and Rhadamanthus: there was Semele, and Alkmene in Thebes by whom I begot my lion-hearted son Herakles, while Semele became mother to Dionysus the comforter of mankind. There was queen Demeter again, and lovely Leto, and yourself—but with none of these was I ever so much enamoured as I now am with you.” 

[329] Hera again answered him with a lying tale. “Most dread son of Kronos,” she exclaimed, “what are you talking about? Would you have us enjoy one another here on the top of Mount Ida, where everything can be seen? What if one of the ever-living gods should see us sleeping together, and tell the others? It would be such a scandal that when I had risen from your embraces I could never show myself inside your house again; but if you are so minded, there is a room which your son Hephaistos has made me, and he has given it good strong doors; if you would so have it, let us go there and lie down.” 

[341] And Zeus answered, “Hera, you need not be afraid that either god or man will see you, for I will enshroud both of us in such a dense golden cloud, that the very sun for all his bright piercing beams shall not see through it.” 

[346] With this the son of Kronos caught his wife in his embrace; whereon the earth sprouted them a cushion of young grass, with dew-bespangled lotus, crocus, and hyacinth, so soft and thick that it raised them well above the ground. Here they laid themselves down and overhead they were covered by a fair cloud of gold, from which there fell glittering dew-drops. 

[352] Thus, then, did the sire of all things repose peacefully on the crest of Ida, overcome at once by sleep and love, and he held his spouse in his arms. Meanwhile Sleep made off to the ships of the Achaeans, to tell earth-encircling Poseidon, lord of the earthquake. When he had found him he said, “Now, Poseidon, you can help the Danaans with a will, and give them victory though it be only for a short time while Zeus is still sleeping. I have sent him into a sweet slumber, and Hera has beguiled him into going to bed with her.” 

[361] Sleep now departed and went his ways to and fro among mankind, leaving Poseidon more eager than ever to help the Danaans. He darted forward among the first ranks and shouted saying, “Argives, shall we let Hektor son of Priam have the triumph of taking our ships and covering himself with glory? This is what he says that he shall now do, seeing that Achilles is still in dudgeon at his ship; we shall get on very well without him if we keep each other in heart and stand by one another. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say. Let us each take the best and largest shield we can lay hold of, put on our helmets, and come forth with our longest spears in our hands; will lead you on, and Hektor son of Priam, rage as he may, will not dare to hold out against us. If any good staunch warrior has only a small shield, let him hand it over to a worse man, and take a larger one for himself.” 

[378] Thus did he speak, and they did even as he had said. The son of Tydeus, Odysseus, and Agamemnon, wounded though they were, set the others in array, and went about everywhere effecting the exchanges of armor; the most valiant took the best armor, and gave the worse to the worse man. When they had donned their bronze armor they marched on with Poseidon at their head. In his strong hand he grasped his terrible sword, keen of edge and flashing like lightning; just deserts [themis] to him who comes across it in the day of battle; all men quake for fear and keep away from it. 

[389] Hektor on the other side set the Trojans in array. Thereon Poseidon and Hektor waged fierce war on one another—Hektor on the Trojan and Poseidon on the Argive side. Mighty was the uproar as the two forces met; the sea came rolling in towards the ships and tents of the Achaeans, but waves do not thunder on the shore more loudly when driven before the blast of Boreas, nor do the flames of a forest fire roar more fiercely when it is well alight upon the mountains, nor does the wind bellow with ruder music as it tears on through the tops of when it is blowing its hardest, than the terrible shout which the Trojans and Achaeans raised as they sprang upon one another. 

[402] Hektor first aimed his spear at Ajax, who was turned full towards him, nor did he miss his aim. The spear struck him where two bands passed over his chest—the band of his shield and that of his silver-studded sword—and these protected his body. Hektor was angry that his spear should have been hurled in vain, and withdrew under cover of his men. As he was thus retreating, Ajax son of Telamon struck him with a stone, of which there were many lying about

[410] under the men’s feet as they fought—brought there to give support to the ships’ sides as they lay on the shore. Ajax caught up one of them and struck Hektor above the rim of his shield close to his neck; the blow made him spin round like a top and reel in all directions. As an oak falls headlong when uprooted by the lightning flash of father Zeus, and there is a terrible smell of brimstone—no man can help being dismayed if he is standing near it, for a thunderbolt is a very awful thing—even so did Hektor fall to earth and bite the dust. His spear fell from his hand, but his shield and helmet were made fast about his body, and his bronze armor rang about him. 

[421] The sons of the Achaeans came running with a loud cry towards him, hoping to drag him away, and they showered their darts on the Trojans, but none of them could wound him before he was surrounded and covered by the princes Polydamas, Aeneas, Agenor, Sarpedon chief of the Lycians, and noble Glaukos: of the others, too, there was not one who was unmindful of him, and they held their round shields over him to cover him. His comrades then lifted him off the ground and bore him away from the battle [ponos] to the place where his horses stood waiting for him at the rear of the fight with their driver and the chariot; these then took him towards the city groaning and in great pain. When they reached the ford of the air stream of Xanthos, begotten of Immortal Zeus, they took him from off his chariot and laid him down on the ground; they poured water over him, and as they did so he breathed again and opened his eyes. Then kneeling on his knees he vomited blood, but soon fell back on to the ground, and his eyes were again closed in darkness for he was still stunned by the blow. 

[440] When the Argives saw Hektor leaving the field, they took heart and set upon the Trojans yet more furiously. Ajax fleet son of Oileus began by springing on Satnios son of Enops and wounding him with his spear: a fair naiad nymph had borne him to Enops

[445] as he was herding cattle by the banks of the river Satnioeis. The son of Oileus came up to him and struck him in the flank so that he fell, and a fierce fight between Trojans and Danaans raged round his body. Polydamas son of Panthoös drew near to avenge him, and wounded Prothoenor son of Areilykos on the right shoulder; the terrible spear went right through his shoulder, and he clutched the earth as he fell in the dust. Polydamas boasted loudly over him saying, “Again I take it that the spear has not sped in vain from the strong hand of the son of Panthoös; an Argive has caught it in his body, and it will serve him for a staff as he goes down into the house of Hades.” 

[458] The Argives felt grief [akhos] at this boasting. Ajax son of Telamon was more angry than any, for the man had fallen close be, him; so he aimed at Polydamas as he was retreating, but Polydamas saved himself by swerving aside and the spear struck Archelokhos son of Antenor, for heaven counseled his destruction; it struck him where the head springs from the neck at the top joint of the spine, and severed both the tendons at the back of the head. His head, mouth, and nostrils reached the ground long before his legs and knees could do so, and Ajax shouted to Polydamas saying, “Think, Polydamas, and tell me truly whether this man is not as well worth killing as Prothoenor was: he seems rich, and of rich family, a brother, it may be, or son of the horseman Antenor, for he is very like him.” 

[475] But he knew well who it was, and the Trojans were felt much grief [akhos]. Acamas then bestrode his brother’s body and wounded Promakhos the Boeotian with his spear, for he was trying to drag his brother’s body away. Acamas boasted loudly over him saying, “Argive archers, braggarts that you are, toil [ponos] and suffering shall not be for us only, but some of you too shall fall here as well as ourselves. See how Promakhos now sleeps, vanquished by my spear; payment for my brother’s blood has not long delayed; a man, therefore, may well be thankful if he leaves a kinsman in his house behind him to avenge his fall.” 

[486] His taunts gave grief [akhos] to the Argives, and Peneleos was more enraged than any of them. He sprang towards Acamas, but Acamas did not stand his ground, and he killed Ilioneus son of the rich flock-master Phorbas, whom Hermes had favored and endowed with greater wealth than any other of the Trojans. Ilioneus was his only son, and Peneleos now wounded him in the eye under his eyebrows, tearing the eye-ball from its socket: the spear went right through the eye into the nape of the neck, and he fell, stretching out both hands before him. Peneleos then drew his sword and smote him on the neck, so that both head and helmet came tumbling down to the ground with the spear still sticking in the eye; he then held up the head, as though it had been a poppy-head, and showed it to the Trojans, boasting over them as he did so. “Trojans,” he cried, “bid the father and mother of noble Ilioneus make moan for him in their house, for the wife also of Promakhos son of Alegenor will never be gladdened by the coming of her dear husband—when we Argives return with our ships from Troy.” 

[506] As he spoke fear fell upon them, and every man looked round about to see where he might flee for safety. 

[508] Tell me now, O Muses that dwell on Olympus, who was the first of the Argives to bear away blood-stained spoils after Poseidon lord of the earthquake had turned the fortune of war. Ajax son of Telamon was first to wound Hyrtios son of Gyrtios, chief of the staunch Mysians. Antilokhos killed Phalces and Mermerus, while Meriones slew Morys and Hippotion, Teucer also killed Prothoon and Periphetes. The son of Atreus then wounded Hyperenor shepherd of his people, in the flank, and the bronze point made his entrails gush out as it tore in among them; then his life [psukhê] came hurrying out of him at the place where he had been wounded, and his eyes were closed in darkness. Ajax son of Oileus killed more than any other, for there was no man so fleet as he to pursue fleeing foes when Zeus had spread panic among them. [522] 

SCROLL XV 

[1] But when their flight had taken them past the trench and the set stakes, and many had fallen by the hands of the Danaans, the Trojans made a halt on reaching their chariots, routed and pale with fear. Zeus now woke on the crests of Ida, where he was lying with golden-throned Hera by his side, and starting to his feet he saw the Trojans and Achaeans, the one thrown into confusion, and the others driving them pell-mell before them with King Poseidon in their midst. He saw Hektor lying on the ground with his comrades gathered round him, gasping for breath, wandering in mind and vomiting blood, for it was not the feeblest of the Achaeans who struck him. 

[12] The sire of gods and men had pity on him, and looked fiercely on Hera. “I see, Hera,” said he, “you mischief-making trickster, that your cunning has stayed Hektor from fighting and has caused the rout of his host of warriors. I am in half a mind to thrash you, in which case you will be the first to reap the fruits of your base knavery. Do you not remember how once upon a time I had you hanged? I fastened two anvils on to your feet, and bound your hands in a chain of gold which none might break, and you hung in mid-air among the clouds. All the gods in Olympus were in a fury, but they could not reach you to set you free; when I caught any one of them I gripped him and hurled him from the heavenly threshold till he came fainting down to earth; yet even this did not relieve my mind from the incessant anxiety

[25] which I felt about noble Herakles whom you and Boreas had spitefully conveyed beyond the seas [pontos] to Cos, after suborning the tempests; but I rescued him, and notwithstanding all his mighty labors I brought him back again to Argos. I would remind you of this that you may learn to leave off being so deceitful, and discover how much you are likely to gain by the embraces out of which you have come here to trick me.” 

[34] Hera trembled as he spoke, and said, “May heaven above and earth below be my witnesses, with the waters of the river Styx—and this is the most solemn oath that a blessed god can take—no, I swear also by your own almighty head and by our bridal bed—things over which I could never possibly perjure myself—that Poseidon is not punishing Hektor and the Trojans and helping the Achaeans through any doing of mine; it is all of his own mere motion because he was sorry to see the Achaeans hard pressed at their ships: if I were advising him, I should tell him to do as you bid him.” 

[47] The sire of gods and men smiled and answered, “If you, Hera, were always to support me when we sit in council of the gods, Poseidon, like it or no, would soon come round to your and my way of thinking [noon]. If, then, you are speaking the truth and mean what you say, go among the rank and file of the gods, and tell Iris and Apollo lord of the bow, that I want them—Iris, that she may go to the Achaean host of warriors and tell Poseidon to leave off fighting and go home, and Apollo, that he may send Hektor again into battle and give him fresh strength; he will thus forget his present sufferings, and drive the Achaeans back in confusion till they fall among the ships of Achilles son of Peleus. Achilles will then send his comrade Patroklos into battle, and Hektor will kill him in front of Ilion after he has slain many warriors, and among them my own noble son Sarpedon. Achilles will kill Hektor to avenge Patroklos, and from that time I will bring it about that the Achaeans shall persistently drive the Trojans back till they fulfil the counsels of Athena and take Ilion. But I will not stay my anger, nor permit any god to help the Danaans till I have accomplished the desire of the son of Peleus, according to the promise I made by bowing my head on the day when Thetis touched my knees and besought me to give him honor.” 

[78] Hera heeded his words and went from the heights of Ida to great Olympus. Swift as the thought [noos] of one whose fancy carries him over vast continents, and he says to himself, “Now I will be here, or there,” and he would have all manner of things—even so swiftly did Hera wing her way till she came to high Olympus and went in among the gods who were gathered in the house of Zeus. When they saw her they all of them came up to her, and held out their cups to her by way of greeting. She let the others be, but took the cup offered her by lovely Themis, who was first to come running up to her. “Hera,” said she, “why are you here? And you seem troubled—has your husband the son of Kronos been frightening you?” 

[93] And Hera answered, “Themis, do not ask me about it. You know what a proud and cruel disposition my husband has. Lead the gods to table, where you and all the immortals can hear the wicked designs that he has avowed. Many a one, mortal and immortal, will be angered by them, however peaceably he may be feasting now.” 

[100] At this Hera sat down, and the gods were troubled throughout the house of Zeus. Laughter sat on her lips but her brow was furrowed with care, and she spoke up in a rage. “Fools that we are,” she cried, “to be thus madly angry with Zeus; we keep on wanting to go up to him and stay him by force or by persuasion, but he sits aloof and cares for nobody, for he knows that he is much stronger than any other of the immortals. Make the best, therefore, of whatever ills he may choose to send each one of you; Ares, I take it, has had a taste of them already, for his son Ascalaphus has fallen in battle—the man whom of all others he loved most dearly and whose father he owns himself to be.” 

[113] When he heard this Ares smote his two sturdy thighs with the flat of his hands, and said in anger, “Do not blame me, you gods that dwell in heaven, if I go to the ships of the Achaeans and avenge the death of my son, even though it end in my being struck by Zeus’ lightning and lying in blood and dust among the corpses.” 

[119] As he spoke he gave orders to yoke his horses Panic and Rout, while he put on his armor. At this, Zeus would have been roused to still more fierce and implacable anger [mênis] against the other immortals, had not Athena, armed for the safety of the gods, sprung from her seat and hurried outside. She tore the helmet from his head and the shield from his shoulders, and she took the bronze spear from his strong hand and set it on one side; then she said to Ares, “Madman, you are undone; you have ears that hear not, or you have lost all judgement [aidôs] and understanding [noos]; have you not heard what Hera has said on coming straight from the presence of Olympian Zeus? Do you wish to go through all kinds of suffering before you are brought back sick and sorry to Olympus, after having caused infinite mischief to all us others? Zeus would instantly leave the Trojans and Achaeans to themselves; he would come to Olympus to punish us, and would grip us up one after another, guilty [aitios] or not guilty. Therefore lay aside your anger for the death of your son; better men than he have either been killed already or will fall hereafter, and one cannot protect every one’s whole family.” 

[142] With these words she took Ares back to his seat. Meanwhile Hera called Apollo outside, with Iris the messenger of the gods. “Zeus,” she said to them, “desires you to go to him at once on Mount Ida; when you have seen him you are to do as he may then bid you.” 

[149] Thereon Hera left them and resumed her seat inside, while Iris and Apollo made all haste on their way. When they reached many-fountained Ida, mother of wild beasts, they found Zeus seated on topmost Gargarus with a fragrant cloud encircling his head as with a diadem. They stood before his presence, and he was pleased with them for having been so quick in obeying the orders his wife had given them. 

[157] He spoke to Iris first. “Go,” said he, “fleet Iris, tell King Poseidon what I now bid you—and tell him true. Bid him leave off fighting, and either join the company of the gods, or go down into the sea. If he takes no heed and disobeys me, let him consider well whether he is strong enough to hold his own against me if I attack him. I am older and much stronger than he is; yet he is not afraid to set himself up as on a level with myself, of whom all the other gods stand in awe.” 

[168] Iris, fleet as the wind, obeyed him, and as the cold hail or snowflakes that fly from out the clouds before the blast of Boreas, even so did she wing her way till she came close up to the great shaker of the earth. Then she said, “I have come, O dark-haired king that holds the world in his embrace, to bring you a message from Zeus. He bids you leave off fighting, and either join the company of the gods or go down into the sea; if, however, you take no heed and disobey him, he says he will come down here and fight you. He would have you keep out of his reach, for he is older and much stronger than you are, and yet you are not afraid to set yourself up as on a level with himself, of whom all the other gods stand in awe.” 

[184] Poseidon was very angry and said, “Great heavens! strong as Zeus may be, he has said more than he can do if he has threatened violence against me, who am of like honor with himself. We were three brothers whom Rhea bore to Kronos—Zeus, myself, and Hades who rules the world below. Heaven and earth were divided into three parts, and each of us was to have an equal share. When we cast lots, it fell to me to have my dwelling in the sea for evermore; Hades took the darkness of the realms under the earth, while air and sky and clouds were the portion that fell to Zeus; but earth and great Olympus are the common property of all.

[193] Therefore I will not walk as Zeus would have me. For all his strength, let him keep to his own third share and be contented without threatening to lay hands upon me as though I were nobody. Let him keep his bragging talk for his own sons and daughters, who must perforce obey him. 

[200] Iris fleet as the wind then answered, “Am I really, Poseidon, to take this daring and unyielding message to Zeus, or will you reconsider your answer? Sensible people are open to argument, and you know that the Erinyes always range themselves on the side of the older person.” 

[205] Poseidon answered, “Goddess Iris, your words have been spoken in season. It is well when a messenger shows so much discretion. Nevertheless it gives me grief [akhos] that any one should rebuke so angrily another who is his own peer, and of like empire with himself. Now, however, I will give way in spite of my displeasure; furthermore let me tell you, and I mean what I say—if contrary to the desire of myself, Athena driver of the spoil, Hera, Hermes, and King Hephaistos, Zeus spares steep Ilion, and will not let the Achaeans have the great triumph of destroying it, let him understand that he will incur our implacable resentment.” 

[218] Poseidon now left the field to go down under the sea [pontos], and sorely did the Achaeans miss him. Then Zeus said to Apollo, “Go, dear Phoebus, to Hektor, for Poseidon who holds the earth in his embrace has now gone down under the sea to avoid the severity of my displeasure. Had he not done so those gods who are below with Kronos would have come to hear of the fight between us. It is better for both of us that he should have curbed his anger and kept out of my reach, for I should have had much trouble with him. Take, then, your tasseled aegis, and shake it furiously, so as to set the Achaean heroes in a panic; take, moreover, brave Hektor, O Far-Darter, into your own care, and rouse him to deeds of daring, till the Achaeans are sent fleeing back to their ships and to the Hellespont. From that point I will think it well over, how the Achaeans may have a respite from their troubles [ponos].” 

[236] Apollo obeyed his father’s saying, and left the crests of Ida, flying like a falcon, bane of doves and swiftest of all birds. He found Hektor no longer lying upon the ground, but sitting up, for he had just come to himself again. He knew those who were about him, and the sweat and hard breathing had left him from the moment when the will [noos] of aegis-bearing Zeus had revived him. Apollo stood beside him and said, “Hektor, son of Priam, why are you so faint, and why are you here away from the others? Has any mishap befallen you?” 

[246] Hektor in a weak voice answered, “And which, kind sir, of the gods are you, who now ask me thus? Do you not know that Ajax struck me on the chest with a stone as I was killing his comrades at the ships of the Achaeans, and compelled me to leave off fighting? I made sure that this very day I should breathe my last and go down into the house of Hades.” 

[253] Then King Apollo said to him, “Take heart; the son of Kronos has sent you a mighty helper from Ida to stand by you and defend you, even me, Phoebus Apollo of the golden sword, who have been guardian up to now not only of yourself but of your city. Now, therefore, order your horsemen to drive their chariots to the ships in great multitudes. I will go before your horses to smooth the way for them, and will turn the Achaeans in flight.” 

[262] As he spoke he infused great strength into the shepherd of his people. And as a horse, stabled and full-fed, breaks loose and gallops gloriously over the plain to the place where he is wont to take his bath in the river—he tosses his head, and his mane streams over his shoulders as in all the pride of his strength he flies full speed to the pastures where the mares are feeding—even so Hektor, when he heard what the god said, urged his horsemen on, and sped forward as fast as his limbs could take him.

[270] As country peasants set their hounds on to a horned stag or wild goat—he has taken shelter under rock or thicket, and they cannot find him, but, behold, a bearded lion whom their shouts have roused stands in their path, and they are in no further humor for the chase—even so the Achaeans were still charging on in a body, using their swords and spears pointed at both ends, but when they saw Hektor going about among his men they were afraid, and their hearts fell down into their feet. 

[281] Then spoke Thoas son of Andraemon, leader of the Aetolians, a man who could throw a good throw, and who was staunch also in close fight, while few could surpass him in debate when opinions were divided. He then with all sincerity and goodwill addressed them thus: “What, in heaven’s name, do I now see? Is it not Hektor come to life again? Every one made sure he had been killed by Ajax son of Telamon, but it seems that one of the gods has again rescued him. He has killed many of us Danaans already, and I take it will yet do so, for the hand of Zeus must be with him or he would never dare show himself so masterful in the forefront of the battle. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say; let us order the main body of our forces to fall back upon the ships, but let those of us who profess to be the flower of the army stand firm, and see whether we cannot hold Hektor back at the point of our spears as soon as he comes near us; I conceive that he will then think better of it before he tries to charge into the press of the Danaans.” 

[300] Thus did he speak, and they did even as he had said. Those who were about Ajax and King Idomeneus, the followers moreover of Teucer, Meriones, and Meges peer of Ares called all their best men about them and sustained the fight against Hektor and the Trojans, but the main body fell back upon the ships of the Achaeans. 

[306] The Trojans pressed forward in a dense body, with Hektor striding on at their head. Before him went Phoebus Apollo shrouded in cloud about his shoulders. He bore aloft the terrible aegis with its shaggy fringe, which Hephaistos the smith had given Zeus to strike terror into the hearts of men. With this in his hand he led on the Trojans. 

[312] The Argives held together and stood their ground. The cry of battle rose high from either side, and the arrows flew from the bowstrings. Many a spear sped from strong hands and fastened in the bodies of many a valiant warrior, while others fell to earth midway, before they could taste of man’s fair flesh and glut themselves with blood. So long as Phoebus Apollo held his aegis quietly and without shaking it, the weapons on either side took effect and the people fell, but when he shook it straight in the face of the Danaans and raised his mighty battle-cry their hearts fainted within them and they forgot their former prowess. As when two wild beasts spring in the dead of night on a herd of cattle or a large flock of sheep when the herdsman is not there—even so were the Danaans struck helpless, for Apollo filled them with panic and gave victory to Hektor and the Trojans. 

[328] The fight then became more scattered and they killed one another where they best could. Hektor killed Stichios and Arkesilaos, the one, leader of the Boeotians, and the other, friend and comrade of Menestheus. Aeneas killed Medon and Iasus. The first was bastard son to Oileus, and brother to Ajax, but he lived in Phylace away from his own country, for he had killed a man, a kinsman of his stepmother Eriopis whom Oileus had married. Iasus had become a leader of the Athenians, and was son of Sphelus the son of Boukolos. Polydamas killed Mecisteus, and Polites Echios, in the front of the battle, while Agenor slew Klonios. Paris struck Deiochus from behind in the lower part of the shoulder, as he was fleeing among the foremost, and the point of the spear went clean through him. 

[343] While they were spoiling these heroes of their armor, the Achaeans were fleeing pell-mell to the trench and the set stakes, and were forced back within their wall. Hektor then cried out to the Trojans, “Forward to the ships, and let the spoils be. If I see any man keeping back on the other side the wall away from the ships I will have him killed: his kinsmen and kinswomen shall not give him his dues of fire, but dogs shall tear him in pieces in front of our city.” 

[352] As he spoke he laid his whip about his horses’ shoulders and called to the Trojans throughout their ranks; the Trojans shouted with a cry that rent the air, and kept their horses neck and neck with his own. Phoebus Apollo went before, and kicked down the banks of the deep trench into its middle so as to make a great broad bridge, as broad as the throw of a spear when a man is trying his strength. The Trojan battalions poured over the bridge, and Apollo with his redoubtable aegis led the way. He kicked down the wall of the Achaeans as easily as a child who playing on the sea shore has built a house of sand and then kicks it down again and destroys it—even so did you, O Apollo, shed toil and trouble upon the Argives, filling them with panic and confusion. 

[367] Thus then were the Achaeans hemmed in at their ships, calling out to one another and raising their hands with loud cries every man to heaven. Nestor of Gerene, tower of strength to the Achaeans, lifted up his hands to the starry firmament of heaven, and prayed more fervently than any of them. “Father Zeus,” said he, “if ever any one in wheat-growing Argos burned you fat thigh-pieces of sheep or heifer and prayed that he might return safely home, whereon you bowed your head to him in assent, bear it in mind now, and allow not the Trojans to triumph thus over the Achaeans.” 

[377] All counseling Zeus thundered loudly in answer to die prayer of the aged son of Neleus. When the heard Zeus thunder they flung themselves yet more fiercely on the Achaeans. As a wave breaking over the bulwarks of a ship when the sea runs high before a gale—for it is the force of the wind that makes the waves so great—even so did the Trojans spring over the wall with a shout, and drive their chariots onwards. The two sides fought with their double-pointed spears in hand-to-hand encounter-the Trojans from their chariots, and the Achaeans climbing up into their ships and wielding the long pikes that were lying on the decks ready for use in a sea-fight, jointed and shod with bronze. 

[390] Now Patroklos, so long as the Achaeans and Trojans were fighting about the wall, but were not yet within it and at the ships, remained sitting in the tent of good Eurypylus, entertaining him with his conversation and spreading herbs over his wound to ease his pain. When, however, he saw the Trojans swarming through the breach in the wall, while the Achaeans were clamoring and struck with panic, he cried aloud, and smote his two thighs with the flat of his hands. “Eurypylus,” said he in his dismay, “I know you want me badly, but I cannot stay with you any longer, for there is hard fighting going on; an attendant [therapôn] shall take care of you now, for I must make all speed to Achilles, and induce him to fight if I can; who knows but with a god’s [daimôn] help I may persuade him. A man does well to listen to the advice of a friend.” 

[405] When he had thus spoken he went his way. The Achaeans stood firm and resisted the attack of the Trojans, yet though these were fewer in number, they could not drive them back from the ships, neither could the Trojans break the Achaean ranks and make their way in among the tents and ships. As a carpenter’s line gives a true edge to a piece of ship’s timber, in the hand of some skilled artisan whom Athena has instructed in all kinds of useful arts—even so level was the issue of the fight between the two sides, as they fought some round one and some round another. 

[415] Hektor made straight for Ajax, and the two engaged in fierce struggle [ponos] about the same ship. Hektor could not force Ajax back and fire the ship, nor yet could Ajax drive Hektor from the spot to which a god [daimôn] had brought him. 

[419] Then Ajax struck Caletor son of Clytius in the chest with a spear as he was bringing fire towards the ship. He fell heavily to the ground and the torch dropped from his hand. When Hektor saw his cousin fallen in front of the ship he shouted to the Trojans and Lycians saying, “Trojans, Lycians, and Dardanians good in close fight, bate not a jot, but rescue the son of Clytius lest the Achaeans strip him of his armor now that he has fallen in the struggle [agôn].” 

[430] He then aimed a spear at Ajax, and missed him, but he hit Lykophron a follower [therapôn] of Ajax, who came from Cythera, but was living with Ajax inasmuch as he had killed a man among the Cythereans. Hektor’s spear struck him on the head below the ear, and he fell headlong from the ship’s prow on to the ground with no life left in him. Ajax shook with rage and said to his brother, “Teucer, my good fellow, our trusty comrade the son of Mastor has fallen, he came to live with us from Cythera and whom we honored as much as our own parents. Hektor has just killed him; fetch your deadly arrows at once and the bow which Phoebus Apollo gave you.” 

[442] Teucer heard him and hastened towards him with his bow and quiver in his hands. Forthwith he showered his arrows on the Trojans, and hit Cleitus the son of Peisenor, comrade of Polydamas the noble son of Panthoös, with the reins in his hands as he was attending to his horses; he was in the middle of the very thickest part of the fight, doing good service to Hektor and the Trojans, but evil had now come upon him, and not one of those who wanted to do so could avert it, for the arrow struck him on the back of the neck. He fell from his chariot and his horses shook the empty car as they swerved aside. King Polydamas saw what had happened, and was the first to come up to the horses; he gave them in charge to Astynoos son of Protiaon, and ordered him to look on, and to keep the horses near at hand. He then went back and took his place in the front ranks. 

[458] Teucer then aimed another arrow at Hektor, and there would have been no more fighting at the ships if he had hit him and killed him then and there: Zeus, however, who kept watch in his mind [noos] over Hektor, had his eyes on Teucer, and deprived him of his triumph, by breaking his bowstring for him just as he was drawing it and about to take his aim; on this the arrow went astray and the bow fell from his hands. Teucer shook with anger and said to his brother, “Alas, see how some god [daimôn] thwarts us in all we do; it has broken my bowstring and snatched the bow from my hand, though I strung it this selfsame morning that it might serve me for many an arrow.” 

[472] Ajax son of Telamon answered, “My good fellow, let your bow and your arrows be, for Zeus has made them useless in order to spite the Danaans. Take your spear, lay your shield upon your shoulder, and both fight the Trojans yourself and urge others to do so. They may be successful for the moment but if we fight as we ought they will find it a hard matter to take the ships.” Teucer then took his bow and put it by in his tent. He hung a shield four hides thick about his shoulders, and on his comely head he set his helmet well wrought with a crest of horse-hair that nodded menacingly above it; he grasped his redoubtable bronze-shod spear, and forthwith he was by the side of Ajax. 

[484] When Hektor saw that Teucer’s bow was of no more use to him, he shouted out to the Trojans and Lycians, “Trojans, Lycians, and Dardanians good in close fight, be men, my friends, and show your mettle here at the ships, for I see the weapon of one of their chieftains made useless by the hand of Zeus. It is easy to see when Zeus is helping people and means to help them still further, or again when he is bringing them down and will do nothing for them; he is now on our side, and is going against the Argives. Therefore swarm round the ships and fight. If any of you is struck by spear or sword and loses his life, let him die; he dies with honor who dies fighting for his country; and he will leave his wife and children safe behind him, with his house and allotment unplundered if only the Achaeans can be driven back to their own land, they and their ships.” 

[500] With these words he put heart and soul into them all. Ajax on the other side exhorted his comrades saying, “Shame [aidôs] on you Argives, we are now utterly undone, unless we can save ourselves by driving the enemy from our ships. Do you think, if Hektor takes them, that you will be able to get home by land? Can you not hear him cheering on his whole host of warriors to fire our fleet, and bidding them remember that they are not at a dance [khoros] but in battle? Our only plan [noos] is to fight them with might and main; we had better chance it, life or death, once for all, than fight long and without issue hemmed in at our ships by worse men than ourselves.” 

[514] With these words he put life and soul into them all. Hektor then killed Schedios son of Perimedes, leader of the Phoceans, and Ajax killed Laodamas chief of foot soldiers and son to Antenor. Polydamas killed Otus of Cyllene a comrade of the son of Phyleus and chief of the proud Epeans. When Meges saw this he sprang upon him, but Polydamas crouched down, and he missed him, for Apollo would not allow the son of Panthoös to fall in battle; but the spear hit Croesmus in the middle of his chest, whereon he fell heavily to the ground, and Meges stripped him of his armor. At that moment the valiant warrior Dolops son of Lampos sprang upon Lampos was son of Laomedon and for his valor, while his son Dolops was versed in all the ways of war. He then struck the middle of the son of Phyleus’ shield with his spear, setting on him at close quarters, but his good chest-armor made with plates of metal saved him; Phyleus had brought it from Ephyra and the river Selleis, where his host, King Euphetes, had given it him to wear in battle and protect him. It now served to save the life of his son. Then Meges struck the topmost crest of Dolops’ bronze helmet with his spear

[536] and tore away its plume of horse-hair, so that all newly dyed with scarlet as it was it tumbled down into the dust. While he was still fighting and confident of victory, Menelaos came up to help Meges, and got by the side of Dolops unperceived; he then speared him in the shoulder, from behind, and the point, driven so furiously, went through into his chest, whereon he fell headlong. The two then made towards him to strip him of his armor, but Hektor called on all his brothers for help, and he especially upbraided brave Melanippus son of Hiketaon, who used to pasture his herds of cattle in Percote before the war broke out; but when the ships of the Danaans came, he went back to Ilion, where he was eminent among the Trojans, and lived near Priam who treated him as one of his own sons. Hektor now rebuked him and said, “Why, Melanippus, are we thus remiss? do you take no note of the death of your kinsman, and do you not see how they are trying to take Dolops’ armor? Follow me; there must be no fighting the Argives from a distance now, but we must do so in close combat till either we kill them or they take the high wall of Ilion and slay her people.” 

[559] He led on as he spoke, and the hero Melanippus followed after. Meanwhile Ajax son of Telamon was cheering on the Argives. “My friends,” he cried, “be men, and fear loss of honor [aidôs]; acquit yourselves in battle so as to win respect from one another. Men who respect each other’s good opinion are less likely to be killed than those who do not, but in flight there is neither gain nor glory [kleos].” 

[565] Thus did he exhort men who were already bent upon driving back the Trojans. They laid his words to heart and hedged the ships as with a wall of bronze, while Zeus urged on the Trojans. Menelaos of the loud battle-cry urged Antilokhos on. “Antilokhos,” said he, “you are young and there is none of the Achaeans more fleet of foot or more valiant than you are. See if you cannot spring upon some Trojan and kill him.” 

[572] He hurried away when he had thus spurred Antilokhos, who at once darted out from the front ranks and aimed a spear, after looking carefully round him. The Trojans fell back as he threw, and the dart did not speed from his hand without effect, for it struck Melanippus the proud son of Hiketaon in the breast by the nipple as he was coming forward, and his armor rang rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. Antilokhos sprang upon him as a dog springs on a fawn which a hunter has hit as it was breaking away from its covert, and killed it. Even so, O Melanippus, did stalwart Antilokhos spring upon you to strip you of your armor; but noble Hektor marked him, and came running up to him through the thick of the battle. Antilokhos, brave warrior though he was, would not stay to face him, but fled like some savage creature which knows it has done wrong, and flies, when it has killed a dog or a man who is herding his cattle, before a body of men can be gathered to attack it. Even so did the son of Nestor flee, and the Trojans and Hektor with a cry that rent the air showered their weapons after him; nor did he turn round and stay his flight till he had reached his comrades. 

[592] The Trojans, fierce as lions, were still rushing on towards the ships in fulfillment of the behests of Zeus who kept spurring them on to new deeds of daring, while he deadened the courage of the Argives and defeated them by encouraging the Trojans. For he meant giving glory to Hektor son of Priam, and letting him throw fire upon the ships, till he had fulfilled the unrighteous prayer that Thetis had made him; Zeus, therefore, bided his time till he should see the glare of a blazing ship. From that hour he was about so to order that the Trojans should be driven back from the ships and to grant glory to the Achaeans. With this purpose he inspired Hektor son of Priam, who was eager enough already, to assail the ships. His fury was as that of Ares, or as when a fire is raging in the glades of some dense forest upon the mountains; he foamed at the mouth, his eyes glared under his terrible eye-brows, and his helmet quivered on his temples by reason of the fury with which he fought.

[610] Zeus from heaven was with him, and though he was but one against many, granted him victory and glory; for he was doomed to an early death, and already Pallas Athena was hurrying on the hour of his destruction at the hands of the son of Peleus. Now, however, he kept trying to break the ranks of the enemy wherever he could see them thickest, and in the finest armor; but do what he might he could not break through them, for they stood as a tower foursquare, or as some high cliff rising from the gray sea that braves the anger of the gale, and of the waves that thunder up against it. He fell upon them like flames of fire from every quarter. As when a wave, raised mountain high by wind and storm, breaks over a ship and covers it deep in foam, the fierce winds roar against the mast, the hearts of the sailors fail them for fear, and they are saved but by a very little from destruction—even so were the hearts of the Achaeans fainting within them. Or as a savage lion attacking a herd of cows while they are feeding by thousands in the low-lying meadows by some wide-watered shore—the herdsman is at his wit’s end how to protect his herd and keeps going about now in the van and now in the rear of his cattle, while the lion springs into the thick of them and fastens on a cow so that they all tremble for fear—even so were the Achaeans utterly panic-stricken by Hektor and father Zeus. Nevertheless Hektor only killed Periphetes of Mycenae; he was son of Kopreus who was wont to take the orders of King Eurystheus to mighty Herakles, but the son was a far better man in excellence [aretê] than the father in every way; he was fleet of foot, a valiant warrior, and in understanding [noos] ranked among the foremost men of Mycenae. He it was who then afforded Hektor a triumph, for as he was turning back he stumbled against the rim of his shield which reached his feet, and served to keep the javelins off him. He tripped against this and fell face upward, his helmet ringing loudly about his head as he did so. Hektor saw him fall and ran up to him; he then thrust a spear into his chest, and killed him close to his own comrades. These, for all their sorrow, could not help him for they were themselves terribly afraid of Hektor. 

[653] They had now reached the ships and the prows of those that had been drawn up first were on every side of them, but the Trojans came pouring after them. The Argives were driven back from the first row of ships, but they made a stand by their tents without being broken up and scattered; shame [aidôs] and fear restrained them. They kept shouting incessantly to one another, and Nestor of Gerene, tower of strength to the Achaeans, was loudest in imploring every man by his parents, and beseeching him to stand firm. 

[661] “Be men, my friends,” he cried, “and give respect [aidôs] to one another’s good opinion. Think, all of you, on your children, your wives, your property, and your parents whether these be alive or dead. On their behalf though they are not here, I implore you to stand firm, and not to turn in flight.” 

[667] With these words he put heart and soul into them all. Athena lifted the thick veil of darkness from their eyes, and much light fell upon them, alike on the side of the ships and on that where the fight was raging. They could see Hektor and all his men, both those in the rear who were taking no part in the battle, and those who were fighting by the ships. 

[674] Ajax could not bring himself to retreat along with the rest, but strode from deck to deck with a great sea-pike in his hands twelve cubits long and jointed with rings. As a man skilled in feats of horsemanship couples four horses together and comes tearing full speed along the public way from the country into some large town—many both men and women marvel as they see him for he keeps all the time changing his horse, springing from one to another without ever missing his feet while the horses are at a gallop—even so did Ajax go striding from one ship’s deck to another, and his voice went up into the heavens. He kept on shouting his orders to the Danaans and exhorting them to defend their ships and tents;

[688] neither did Hektor remain within the main body of the Trojan warriors, but as a dun eagle swoops down upon a flock of wild-fowl feeding near a river-geese, it may be, or cranes, or long-necked swans—even so did Hektor make straight for a dark-prowed ship, rushing right towards it; for Zeus with his mighty hand impelled him forward, and roused his people to follow him. 

[696] And now the battle again raged furiously at the ships. You would have thought the men were coming on fresh and unwearied, so fiercely did they fight; and this was the mind [noos] in which they were—the Achaeans did not believe they should escape destruction but thought themselves doomed, while there was not a Trojan but his heart beat high with the hope of firing the ships and putting the Achaean heroes to the sword. 

[703] Thus were the two sides minded. Then Hektor seized the stern of the good ship that had brought Protesilaos to Troy, but never bore him back to his native land. Round this ship there raged a close hand-to-hand fight between Danaans and Trojans. They did not fight at a distance with bows and javelins, but with one mind hacked at one another in close combat with their mighty swords and spears pointed at both ends; they fought moreover with keen battle-axes and with hatchets. Many a good stout blade hilted and scabbarded with iron, fell from hand or shoulder as they fought, and the earth ran red with blood. Hektor, when he had seized the ship, would not loose his hold but held on to its curved stern and shouted to the Trojans, “Bring fire, and raise the battle-cry all of you with a single voice. Now has Zeus granted us a day that will pay us for all the rest; this day we shall take the ships which came here against heaven’s will, and which have caused us such infinite suffering through the cowardice of our councilors, who when I would have done battle at the ships held me back and forbade the host of warriors to follow me; if Zeus did then indeed warp our judgements, himself now commands me and cheers me on.” 

[726] As he spoke thus the Trojans sprang yet more fiercely on the Achaeans, and Ajax no longer held his ground, for he was overcome by the darts that were flung at him, and made sure that he was doomed. Therefore he left the raised deck at the stern, and stepped back on to the seven-foot bench of the oarsmen. Here he stood on the look-out, and with his spear held back Trojan whom he saw bringing fire to the ships. All the time he kept on shouting at the top of his voice and exhorting the Danaans. “My friends,” he cried, “Danaan heroes, attendants [therapontes] of Ares, be men my friends, and fight with might and with main. Can we hope to find helpers hereafter, or a wall to shield us more surely than the one we have? There is no strong city within reach, whence we may draw fresh forces to turn the scales in our favor. We are on the plain of the armed Trojans with the sea [pontos] behind us, and far from our own country. Our salvation, therefore, is in the might of our hands and in hard fighting.” 

[742] As he spoke he wielded his spear with still greater fury, and when any Trojan made towards the ships with fire in order to win Hektor’s favor [kharis], he would be on the look-out for him, and drive at him with his long spear. Twelve men did he thus kill in hand-to-hand fight before the ships. [746] 

SCROLL XVI 
[1] Thus did they fight about the ship of Protesilaos. Then Patroklos drew near to Achilles with tears welling from his eyes, as from some spring whose crystal stream falls over the ledges of a high precipice. When Achilles saw him thus weeping he was sorry for him and said, “Why, Patroklos, do you stand there weeping like some inept child that comes running to her mother, and begs to be taken up and carried—she catches hold of her mother’s dress to stay her though she is in a hurry, and looks tearfully up until her mother carries her—even such tears, Patroklos, are you now shedding. Have you anything to say to the Myrmidons or to myself? or have you had news from Phthia which you alone know? They tell me Menoitios son of Actor is still alive, as also Peleus son of Aiakos, among the Myrmidons—men whose loss we two should bitterly deplore; or are you grieving about the Argives and the way in which they are being killed at the ships, through their own high-handed doings? Do not hide anything from my mind [noos] but tell me that both of us may know about it.” 

[20] Then, O horseman Patroklos, with a deep sigh you answered, “Achilles, son of Peleus, foremost champion of the Achaeans, do not be angry, but I feel grief [akhos] about the disaster that has now befallen the Argives. All those who have been their champions so far are lying at the ships, wounded by sword or spear. Brave Diomedes son of Tydeus has been hit with a spear, while famed Odysseus and Agamemnon have received sword-wounds;

[27] Eurypylus again has been struck with an arrow in the thigh; skilled apothecaries are attending to these heroes, and healing them of their wounds; are you still, O Achilles, so inexorable? May it never be my lot to nurse such a passion as you have done, to the bane of your own good name. Who in future story will speak well of you unless you now save the Argives from ruin? You know no pity; horseman Peleus was not your father nor Thetis your mother, but the gray sea bore you and the sheer cliffs begot you, so cruel and remorseless are you in your thinking [noos]. If however you are kept back through knowledge of some oracle, or if your mother Thetis has told you something from the mouth of Zeus, at least send me and the Myrmidons with me, if I may bring deliverance to the Danaans. Let me moreover wear your armor; the Trojans may thus mistake me for you and quit the field, so that the hard-pressed sons of the Achaeans may have breathing time—which while they are fighting may hardly be. We who are fresh might soon drive tired men back from our ships and tents to their own city.” 

[46] He knew not what he was asking, nor that he was suing for his own destruction. Achilles was deeply moved and answered, “What, noble Patroklos, are you saying? I know no prophecies which I am heeding, nor has my mother told me anything from the mouth of Zeus, but I feel grief [akhos] that one of my own rank should dare to rob me because he is more powerful than I am. This grief [akhos], after all that I have gone through, is more than I can endure. The girl whom the sons of the Achaeans chose for me, whom I won as the fruit of my spear on having destroyed a city—her has King Agamemnon taken from me as though I were some common vagrant. Still, let bygones be bygones: no man may keep his anger for ever; I said I would not relent till battle and the cry of war had reached my own ships; nevertheless, now gird my armor about your shoulders, and lead the Myrmidons to battle, for the dark cloud of Trojans has burst furiously over our fleet;

[67] the Argives are driven back on to the beach, cooped within a narrow space, and the whole people of Troy has taken heart to come out against them, because they see not the visor of my helmet gleaming near them. Had they seen this, there would not have been a creek nor grip that had not been filled with their dead as they fled back again. And so it would have been, if only King Agamemnon had dealt fairly by me. As it is the Trojans have beset our host of warriors. Diomedes son of Tydeus no longer wields his spear to defend the Danaans, neither have I heard the voice of the son of Atreus coming from his hated [ekhthros] head, whereas that of murderous Hektor rings in my cars as he gives orders to the Trojans, who triumph over the Achaeans and fill the whole plain with their cry of battle. But even so, Patroklos, fall upon them and save the fleet, lest the Trojans fire it and prevent us from achieving a return [nostos]. Do, however, as I now bid you, that you may win me great honor [timê] from all the Danaans, and that they may restore the girl to me again and give me rich gifts into the bargain. When you have driven the Trojans from the ships, come back again. Though Hera’s thundering husband should put triumph within your reach, do not fight the Trojans further in my absence, or you will rob me of glory that should be mine. And do not for lust of battle go on killing the Trojans nor lead the Achaeans on to Ilion, lest one of the ever-living gods from Olympus attack you—for Phoebus Apollo loves them well: return when you have freed the ships from peril, and let others wage war upon the plain. Would, by father Zeus, Athena, and Apollo, that not a single man of all the Trojans might be left alive, nor yet of the Argives, but that we two might be alone left to tear aside the mantle that veils the brow of Troy.” 

[101] Thus did they converse. But Ajax could no longer hold his ground for the shower of darts that rained upon him; the will [noos] of Zeus and the javelins of the Trojans were too much for him; the helmet that gleamed about his temples rang with the continuous clatter of the missiles that kept pouring on to it and on to the cheek-pieces that protected his face. Moreover his left shoulder was tired with having held his shield so long, yet for all this, let fly at him as they would, they could not make him give ground. He could hardly draw his breath, the sweat rained from every pore of his body, he had not a moment’s respite, and on all sides he was beset by danger upon danger. 

[112] And now, tell me, O Muses that hold your mansions on Olympus, how fire was thrown upon the ships of the Achaeans. Hektor came close up and let drive with his great sword at the ashen spear of Ajax. He cut it clean in two just behind where the point was fastened on to the shaft of the spear. Ajax, therefore, had now nothing but a headless spear, while the bronze point flew some way off and came ringing down on to the ground. Ajax knew the hand of heaven in this, and was dismayed at seeing that Zeus had now left him utterly defenseless and was willing victory for the Trojans. Therefore he drew back, and the Trojans flung fire upon the ship, which was at once wrapped in flame. 

[124] The fire was now flaring about the ship’s stern, whereon Achilles smote his two thighs and said to Patroklos, “Up, noble horseman, for I see the glare of hostile fire at our fleet; up, lest they destroy our ships, and there be no way by which we may retreat. Gird on your armor at once while I call our people together.” 

[131] As he spoke Patroklos put on his armor. First he greaved his legs with greaves of good make, and fitted with ankle-clasps of silver; after this he donned the cuirass of the son of Aiakos, richly inlaid and studded. He hung his silver-studded sword of bronze about his shoulders, and then his mighty shield. On his comely head he set his helmet, well wrought, with a crest of horse-hair that nodded menacingly above it. He grasped two redoubtable spears that suited his hands, but he did not take the spear of noble Achilles, so stout and strong,

[141] for none other of the Achaeans could wield it, though Achilles could do so easily. This was the ashen spear from Mount Pelion, which Cheiron had cut upon a mountain top and had given to Peleus, wherewith to deal out death among heroes. He bade Automedon yoke his horses with all speed, for he was the man whom he held in honor next after Achilles, and on whose support in battle he could rely most firmly. Automedon therefore yoked the fleet horses Xanthos and Balios, steeds that could fly like the wind: these were they whom the harpy Podarge bore to the west wind, as she was grazing in a meadow by the waters of the river Okeanos. In the side traces he set the noble horse Pedasos, whom Achilles had brought away with him when he destroyed the city of Eetion, and who, mortal steed though he was, could take his place along with those that were immortal. 

[155] Meanwhile Achilles went about everywhere among the tents, and bade his Myrmidons put on their armor. Even as fierce ravening wolves that are feasting upon a horned stag which they have killed upon the mountains, and their jaws are red with blood—they go in a pack to lap water from the clear spring with their long thin tongues; and they reek of blood and slaughter; they know not what fear is, for it is hunger drives them—even so did the leaders and counselors of the Myrmidons gather round the noble attendant [therapôn] of the fleet descendant of Aiakos, and among them stood Achilles himself cheering on both men and horses. 

[168] Fifty ships had noble Achilles brought to Troy, and in each there was a crew of fifty oarsmen. Over these he set five chiefs whom he could trust, while he was himself commander over them all. Menesthios of the gleaming chest-armor, son to the river Spercheios that streams from heaven, was chief of the first company. Fair Polydora daughter of Peleus bore him to ever-flowing Spercheios—a woman mated with a god—but he was called son of Borus son of Perieres, with whom his mother was living as his wedded wife, and who gave great wealth to gain her.

[178] The second company was led by noble Eudorus, son to an unwedded woman. Polymele, daughter of Phylas, graceful in dancing [khoros], bore him; the mighty slayer of Argos was enamoured of her as he saw her among the singing women at a dance [khoros] held in honor of Artemis the rushing huntress of the golden arrows; he therefore—Hermes, giver of all good—went with her into an upper chamber, and lay with her in secret, whereon she bore him a noble son Eudorus, singularly fleet of foot and in fight valiant. When Eileithuia goddess of the pains of child-birth brought him to the light of day, and he saw the face of the sun, mighty Echekles son of Actor took the mother to wife, and gave great wealth to gain her, but her father Phylas brought the child up, and took care of him, doting as fondly upon him as though he were his own son. The third company was led by Peisandros son of Maemalus, the finest spearman among all the Myrmidons next to Achilles’ own comrade Patroklos. The old horseman Phoenix was chief of the fourth company, and Alcimedon, noble son of Laerceus of the fifth. 

[198] When Achilles had chosen [krinô] his men and had stationed them all with their chiefs, he charged them straitly saying, “Myrmidons, remember your threats against the Trojans while you were at the ships in the time of my anger, and you were all complaining of me. ‘Cruel son of Peleus,’ you would say, ‘your mother must have nursed you on gall, so ruthless are you. You keep us here at the ships against our will; if you are so relentless it were better we went home over the sea.’ Often have you gathered and thus chided with me. The hour is now come for those high feats of arms that you have so long been pining for, therefore keep high hearts each one of you to do battle with the Trojans.” 

[210] With these words he put heart and soul into them all, and they serried their companies yet more closely when they heard the speech of their king. As the stones which a builder sets in the wall of some high house which is to give shelter from the winds—even so closely were the helmets and bossed shields set against one another. Shield pressed on shield, helm on helm, and man on man; so close were they that the horse-hair plumes on the gleaming ridges of their helmets touched each other as they bent their heads. 

[218] In front of them all two men put on their armor—Patroklos and Automedon—two men, with but one mind to lead the Myrmidons. Then Achilles went inside his tent and opened the lid of the strong chest that silver-footed Thetis had given him to take on board ship, and which she had filled with shirts, cloaks to keep out the cold, and good thick rugs. In this chest he had a cup of rare workmanship, from which no man but himself might drink, nor would he make offering from it to any other god save only to father Zeus. He took the cup from the chest and cleansed it with sulfur; this done he rinsed it clean water, and after he had washed his hands he drew wine. Then he stood in the middle of the court and prayed, looking towards heaven, and making his drink-offering of wine; nor was he unseen of Zeus whose joy is in thunder. “King Zeus,” he cried, “lord of Dodona, god of the Pelasgoi, who dwells afar, you who hold wintry Dodona in your sway, where your prophets the Selloi dwell around you with their feet unwashed and their couches made upon the ground—if you heard me when I prayed to you aforetime, and did me honor while you sent disaster on the Achaeans, grant me now the fulfillment of yet this further prayer. I shall stay here at my assembly [agôn] of ships, but I shall send my comrade into battle at the head of many Myrmidons. Grant, O all-seeing Zeus, that victory may go with him; put your courage into his heart that Hektor may learn whether my attendant [therapôn] is man enough to fight alone, or whether his might is only then so indomitable when I myself enter the turmoil of war. Afterwards when he has chased the fight and the cry of battle from the ships, grant that he may return unharmed, with his armor and his comrades, fighters in close combat.” 

[249] Thus did he pray, and all-counseling Zeus heard his prayer. Part of it he did indeed grant him—but not the whole. He granted that Patroklos should thrust back war and battle from the ships, but refused to let him come safely out of the fight. 

[252] When he had made his drink-offering and had thus prayed, Achilles went inside his tent and put back the cup into his chest. 

[255] Then he again came out, for he still loved to look upon the fierce fight that raged between the Trojans and Achaeans. 

[257] Meanwhile the armed band that was about Patroklos marched on till they sprang high in hope upon the Trojans. They came swarming out like wasps whose nests are by the roadside, and whom inept children love to tease, whereon any one who happens to be passing may get stung—or again, if a wayfarer going along the road vexes them by accident, every wasp will come flying out in a fury to defend his little ones—even with such rage and courage did the Myrmidons swarm from their ships, and their cry of battle rose heavenwards. Patroklos called out to his men at the top of his voice, “Myrmidons, followers of Achilles son of Peleus, be men my friends, fight with might and with main, that we may win glory for the son of Peleus, who is far the foremost man at the ships of the Argives—he, and his close fighting followers [therapontes]. The son of Atreus King Agamemnon will thus learn his derangement [atê] in showing no respect to the bravest of the Achaeans.” 

[275] With these words he put heart and soul into them all, and they fell in a body upon the Trojans. The ships rang again with the cry which the Achaeans raised, and when the Trojans saw the brave son of Menoitios and his [therapôn] all gleaming in their armor, they were daunted and their battalions were thrown into confusion, for they thought the fleet son of Peleus must now have put aside his anger, and have been reconciled to Agamemnon; every one, therefore, looked round about to see where he might flee for safety. 

[284] Patroklos first aimed a spear into the middle of the press where men were packed most closely, by the stern of the ship of Protesilaos. He hit Pyraechmes who had led his Paeonian horsemen from the Amydon and the broad waters of the river Axios; the spear struck him on the right shoulder, and with a groan he fell backwards in the dust; on this his men were thrown into confusion, for by killing their leader, who was the finest warrior among them, Patroklos struck panic into them all. He thus drove them from the ship and quenched the fire that was then blazing—leaving the half-burnt ship to lie where it was. The Trojans were now driven back with a shout that rent the skies, while the Danaans poured after them from their ships, shouting also without ceasing. As when Zeus, gatherer of the thunder-cloud, spreads a dense canopy on the top of some lofty mountain, and all the peaks, the jutting headlands, and forest glades show out in the great light that flashes from the bursting heavens, even so when the Danaans had now driven back the fire from their ships, they took breath for a little while; but the fury of the fight was not yet over, for the Trojans were not driven back in utter rout, but still gave battle, and were ousted from their ground only by sheer fighting. 

[306] The fight then became more scattered, and the chieftains killed one another when and how they could. The valiant son of Menoitios first drove his spear into the thigh of Areilykos just as he was turning round; the point went clean through, and broke the bone so that he fell forward. Meanwhile Menelaos struck Thoas in the chest, where it was exposed near the rim of his shield, and he fell dead. The son of Phyleus saw Amphiklos about to attack him, and before he could do so took aim at the upper part of his thigh, where the muscles are thicker than in any other part; the spear tore through all the sinews of the leg, and his eyes were closed in darkness.

[316] Of the sons of Nestor one, Antilokhos, speared Atymnios, driving the point of the spear through his throat, and down he fell. Maris then sprang on Antilokhos in hand-to-hand fight to avenge his brother, and bestrode the body spear in hand; but valiant Thrasymedes was too quick for him, and in a moment had struck him in the shoulder before he could deal his blow; his aim was true, and the spear severed all the muscles at the root of his arm, and tore them right down to the bone, so he fell heavily to the ground and his eyes were closed in darkness. Thus did these two noble comrades of Sarpedon go down to Erebus slain by the two sons of Nestor; they were the warrior sons of Amisodorus, who had reared the invincible Chimaera, to the bane of many. Ajax son of Oileus sprang on Kleoboulos and took him alive as he was entangled in the crush; but he killed him then and there by a sword-blow on the neck. The sword reeked with his blood, while dark death and the strong hand of fate gripped him and closed his eyes. 

[335] Peneleos and Lykon now met in close fight, for they had missed each other with their spears. They had both thrown without effect, so now they drew their swords. Lykon struck the plumed crest of Peneleos’ helmet but his sword broke at the hilt, while Peneleos smote Lykon on the neck under the ear. The blade sank so deep that the head was held on by nothing but the skin, and there was no more life left in him. Meriones gave chase to Acamas on foot and caught him up just as he was about to mount his chariot; he drove a spear through his right shoulder so that he fell headlong from the car, and his eyes were closed in darkness. Idomeneus speared Erymas in the mouth; the bronze point of the spear went clean through it beneath the brain, crashing in among the white bones and smashing them up. His teeth were all of them knocked out and the blood came gushing in a stream from both his eyes; it also came gurgling up from his mouth and nostrils, and the darkness of death enfolded him round about. 

[351] Thus did these chieftains of the Danaans each of them kill his man. As ravening wolves seize on kids or lambs, fastening on them when they are alone on the hillsides and have strayed from the main flock through the carelessness of the shepherd—and when the wolves see this they pounce upon them at once because they cannot defend themselves—even so did the Danaans now fall on the Trojans, who fled with ill-omened cries in their panic and had no more fight left in them. 

[358] Meanwhile great Ajax kept on trying to drive a spear into Hektor, but Hektor was so skilful that he held his broad shoulders well under cover of his ox-hide shield, ever on the look-out for the whizzing of the arrows and the heavy thud of the spears. He well knew that the fortunes of the day had changed, but still stood his ground and tried to protect his comrades. 

[364] As when a cloud goes up into heaven from Olympus, rising out of a clear sky when Zeus is brewing a gale—even with such panic stricken rout did the Trojans now flee, and there was no order in their going. Hektor’s fleet horses bore him and his armor out of the fight, and he left the Trojan host of warriors penned in by the deep trench against their will. Many a yoke of horses snapped the pole of their chariots in the trench and left their master’s car behind them. Patroklos gave chase, calling impetuously on the Danaans and full of fury against the Trojans, who, being now no longer in a body, filled all the ways with their cries of panic and rout; the air was darkened with the clouds of dust they raised, and the horses strained every nerve in their flight from the tents and ships towards the city. 

[377] Patroklos kept on heading his horses wherever he saw most men fleeing in confusion, cheering on his men the while. Chariots were being smashed in all directions, and many a man came tumbling down from his own car to fall beneath the wheels of that of Patroklos, whose immortal steeds, given by the gods to Peleus, sprang over the trench at a bound as they sped onward. He was intent on trying to get near Hektor, for he had set his heart on spearing him, but Hektor’s horses were now hurrying him away. As the whole dark earth bows before some tempest on an autumn day when Zeus rains his hardest to punish men for giving crooked judgement in their courts, and arriving justice therefrom without heed to the decrees [themistes] of heaven—all the rivers run full and the torrents tear many a new channel as they roar headlong from the mountains to the dark sea, and it fares ill with the works of men—even such was the stress and strain of the Trojan horses in their flight. 

[394] Patroklos now cut off the battalions that were nearest to him and drove them back to the ships. They were doing their best to reach the city, but he would not let them, and bore down on them between the river and the ships and wall. Many a fallen comrade did he then avenge. First he hit Pronoos with a spear on the chest where it was exposed near the rim of his shield, and he fell heavily to the ground. Next he sprang on Thestor son of Enops, who was sitting all huddled up in his chariot, for he had lost his head and the reins had been torn out of his hands. Patroklos went up to him and drove a spear into his right jaw; he thus hooked him by the teeth and the spear pulled him over the rim of his car, as one who sits at the end of some jutting rock and draws a strong fish out of the sea [pontos] with a hook and a line—even so with his spear did he pull Thestor all gaping from his chariot; he then threw him down on his face and he died while falling. At this, as Erylaos was on to attack him, he struck him full on the head with a stone, and his brains were all battered inside his helmet, whereon he fell headlong to the ground and the pangs of death took hold upon him. Then he laid low, one after the other, Erymas, Amphoterus, Epaltes, Tlepolemos, Echios son of Damastor, Pyris, Ipheus, Euippus and Polymelus son of Argeas. 

[419] Now when Sarpedon saw his comrades, men who wore unbelted tunics, being overcome by Patroklos son of Menoitios, he rebuked the Lycians saying. “Shame [aidôs] on you, where are you fleeing to? Show your mettle; I will myself meet this man in fight and learn who it is that is so masterful; he has done us much hurt, and has stretched many a brave man upon the ground.” 

[426] He sprang from his chariot as he spoke, and Patroklos, when he saw this, leaped on to the ground also. The two then rushed at one another with loud cries like eagle-beaked crook-taloned vultures that scream and tear at one another in some high mountain fastness. 

[431] The son of scheming Kronos looked down upon them in pity and said to Hera who was his wife and sister, “Alas, that it should be the lot of Sarpedon whom I love so dearly to perish by the hand of Patroklos. I am in two minds whether to catch him up out of the fight and set him down safe and sound in the fertile land [dêmos] of Lycia, or to let him now fall by the hand of the son of Menoitios.” 

[439] And Hera answered, “Most dread son of Kronos, what is this that you are saying? Would you snatch a mortal man, whose doom has long been fated, out of the jaws of death? Do as you will, but we shall not all of us be of your mind. I say further, and lay my saying to your heart, that if you send Sarpedon safely to his own home, some other of the gods will be also wanting to escort his son out of battle, for there are many sons of gods fighting round the city of Troy, and you will make every one jealous. If, however, you are fond of him and pity him, let him indeed fall by the hand of Patroklos, but as soon as the life [psukhê] is gone out of him, send Death and sweet Sleep to bear him off the field and take him to the broad lands [dêmos] of Lycia, where his brothers and his kinsmen will bury him with mound and pillar, in due honor to the dead.” 

[458] The sire of gods and men assented, but he shed a rain of blood upon the earth in honor [timê] of his son whom Patroklos was about to kill on the rich plain of Troy far from his home. 

[462] When they were now come close to one another Patroklos struck Thrasydemus, the brave attendant [therapôn] of Sarpedon, in the lower part of the belly, and killed him. Sarpedon then aimed a spear at Patroklos and missed him, but he struck the horse Pedasos in the right shoulder, and it screamed aloud as it lay, groaning in the dust until the life went out of it. The other two horses began to plunge; the pole of the chariot cracked and they got entangled in the reins through the fall of the horse that was yoked along with them; but Automedon knew what to do; without the loss of a moment he drew the keen blade that hung by his sturdy thigh and cut the third horse adrift; whereon the other two righted themselves, and pulling hard at the reins again went together into battle. 

[477] Sarpedon now took a second aim at Patroklos, and again missed him, the point of the spear passed over his left shoulder without hitting him. Patroklos then aimed in his turn, and the spear sped not from his hand in vain, for he hit Sarpedon just where the midriff surrounds the ever-beating heart. He fell like some oak or silver poplar or tall pine to which woodsmen have laid their axes upon the mountains to make timber for ship-building—even so did he lie stretched at full length in front of his chariot and horses, moaning and clutching at the blood-stained dust. As when a lion springs with a bound upon a herd of cattle and fastens on a great black bull which dies bellowing in its clutches—even so did the leader of the Lycian warriors struggle in death as he fell by the hand of Patroklos. He called on his trusty comrade and said, “Glaukos, my brother, hero among heroes, put forth all your strength, fight with might and main, now if ever acquit yourself like a valiant warrior. First go about among the Lycian chiefs and bid them fight for Sarpedon; then yourself also do battle to save my armor from being taken. My name will haunt you henceforth and for ever if the Achaeans rob me of my armor now that I have fallen at the assembly [agôn] of their ships. Do your very utmost and call all my people together.” 

[503] Death [telos] closed his eyes as he spoke. Patroklos planted his heel on his breast and drew the spear from his body, whereon his senses [psukhê] came out along with it, and he drew out both spear-point and Sarpedon’s soul at the same time. Hard by the Myrmidons held his snorting steeds, who were wild with panic at finding themselves deserted by their lords. Glaukos was overcome with grief [akhos] when he heard what Sarpedon said, for he could not help him. He had to support his arm with his other hand, being in great pain through the wound which Teucer’s arrow had given him when Teucer was defending the wall as he, Glaukos, was assailing it. Therefore he prayed to far-darting Apollo saying, “Hear me O king from your seat, may be in the rich land [dêmos] of Lycia, or may be in Troy, for in all places you can hear the prayer of one who is in distress, as I now am. I have a grievous wound; my hand is aching with pain, there is no staunching the blood, and my whole arm drags by reason of my hurt, so that I cannot grasp my sword nor go among my foes and fight them. Our prince, Zeus’ son, is slain. Zeus defended not his son, do you, therefore, O king, heal me of my wound, ease my pain and grant me strength both to cheer on the Lycians and to fight along with them round the body of him who has fallen.” 

[527] Thus did he pray, and Apollo heard his prayer. He eased his pain, staunched the black blood from the wound, and gave him new strength. Glaukos perceived this, and was thankful that the mighty god had answered his prayer; forthwith, therefore, he went among the Lycian chiefs, and bade them come to fight about the body of Sarpedon. From these he strode on among the Trojans to Polydamas son of Panthoös and Agenor; he then went in search of Aeneas and Hektor, and when he had found them he said, “Hektor, you have utterly forgotten your allies, who languish here for your sake far from friends and home while you do nothing to support them.

[540] Sarpedon leader of the Lycian warriors has fallen—he who was at once the right and might of Lycia; Ares has laid him low by the spear of Patroklos. Stand by him, my friends, and allow not the Myrmidons to strip him of his armor, nor to treat his body with contumely in revenge for all the Danaans whom we have speared at the ships.” 

[548] As he spoke the Trojans were plunged in extreme and ungovernable grief [penthos]; for Sarpedon, alien though he was, had been one of the main stays of their city, both as having much people with him, and himself the foremost among them all. Led by Hektor, who was infuriated by the fall of Sarpedon, they made instantly for the Danaans with all their might, while the undaunted spirit of Patroklos son of Menoitios cheered on the Achaeans. First he spoke to the two Ajaxes, men who needed no bidding. “Ajaxes,” said he, “may it now please you to show yourselves the men you have always been, or even better—Sarpedon is fallen—he who was first to overleap the wall of the Achaeans; let us take the body and outrage it; let us strip the armor from his shoulders, and kill his comrades if they try to rescue his body.” 

[562] He spoke to men who of themselves were full eager; both sides, therefore, the Trojans and Lycians on the one hand, and the Myrmidons and Achaeans on the other, strengthened their battalions, and fought desperately about the body of Sarpedon, shouting fiercely the while. Mighty was the din of their armor as they came together, and Zeus shed a thick darkness over the fight, to increase the struggle [ponos] of the battle  over the body of his son. 

[569] At first the Trojans made some headway against the Achaeans, for one of the best men among the Myrmidons was killed, Epeigeus, son of noble Agakles who had been king in the good city of Budeum; but presently, having killed a valiant kinsman of his own, he took refuge with Peleus and Thetis, who sent him to Ilion the land of noble steeds to fight the Trojans under Achilles. Hektor now struck him on the head with a stone just as he had caught hold of the body,

[578] and his brains inside his helmet were all battered in, so that he fell face foremost upon the body of Sarpedon, and there died. Patroklos was enraged by the death of his comrade, and sped through the front ranks as swiftly as a hawk that swoops down on a flock of daws or starlings. Even so swiftly, O noble horseman Patroklos, did you make straight for the Lycians and Trojans to avenge your comrade. Forthwith he struck Sthenelaos the son of Ithaimenes on the neck with a stone, and broke the tendons that join it to the head and spine. At this Hektor and the front rank of his men gave ground. As far as a man can throw a javelin in competition [athlos] for some prize, or even in battle—so far did the Trojans now retreat before the Achaeans. Glaukos, chief of the Lycians, was the first to rally them, by killing Bathykles son of Chalcon who lived in Hellas and was the man with the greatest prosperity [olbos] among the Myrmidons. Glaukos turned round suddenly, just as Bathykles who was pursuing him was about to lay hold of him, and drove his spear right into the middle of his chest, whereon he fell heavily to the ground, and the fall of so good a man filled the Achaeans with dismay [akhos], while the Trojans were exultant, and came up in a body round the corpse. Nevertheless the Achaeans, mindful of their prowess, bore straight down upon them. 

[603] Meriones then killed a helmeted warrior of the Trojans, Laogonus son of Onetor, who was priest of Zeus of Mount Ida, and was honored by the people [dêmos] as though he were a god. Meriones struck him under the jaw and ear, so that life went out of him and the darkness of death laid hold upon him. Aeneas then aimed a spear at Meriones, hoping to hit him under the shield as he was advancing, but Meriones saw it coming and stooped forward to avoid it, whereon the spear flew past him and the point stuck in the ground, while the butt-end went on quivering till Ares robbed it of its force. The spear, therefore, sped from Aeneas’ hand in vain and fell quivering to the ground. Aeneas was angry and said, “Meriones, you are a good dancer, but if I had hit you my spear would soon have made an end of you.” 

[619] And Meriones answered, “Aeneas, for all your bravery, you will not be able to make an end of every one who comes against you. You are only a mortal like myself, and if I were to hit you in the middle of your shield with my spear, however strong and self-confident you may be, I should soon vanquish you, and you would yield your life [psukhê] to Hades of the noble steeds.” 

[627] At this the son of Menoitios rebuked him and said, “Meriones, hero though you be, you should not speak thus; taunting speeches, my good friend, will not make the Trojans draw away from the dead body; some of them must go under ground first; blows for battle, and words for council; fight, therefore, and say nothing.” 

[632] He led the way as he spoke and the hero went forward with him. As the sound of woodcutters in some forest glade upon the mountains—and the thud of their axes is heard afar—even such a din now rose from earth-clash of bronze armor and of good ox-hide shields, as men smote each other with their swords and spears pointed at both ends. A man had need of good eyesight now to know Sarpedon, so covered was he from head to foot with spears and blood and dust. Men swarmed about the body, as flies that buzz round the full milk-pails in spring when they are brimming with milk—even so did they gather round Sarpedon; nor did Zeus turn his keen eyes away for one moment from the fight, but kept looking at it all the time, for he was settling how best to kill Patroklos, and considering whether Hektor should be allowed to end him now in the fight round the body of Sarpedon, and strip him of his armor, or whether he should let him give yet further trouble [ponos] to the Trojans. In the end, he deemed it best that the brave attendant [therapôn] of Achilles son of Peleus should drive Hektor and the Trojans back towards the city and take the lives of many. First, therefore, he made Hektor turn fainthearted, whereon he mounted his chariot and fled, bidding the other Trojans flee also,

[658] for he saw that the scales of Zeus had turned against him. Neither would the brave Lycians stand firm; they were dismayed when they saw their king lying struck to the heart amid a heap of corpses—for when the son of Kronos made the fight wax hot many had fallen above him. The Achaeans, therefore stripped the gleaming armor from his shoulders and the brave son of Menoitios gave it to his men to take to the ships. Then Zeus lord of the storm-cloud said to Apollo, “Dear Phoebus, go, I pray you, and take Sarpedon out of range of the weapons; cleanse the black blood from off him, and then bear him a long way off where you may wash him in the river, anoint him with ambrosia, and clothe him in immortal raiment; this done, commit him to the arms of the two fleet messengers, Death, and Sleep, who will carry him straightway to the rich land [dêmos] of Lycia, where his brothers and kinsmen will inter him, and will raise both mound and pillar to his memory, in due honor to the dead.” 

[676] Thus he spoke. Apollo obeyed his father’s saying, and came down from the heights of Ida into the thick of the fight; forthwith he took Sarpedon out of range of the weapons, and then bore him a long way off, where he washed him in the river, anointed him with ambrosia and clothed him in immortal raiment; this done, he committed him to the arms of the two fleet messengers, Death, and Sleep, who presently set him down in the rich land [dêmos] of Lycia. 

[684] Meanwhile Patroklos, with many a shout to his horses and to Automedon, pursued the Trojans and Lycians in the pride and foolishness of his heart. Had he but obeyed the bidding of the son of Peleus, he would have, escaped death and have been unscathed; but the counsels [noos] of Zeus pass man’s understanding; he will put even a brave man to flight and snatch victory from his grasp, or again he will set him on to fight, as he now did when he put a high spirit into the heart of Patroklos. 

[692] Who then first, and who last, was slain by you, O Patroklos, when the gods had now called you to meet your doom? First Adrastos, Autonoos, Echeklos, Perimus the son of Megas, Epistor and Melanippus; after these he killed Elasus, Moulios, and Pylartes. These he slew, but the rest saved themselves by flight. 

[698] The sons of the Achaeans would now have taken Troy by the hands of Patroklos, for his spear flew in all directions, had not Phoebus Apollo taken his stand upon the wall to defeat his purpose and to aid the Trojans. Thrice did Patroklos charge at an angle of the high wall, and thrice did Apollo beat him back, striking his shield with his own immortal hands. When Patroklos was coming on like a daimôn for yet a fourth time, Apollo shouted to him with an awful voice and said, “Draw back, noble Patroklos, it is not your lot to destroy the city of the Trojan chieftains, nor yet will it be that of Achilles who is a far better man than you are.” On hearing this, Patroklos withdrew to some distance and avoided the anger [mênis] of Apollo. 

[712] Meanwhile Hektor was waiting with his horses inside the Scaean gates, in doubt whether to drive out again and go on fighting, or to call the army inside the gates. As he was thus doubting Phoebus Apollo drew near him in the likeness of a young and lusty warrior Asios, who was Hektor’s uncle, being own brother to Hecuba, and son of Dymas who lived in Phrygia by the waters of the river Sangarios; in his likeness Zeus’ son Apollo now spoke to Hektor saying, “Hektor, why have you left off fighting? It is ill done of you. If I were as much better a man than you, as I am worse, you should soon regret your slackness. Drive straight towards Patroklos, if so be that Apollo may grant you a triumph over him, and you may ruin him.” 

[726] With this the god went back into the struggle [ponos], and Hektor bade Cebriones drive again into the fight. Apollo passed in among them, and struck panic into the Argives, while he gave triumph to Hektor and the Trojans. Hektor let the other Danaans alone and killed no man, but drove straight at Patroklos. Patroklos then sprang from his chariot to the ground,

[734] with a spear in his left hand, and in his right a jagged stone as large as his hand could hold. He stood still and threw it, nor did it go far without hitting some one; the cast was not in vain, for the stone struck Cebriones, Hektor’s charioteer, a bastard son of Priam, as he held the reins in his hands. The stone hit him on the forehead and drove his brows into his head for the bone was smashed, and his eyes fell to the ground at his feet. He dropped dead from his chariot as though he were diving, and there was no more life left in him. Over him did you then boast, O horseman Patroklos, saying, “Bless my heart, how active he is, and how well he dives. If we had been at sea [pontos] this fellow would have dived from the ship’s side and brought up as many oysters as the whole crew could stomach, even in rough water, for he has dived beautifully off his chariot on to the ground. It seems, then, that there are divers also among the Trojans.” 

[751] As he spoke he flung himself on Cebriones with the spring, as it were, of a lion that while attacking a stockyard is himself struck in the chest, and his courage is his own ruin—even so furiously, O Patroklos, did you then spring upon Cebriones. Hektor sprang also from his chariot to the ground. The pair then fought over the body of Cebriones. As two lions fight fiercely on some high mountain over the body of a stag that they have killed, even so did these two mighty warriors, Patroklos son of Menoitios and brave Hektor, hack and hew at one another over the corpse of Cebriones. Hektor would not let him go when he had once got him by the head, while Patroklos kept fast hold of his feet, and a fierce fight raged between the other Danaans and Trojans. As the east and south wind buffet one another when they beat upon some dense forest on the mountains—there is beech and ash and spreading cornel; the to of the trees roar as they beat on one another, and one can hear the boughs cracking and breaking—

[770] even so did the Trojans and Achaeans spring upon one another and lay about each other, and neither side would give way. Many a pointed spear fell to ground and many a winged arrow sped from its bow-string about the body of Cebriones; many a great stone, moreover, beat on many a shield as they fought around his body, but there he lay in the whirling clouds of dust, all huge and hugely, heedless of his driving now. 

[777] So long as the sun was still high in mid-heaven the weapons of either side were alike deadly, and the people fell; but when he went down towards the time when men loose their oxen, the Achaeans proved to be beyond all forecast stronger, so that they drew Cebriones out of range of the darts and tumult of the Trojans, and stripped the armor from his shoulders. Then Patroklos sprang like Ares with fierce intent and a terrific shout upon the Trojans, and thrice did he kill nine men; but as he was coming on like a daimôn, for a fourth time, then, O Patroklos, was the hour of your end approaching, for Phoebus fought you in fell earnest. Patroklos did not see him as he moved about in the crush, for he was enshrouded in thick darkness, and the god struck him from behind on his back and his broad shoulders with the flat of his hand, so that his eyes turned dizzy. Phoebus Apollo beat the helmet from off his head, and it rolled rattling off under the horses’ feet, where its horse-hair plumes were all begrimed with dust and blood. Never indeed had that helmet fared so before, for it had served to protect the head and comely forehead of the godlike hero Achilles. Now, however, Zeus delivered it over to be worn by Hektor. Nevertheless the end of Hektor also was near. The bronze-shod spear, so great and so strong, was broken in the hand of Patroklos, while his shield that covered him from head to foot fell to the ground as did also the band that held it, and Apollo undid the fastenings of his chest-armor. 

[805] At this his mind went into derangement [atê]; his limbs failed him, and he stood as one dazed; whereon Euphorbos son of Panthoös a Dardanian, the best spearman of his time, as also the finest horseman and fleetest runner, came behind him and struck him in the back with a spear, midway between the shoulders. This man as soon as ever he had come up with his chariot had dismounted twenty men, so proficient was he in all the arts of war—he it was, O horseman Patroklos, that first drove a weapon into you, but he did not quite overpower you. Euphorbos then ran back into the crowd, after drawing his ashen spear out of the wound; he would not stand firm and wait for Patroklos, unarmed though he now was, to attack him; but Patroklos unnerved, alike by the blow the god had given him and by the spear-wound, drew back under cover of his men in fear for his life. Hektor on this, seeing him to be wounded and giving ground, forced his way through the ranks, and when close up with him struck him in the lower part of the belly with a spear, driving the bronze point right through it, so that he fell heavily to the ground to the great of the Achaeans. As when a lion has fought some fierce wild-boar and worsted him—the two fight furiously upon the mountains over some little fountain at which they would both drink, and the lion has beaten the boar till he can hardly breathe—even so did Hektor son of Priam take the life of the brave son of Menoitios who had killed so many, striking him from close at hand, and boasting over him the while. “Patroklos,” said he, “you deemed that you should destroy our city, rob our Trojan women of their freedom, and carry them off in your ships to your own country. Fool; Hektor and his fleet horses were ever straining their utmost to defend them. I am foremost of all the Trojan warriors to stave the day of bondage from off them; as for you, vultures shall devour you here. Poor wretch, Achilles with all his bravery availed you nothing; and yet I think when you left him he charged you straitly saying, ‘Come not back to the ships, horseman Patroklos, till you have rent the bloodstained shirt of murderous Hektor about his body. Thus I think did he charge you, and your fool’s heart answered him ‘yea’ within you.” 

[843] Then, as the life ebbed out of you, you answered, O horseman Patroklos: “Hektor, boast as you will, for Zeus the son of Kronos and Apollo have granted you victory; it is they who have vanquished me so easily, and they who have stripped the armor from my shoulders; had twenty such men as you attacked me, all of them would have fallen before my spear. Fate and the son of Leto have overpowered me, and among mortal men Euphorbos; you are yourself third only in the killing of me. I say further, and lay my saying to your heart, you too shall live but for a little season; death and the day of your doom are close upon you, and they will lay you low by the hand of Achilles son of Aiakos.” When he had thus spoken his eyes were closed in death [telos], his soul [psukhê] left his body and flitted down to the house of Hades, mourning its sad fate and bidding farewell to the youth and vigor of its manhood. Dead though he was, Hektor still spoke to him saying, “Patroklos, why should you thus foretell my doom? Who knows but Achilles, son of lovely Thetis, may be smitten by my spear and die before me?” 

[862] As he spoke he drew the bronze spear from the wound, planting his foot upon the body, which he thrust off and let lie on its back. He then went spear in hand after Automedon, attendant [therapôn] of the fleet descendant of Aiakos, for he longed to lay him low, but the immortal steeds which the gods had given as a rich gift to Peleus bore him swiftly from the field. [867] 

SCROLL XVII 
[1] Brave Menelaos son of Atreus now came to know that Patroklos had fallen, and made his way through the front ranks clad in full armor to bestride him. As a cow stands lowing over her first calf, even so did golden-haired Menelaos bestride Patroklos. He held his round shield and his spear in front of him, resolute to kill any who should dare face him. But the son of Panthoös had also noted the body, and came up to Menelaos saying, “Menelaos, son of Atreus, draw back, leave the body, and let the bloodstained spoils be. I was first of the Trojans and their brave allies to drive my spear into Patroklos, let me, therefore, have my full glory [kleos] among the Trojans, or I will take aim and kill you.” 

[18] To this Menelaos answered in great anger “By father Zeus, boasting is an ill thing. The leopard is not more bold, nor the lion nor savage wild-boar, which is fiercest and most dauntless of all creatures, than are the proud sons of Panthoös. Yet Hyperenor did not see out the days of his youth when he made light of me and withstood me, deeming me the meanest warrior among the Danaans. His own feet never bore him back to gladden his wife and parents. Even so shall I make an end of you too, if you withstand me; get you back into the crowd and do not face me, or it shall be worse for you. Even a fool may be wise after the event.” 

[34] Euphorbos would not listen, and said, “Now indeed, Menelaos, shall you pay for the death of my brother over whom you boasted, and whose wife you widowed in her bridal chamber, while you brought grief [penthos] unspeakable on his parents. I shall comfort these poor people if I bring your head and armor and place them in the hands of Panthoös and noble Phrontis. The time is come when this matter [ponos] shall be fought out and settled, for me or against me.” 

[43] As he spoke he struck Menelaos full on the shield, but the spear did not go through, for the shield turned its point. Menelaos then took aim, praying to father Zeus as he did so; Euphorbos was drawing back, and Menelaos struck him about the roots of his throat, leaning his whole weight on the spear, so as to drive it home. The point went clean through his neck, and his armor rang rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. His hair which was like that of the Graces [Kharites],
 and his locks so deftly bound in bands of silver and gold, were all soaked with blood. As one who has grown a fine young olive tree in a clear space where there is abundance of water—the plant is full of promise, and though the winds beat upon it from every quarter it puts forth its white blossoms till the blasts of some fierce hurricane sweep down upon it and level it with the ground—even so did Menelaos strip the fair youth Euphorbos of his armor after he had slain him. Or as some fierce lion upon the mountains in the pride of his strength fastens on the finest heifer in a herd as it is feeding—first he breaks her neck with his strong jaws, and then gorges on her blood and entrails; dogs and shepherds raise a hue and cry against him, but they stand aloof and will not come close to him, for they are pale with fear—even so no one had the courage to face valiant Menelaos. The son of Atreus would have then carried off the armor of the son of Panthoös with ease, had not Phoebus Apollo been angry, and in the guise of Mentes chief of the Kikones incited Hektor to attack him. “Hektor,” said he, “you are now going after the horses of the noble son of Aiakos, but you will not take them; they cannot be kept in hand and driven by mortal man, save only by Achilles, who is son to an immortal mother. Meanwhile Menelaos son of Atreus has bestridden the body of Patroklos and killed the noblest of the Trojans, Euphorbos son of Panthoös, so that he can fight no more.” 

[82] The god then went back into the toil [ponos] and turmoil, but the soul of Hektor was darkened with a cloud of grief [akhos]; he looked along the ranks and saw Euphorbos lying on the ground with the blood still flowing from his wound, and Menelaos stripping him of his armor. At this he made his way to the front like a flame of fire, clad in his gleaming armor, and crying with a loud voice. When the son of Atreus heard him, he said to himself in his dismay, “Alas! what shall I do? I may not let the Trojans take the armor of Patroklos who has fallen fighting on my behalf [timê], lest some Danaan who sees me should cry shame upon me. Still if for my honor’s sake I fight Hektor and the Trojans single-handed, they will prove too many for me, for Hektor is bringing them up in force. Why, however, should I thus hesitate? When a man fights against someone who is aided by a god [daimôn], he will soon regret it. Let no Danaan think ill of me if I give place to Hektor, for the hand of heaven is giving him honor [timê]. Yet, if I could find Ajax, the two of us would fight Hektor and the god [daimôn] too, if we might only save the body of Patroklos for Achilles son of Peleus. This, of many evils would be the least.” 

[106] While he was thus in two minds, the Trojans came up to him with Hektor at their head; he therefore drew back and left the body, turning about like some bearded lion who is being chased by dogs and men from a stockyard with spears and hue and cry, whereon he is daunted and slinks sulkily off—even so did Menelaos son of Atreus turn and leave the body of Patroklos. When among the body of his men, he looked around for mighty Ajax son of Telamon, and presently saw him on the extreme left of the fight, cheering on his men and exhorting them to keep on fighting,

[118] for Phoebus Apollo had spread a great panic among them. He ran up to him and said, “Ajax, my good friend, come with me at once to dead Patroklos, if so be that we may take the body to Achilles—as for his armor, Hektor already has it.” 

[122] These words stirred the heart of Ajax, and he made his way among the front ranks, Menelaos going with him. Hektor had stripped Patroklos of his armor, and was dragging him away to cut off his head and take the body to fling before the dogs of Troy. But Ajax came up with his shield like wall before him, on which Hektor withdrew under shelter of his men, and sprang on to his chariot, giving the armor over to the Trojans to take to the city, as a great trophy [kleos] for himself; Ajax, therefore, covered the body of Patroklos with his broad shield and bestrode him; as a lion stands over his whelps if hunters have come upon him in a forest when he is with his little ones—in the pride and fierceness of his strength he draws his knit brows down till they cover his eyes—even so did Ajax bestride the body of Patroklos, and by his side stood Menelaos son of Atreus, nursing great sorrow [penthos] in his heart. 

[140] Then Glaukos son of Hippolokhos looked fiercely at Hektor and rebuked him sternly. “Hektor,” said he, “you make a brave show, but in fight you are sadly wanting. A runaway like yourself has no claim to so great a reputation [kleos]. Think how you may now save your town and citadel by the hands of your own people born in Ilion; for you will get no Lycians to fight for you, seeing what thanks they have had for their incessant hardships. Are you likely, sir, to do anything to help a man of less note, after leaving Sarpedon, who was at once your guest and comrade in arms, to be the spoil and prey of the Danaans? So long as he lived he did good service [kharis] both to your city and yourself; yet you had no stomach to save his body from the dogs. If the Lycians will listen to me, they will go home and leave Troy to its fate. If the Trojans had any of that daring fearless spirit which lays hold of men who in a struggle [ponos] for their country and harassing those who would attack it,

[157] we should soon bear off Patroklos into Ilion. Could we get this dead man away and bring him into the city of Priam, the Argives would readily give up the armor of Sarpedon, and we should get his body to boot. For he whose attendant [therapôn] has been now killed is the foremost man at the ships of the Achaeans—he and his close-fighting followers [therapontes]. Nevertheless you dared not make a stand against Ajax, nor face him, eye to eye, with battle all round you, for he is a braver man than you are.” 

[169] Hektor scowled at him and answered, “Glaukos, you should know better. I have held you so far as a man of more understanding than any in all Lycia, but now I despise you for saying that I am afraid of Ajax. I fear neither battle nor the din of chariots, but Zeus’ will [noos] is stronger than ours; Zeus at one time makes even a strong man draw back and snatches victory from his grasp, while at another he will set him on to fight. Come here then, my friend, stand by me and see indeed whether I shall play the coward the whole day through as you say, or whether I shall not stay some even of the boldest Danaans from fighting round the body of Patroklos.” 

[183] As he spoke he called loudly on the Trojans saying, “Trojans, Lycians, and Dardanians, fighters in close combat, be men, my friends, and fight might and main, while I put on the goodly armor of Achilles, which I took when I killed Patroklos.” 

[188] With this Hektor left the fight, and ran full speed after his men who were taking the armor of Achilles to Troy, but had not yet got far. Standing for a while apart from the woeful fight, he changed his armor. His own he sent to the strong city of Ilion and to the Trojans, while he put on the immortal armor of the son of Peleus, which the gods had given to Peleus, who in his age gave it to his son; but the son did not grow old in his father’s armor. 

[198] When Zeus, lord of the storm-cloud, saw Hektor standing aloof and arming himself in the armor of the son of Peleus, he wagged his head and muttered to himself saying, “Ah! poor wretch, you arm in the armor of a hero, before whom many another trembles, and you reckon nothing of the doom that is already close upon you. You have killed his comrade so brave and strong, but it was not in the order [kosmos] of things that you should strip the armor from his head and shoulders. I do indeed endow you with great might now, but as against this you shall not return from battle to lay the armor of the son of Peleus before Andromache.” 

[209] The son of Kronos bowed his portentous brows, and Hektor fitted the armor to his body, while terrible Ares entered into him, and filled his whole body with might and valor. With a shout he strode in among the allies, and his armor flashed about him so that he seemed to all of them like the great son of Peleus himself. He went about among them and cheered them on—Mesthles, Glaukos, Medon, Thersilokhos, Asteropaeus, Deisenor and Hippothoös, Phorcys, Chromios and Ennomos the augur. All these did he exhort saying, “Hear me, allies from other cities who are here in your thousands, it was not in order to have a crowd about me that I called you here each from his several city, but that with heart and soul you might defend the wives and little ones of the Trojans from the fierce Achaeans. For this do I oppress my people with your food and the presents that make you rich. Therefore turn, and charge at the foe, to stand or fall as is the game of war; whoever shall bring Patroklos, dead though he be, into the hands of the Trojans, and shall make Ajax give way before him, I will give him one half of the spoils while I keep the other. He will thus share like glory [kleos] with myself.” 

[233] When he had thus spoken they charged full weight upon the Danaans with their spears held out before them, and the hopes of each ran high that he should force Ajax son of Telamon to yield up the body—fools that they were, for he was about to take the lives of many. Then Ajax said to Menelaos, “My good friend Menelaos, you and I shall hardly come out of this fight alive. I am less concerned for the body of Patroklos,

[240] who will shortly become meat for the dogs and vultures of Troy, than for the safety of my own head and yours. Hektor has wrapped us round in a storm of battle from every quarter, and our destruction seems now certain. Call then upon the princes of the Danaans if there is any who can hear us.” 

[246] Menelaos did as he said, and shouted to the Danaans for help at the top of his voice. “My friends,” he cried, “princes and counselors of the Argives, all you who with Agamemnon and Menelaos drink at the public cost, and give orders each to his own people as Zeus grants him power and honor [timê], the fight is so thick about me that I cannot distinguish you severally; come on, therefore, every man unbidden, and think it shame that Patroklos should become meat and morsel for Trojan hounds.” 

[256] Fleet Ajax son of Oileus heard him and was first to force his way through the fight and run to help him. Next came Idomeneus and Meriones his attendant, peer of murderous Ares. As for the others that came into the fight after these, who of his own self could name them? 

[262] The Trojans with Hektor at their head charged in a body. As a great wave that comes thundering in at the mouth of some heaven-born river, and the rocks that jut into the sea ring with the roar of the breakers that beat and buffet them—even with such a roar did the Trojans come on; but the Achaeans in singleness of heart stood firm about the son of Menoitios, and fenced him with their bronze shields. Zeus, moreover, hid the brightness of their helmets in a thick cloud, for he had borne no grudge against the son of Menoitios while he was still alive and attendant [therapôn] to the descendant of Aiakos; therefore he was loath to let him fall a prey to the dogs of his foes the Trojans, and urged his comrades on to defend him. 

[274] At first the Trojans drove the Achaeans back, and they withdrew from the dead man daunted. The Trojans did not succeed in killing any one, nevertheless they drew the body away. But the Achaeans did not lose it long, for Ajax, foremost of all the Danaans after the son of Peleus alike in stature and prowess,

[280] quickly rallied them and made towards the front like a wild boar upon the mountains when he stands at bay in the forest glades and routs the hounds and lusty youths that have attacked him—even so did Ajax son of Telamon passing easily in among the phalanxes of the Trojans, disperse those who had bestridden Patroklos and were most bent on winning glory by dragging him off to their city. At this moment Hippothoös brave son of the Pelasgian Lethus, in his zeal for Hektor and the Trojans, was dragging the body off by the foot through the press of the fight, having bound a strap round the sinews near the ankle; but a mischief soon befell him from which none of those could save him who would have gladly done so, for the son of Telamon sprang forward and smote him on his bronze-cheeked helmet. The plumed headpiece broke about the point of the weapon, struck at once by the spear and by the strong hand of Ajax, so that the bloody brain came oozing out through the crest-socket. His strength then failed him and he let Patroklos’ foot drop from his hand, as he fell full length dead upon the body; thus he died far from the fertile land of Larissa, and never repaid his parents the cost of bringing him up, for his life was cut short early by the spear of mighty Ajax. Hektor then took aim at Ajax with a spear, but he saw it coming and just managed to avoid it; the spear passed on and struck Schedios son of noble Iphitus, chief of the Phoceans, who dwelt in famed Panopeus and reigned over much people; it struck him under the middle of the collar-bone the bronze point went right through him, coming out at the bottom of his shoulder-blade, and his armor rang rattling round him as he fell heavily to the ground. Ajax in his turn struck noble Phorcys son of Phainops in the middle of the belly as he was bestriding Hippothoös, and broke the plate of his cuirass; whereon the spear tore out his entrails and he clutched the ground in his palm as he fell to earth. Hektor and those who were in the front rank then gave ground, while the Argives raised a loud cry of triumph, and drew off the bodies of Phorcys and Hippothoös which they stripped presently of their armor. 

[319] The Trojans would now have been worsted by the brave Achaeans and driven back to Ilion through their own cowardice, while the Argives, so great was their courage and endurance, would have achieved a triumph even against the will of Zeus, if Apollo had not roused Aeneas, in the likeness of Periphas son of Epytus, an attendant who had grown old in the service of Aeneas’ aged father, and was at all times devoted to him. In his likeness, then, Apollo said, “Aeneas, can you not manage, even though heaven be against us, to save high Ilion? I have known men, whose numbers, courage, and self-reliance have saved their people [dêmos] in spite of Zeus, whereas in this case he would much rather give victory to us than to the Danaans, if you would only fight instead of being so terribly afraid.” 

[334] Aeneas knew Apollo when he looked straight at him, and shouted to Hektor saying, “Hektor and all other Trojans and allies, shame [aidôs] on us if we are beaten by the Achaeans and driven back to Ilion through our own cowardice. A god has just come up to me and told me that Zeus the supreme disposer will be with us. Therefore let us make for the Danaans, that it may go hard with them before they bear away dead Patroklos to the ships.” 

[342] As he spoke he sprang out far in front of the others, who then rallied and again faced the Achaeans. Aeneas speared Leokritos son of Arisbas, a valiant follower of Lykomedes, and Lykomedes was moved with pity as he saw him fall; he therefore went close up, and speared Apisaon son of Hippasus shepherd of his people in the liver under the midriff, so that he died; he had come from fertile Paeonia and was the best man of them all after Asteropaeus. Asteropaeus flew forward to avenge him and attack the Danaans, but this might no longer be,

[355] inasmuch as those about Patroklos were well covered by their shields, and held their spears in front of them, for Ajax had given them strict orders that no man was either to give ground, or to stand out before the others, but all were to hold well together about the body and fight hand to hand. Thus did huge Ajax bid them, and the earth ran red with blood as the corpses fell thick and fast alike on the side of the Trojans and allies, and on that of the Danaans; for these last, too, fought no bloodless fight though many fewer of them perished, through the care they took to defend and stand by one another. 

[366] Thus did they fight as it were a flaming fire; it seemed as though it had gone hard even with the sun and moon, for they were hidden over all that part where the bravest heroes were fighting about the dead son of Menoitios, whereas the other Danaans and Achaeans fought at their ease in full daylight with brilliant sunshine all round them, and there was not a cloud to be seen neither on plain nor mountain. These last moreover would rest for a while and leave off fighting, for they were some distance apart and beyond the range of one another’s weapons, whereas those who were in the thick of the fray suffered both from battle and darkness. All the best of them were being worn out by the great weight of their armor, but the two valiant heroes, Thrasymedes and Antilokhos, had not yet heard of the death of Patroklos, and believed him to be still alive and leading the van against the Trojans; they were keeping themselves in reserve against the death or rout of their own comrades, for so Nestor had ordered when he sent them from the ships into battle. 

[384] Thus through the livelong day did they wage fierce war, and the sweat of their toil rained ever on their legs under them, and on their hands and eyes, as they fought over the attendant [therapôn] of the fleet son of Peleus. It was as when a man gives a great ox-hide all drenched in fat to his men, and bids them stretch it; whereon they stand round it in a ring and tug till the moisture leaves it, and the fat soaks in for the many that pull at it, and it is well stretched—

[393] even so did the two sides tug the dead body here and there within the compass of but a little space—the Trojans steadfastly set on dragging it into Ilion, while the Achaeans were no less so on taking it to their ships; and fierce was the fight between them. Not Ares himself the lord of hosts, nor yet Athena, even in their fullest fury could make light of such a battle. 

[400] Such fearful turmoil [ponos] of men and horses did Zeus on that day ordain round the body of Patroklos. Meanwhile Achilles did not know that he had fallen, for the fight was under the wall of Troy a long way off the ships. He had no idea, therefore, that Patroklos was dead, and deemed that he would return alive as soon as he had gone close up to the gates. He knew that he was not to destroy the city neither with nor without himself, for his mother had often told him this when he had sat alone with her, and she had informed him of the counsels of great Zeus. Now, however, she had not told him how great a disaster had befallen him in the death of the one who was far dearest to him of all his comrades. 

[412] The others still kept on charging one another round the body with their pointed spears and killing each other. Then would one say, “My friends, we can never again show our faces at the ships—better, and greatly better, that earth should open and swallow us here in this place, than that we should let the Trojans have the triumph of bearing off Patroklos to their city.” 

[420] The Trojans also on their part spoke to one another saying, “Friends, though we fall to a man beside this body, let none shrink from fighting.” With such words did they exhort each other. They fought and fought, and an iron clank rose through the void air to the brazen vault of heaven. The horses of the descendant of Aiakos stood out of the fight and wept when they heard that their driver had been laid low by the hand of murderous Hektor.

[428] Automedon, valiant son of Diores, lashed them again and again; many a time did he speak kindly to them, and many a time did he upbraid them, but they would neither go back to the ships by the waters of the broad Hellespont, nor yet into battle among the Achaeans; they stood with their chariot stock still, as a pillar set over the tomb of some dead man or woman, and bowed their heads to the ground. Hot tears fell from their eyes as they mourned the loss of their charioteer, and their noble manes drooped all wet from under the yokestraps on either side the yoke. 

[441] The son of Kronos saw them and took pity upon their sorrow. He wagged his head, and muttered to himself, saying, “Poor things, why did we give you to King Peleus who is a mortal, while you are yourselves ageless and immortal? Was it that you might share the sorrows that befall mankind? for of all creatures that live and move upon the earth there is none so pitiable as he is—still, Hektor son of Priam shall drive neither you nor your chariot. I will not have it. It is enough that he should have the armor over which he boasts so vainly. Furthermore I will give you strength of heart and limb to bear Automedon safely to the ships from battle, for I shall let the Trojans triumph still further, and go on killing till they reach the ships; whereon night shall fall and darkness overshadow the land.” 

[456] As he spoke he breathed heart and strength into the horses so that they shook the dust from out of their manes, and bore their chariot swiftly into the fight that raged between Trojans and Achaeans. Behind them fought Automedon full of sorrow for his comrade, as a vulture amid a flock of geese. In and out, and here and there, full speed he dashed amid the throng of the Trojans, but for all the fury of his pursuit he killed no man, for he could not wield his spear and keep his horses in hand when alone in the chariot; at last, however, a comrade, Alcimedon, son of Laerkes son of Haimon caught sight of him and came up behind his chariot. “Automedon,” said he, “what god has put this folly into your heart and robbed you of your right mind, that you fight the Trojans in the front rank single-handed? He who was your comrade is slain, and Hektor plumes himself on being armed in the armor of the descendant of Aiakos.” 

[474] Automedon son of Diores answered, “Alcimedon, there is no one else who can control and guide the immortal steeds so well as you can, save only Patroklos—while he was alive—peer of gods in counsel. Take then the whip and reins, while I go down from the car and fight. 

[481] Alcimedon sprang on to the chariot, and caught up the whip and reins, while Automedon leaped from off the car. When Hektor saw him he said to Aeneas who was near him, “Aeneas, counselor of the mail-clad Trojans, I see the steeds of the fleet son of Aiakos come into battle with weak hands to drive them. I am sure, if you think well, that we might take them; they will not dare face us if we both attack them.” The valiant son of Anchises was of the same mind, and the pair went right on, with their shoulders covered under shields of tough dry ox-hide, overlaid with much bronze. Chromios and Aretus went also with them, and their hearts beat high with hope that they might kill the men and capture the horses—fools that they were, for they were not to return unscathed from their meeting with Automedon, who prayed to father Zeus and was forthwith filled with courage and strength abounding. He turned to his trusty comrade Alcimedon and said, “Alcimedon, keep your horses so close up that I may feel their breath upon my back; I doubt that we shall not stay Hektor son of Priam till he has killed us and mounted behind the horses; he will then either spread panic among the ranks of the Achaeans, or himself be killed among the foremost.” 

[507] At this he cried out to the two Ajaxes and Menelaos, “Ajaxes chiefs of the Argives, and Menelaos, give the dead body over to them that are best able to defend it, and come to the rescue of us living; for Hektor and Aeneas who are the two best men among the Trojans, are pressing us hard in the full tide of war. Nevertheless the issue lies on the lap of heaven, I will therefore hurl my spear and leave the rest to Zeus.” 

[514] He poised and hurled as he spoke, whereon the spear struck the round shield of Aretus, and went right through it for the shield stayed it not, so that it was driven through his belt into the lower part of his belly. As when some sturdy youth, axe in hand, deals his blow behind the horns of an ox and severs the tendons at the back of its neck so that it springs forward and then drops, even so did Aretus give one bound and then fall on his back the spear quivering in his body till it made an end of him. Hektor then aimed a spear at Automedon but he saw it coming and stooped forward to avoid it, so that it flew past him and the point stuck in the ground, while the butt-end went on quivering till Ares robbed it of its force. They would then have fought hand to hand with swords had not the two Ajaxes forced their way through the crowd when they heard their comrade calling, and parted them for all their fury—for Hektor, Aeneas, and Chromios were afraid and drew back, leaving Aretus to lie there struck to the heart. Automedon, peer of fleet Ares, then stripped him of his armor and boasted over him saying, “I have done little to assuage my sorrow [akhos] for the son of Menoitios, for the man I have killed is not so good as he was.” 

[540] As he spoke he took the blood-stained spoils and laid them upon his chariot; then he mounted the car with his hands and feet all steeped in gore as a lion that has been gorging upon a bull. 

[543] And now the fierce groanful fight again raged about Patroklos, for Athena came down from heaven and roused its fury by the command of far-seeing Zeus, who had changed his mind [noos] and sent her to encourage the Danaans. As when Zeus bends his bright bow in heaven in token to mankind either of war or of the chill storms that stay men from their labor and plague the flocks—even so,

[550] wrapped in such radiant raiment, did Athena go in among the host of warriors and speak man by man to each. First she took the form and voice of Phoenix and spoke to Menelaos son of Atreus, who was standing near her. “Menelaos,” said she, “it will be shame and dishonor to you, if dogs tear the noble comrade of Achilles under the walls of Troy. Therefore be staunch, and urge your men to be so also.” 

[561] Menelaos answered, “Phoenix, my good old friend, may Athena grant me strength and keep the darts from off me, for so shall I stand by Patroklos and defend him; his death has gone to my heart, but Hektor is as a raging fire and deals his blows without ceasing, for Zeus is now granting him a time of triumph.” 

[567] Athena was pleased at his having named herself before any of the other gods. Therefore she put strength into his knees and shoulders, and made him as bold as a fly, which, though driven off will yet come again and bite if it can, so dearly does it love man’s blood—even so bold as this did she make him as he stood over Patroklos and threw his spear. Now there was among the Trojans a man named Podes, son of Eetion, who was both rich and valiant. Hektor held him in the highest honor among the people [dêmos], for he was his comrade and boon companion; the spear of Menelaos struck this man in the belt just as he had turned in flight, and went right through him. Whereon he fell heavily forward, and Menelaos son of Atreus drew off his body from the Trojans into the ranks of his own people. 

[582] Apollo then went up to Hektor and spurred him on to fight, in the likeness of Phainops son of Asios who lived in Abydos and was the most favored of all Hektor’s guests. In his likeness Apollo said, “Hektor, who of the Achaeans will fear you henceforward now that you have quailed before Menelaos who has ever been rated poorly as a warrior? Yet he has now got a corpse away from the Trojans single-handed, and has slain your own true comrade, a man brave among the foremost, Podes son of Eetion. 

[591] A dark cloud of grief [akhos] fell upon Hektor as he heard, and he made his way to the front clad in full armor. Thereon the son of Kronos seized his bright tasseled aegis, and veiled Ida in cloud: he sent forth his lightning and his thunders, and as he shook his aegis he gave victory to the Trojans and routed the Achaeans. 

[597] The panic was begun by Peneleos the Boeotian, for while keeping his face turned ever towards the foe he had been hit with a spear on the upper part of the shoulder; a spear thrown by Polydamas had grazed the top of the bone, for Polydamas had come up to him and struck him from close at hand. Then Hektor in close combat struck Leitus son of noble Alectryon in the hand by the wrist, and disabled him from fighting further. He looked about him in dismay, knowing that never again should he wield spear in battle with the Trojans. While Hektor was in pursuit of Leitus, Idomeneus struck him on the breastplate over his chest near the nipple; but the spear broke in the shaft, and the Trojans cheered aloud. Hektor then aimed at Idomeneus son of Deucalion as he was standing on his chariot, and very narrowly missed him, but the spear hit Koiranos, a follower and charioteer of Meriones who had come with him from Lyktos. Idomeneus had left the ships on foot and would have afforded a great triumph to the Trojans if Koiranos had not driven quickly up to him, he therefore brought life and rescue to Idomeneus, but himself fell by the hand of murderous Hektor. For Hektor hit him on the jaw under the ear; the end of the spear drove out his teeth and cut his tongue in two pieces, so that he fell from his chariot and let the reins fall to the ground. Meriones gathered them up from the ground and took them into his own hands, then he said to Idomeneus, “Lay on, till you get back to the ships, for you must see that the day is no longer ours.” 

[624] At this Idomeneus lashed the horses to the ships, for fear had taken hold upon him. 

[626] Ajax and Menelaos noted how Zeus had turned the scale in favor of the Trojans, and Ajax was first to speak. “Alas,” said he, “even a fool may see that father Zeus is helping the Trojans. All their weapons strike home; no matter whether it be a brave man or a coward that hurls them, Zeus speeds all alike, whereas ours fall each one of them without effect. What, then, will be best both as regards rescuing the body, and our return to the joy of our friends who will be grieving as they look here; for they will make sure that nothing can now check the terrible hands of Hektor, and that he will fling himself upon our ships. I wish that some one would go and tell the son of Peleus at once, for I do not think he can have yet heard the sad news that the dearest of his friends has fallen. But I can see not a man among the Achaeans to send, for they and their chariots are alike hidden in darkness. O father Zeus, lift this cloud from over the sons of the Achaeans; make heaven serene, and let us see; if you will that we perish, let us fall at any rate by daylight.” 

[648] Father Zeus heard him and had compassion upon his tears. Forthwith he chased away the cloud of darkness, so that the sun shone out and all the fighting was revealed. Ajax then said to Menelaos, “Look, Menelaos, and if Antilokhos son of Nestor be still living, send him at once to tell Achilles that by far the dearest to him of all his comrades has fallen.” 

[656] Menelaos heeded his words and went his way as a lion from a stockyard—the lion is tired of attacking the men and hounds, who keep watch the whole night through and will not let him feast on the fat of their herd. In his lust of meat he makes straight at them but in vain, for darts from strong hands assail him, and burning brands which daunt him for all his hunger, so in the morning he slinks sulkily away—even so did Menelaos sorely against his will leave Patroklos, in great fear lest the Achaeans should be driven back in rout and let him fall into the hands of the foe. He charged Meriones and the two Ajaxes straitly saying, “Ajaxes and Meriones, leaders of the Argives, now indeed remember how good Patroklos was; he was ever courteous while alive, bear it in mind now that he is dead.” 

[673] With this Menelaos left them, looking round him as keenly as an eagle, whose sight they say is keener than that of any other bird—however high he may be in the heavens, not a hare that runs can escape him by crouching under bush or thicket, for he will swoop down upon it and make an end of it—even so, O Menelaos, did your keen eyes range round the mighty host of your followers to see if you could find the son of Nestor still alive. Presently Menelaos saw him on the extreme left of the battle cheering on his men and exhorting them to fight boldly. Menelaos went up to him and said, “Antilokhos, come here and listen to sad news, which I would indeed were untrue. You must see with your own eyes that heaven is heaping calamity upon the Danaans, and giving victory to the Trojans. Patroklos has fallen, who was the bravest of the Achaeans, and sorely will the Danaans miss him. Run instantly to the ships and tell Achilles, that he may come to rescue the body and bear it to the ships. As for the armor, Hektor already has it.” 

[695] Antilokhos was struck with horror. For a long time he was speechless; his eyes filled with tears and he could find no utterance, but he did as Menelaos had said, and set off running as soon as he had given his armor to a comrade, Laodokos, who was wheeling his horses round, close beside him. 

[700] Thus, then, did he run weeping from the field, to carry the bad news to Achilles son of Peleus. Nor were you, O Menelaos, minded to aid his harassed comrades, when Antilokhos had left the Pylians—and greatly did they miss him—but he sent them noble Thrasymedes, and himself went back to Patroklos. He came running up to the two Ajaxes and said, “I have sent Antilokhos to the ships to tell Achilles, but rage against Hektor as he may, he cannot come, for he cannot fight without armor. What then will be our best plan both as regards rescuing the dead, and our own escape from death amid the battle-cries of the Trojans?” 

[715] Ajax answered, “Menelaos, you have said well: do you, then, and Meriones stoop down, raise the body, and bear it out of the fray [ponos], while we two behind you keep off Hektor and the Trojans, one in heart as in name, and long used to fighting side by side with one another.” 

[722] At this Menelaos and Meriones took the dead man in their arms and lifted him high aloft with a great effort. The Trojan host of warriors raised a hue and cry behind them when they saw the Achaeans bearing the body away, and flew after them like hounds attacking a wounded boar, the loot of a band of young huntsmen. For a while the hounds fly at him as though they would tear him in pieces, but now and again he turns on them in a fury, scaring and scattering them in all directions—even so did the Trojans for a while charge in a body, striking with sword and with spears pointed at both the ends, but when the two Ajaxes faced them and stood at bay, they would turn pale and no man dared press on to fight further about the dead. 

[735] In this wise did the two heroes strain every nerve to bear the body to the ships out of the fight. The battle raged round them like fierce flames that when once kindled spread like wildfire over a city, and the houses fall in the glare of its burning—even such was the roar and tramp of men and horses that pursued them as they bore Patroklos from the field. Or as mules that put forth all their strength to draw some beam or great piece of ship’s timber down a rough mountain-track, and they pant and sweat as they, go even so did Menelaos and pant and sweat as they bore the body of Patroklos. Behind them the two Ajaxes held stoutly out. As some wooded mountain-spur that stretches across a plain will turn water and check the flow even of a great river,

[751] nor is there any stream strong enough to break through it—even so did the two Ajaxes face the Trojans and stern the tide of their fighting though they kept pouring on towards them and foremost among them all was Aeneas son of Anchises with valiant Hektor. As a flock of daws or starlings fall to screaming and chattering when they see a falcon, foe to all small birds, come soaring near them, even so did the Achaean youth raise a din of cries as they fled before Aeneas and Hektor, unmindful of their former prowess. In the rout of the Danaans much goodly armor fell round about the trench, and of fighting there was no end. [761] 

SCROLL XVIII 
[1] Thus then did they fight as it were a flaming fire. Meanwhile the fleet runner Antilokhos, who had been sent as messenger, reached Achilles, and found him sitting by his tall ships and boding that which was indeed too surely true. “Alas,” said he to himself in the heaviness of his heart, “why are the Achaeans again scouring the plain and flocking towards the ships? Heaven grant the gods be not now bringing that sorrow upon me of which my mother Thetis spoke, saying that while I was yet alive the bravest of the Myrmidons should fall before the Trojans, and see the light of the sun no longer. I fear the brave son of Menoitios has fallen through his own daring and yet I bade him return to the ships as soon as he had driven back those that were bringing fire against them, and not join battle with Hektor.” 

[15] As he was thus pondering, the son of Nestor came up to him and told his sad tale, weeping bitterly the while. “Alas,” he cried, “son of noble Peleus, I bring you bad tidings, would indeed that they were untrue. Patroklos has fallen, and a fight is raging about his naked body—for Hektor holds his armor.” 

[22] A dark cloud of grief [akhos] fell upon Achilles as he listened. He filled both hands with dust from off the ground, and poured it over his head, disfiguring his comely face, and letting the refuse settle over his shirt so fair and new. He flung himself down all huge and hugely at full length, and tore his hair with his hands.

[28] The captive women whom Achilles and Patroklos had taken captive screamed aloud for grief, beating their breasts, and with their limbs failing them for sorrow. Antilokhos bent over him the while, weeping and holding both his hands as he lay groaning for he feared that he might plunge a knife into his own throat. Then Achilles gave a loud cry and his mother heard him as she was sitting in the depths of the sea by the Old One her father, whereon she wailed, and all the goddesses daughters of Nereus that dwelt at the bottom of the sea, came gathering round her. There were Glauke, Thalia and Cymodoce, Nesaia, Speo, Thoe and dark-eyed Halie, Cymothoe, Actaea and Limnorea, Melite, Iaera, Amphithoe and Agave, Doto and Proto, Pherusa and Dynamene, Dexamene, Amphinome and Callianeira, Doris, Panope, and the famous sea-nymph Galatea, Nemertes, Apseudes and Callianassa. There were also Klymene, Ianeira and Ianassa, Maera, Oreithuia and Amatheia of the lovely locks, with other Nereids who dwell in the depths of the sea. The crystal cave was filled with their multitude and they all beat their breasts while Thetis led them in their lament. 

[52] “Listen,” she cried, “sisters, daughters of Nereus, that you may hear the burden of my sorrows. Alas, woe is me, woe in that I have borne the most glorious of offspring. I bore him fair and strong, hero among heroes, and he shot up as a sapling; I tended him as a plant in a goodly garden, and sent him with his ships to Ilion to fight the Trojans, but never shall I welcome him back to the house of Peleus. So long as he lives to look upon the light of the sun he is in heaviness, and though I go to him I cannot help him. Nevertheless I will go, that I may see my dear son and learn what sorrow [penthos] has befallen him though he is still holding aloof from battle.” 

[65] She left the cave as she spoke, while the others followed weeping after, and the waves opened a path before them. When they reached the rich plain of Troy, they came up out of the sea in a long line on to the sands, at the place where the ships of the Myrmidons were drawn up in close order round the tents of Achilles. His mother went up to him as he lay groaning; she laid her hand upon his head and spoke piteously, saying, “My son, why are you thus weeping? What sorrow [penthos] has now befallen you? Tell me; hide it not from me. Surely Zeus has granted you the prayer you made him, when you lifted up your hands and besought him that the Achaeans might all of them be pent up at their ships, and regret it bitterly in that you were no longer with them.” 

[78] Achilles groaned and answered, “Mother, Olympian Zeus has indeed granted me the fulfillment of my prayer, but what boots it to me, seeing that my dear comrade Patroklos has fallen—he whom I valued more than all others, and loved as dearly as my own life? I have lost him; yes, and Hektor when he had killed him stripped the wondrous armor, so glorious to behold, which the gods gave to Peleus when they laid you in the couch of a mortal man. Would that you were still dwelling among the immortal sea-nymphs, and that Peleus had taken to himself some mortal bride. For now you shall have grief [penthos] infinite by reason of the death of that son whom you can never welcome home—no, I will not live nor go about among mankind unless Hektor fall by my spear, and thus pay me for having slain Patroklos son of Menoitios.” 

[94] Thetis wept and answered, “Then, my son, is your end near at hand—for your own death awaits you full soon after that of Hektor.” 

[97] Then said Achilles in his great grief, “I would die here and now, in that I could not save my comrade. He has fallen far from home, and in his hour of need my hand was not there to help him. What is there for me? Return to my own land I shall not, and I have brought no saving neither to Patroklos nor to my other comrades of whom so many have been slain by mighty Hektor; I stay here by my ships a bootless burden upon the earth, I, who in fight have no peer among the Achaeans, though in council there are better than I. 

[107] Therefore, perish strife both from among gods and men, and anger, wherein even a righteous man will harden his heart—which rises up in the soul of a man like smoke, and the taste thereof is sweeter than drops of honey. Even so has Agamemnon angered me. And yet—so be it, for it is over; I will force my soul into subjection as I needs must; I will go; I will pursue Hektor who has slain him whom I loved so dearly, and will then abide my doom when it may please Zeus and the other gods to send it. Even Herakles, the best beloved of Zeus—even he could not escape the hand of death, but fate and Hera’s fierce anger laid him low, as I too shall lie when I am dead if a like doom awaits me. Till then I will win fame [kleos], and will bid Trojan and Dardanian women wring tears from their tender cheeks with both their hands in the grievousness of their great sorrow; thus shall they know that he who has held aloof so long will hold aloof no longer. Hold me not back, therefore, in the love you bear me, for you shall not move me.” 

[127] Then silver-footed Thetis answered, “My son, what you have said is true. It is well to save your comrades from destruction, but your armor is in the hands of the Trojans; Hektor bears it in triumph upon his own shoulders. Full well I know that his boast shall not be lasting, for his end is close at hand; go not, however, into the press of battle till you see me return here; tomorrow at break of day I shall be here, and will bring you goodly armor from King Hephaistos.” 

[138] At this she left her brave son, and as she turned away she said to the sea-nymphs her sisters, “Dive into the bosom of the sea and go to the house of the old sea-god my father. Tell him everything; as for me, I will go to the cunning artisan Hephaistos on high Olympus, and ask him to provide my son with a suit of splendid armor.” 

[145] When she had so said, they dived forthwith beneath the waves, while silver-footed Thetis went her way that she might bring the armor for her son. 

[148] Thus, then, did her feet bear the goddess to Olympus, and meanwhile the Achaeans were fleeing with loud cries before murderous Hektor till they reached the ships and the Hellespont, and they could not draw the body of Ares’ attendant [therapôn] Patroklos out of reach of the weapons that were showered upon him, for Hektor son of Priam with his host of warriors and horsemen had again caught up to him like the flame of a fiery furnace; thrice did brave Hektor seize him by the feet, striving with might and main to draw him away and calling loudly on the Trojans, and thrice did the two Ajaxes, clothed in valor as with a garment, beat him from off the body; but all undaunted he would now charge into the thick of the fight, and now again he would stand still and cry aloud, but he would give no ground. As upland shepherds that cannot chase some famished lion from a carcass, even so could not the two Ajaxes scare Hektor son of Priam from the body of Patroklos. 

[165] And now he would even have dragged it off and have won imperishable glory, had not Iris fleet as the wind, winged her way as messenger from Olympus to the son of Peleus and bidden him arm. She came secretly without the knowledge of Zeus and of the other gods, for Hera sent her, and when she had got close to him she said, “Up, son of Peleus, mightiest of all mankind; rescue Patroklos about whom this fearful fight is now raging by the ships. Men are killing one another, the Danaans in defense of the dead body, while the Trojans are trying to hale it away, and take it to wind Ilion: Hektor is the most furious of them all; he is for cutting the head from the body and fixing it on the stakes of the wall. Up, then, and bide here no longer; shrink from the thought that Patroklos may become meat for the dogs of Troy. Shame on you, should his body suffer any kind of outrage.” 

[181] And Achilles said, “Iris, which of the gods was it that sent you to me?” 

[183] Iris answered, “It was Hera the royal spouse of Zeus, but the son of Kronos does not know of my coming, nor yet does any other of the immortals who dwell on the snowy summits of Olympus.” 

[187] Then fleet Achilles answered her saying, “How can I go up into the battle? They have my armor. My mother forbade me to arm till I should see her come, for she promised to bring me goodly armor from Hephaistos; I know no man whose arms I can put on, save only the shield of Ajax son of Telamon, and he surely must be fighting in the front rank and wielding his spear about the body of dead Patroklos.” 

[196] Iris said, ‘We know that your armor has been taken, but go as you are; go to the deep trench and show yourself before the Trojans, that they may fear you and cease fighting. Thus will the fainting sons of the Achaeans gain some brief breathing-time, which in battle may hardly be.” 

[202] Iris left him when she had so spoken. But Achilles dear to Zeus arose, and Athena flung her tasseled aegis round his strong shoulders; she crowned his head with a halo of golden cloud from which she kindled a glow of gleaming fire. As the smoke that goes up into heaven from some city that is being beleaguered on an island far out at sea—all day long do men come out from the city and fight their hardest, and at the going down of the sun the line of beacon-fires blazes forth, flaring high for those that dwell near them to behold, if so be that they may come with their ships and aid them—even so did the light flare from the head of Achilles, as he stood by the trench, going beyond the wall—but he aid not join the Achaeans for he heeded the charge which his mother laid upon him. 

[217] There did he stand and shout aloud. Athena also raised her voice from afar, and spread terror unspeakable among the Trojans. Ringing as the note of a trumpet that sounds alarm then the foe is at the gates of a city, even so brazen was the voice of the son of Aiakos, and when the Trojans heard its clarion tones they were dismayed; the horses turned back with their chariots for they boded mischief, and their drivers were awe-struck by the steady flame which the gray-eyed goddess had kindled above the head of the great son of Peleus. 

[229] Thrice did Achilles raise his loud cry as he stood by the trench, and thrice were the Trojans and their brave allies thrown into confusion; whereon twelve of their noblest champions fell beneath the wheels of their chariots and perished by their own spears. The Achaeans to their great joy then drew Patroklos out of reach of the weapons, and laid him on a litter: his comrades stood mourning round him, and among them fleet Achilles who wept bitterly as he saw his true comrade lying dead upon his bier. He had sent him out with horses and chariots into battle, but his return he was not to welcome. 

[239] Then Hera sent the busy sun, reluctant though he was, into the waters of Okeanos; so he set, and the Achaeans had rest from the tug and turmoil of war. 

[243] Now the Trojans when they had come out of the fight, unyoked their horses and gathered in assembly before preparing their supper. They kept their feet, nor would any dare to sit down, for fear had fallen upon them all because Achilles had shown himself after having held aloof so long from battle. Polydamas son of Panthoös was first to speak, a man of judgement, who alone among them could look both before and after. He was comrade to Hektor, and they had been born upon the same night; with all sincerity and goodwill, therefore, he addressed them thus:—

[254] “Look to it well, my friends; I would urge you to go back now to your city and not wait here by the ships till morning, for we are far from our walls. So long as this man was at enmity [mênis] with Agamemnon the Achaeans were easier to deal with, and I would have gladly camped by the ships in the hope of taking them; but now I go in great fear of the fleet son of Peleus; he is so daring that he will never bide here on the plain whereon the Trojans and Achaeans fight with equal valor, but he will try to storm our city and carry off our women.

[265] Do then as I say, and let us retreat. For this is what will happen. The darkness of night will for a time stay the son of Peleus, but if he find us here in the morning when he sallies forth in full armor, we shall have knowledge of him in good earnest. Glad indeed will he be who can escape and get back to Ilion, and many a Trojan will become meat for dogs and vultures may I never live to hear it. If we do as I say, little though we may like it, we shall have strength in counsel during the night, and the great gates with the doors that close them will protect the city. At dawn we can arm and take our stand on the walls; he will then regret it if he sallies from the ships to fight us. He will go back when he has given his horses their fill of being driven under our walls, and will be in no mind to try and force his way into the city. Neither will he ever destroy it, dogs shall devour him before he do so.” 

[284] Hektor looked fiercely at him and answered, “Polydamas, your words are not to my liking in that you bid us go back and be pent within the city. Have you not had enough of being cooped up behind walls? In the old-days the city of Priam was famous the whole world over for its wealth of gold and bronze, but our treasures are wasted out of our houses, and much goods have been sold away to Phrygia and fair Meonia, for the hand of Zeus has been laid heavily upon us. Now that the son of scheming Kronos has granted that I win glory here and hem the Achaeans in at their ships, prate no more in this foolish way among the people [dêmos]. You will have no man with you; it shall not be; do all of you as I now say; take your suppers in your companies throughout the host of warriors, and keep your watches and be wakeful every man of you. If any Trojan is uneasy about his possessions, let him gather them and give them out among the people. Better let these, rather than the Achaeans, have them. At daybreak we will arm and fight about the ships; granted that Achilles has again come forward to defend them, let it be as he will, but it shall go hard with him. I shall not shun him, but will fight him, to fall or conquer. The god of war deals out like measure to all, and the slayer may yet be slain.” 

[310] Thus spoke Hektor; and the Trojans, fools that they were, shouted in approval, for Pallas Athena had robbed them of their understanding. They gave ear to Hektor with his evil counsel, but the wise words of Polydamas no man would heed. They took their supper throughout the host of warriors, and meanwhile through the whole night the Achaeans mourned Patroklos, and the son of Peleus led them in their lament. He laid his murderous hands upon the breast of his comrade, groaning again and again as a bearded lion when a man who was chasing deer has robbed him of his young in some dense forest; when the lion comes back he is furious, and searches dingle and dell to track the hunter if he can find him, for he is mad with rage—even so with many a sigh did Achilles speak among the Myrmidons saying, “Alas! vain were the words with which I cheered the hero Menoitios in his own house; I said that I would bring his brave son back again to Opoeis after he had destroyed Ilion and taken his share of the spoils—but Zeus does not give all men their heart’s desire. The same soil shall be reddened here at Troy by the blood of us both, for I too shall never be welcomed home by the old horseman Peleus, nor by my mother Thetis, but even in this place shall the earth cover me. Nevertheless, O Patroklos, now that I am left behind you, I will not bury you, till I have brought here the head and armor of mighty Hektor who has slain you. Twelve noble sons of Trojans will I behead before your bier to avenge you; till I have done so you shall lie as you are by the ships, and fair women of Troy and Dardanos, whom we have taken with spear and strength of arm when we destroyed men’s goodly cities, shall weep over you both night and day.” 

[343] Then Achilles told his men to set a large tripod upon the fire that they might wash the clotted gore from off Patroklos. Thereon they set a tripod full of bath water on to a clear fire: they threw sticks on to it to make it blaze, and the water became hot as the flame played about the belly of the tripod. When the water in the cauldron was boiling they washed the body, anointed it with oil, and closed its wounds with ointment that had been kept nine years. Then they laid it on a bier and covered it with a linen cloth from head to foot, and over this they laid a fair white robe. Thus all night long did the Myrmidons gather round Achilles to mourn Patroklos. 

[356] Then Zeus said to Hera his sister-wife, “So, Queen Hera, you have gained your end, and have roused fleet Achilles. One would think that the Achaeans were of your own flesh and blood.” 

[360] And Hera answered, “Dread son of Kronos, why should you say this thing? May not a man though he be only mortal and knows less than we do, do what he can for another person? And shall not I—foremost of all goddesses both by descent and as wife to you who reign in heaven—devise evil for the Trojans if I am angry with them?” 

[368] Thus did they converse. Meanwhile Thetis came to the house of Hephaistos, imperishable, star-bespangled, fairest of the abodes in heaven, a house of bronze wrought by the lame god’s own hands. She found him busy with his bellows, sweating and hard at work, for he was making twenty tripods that were to stand by the wall of his house, and he set wheels of gold under them all that they might go of their own selves to the assemblies [agônes] of the gods, and come back again—marvels indeed to see. They were finished all but the ears of cunning workmanship which yet remained to be fixed to them: these he was now fixing, and he was hammering at the rivets. While he was thus at work silver-footed Thetis came to the house. The goddess Kharis, of graceful head-dress, wife to the far-famed lame god, came towards her as soon as she saw her, and took her hand in her own, saying, “Why have you come to our house, Thetis, honored and ever welcome—for you do not visit us often? Come inside and let me set refreshment before you.” 

[388] The goddess led the way as she spoke, and bade Thetis sit on a richly decorated seat inlaid with silver; there was a footstool also under her feet. Then she called Hephaistos and said, “Hephaistos, come here, Thetis wants you”; and the far-famed lame god answered, “Then it is indeed an august and honored goddess who has come here; she it was that took care of me when I was suffering from the heavy fall which I had through my cruel mother’s anger—for she would have got rid of me because I was lame. It would have gone hardly with me had not Eurynome, daughter of the ever-encircling waters of Okeanos, and Thetis, taken me to their bosom. Nine years did I stay with them, and many beautiful works in bronze, brooches, spiral armlets, cups, and chains, did I make for them in their cave, with the roaring waters of Okeanos foaming as they rushed ever past it; and no one knew, neither of gods nor men, save only Thetis and Eurynome who took care of me. If, then, Thetis has come to my house I must make her due compensation for having saved me; entertain her, therefore, with all hospitality, while I put by my bellows and all my tools.” 

[410] At this the mighty monster hobbled off from his anvil, his thin legs plying lustily under him. He set the bellows away from the fire, and gathered his tools into a silver chest. Then he took a sponge and washed his face and hands, his shaggy chest and brawny neck; he donned his shirt, grasped his strong staff, and limped towards the door. There were golden handmaids also who worked for him, and were like real young women, with sense and reason [noos], voice also and strength, and all the learning of the immortals; these busied themselves as the king bade them, while he drew near to Thetis, seated her upon a goodly seat, and took her hand in his own, saying, “Why have you come to our house, Thetis honored and ever welcome—for you do not visit us often? Say what you want, and I will do it for you at once if I can, and if it can be done at all.” 

[428] Thetis wept and answered, “Hephaistos, is there another goddess in Olympus whom the son of Kronos has been pleased to try with so much affliction as he has me? Me alone of the marine goddesses did he make subject to a mortal husband, Peleus son of Aiakos, and sorely against my will did I submit to the embraces of one who was but mortal, and who now stays at home worn out with age. Neither is this all. Heaven granted me a son, hero among heroes, and he shot up as a sapling. I tended him as a plant in a goodly garden and sent him with his ships to Ilion to fight the Trojans, but never shall I welcome him back to the house of Peleus. So long as he lives to look upon the light of the sun, he is in heaviness, and though I go to him I cannot help him; King Agamemnon has made him give up the maiden whom the sons of the Achaeans had awarded him, and he wastes with sorrow [akhos] for her sake. Then the Trojans hemmed the Achaeans in at their ships’ sterns and would not let them come forth; the elders, therefore, of the Argives besought Achilles and offered him great treasure, whereon he refused to bring deliverance to them himself, but put his own armor on Patroklos and sent him into the fight with much people after him. All day long they fought by the Scaean gates and would have taken the city there and then, had not Apollo granted glory to Hektor and slain the valiant son of Menoitios after he had done the Trojans much evil. Therefore I am suppliant at your knees if haply you may be pleased to provide my son, whose end is near at hand, with helmet and shield, with goodly greaves fitted with ankle-clasps, and with a breastplate, for he lost his own when his true comrade fell at the hands of the Trojans, and he now lies stretched on earth in the bitterness of his soul.” 

[462] And Hephaistos answered, “Take heart, and be no more disquieted about this matter; would that I could hide him from death’s sight when his hour is come, so surely as I can find him armor that shall amaze the eyes of all who behold it.” 

[468] When he had so said he left her and went to his bellows, turning them towards the fire and bidding them do their office. Twenty bellows blew upon the melting-pots, and they blew blasts of every kind, some fierce to help him when he had need of them, and others less strong as Hephaistos willed it in the course of his work. He threw tough copper into the fire, and tin, with silver and gold; he set his great anvil on its block, and with one hand grasped his mighty hammer while he took the tongs in the other. 

[478] First he shaped the shield so great and strong, adorning it all over and binding it round with a gleaming circuit in three layers; and the baldric was made of silver. He made the shield in five thicknesses, and with many a wonder did his cunning hand enrich it. 

[483] He wrought the earth, the heavens, and the sea; the moon also at her full and the untiring sun, with all the signs that glorify the face of heaven—the Pleiades, the Hyades, huge Orion, and the Bear, which men also call the Wain and which turns round ever in one place, facing. Orion, and alone never dips into the stream of Okeanos. 

[490] He wrought also two cities, fair to see and busy with the hum of men. In the one were weddings and wedding-feasts, and they were going about the city with brides whom they were escorting by torchlight from their chambers. Loud rose the cry of Hymen, and the youths danced to the music of reed and lyre, while the women stood each at her house door to see them. 

[497] Meanwhile the people were gathered in assembly, for there was a quarrel [neikos], and two men were wrangling about the blood-price [poinê] for a man who had died, the one saying to the dêmos that he had paid damages in full, and the other refusing to accept anything. Each was trying to make his own case good, and the people took sides, each man backing the side that he had taken;

[502] but the heralds kept them back, and the elders sat on their seats of stone in a solemn circle, holding the scepters which the heralds had put into their hands. Then they rose and each in his turn gave judgement, and there were two talents of gold laid down, to be given to him whose judgement [dikê] should be deemed the straightest. 

[509] About the other city there lay encamped two hosts of warriors in gleaming armor, and they were divided whether to destroy it, or to spare it and accept the half of what it contained. But the men of the city would not yet consent, and armed themselves for a surprise; their wives and little children kept guard upon the walls, and with them were the men who were past fighting through age; but the others went forth with Ares and Pallas Athena at their head—both of them wrought in gold and clad in golden raiment, great and fair with their armor as befitting gods, while they that followed were smaller. When they reached the place where they would lay their ambush, it was on a riverbed to which live stock of all kinds would come from far and near to water; here, then, they lay concealed, clad in full armor. Some way off them there were two scouts who were on the look-out for the coming of sheep or cattle, which presently came, followed by two shepherds who were playing on their pipes, and had not so much as a thought of danger. When those who were in ambush saw this, they cut off the flocks and herds and killed the shepherds. Meanwhile the besiegers, when they heard much noise among the cattle as they sat in council, sprang to their horses, and made with all speed towards them; when they reached them they set battle in array by the banks of the river, and the hosts of warriors aimed their bronze-shod spears at one another. With them were Strife and Riot, and fell Fate who was dragging three men after her, one with a fresh wound, and the other unwounded, while the third was dead, and she was dragging him along by his heel: and her robe was soaked in men’s blood. They went in and out with one another and fought as though they were living people haling away one another’s dead. 

[541] He wrought also a fair fallow field, large and thrice ploughed already. Many men were working at the plough within it, turning their oxen to and fro, furrow after furrow. Each time that they turned on reaching the headland a man would come up to them and give them a cup of wine, and they would go back to their furrows looking forward to the time when they should again reach the headland. The part that they had ploughed was dark behind them, so that the field, though it was of gold, still looked as if it were being ploughed—very curious to behold. 

[550] He wrought also a field of harvest wheat, and the reapers were reaping with sharp sickles in their hands. Swathe after swathe fell to the ground in a straight line behind them, and the binders bound them in bands of twisted straw. There were three binders, and behind them there were boys who gathered the cut wheat in armfuls and kept on bringing them to be bound: among them all the owner of the land stood by in silence and was glad. The servants were getting a meal ready under an oak, for they had sacrificed a great ox, and were busy cutting him up, while the women were making a porridge of much white barley for the laborers’ dinner. 

[561] He wrought also a vineyard, golden and fair to see, and the vines were loaded with grapes. The bunches overhead were black, but the vines were trained on poles of silver. He ran a ditch of dark metal all round it, and fenced it with a fence of tin; there was only one path to it, and by this the vintners went when they would gather the vintage. Youths and maidens all blithe and full of glee, carried the luscious fruit in plaited baskets; and with them there went a boy who made sweet music with his lyre, and sang the Linus-song with his clear boyish voice. 

[573] He wrought also a herd of horned cattle. He made the cows of gold and tin, and they lowed as they came full speed out of the yards to go and feed among the waving reeds that grow by the banks of the river. Along with the cattle there went four shepherds, all of them in gold, and their nine fleet dogs went with them. Two terrible lions had fastened on a bellowing bull that was with the foremost cows, and bellow as he might they haled him, while the dogs and men gave chase: the lions tore through the bull’s thick hide and were gorging on his blood and bowels, but the herdsmen were afraid to do anything, and only hounded on their dogs; the dogs dared not fasten on the lions but stood by barking and keeping out of harm’s way. 

[587] The god wrought also a pasture in a fair mountain dell, and large flock of sheep, with a homestead and huts, and sheltered sheepfolds. 

[590] Furthermore he wrought a green, like that which Daedalus once made in Knossos for lovely Ariadne. There was a dance [khoros] there of youths and maidens whom all would want to woo, with their hands on one another’s wrists. The maidens wore robes of light linen, and the young men well woven shirts that were oiled. The girls were crowned with garlands, while the young men had daggers of gold that hung by silver baldrics; sometimes they would dance deftly in a ring with merry twinkling feet, as it were a potter sitting at his work and making trial of his wheel to see whether it will run, and sometimes they would go all in line with one another, and much people was gathered joyously about the place for dancing [khoros]. There was a singer also to sing to them and play his lyre, while two tumblers went about performing in the midst of them when the man struck up with his tune. 

[607] All round the outermost rim of the shield he set the mighty stream of the river Okeanos. 

[609] Then when he had fashioned the shield so great and strong, he made a breastplate also that shone brighter than fire. He made helmet, close fitting to the brow, and richly worked, with a golden plume overhanging it; and he made greaves also of beaten tin. 

[614] Lastly, when the famed lame god had made all the armor, he took it and set it before the mother of Achilles; whereon she darted like a falcon from the snowy summits of Olympus and bore away the gleaming armor from the house of Hephaistos. [617] 

SCROLL XIX 

[1] Now when Dawn in robe of saffron was hastening from the streams of Okeanos, to bring light to mortals and immortals, Thetis reached the ships with the armor that the god had given her. She found her son fallen about the body of Patroklos and weeping bitterly. Many also of his followers were weeping round him, but when the goddess came among them she clasped his hand in her own, saying, “My son, grieve as we may we must let this man lie, for it is by heaven’s will that he has fallen; now, therefore, accept from Hephaistos this rich and goodly armor, which no man has ever yet borne upon his shoulders.” 

[12] As she spoke she set the armor before Achilles, and it rang out bravely as she did so. The Myrmidons were struck with awe, and none dared look full at it, for they were afraid; but Achilles was roused to still greater fury, and his eyes gleamed with a fierce light, for he was glad when he handled the splendid present which the god had made him. Then, as soon as he had satisfied himself with looking at it, he said to his mother, “Mother, the god has given me armor, meet handiwork for an immortal and such as no living could have fashioned; I will now arm, but I much fear that flies will settle upon the son of Menoitios and breed worms about his wounds, so that his body, now he is dead, will be disfigured and the flesh will rot.” 

[28] Silver-footed Thetis answered, “My son, be not disquieted about this matter. I will find means to protect him from the swarms of noisome flies that prey on the bodies of men who have been killed in battle. He may lie for a whole year, and his flesh shall still be as sound as ever, or even sounder. Call, therefore, the Achaean heroes in assembly; unsay your anger [mênis] against Agamemnon; arm at once, and fight with might and main.” As she spoke she put strength and courage into his heart, and she then dropped ambrosia and red nectar into the wounds of Patroklos, that his body might suffer no change. 

[40] Then Achilles went out upon the seashore, and with a loud cry called on the Achaean heroes. At this even those who as yet had stayed always at the assembly [agôn] of ships, the pilots and helmsmen, and even the stewards who were about the ships and served out rations, all came to the place of assembly because Achilles had shown himself after having held aloof so long from fighting. Two of them, attendants [theraponte] of Ares, Odysseus and the son of Tydeus, came limping, for their wounds still pained them; nevertheless they came, and took their seats in the front row of the assembly. Last of all came Agamemnon, king of men, he too wounded, for Koön son of Antenor had struck him with a spear in battle. 

[54] When the Achaeans were got together Achilles rose and said, “Son of Atreus, surely it would have been better alike for both you and me, when we two were in such high anger about Briseis, surely it would have been better, had Artemis’ arrow slain her at the ships on the day when I took her after having destroyed Lyrnessos. For so, many an Achaean the less would have bitten dust before the foe in the days of my anger. It has been well for Hektor and the Trojans, but the Achaeans will long indeed remember our quarrel. Now, however, let it be, for it is over. If we have been angry, necessity has schooled our anger. I put it from me: I dare not nurse it for ever; therefore, bid the Achaeans arm forthwith that I may go out against the Trojans, and learn whether they will be in a mind to sleep by the ships or no. Glad, I think, will he be to rest his knees who may fly my spear when I wield it.” 

[74] Thus did he speak, and the Achaeans rejoiced in that he had put away his anger [mênis]. Then Agamemnon spoke, rising in his place, and not going into the middle of the assembly. “Danaan heroes,” said he, “attendants [therapontes] of Ares, it is well to listen when a man stands up to speak, and it is not seemly to interrupt him, or it will go hard even with a practiced speaker. Who can either hear or speak in an uproar? Even the finest orator will be disconcerted by it. I will expound to the son of Peleus, and do you other Achaeans heed me and mark me well. Often have the Achaeans spoken to me of this matter and upbraided me, but it was not I who was responsible [aitios]: Zeus, and Fate, and the Erinys that walks in darkness afflicted me with derangement [atê] when we were assembled on the day that I took from Achilles the prize that had been awarded to him. What could I do? All things are in the hand of heaven, and Atê, eldest of Zeus’ daughters, shuts men’s eyes to their destruction. She walks delicately, not on the solid earth, but hovers over the heads of men to make them stumble or to ensnare them. 

[95] “Time was when she deceived Zeus himself, who they say is greatest whether of gods or men; for Hera, woman though she was, beguiled him on the day when Alkmene was to bring forth mighty Herakles in the fair city of Thebes. He told it out among the gods saying, ‘Hear me all gods and goddesses, that I may speak even as I am minded; this day shall an Eileithuia, helper of women who are in labor, bring a man child into the world who shall be lord over all that dwell about him who are of my blood and lineage.’ Then said Hera all crafty and full of guile, ‘You will play false, and will not hold to your word. Swear me, O Olympian, swear me a great oath, that he who shall this day fall between the feet of a woman, shall be lord over all that dwell about him who are of your blood and lineage.’ 

[112] “Thus she spoke, and Zeus suspected her not, but swore the great oath, to his much ruing thereafter. For Hera darted down from the high summit of Olympus, and went in haste to Achaean Argos where she knew that the noble wife of Sthenelos son of Perseus then was. She being with child and in her seventh month, Hera brought the child to birth though there was a month still wanting, but she stayed the offspring of Alkmene, and kept back the Eileithuiai. Then she went to tell Zeus the son of Kronos, and said, ‘Father Zeus, lord of the lightning—I have a word for your ear. There is a fine child born this day, Eurystheus, son to Sthenelos the son of Perseus; he is of your lineage; it is well, therefore, that he should reign over the Argives.’ 

[125] “At this Zeus felt grief [akhos] to the very quick, and in his rage he caught Atê by the hair, and swore a great oath that never should she again invade starry heaven and Olympus, for she was the bane of all. Then he whirled her round with a twist of his hand, and flung her down from heaven so that she fell on to the fields of mortal men; and he was ever angry with her when he saw his son groaning under the cruel labors [athloi] that Eurystheus laid upon him. Even so did I grieve when mighty Hektor was killing the Argives at their ships, and all the time I kept thinking of Atê who had so harmed me. I was blind, and Zeus robbed me of my reason; I will now make atonement, and will add much treasure by way of amends. Go, therefore, into battle, you and your people with you. I will give you all that Odysseus offered you yesterday in your tents: or if it so please you, wait, though you want to fight at once, and my attendants [therapontes] shall bring the gifts from my ship, that you may see whether what I give you is enough.” 

[145] And Achilles answered, “Son of Atreus, king of men Agamemnon, you can give such gifts as you think proper, or you can withhold them: it is in your own hands. Let us now set battle in array;

[149] it is not well to tarry talking about trifles, for there is a deed which is as yet to do. Achilles shall again be seen fighting among the foremost, and laying low the ranks of the Trojans: bear this in mind each one of you when he is fighting.” 

[154] Then Odysseus said, “Achilles, godlike and brave, send not the Achaeans thus against Ilion to fight the Trojans fasting, for the battle will be no brief one, when it is once begun, and heaven has filled both sides with fury; bid them first take food both bread and wine by the ships, for in this there is strength and stay. No man can do battle the livelong day to the going down of the sun if he is without food; however much he may want to fight his strength will fail him before he knows it; hunger and thirst will find him out, and his limbs will grow weary under him. But a man can fight all day if he is full fed with meat and wine; his heart beats high, and his strength will stay till he has routed all his foes; therefore, send the people away and bid them prepare their meal; King Agamemnon will bring out the gifts in presence of the assembly, that all may see them and you may be satisfied. Moreover let him swear an oath before the Argives that he has never gone up into the couch of Briseis, nor been with her after the manner [themis] of men and women; and do you, too, show yourself of a gracious mind; let Agamemnon entertain you in his tents with a feast of reconciliation, that so you may have had your dues in full. As for you, son of Atreus, treat people more righteously in future; it is no disgrace even to a king that he should make amends if he was wrong in the first instance.” 

[184] And King Agamemnon answered, “Son of Laertes, your words please me well, for throughout you have spoken wisely. I will swear as you would have me do; I do so of my own free will, neither shall I take the name of a daimôn in vain. Let, then, Achilles wait, though he would want to fight at once, and do you others wait also, till the gifts come from my tent and we ratify the oath with sacrifice. Thus, then, do I charge you: choose [krinô] some noble young Achaeans with you, and bring from my tents the gifts that I promised yesterday to Achilles, and bring the women also; furthermore let Talthybios find me a boar from those that are with the host, and make it ready for sacrifice to Zeus and to the sun.” 

[198] Then said Achilles, “Son of Atreus, king of men Agamemnon, see to these matters at some other season, when there is breathing time and when I am calmer. Would you have men eat while the bodies of those whom Hektor son of Priam slew are still lying mangled upon the plain? Let the sons of the Achaeans, say I, fight fasting and without food, till we have avenged them; afterwards at the going down of the sun let them eat their fill. As for me, Patroklos is lying dead in my tent, all hacked and hewn, with his feet to the door, and his comrades are mourning round him. Therefore I can take thought of nothing save only slaughter and blood and the rattle in the throat of the dying.” 

[215] Odysseus answered, “Achilles, son of Peleus, mightiest of all the Achaeans, in battle you are better than I, and that more than a little, but in counsel I am much before you, for I am older and of greater knowledge. Therefore be patient under my words. Fighting is a thing of which men soon surfeit, and when Zeus, who is wars steward, weighs the upshot, it may well prove that the straw which our sickles have reaped is far heavier than the grain. It may not be that the Achaeans should mourn the dead with their bellies; day by day men fall thick and threefold continually; when should we have respite from our sorrow [ponos]? Let us mourn our dead for a day and bury them out of sight and mind, but let those of us who are left eat and drink that we may arm and fight our foes more fiercely. In that hour let no man hold back, waiting for a second summons; such summons shall bode ill for him who is found lagging behind at our ships; let us rather come forth as one man and let loose the fury of war upon the Trojans.” 

[238] When he had thus spoken he took with him the sons of Nestor, with Meges son of Phyleus, Thoas, Meriones, Lykomedes son of Creontes, and Melanippus, and went to the tent of Agamemnon son of Atreus. The word was not sooner said than the deed was done: they brought out the seven tripods which Agamemnon had promised, with the twenty metal cauldrons and the twelve horses; they also brought the women skilled in useful arts, seven in number, with Briseis, which made eight. Odysseus weighed out the ten talents of gold and then led the way back, while the young Achaeans brought the rest of the gifts, and laid them in the middle of the assembly. 

[249] Agamemnon then rose, and Talthybios whose voice was like that of a god came to him with the boar. The son of Atreus drew the knife which he wore by the scabbard of his mighty sword, and began by cutting off some bristles from the boar, lifting up his hands in prayer as he did so. The other Achaeans sat where they were all silent and orderly to hear the king, and Agamemnon looked into the vault of heaven and prayed saying, “I call Zeus the first and mightiest of all gods to witness, I call also Earth and Sun and the Erinyes who dwell below and take vengeance on him who shall swear falsely, that I have laid no hand upon the girl Briseis, neither to take her to my bed nor otherwise, but that she has remained in my tents inviolate. If I swear falsely may heaven visit me with all the penalties which it metes out to those who perjure themselves.” 

[266] He cut the boar’s throat as he spoke, whereon Talthybios whirled it round his head, and flung it into the wide sea to feed the fishes. Then Achilles also rose and said to the Argives, “Father Zeus, truly you blind men’s eyes and afflict them with derangement [atê]. The son of Atreus had not else stirred me to so fierce an anger, nor so stubbornly taken Briseis from me against my will. Surely Zeus must have counseled the destruction of many an Argive. Go, now, and take your food that we may begin fighting.” 

[276] At this he broke up the assembly, and every man went back to his own ship. The Myrmidons attended to the presents and took them away to the ship of Achilles. They placed them in his tents, while the attendants [therapontes] drove the horses in among the others. 

[282] Briseis, fair as Aphrodite, when she saw the mangled body of Patroklos, flung herself upon it and cried aloud, tearing her breast, her neck, and her lovely face with both her hands. Beautiful as a goddess she wept and said, “Patroklos, dearest friend, when I went hence I left you living; I return, O prince, to find you dead; thus do fresh sorrows multiply upon me one after the other. I saw him to whom my father and mother married me, cut down before our city, and my three own dear brothers perished with him on the self-same day; but you, Patroklos, even when Achilles slew my husband and destroyed the city of noble Mynes, told me that I was not to weep, for you said you would make Achilles marry me, and take me back with him to Phthia, we should have a wedding feast among the Myrmidons. You were always kind to me and I shall never cease to grieve for you.” 

[301] She wept as she spoke, and the women joined in her lament-making as though their tears were for Patroklos, but in truth each was weeping for her own sorrows. The elders of the Achaeans gathered round Achilles and prayed him to take food, but he groaned and would not do so. “I pray you,” said he, “if any comrade will hear me, bid me neither eat nor drink, for I am in great heaviness, and will stay fasting even to the going down of the sun.” 

[309] At this he sent the other princes away, save only the two sons of Atreus and Odysseus, Nestor, Idomeneus, and the horseman Phoenix, who stayed behind and tried to comfort him in the bitterness of his sorrow [akhos]: but he would not be comforted till he should have flung himself into the jaws of battle, and he fetched sigh on sigh, thinking ever of Patroklos. Then he said—

[315] “Hapless and dearest comrade, you it was who would get a good dinner ready for me at once and without delay when the Achaeans were hasting to fight the Trojans; now, therefore, though I have meat and drink in my tents, yet will I fast for sorrow. Grief greater than this I could not know, not even though I were to hear of the death of my father, who is now in Phthia weeping for the loss of me his son, who am here fighting the Trojans in a strange land [dêmos] for the accursed sake of Helen, nor yet though I should hear that my son is no more—he who is being brought up in Skyros—if indeed Neoptolemos is still living. Till now I made sure that I alone was to fall here at Troy away from Argos, while you were to return to Phthia, bring back my son with you in your own ship, and show him all my property, my bondsmen, and the greatness of my house—for Peleus must surely be either dead, or what little life remains to him is oppressed alike with the infirmities of age and ever present fear lest he should hear the sad tidings of my death.” 

[337] He wept as he spoke, and the elders sighed in concert as each thought on what he had left at home behind him. The son of Kronos looked down with pity upon them, and said presently to Athena, “My child, you have quite deserted your hero; is he then gone so clean out of your recollection? There he sits by the ships all desolate for the loss of his dear comrade, and though the others are gone to their dinner he will neither eat nor drink. Go then and drop nectar and ambrosia into his breast, that he may know no hunger.” 

[349] With these words he urged Athena, who was already of the same mind. She darted down from heaven into the air like some falcon sailing on his broad wings and screaming. Meanwhile the Achaeans were arming throughout the host of warriors, and when Athena had dropped nectar and ambrosia into Achilles so that no cruel hunger should cause his limbs to fail him, she went back to the house of her mighty father. Thick as the chill snow-flakes shed from the hand of Zeus and borne on the keen blasts of the north wind, even so thick did the gleaming helmets, the bossed shields, the strongly plated breastplates, and the ashen spears stream from the ships. The sheen pierced the sky, the whole land was radiant with their flashing armor, and the sound of the tramp of their treading rose from under their feet. In the midst of them all Achilles put on his armor; he gnashed his teeth, his eyes gleamed like fire, for his grief [akhos] was greater than he could bear. Thus, then, full of fury against the Trojans, did he don the gift of the god, the armor that Hephaistos had made him. 

[369] First he put on the goodly greaves fitted with ankle-clasps, and next he did on the breastplate about his chest. He slung the silver-studded sword of bronze about his shoulders, and then took up the shield so great and strong that shone afar with a splendor as of the moon. As the light seen by sailors from out at sea [pontos], when men have lit a fire in their homestead high up among the mountains, but the sailors are carried out to sea [pontos] by wind and storm far from the haven where they would be—even so did the gleam of Achilles’ wondrous shield strike up into the heavens. He lifted the redoubtable helmet, and set it upon his head, from whence it shone like a star, and the golden plumes which Hephaistos had set thick about the ridge of the helmet, waved all around it. Then Achilles made trial of himself in his armor to see whether it fitted him, so that his limbs could play freely under it, and it seemed to buoy him up as though it had been wings. 

[387] He also drew his father’s spear out of the spear-stand, a spear so great and heavy and strong that none of the Achaeans save only Achilles had strength to wield it; this was the spear of Pelian ash from the topmost ridges of Mount Pelion, which Cheiron had once given to Peleus, fraught with the death of heroes. Automedon and Alkimos busied themselves with the harnessing of his horses; they made the bands fast about them, and put the bit in their mouths, drawing the reins back towards the chariot. Automedon, whip in hand, sprang up behind the horses, and after him Achilles mounted in full armor, resplendent as the sun-god Hyperion. Then with a loud voice he chided with his father’s horses saying, “Xanthos and Balios, famed offspring of Podarge—this time when we have done fighting be sure and bring your driver safely back to the host of the Achaeans, and do not leave him dead on the plain as you did Patroklos.” 

[404] Then fleet Xanthos answered under the yoke—for white-armed Hera had endowed him with human speech—and he bowed his head till his mane touched the ground as it hung down from under the yoke-band. “Dread Achilles,” said he, “we will indeed save you now, but the day of your death is near, and the blame [aitioi] will not be ours, for it will be heaven and stern fate that will destroy you. Neither was it through any sloth or slackness on our part that the Trojans stripped Patroklos of his armor; it was the mighty god whom lovely Leto bore that slew him as he fought among the foremost, and granted a triumph to Hektor. We two can fly as swiftly as Zephyrus who they say is fleetest of all winds; nevertheless it is your doom to fall by the hand of a man and of a god.” 

[418] When he had thus said the Erinyes stayed his speech, and Achilles answered him in great sadness, saying, “Why, O Xanthos, do you thus foretell my death? You need not do so, for I well know that I am to fall here, far from my dear father and mother; none the more, however, shall I stay my hand till I have given the Trojans their fill of fighting.” 

[424] So saying, with a loud cry he drove his horses to the front. 

SCROLL XX 

[1] Thus, then, did the Achaeans arm by their ships round you, O son of Peleus, who were hungering for battle; while the Trojans over against them armed upon the rise of the plain. 

[4] Meanwhile Zeus from the top of many-delled Olympus, bade Themis gather the gods in council, whereon she went about and called them to the house of Zeus. There was not a river absent except Okeanos, nor a single one of the nymphs that haunt fair groves, or springs of rivers and meadows of green grass. When they reached the house of cloud-compelling Zeus, they took their seats in the arcades of polished marble which Hephaistos with his consummate skill had made for father Zeus. 

[13] In such wise, therefore, did they gather in the house of Zeus. Poseidon also, lord of the earthquake, obeyed the call of the goddess, and came up out of the sea to join them. There, sitting in the midst of them, he asked what Zeus’ purpose might be. “Why,” said he, “wielder of the lightning, have you called the gods in council? Are you considering some matter that concerns the Trojans and Achaeans—for the blaze of battle is on the point of being kindled between them?” 

[19] And Zeus answered, “You know my purpose, shaker of earth, and wherefore I have called you here. I take thought for them even in their destruction. For my own part I shall stay here seated on Mount Olympus and look on in peace, but do you others go about among Trojans and Achaeans, and help either side as you may be severally disposed in thinking [noos]. If Achilles fights the Trojans without hindrance they will make no stand against him; they have ever trembled at the sight of him, and now that he is roused to such fury about his comrade, he will override fate itself and storm their city.” 

[31] Thus spoke Zeus and gave the word for war, whereon the gods took their several sides and went into battle. Hera, Pallas Athena, earth-encircling Poseidon, Hermes bringer of good luck and excellent in all cunning—all these joined the host of warriors that came from the ships; with them also came Hephaistos in all his glory, limping, but yet with his thin legs plying lustily under him. Ares of gleaming helmet joined the Trojans, and with him Apollo of locks unshorn, and the archer goddess Artemis, Leto, Xanthos, and laughter-loving Aphrodite. 

[41] So long as the gods held themselves aloof from mortal warriors the Achaeans were triumphant, for Achilles who had long refused to fight was now with them. There was not a Trojan but his limbs failed him for fear as he beheld the fleet son of Peleus all glorious in his armor, and looking like Ares himself. When, however, the Olympians came to take their part among men, immediately rose up strong Strife, rouser of hosts, and Athena raised her loud voice, now standing by the deep trench that ran outside the wall, and now shouting with all her might upon the shore of the sounding sea. Ares also bellowed out upon the other side, dark as some black thunder-cloud, and called on the Trojans at the top of his voice, now from the acropolis, and now speeding up the side of the river Simoeis till he came to the hill Callicolone. 

[54] Thus did the gods spur on both hosts of warriors to fight, and rouse fierce contention also among themselves. The sire of gods and men thundered from heaven above, while from beneath Poseidon shook the vast earth, and bade the high hills tremble. The spurs and crests of many-fountained Ida quaked, as also the city of the Trojans and the ships of the Achaeans. Hades, king of the realms below, was struck with fear; he sprang panic-stricken from his throne and cried aloud in terror lest Poseidon, lord of the earthquake, should crack the ground over his head, and lay bare his moldy mansions to the sight of mortals and immortals—mansions so ghastly grim that even the gods shudder to think of them. Such was the uproar as the gods came together in battle. Apollo with his arrows took his stand to face King Poseidon, while Athena took hers against the god of war; the archer-goddess Artemis with her golden arrows, sister of far-darting Apollo, stood to face Hera; Hermes the lusty bringer of good luck faced Leto, while the mighty eddying river whom men can Skamandros, but gods Xanthos, matched himself against Hephaistos. 

[75] The gods, then, were thus ranged against one another. But the heart of Achilles was set on meeting Hektor son of Priam, for it was with his blood that he longed above all things else to glut the stubborn lord of battle. Meanwhile Apollo set Aeneas on to attack the son of Peleus, and put courage into his heart, speaking with the voice of Lykaon son of Priam. In his likeness therefore, he said to Aeneas, “Aeneas, counselor of the Trojans, where are now the brave words with which you boasted over your wine before the Trojan princes, saying that you would fight Achilles son of Peleus in single combat?” 

[86] And Aeneas answered, “Why do you thus bid me fight the proud son of Peleus, when I am in no mind to do so? Were I to face him now, it would not be for the first time. His spear has already put me to Right from Ida, when he attacked our cattle and destroyed Lyrnessos and Pedasos; Zeus indeed saved me in that he granted me strength to flee, else had the fallen by the hands of Achilles and Athena, who went before him to protect him and urged him to fall upon the Leleges and Trojans. No man may fight Achilles, for one of the gods is always with him as his guardian angel, and even were it not so, his weapon flies ever straight, and fails not to pierce the flesh of him who is against him; if heaven would let me fight him on even terms he should not soon overcome me, though he boasts that he is made of bronze.” 

[103] Then said King Apollo, son to Zeus, “No, hero, pray to the ever-living gods, for men say that you were born of Zeus’ daughter Aphrodite, whereas Achilles is son to a goddess of inferior rank. Aphrodite is child to Zeus, while Thetis is but daughter to the Old One of the sea. Bring, therefore, your spear to bear upon him, and let him not scare you with his taunts and menaces.” 

[110] As he spoke he put courage into the heart of the shepherd of his people, and he strode in full armor among the ranks of the foremost fighters. Nor did the son of Anchises escape the notice of white-armed Hera, as he went forth into the throng to meet Achilles. She called the gods about her, and said, “Look to it, you two, Poseidon and Athena, and consider how this shall be; Phoebus Apollo has been sending Aeneas clad in full armor to fight Achilles. Shall we turn him back at once, or shall one of us stand by Achilles and endow him with strength so that his heart fail not, and he may learn that the chiefs of the immortals are on his side, while the others who have all along been defending the Trojans are but vain helpers? Let us all come down from Olympus and join in the fight, that this day he may take no hurt at the hands of the Trojans. Hereafter let him suffer whatever fate may have spun out for him when he was begotten and his mother bore him. If Achilles be not thus assured by the voice of a god, he may come to fear presently when one of us meets him in battle, for the gods are terrible if they are seen face to face.” 

[132] Poseidon lord of the earthquake answered her saying, “Hera, restrain your plan [noos]; it is not well; I am not in favor of forcing the other gods to fight us, for the advantage is too greatly on our own side; let us take our places on some hill out of the beaten track, and let mortals fight it out among themselves. If Ares or Phoebus Apollo begin fighting, or keep Achilles in check so that he cannot fight, we too, will at once raise the cry of battle, and in that case they will soon leave the field and go back vanquished to Olympus among the other gods.” 

[144] With these words the dark-haired god led the way to the high earth-barrow of Herakles, built round solid masonry, and made by the Trojans and Pallas Athena for him to flee to when the sea-monster was chasing him from the shore on to the plain. Here Poseidon and those that were with him took their seats, wrapped in a thick cloud of darkness; but the other gods seated themselves on the brow of Callicolone round you, O Phoebus, and Ares the waster of cities. 

[153] Thus did the gods sit apart and form their plans, but neither side was willing to begin battle with the other, and Zeus from his seat on high was in command over them all. Meanwhile the whole plain was alive with men and horses, and blazing with the gleam of armor. The earth rang again under the tramp of their feet as they rushed towards each other, and two champions, by far the foremost of them all, met between the hosts of warriors to fight—to wit, Aeneas son of Anchises, and noble Achilles. 

[161] Aeneas was first to stride forward in attack, his mighty helmet tossing defiance as he came on. He held his strong shield before his breast, and brandished his bronze spear. The son of Peleus from the other side sprang forth to meet him, like some fierce lion that the whole country-side [dêmos] has met to hunt and kill—at first he bodes no ill, but when some daring youth has struck him with a spear, he crouches openmouthed, his jaws foam, he roars with fury, he lashes his tail from side to side about his ribs and loins, and glares as he springs straight before him, to find out whether he is to slay, or be slain among the foremost of his foes—even with such fury did Achilles burn to spring upon Aeneas. 

[176] When they were now close up with one another Achilles was first to speak. “Aeneas,” said he, “why do you stand thus out before the host of warriors to fight me? Is it that you hope to reign over the Trojans, taking the place [timê] of Priam? No, though you kill me Priam will not hand his kingdom over to you. He is a man of sound judgement, and he has sons of his own. Or have the Trojans been allotting you a demesne of passing richness, fair with orchard lawns and wheatlands, if you should slay me? This you shall hardly do. I have discomfited you once already. Have you forgotten how when you were alone I chased you from your herds helter-skelter down the slopes of Ida? You did not turn round to look behind you; you took refuge in Lyrnessos, but I attacked the city, and with the help of Athena and father Zeus I destroyed it and carried its women into captivity, though Zeus and the other gods rescued you. You think they will protect you now, but they will not do so; therefore I say go back into the host of warriors, and do not face me, or you will regret it. Even a fool may be wise after the event.” 

[199] Then Aeneas answered, “Son of Peleus, think not that your words can scare me as though I were a child. I too, if I will, can brag and talk unseemly. We know one another’s race and parentage as matters of common fame, though neither have you ever seen my parents nor I yours. Men say that you are son to noble Peleus, and that your mother is Thetis, fair-haired daughter of the sea. I have noble Anchises for my father, and Aphrodite for my mother; the parents of one or other of us shall this day mourn a son, for it will be more than inept talk that shall part us when the fight is over. Learn, then, my lineage if you will—and it is known to many. 

[215] “In the beginning Dardanos was the son of Zeus, and founded Dardania, for Ilion was not yet established on the plain for men to dwell in, and her people still had their abode on the spurs of many-fountained Ida. Dardanos had a son, king Erikhthonios, who was wealthiest of all men living; he had three thousand mares that fed by the water-meadows, they and their foals with them. Boreas was enamoured of them as they were feeding, and covered them in the semblance of a dark-maned stallion. Twelve filly foals did they conceive and bear him, and these, as they sped over the rich plain, would go bounding on over the ripe ears of wheat and not break them; or again when they would disport themselves on the broad back of Ocean they could gallop on the crest of a breaker. Erikhthonios begat Tros, king of the Trojans, and Tros had three noble sons, Ilos, Assaracus, and Ganymede who was comeliest of mortal men; wherefore the gods carried him off to be Zeus’ cupbearer, for his beauty’s sake, that he might dwell among the immortals. Ilos begat Laomedon, and Laomedon begat Tithonos, Priam, Lampos, Clytius, and Hiketaon of the stock of Ares. But Assaracus was father to Capys, and Capys to Anchises, who was my father, while Hektor is son to Priam. 

[241] “Such do I declare my blood and lineage, but as for valor [aretê], Zeus gives it or takes it as he will, for he is lord of all. And now let there be no more of this prating in mid-battle as though we were children. We could fling taunts without end at one another; a hundred-oared galley would not hold them. The tongue can run and talk all wise; it can go here and there, and as a man says, so shall he be gainsaid. What is the use of our bandying hard like women who when they fall foul of one another go out and wrangle in the streets, one half true and the other lies, as rage inspires them? No words of yours shall turn me now that I want to fight—therefore let us make trial of one another with our spears.” 

[259] As he spoke he drove his spear at the great and terrible shield of Achilles, which rang out as the point struck it. The son of Peleus held the shield before him with his strong hand, and he was afraid, for he deemed that Aeneas’ spear would go through it quite easily, not reflecting that the god’s glorious gifts were little likely to yield before the blows of mortal men; and indeed Aeneas’ spear did not pierce the shield, for the layer of gold, gift of the god, stayed the point. It went through two layers, but the god had made the shield in five, two of bronze, the two innermost ones of tin, and one of gold; it was in this that the spear was stayed. 

[273] Achilles in his turn threw, and struck the round shield of Aeneas at the very edge, where the bronze was thinnest; the spear of Pelian ash went clean through, and the shield rang under the blow; Aeneas was afraid, and crouched backwards, holding the shield away from him; the spear, however, flew over his back, and stuck quivering in the ground, after having gone through both circles of the sheltering shield. Aeneas though he had avoided the spear, stood still, blinded with fear and grief [akhos] because the weapon had gone so near him; then Achilles sprang furiously upon him, with a cry as of death and with his keen blade drawn, and Aeneas seized a great stone, so huge that two men, as men now are, would be unable to lift it, but Aeneas wielded it quite easily. 

[288] Aeneas would then have struck Achilles as he was springing towards him, either on the helmet, or on the shield that covered him, and Achilles would have closed with him and dispatched him with his sword, had not Poseidon lord of the earthquake been quick to mark, and said forthwith to the immortals, “Alas, I feel grief [akhos] for great Aeneas, who will now go down to the house of Hades, vanquished by the son of Peleus. Fool that he was to give ear to the counsel of Apollo. Apollo will never save him from destruction. Why should this man have grief [akhos] when he is guiltless, to no purpose, and in another’s quarrel? Has he not at all times offered acceptable sacrifice to the gods that dwell in heaven? Let us then snatch him from death’s jaws, lest the son of Kronos be angry should Achilles slay him. It is fated, moreover, that he should escape, and that the race of Dardanos, whom Zeus loved above all the sons born to him of mortal women, shall not perish utterly without seed or sign. For now indeed has Zeus hated the blood of Priam, while Aeneas shall reign over the Trojans, he and his children’s children that shall be born hereafter.” 

[309] Then answered Hera, “Earth-shaker, look to this matter yourself, and consider concerning Aeneas, whether you will save him, or allow him, brave though he be, to fall by the hand of Achilles son of Peleus. For truly we two, I and Pallas Athena, have sworn full many a time before all the immortals, that never would we shield Trojans from destruction, not even when all Troy is burning in the flames that the Achaeans shall kindle.” 

[318] When earth-encircling Poseidon heard this he went into the battle amid the clash of spears, and came to the place where Achilles and Aeneas were. Forthwith he shed a darkness before the eyes of the son of Peleus, drew the bronze-headed ashen spear from the shield of Aeneas, and laid it at the feet of Achilles. Then he lifted Aeneas on high from off the earth and hurried him away. Over the heads of many a band of warriors both horse and foot did he soar as the god’s hand sped him, till he came to the very fringe of the battle where the Cauconians were arming themselves for fight. Poseidon, shaker of the earth, then came near to him and said, Aeneas, what god has egged you on to this folly in fighting the son of Peleus, who is both a mightier man of valor and more beloved of heaven than you are? Give way before him whenever you meet him, lest you go down to the house of Hades even though fate would have it otherwise. When Achilles is dead you may then fight among the foremost undaunted, for none other of the Achaeans shall slay you.” 

[340] The god left him when he had given him these instructions, and at once removed the darkness from before the eyes of Achilles, who opened them wide indeed and said in great anger, “Alas! what marvel am I now beholding? Here is my spear upon the ground, but I see not him whom I meant to kill when I hurled it. Truly Aeneas also must be under heaven’s protection, although I had thought his boasting was idle. Let him go hang; he will be in no mood to fight me further, seeing how narrowly he has missed being killed. I will now give my orders to the Danaans and attack some other of the Trojans.” 

[353] He sprang forward along the line and cheered his men on as he did so. “Let not the Trojans,” he cried, “keep you at arm’s length, Achaeans, but go for them and fight them man for man. However valiant I may be, I cannot give chase to so many and fight all of them. Even Ares, who is an immortal, or Athena, would shrink from flinging himself into the jaws of such a fight and laying about him; nevertheless, so far as in me lies I will show no slackness of hand or foot nor want of endurance, not even for a moment; I will utterly break their ranks, and woe to the Trojan who shall venture within reach of my spear.” 

[364] Thus did he exhort them. Meanwhile Hektor called upon the Trojans and declared that he would fight Achilles. “Be not afraid, proud Trojans,” said he, “to face the son of Peleus; I could fight gods myself if the battle were one of words only, but they would be more than a match for me, if we had to use our spears. Even so the deed of Achilles will fall somewhat short [telos] of his word; he will do in part, and the other part he will clip short. I will go up against him though his hands be as fire—though his hands be fire and his strength iron.” 

[374] Thus urged the Trojans lifted up their spears against the Achaeans, and raised the cry of battle as they flung themselves into the midst of their ranks. But Phoebus Apollo came up to Hektor and said, “Hektor, on no account must you challenge Achilles to single combat; keep a lookout for him while you are under cover of the others and away from the thick of the fight, otherwise he will either hit you with a spear or cut you down at close quarters.” 

[379] Thus he spoke, and Hektor drew back within the crowd, for he was afraid when he heard what the god had said to him. Achilles then sprang upon the Trojans with a terrible cry, clothed in valor as with a garment. First he killed Iphition son of Otrynteus, a leader of much people whom a naiad nymph had borne to Otrynteus waster of cities, in the land [dêmos] of Hyde under the snowy heights of Mount Tmolus. Achilles struck him full on the head as he was coming on towards him, and split it clean in two; whereon he fell heavily to the ground and Achilles boasted over him saying, “You he low, son of Otrynteus, mighty hero; your death is here, but your lineage is on the Gygaean lake where your father’s estate lies, by Hyllus, rich in fish, and the eddying waters of Hermus.” 

[393] Thus did he boast, but darkness closed the eyes of the other. The chariots of the Achaeans cut him up as their wheels passed over him in the front of the battle, and after him Achilles killed Demoleon, a valiant man of war and son to Antenor. He struck him on the temple through his bronze-cheeked helmet. The helmet did not stay the spear, but it went right on, crushing the bone so that the brain inside was shed in all directions, and his lust of fighting was ended. Then he struck Hippodamas in the midriff as he was springing down from his chariot in front of him, and trying to escape. He breathed his last, bellowing like a bull bellows when young men are dragging him to offer him in sacrifice to the King of Helice, and the heart of the earth-shaker is glad; even so did he bellow as he lay dying. Achilles then went in pursuit of Polydorus son of Priam, whom his father had always forbidden to fight because he was the youngest of his sons, the one he loved best, and the fastest runner. He, in his folly and showing off the fleetness [aretê] of his feet, was rushing about among front ranks until he lost his life, for Achilles struck him in the middle of the back as he was darting past him: he struck him just at the golden fastenings of his belt and where the two pieces of the double breastplate overlapped. The point of the spear pierced him through and came out by the navel, whereon he fell groaning on to his knees and a cloud of darkness overshadowed him as he sank holding his entrails in his hands. 

[419] When Hektor saw his brother Polydorus with his entrails in his hands and sinking down upon the ground, a mist came over his eyes, and he could not bear to keep longer at a distance; he therefore poised his spear and darted towards Achilles like a flame of fire. When Achilles saw him he bounded forward and boasted saying, “This is he that has wounded my heart most deeply and has slain my beloved comrade. Not for long shall we two quail before one another on the highways of war.” 

[428] He looked fiercely on Hektor and said, “Draw near, that you may meet your doom the sooner.” Hektor feared him not and answered, “Son of Peleus, think not that your words can scare me as though I were a child; I too if I will can brag and talk unseemly; I know that you are a mighty warrior, mightier by far than I, nevertheless the issue lies in the lap of heaven whether I, worse man though I be, may not slay you with my spear, for this too has been found keen before now.” 

[438] He hurled his spear as he spoke, but Athena breathed upon it, and though she breathed but very lightly she turned it back from going towards Achilles, so that it returned to Hektor and lay at his feet in front of him. Achilles then sprang furiously on him with a loud cry, bent on killing him, but Apollo caught him up easily as a god can, and hid him in a thick darkness. Thrice did Achilles spring towards him spear in hand, and thrice did he waste his blow upon the air. When he rushed forward for the fourth time as though he were a daimôn, he shouted aloud saying, “Hound, this time too you have escaped death—but truly it came exceedingly near you. Phoebus Apollo, to whom it seems you pray before you go into battle, has again saved you; but if I too have any friend among the gods I will surely make an end of you when I come across you at some other time. Now, however, I will pursue and overtake other Trojans.” 

[455] At this he struck Dryops with his spear, about the middle of his neck, and he fell headlong at his feet. There he let him lie and stayed Demoukhos son of Philetor, a man both brave and of great stature, by hitting him on the knee with a spear; then he smote him with his sword and killed him. After this he sprang on Laogonus and Dardanos, sons of Bias, and threw them from their chariot, the one with a blow from a thrown spear, while the other he cut down in hand-to-hand fight. There was also Tros the son of Alastor—he came up to Achilles and clasped his knees in the hope that he would spare him and not kill him but let him go, because they were both of the same age. Fool, he might have known that he should not prevail with him, for the man was in no mood for pity or forbearance but was in grim earnest. Therefore when Tros laid hold of his knees and sought a hearing for his prayers, Achilles drove his sword into his liver, and the liver came rolling out, while his bosom was all covered with the black blood that welled from the wound. Thus did death close his eyes as he lay lifeless. 

[472] Achilles then went up to Moulios and struck him on the ear with a spear, and the bronze spear-head came right out at the other ear. He also struck Echeklos son of Agenor on the head with his sword, which became warm with the blood, while death and stern fate closed the eyes of Echeklos. Next in order the bronze point of his spear wounded Deucalion in the fore-arm where the sinews of the elbow are united, whereon he waited Achilles’ onset with his arm hanging down and death staring him in the face. Achilles cut his head off with a blow from his sword and flung it helmet and all away from him, and the marrow came oozing out of his backbone as he lay. He then went in pursuit of Rhigmus, noble son of Peires, who had come from fertile Thrace, and struck him through the middle with a spear which fixed itself in his belly, so that he fell headlong from his chariot. He also speared Areithoös, attendant [therapôn] to Rhigmus, in the back as he was turning his horses in flight, and thrust him from his chariot, while the horses were struck with panic. 

[490] As a fire raging in some mountain glen after long drought—and the dense forest is in a blaze, while the wind carries great tongues of fire in every direction—even so furiously did Achilles rage, wielding his spear as though he were a daimôn, and giving chase to those whom he would slay, till the dark earth ran with blood. Or as one who yokes broad-browed oxen that they may tread barley in a threshing-floor—and it is soon bruised small under the feet of the lowing cattle—even so did the horses of Achilles trample on the shields and bodies of the slain. The axle underneath and the railing that ran round the car were bespattered with clots of blood thrown up by the horses’ hoofs, and from the tires of the wheels; but the son of Peleus pressed on to win still further glory, and his hands were dripping with gore. [503] 

SCROLL XXI 

[1] Now when they came to the ford of the full-flowing river Xanthos, begotten of immortal Zeus, Achilles cut their forces in two: one half he chased over the plain towards the city by the same way that the Achaeans had taken when fleeing panic-stricken on the preceding day with Hektor in full triumph; this way did they flee pell-mell, and Hera sent down a thick mist in front of them to stay them. The other half were hemmed in by the deep silver-eddying stream, and fell into it with a great uproar. The waters resounded, and the banks rang again, as they swam here and there with loud cries amid the whirling eddies. As locusts flying to a river before the blast of a grass fire—the flame comes on and on till at last it overtakes them and they huddle into the water—even so was the eddying stream of Xanthos filled with the uproar of men and horses, all struggling in confusion before Achilles. 

[17] Forthwith the hero left his spear upon the bank, leaning it against a tamarisk bush, and plunged into the river like a daimôn, armed with his sword only. Fell was his purpose as he hewed the Trojans down on every side. Their dying groans rose hideous as the sword smote them, and the river ran red with blood. As when fish flee scared before a huge dolphin, and fill every nook and corner of some fair haven—for he is sure to eat all he can catch—even so did the Trojans cower under the banks of the mighty river, and when Achilles’ arms grew weary with killing them,

[27] he drew twelve youths alive out of the water, to sacrifice in revenge for Patroklos son of Menoitios. He drew them out like dazed fawns, bound their hands behind them with the belts of their own shirts, and gave them over to his men to take back to the ships. Then he sprang into the river, thirsting for still further blood. 

[34] There he found Lykaon, son of Priam seed of Dardanos, as he was escaping out of the water; he it was whom he had once taken prisoner when he was in his father’s vineyard, having set upon him by night, as he was cutting young shoots from a wild fig-tree to make the wicker sides of a chariot. Achilles then caught him to his sorrow unawares, and sent him by sea to Lemnos, where the son of Jason bought him. But a guest-friend, Eetion of Imbros, freed him with a great sum, and sent him to Arisbe, whence he had escaped and returned to his father’s house. He had spent eleven days happily with his friends after he had come from Lemnos, but on the twelfth heaven again delivered him into the hands of Achilles, who was to send him to the house of Hades sorely against his will. He was unarmed when Achilles caught sight of him, and had neither helmet nor shield; nor yet had he any spear, for he had thrown all his armor from him on to the bank, and was sweating with his struggles to get out of the river, so that his strength was now failing him. 

[54] Then Achilles said to himself in his surprise, “What marvel do I see here? If this man can come back alive after having been sold over into Lemnos, I shall have the Trojans also whom I have slain rising from the world below. Could not even the waters of the gray sea [pontos] imprison him, as they do many another whether he will or no? This time let him taste my spear, that I may know for certain whether mother earth who can keep even a strong man down, will be able to hold him, or whether thence too he will return.” 

[64] Thus did he pause and ponder. But Lykaon came up to him dazed and trying hard to embrace his knees, for he wanted to live, not die. Achilles thrust at him with his spear, meaning to kill him, but Lykaon ran crouching up to him and caught his knees, whereby the spear passed over his back, and stuck in the ground, hungering though it was for blood. With one hand he caught Achilles’ knees as he besought him, and with the other he clutched the spear and would not let it go. Then he said, “Achilles, have mercy upon me and spare me, for I am your suppliant. It was in your tents that I first broke bread on the day when you took me prisoner in the vineyard; after which you sold away to Lemnos far from my father and my friends, and I brought you the price of a hundred oxen. I have paid three times as much to gain my freedom; it is but twelve days that I have come to Ilion after much suffering, and now cruel fate has again thrown me into your hands. Surely father Zeus must hate me, that he has given me over to you a second time. Short of life indeed did my mother Laothoe bear me, daughter of aged Altes—of Altes who reigns over the warlike Leleges and holds steep Pedasos on the river Satnioeis. Priam married his daughter along with many other women and two sons were born of her, both of whom you will have slain. Your spear slew noble Polydorus as he was fighting in the front ranks, and now evil will here befall me, for I fear that I shall not escape you since a god [daimôn] has delivered me over to you. Furthermore I say, and lay my saying to your heart, spare me, for I am not of the same womb as Hektor who slew your brave and noble comrade.” 

[97] With such words did the princely son of Priam beseech Achilles; but Achilles answered him sternly. “Idiot,” said he, “talk not to me of ransom. Until Patroklos fell I preferred to give the Trojans quarter, and sold beyond the sea many of those whom I had taken alive; but now not a man shall live of those whom heaven delivers into my hands before the city of Ilion -

[104] and of all Trojans it shall fare hardest with the sons of Priam. Therefore, my friend, you too shall die. Why should you whine in this way? Patroklos fell, and he was a better man than you are. I too—see you not how I am great and goodly? I am son to a noble father, and have a goddess for my mother, but the hands of doom and death overshadow me all as surely. The day will come, either at dawn or dark, or at the noontide, when one shall take my life also in battle, either with his spear, or with an arrow sped from his bow.” 

[114] Thus did he speak, and Lykaon’s heart sank within him. He loosed his hold of the spear, and held out both hands before him; but Achilles drew his keen blade, and struck him by the collar-bone on his neck; he plunged his two-edged sword into him to the very hilt, whereon he lay at full length on the ground, with the dark blood welling from him till the earth was soaked. Then Achilles caught him by the foot and flung him into the river to go down stream, boasting over him the while, and saying, “Lie there among the fishes, who will lick the blood from your wound and gloat over it; your mother shall not lay you on any bier to mourn you, but the eddies of Skamandros shall bear you into the broad bosom of the sea. There shall the fishes feed on the fat of Lykaon as they dart under the dark ripple of the waters—so perish all of you till we reach the citadel of strong Ilion—you in flight, and I following after to destroy you. The river with its broad silver stream shall serve you in no stead, for all the bulls you offered him and all the horses that you flung living into his waters. None the less miserably shall you perish till there is not a man of you but has paid in full for the death of Patroklos and the havoc you wrought among the Achaeans whom you have slain while I held aloof from battle.” 

[136] So spoke Achilles, but the river grew more and more angry, and pondered within himself how he should stay the hand of Achilles and save the Trojans from disaster. Meanwhile the son of Peleus, spear in hand, sprang upon Asteropaeus son of Pelegon to kill him. He was son to the broad river Axios and Periboea eldest daughter of Acessamenus; for the river had lain with her. Asteropaeus stood up out of the water to face him with a spear in either hand, and Xanthos filled him with courage, being angry for the death of the youths whom Achilles was slaying ruthlessly within his waters. When they were close up with one another Achilles was first to speak. “Who and whence are you,” said he, “who dare to face me? Woe to the parents whose son stands up against me.” And the son of Pelegon answered, “Great son of Peleus, why should you ask my lineage. I am from the fertile land of far Paeonia, chief of the Paeonians, and it is now eleven days that I am at Ilion. I am of the blood of the river Axios—of Axios that is the fairest of all rivers that run. He begot the famed warrior Pelegon, whose son men call me. Let us now fight, Achilles.” 

[161] Thus did he defy him, and Achilles raised his spear of Pelian ash. Asteropaeus failed with both his spears, for he could use both hands alike; with the one spear he struck Achilles’ shield, but did not pierce it, for the layer of gold, gift of the god, stayed the point; with the other spear he grazed the elbow of Achilles! right arm drawing dark blood, but the spear itself went by him and fixed itself in the ground, foiled of its bloody banquet. Then Achilles, wanting to kill him, hurled his spear at Asteropaeus, but failed to hit him and struck the steep bank of the river, driving the spear half its length into the earth. The son of Peleus then drew his sword and sprang furiously upon him. Asteropaeus vainly tried to draw Achilles’ spear out of the bank by main force; thrice did he tug at it, trying with all his might to draw it out, and thrice he had to leave off trying; the fourth time he tried to bend and break it, but before he could do so Achilles smote him with his sword and killed him. He struck him in the belly near the navel,

[180] so that all his bowels came gushing out on to the ground, and the darkness of death came over him as he lay gasping. Then Achilles set his foot on his chest and spoiled him of his armor, boasting over him and saying, “Lie there—begotten of a river though you be, it is hard for you to strive with the offspring of Kronos’ son. You declare yourself sprung from the blood of a broad river, but I am of the seed of mighty Zeus. My father is Peleus, son of Aiakos ruler over the many Myrmidons, and Aiakos was the son of Zeus. Therefore as Zeus is mightier than any river that flows into the sea, so are his children stronger than those of any river whatsoever. Moreover you have a great river hard by if he can be of any use to you, but there is no fighting against Zeus the son of Kronos, with whom not even King Achelous can compare, nor the mighty stream of deep-flowing Okeanos, from whom all rivers and seas with all springs and deep wells proceed; even Okeanos fears the lightnings of great Zeus, and his thunder that comes crashing out of heaven.” 

[200] With this he drew his bronze spear out of the bank, and now that he had killed Asteropaeus, he let him lie where he was on the sand, with the dark water flowing over him and the eels and fishes busy nibbling and gnawing the fat that was about his kidneys. Then he went in chase of the Paeonians, who were fleeing along the bank of the river in panic when they saw their leader slain by the hands of the son of Peleus. Therein he slew Thersilokhos, Mydon, Astypylus, Mnesus, Thrasios, Oineus, and Ophelestes, and he would have slain yet others, had not the river in anger taken human form, and spoken to him from out the deep waters saying, “Achilles, if you excel all in strength, so do you also in wickedness, for the gods are ever with you to protect you: if, then, the son of Kronos has granted it to you to destroy all the Trojans, at any rate drive them out of my stream, and do your grim work on land. My fair waters are now filled with corpses, nor can I find any channel by which I may pour myself into the sea for I am choked with dead, and yet you go on mercilessly slaying. I am in despair, therefore, O chief of your host of warriors, trouble me no further.” 

[222] Achilles answered, “So be it, Skamandros, Zeus-descended; but I will never cease dealing out death among the Trojans, till I have pent them up in their city, and made trial of Hektor face to face, that I may learn whether he is to vanquish me, or I him.” 

[227] As he spoke he set upon the Trojans with a fury like that of the daimôn. But the river said to Apollo, “Surely, son of Zeus, lord of the silver bow, you are not obeying the commands of Zeus who charged you straitly that you should stand by the Trojans and defend them, till twilight fades, and darkness is over an the earth.” 

[233] Meanwhile Achilles sprang from the bank into mid-stream, whereon the river raised a high wave and attacked him. He swelled his stream into a torrent, and swept away the many dead whom Achilles had slain and left within his waters. These he cast out on to the land, bellowing like a bull the while, but the living he saved alive, hiding them in his mighty eddies. The great and terrible wave gathered about Achilles, falling upon him and beating on his shield, so that he could not keep his feet; he caught hold of a great elm-tree, but it came up by the roots, and tore away the bank, damming the stream with its thick branches and bridging it all across; whereby Achilles struggled out of the stream, and fled full speed over the plain, for he was afraid. 

[249] But the mighty god ceased not in his pursuit, and sprang upon him with a dark-crested wave, to stay his hands and save the Trojans from destruction. The son of Peleus darted away a spear’s throw from him; swift as the swoop of a black hunter-eagle which is the strongest and fleetest of all birds, even so did he spring forward, and the armor rang loudly about his breast. He fled on in front, but the river with a loud roar came tearing after. As one who would water his garden leads a stream from some fountain over his plants, and all his ground -

[258] spade in hand he clears away the dams to free the channels, and the little stones run rolling round and round with the water as it goes merrily down the bank faster than the man can follow—even so did the river keep catching up with Achilles albeit he was a fleet runner, for the gods are stronger than men. As often as he would strive to stand his ground, and see whether or no all the gods in heaven were in league against him, so often would the mighty wave come beating down upon his shoulders, and be would have to keep fleeing on and on in great dismay; for the angry flood was tiring him out as it flowed past him and ate the ground from under his feet. 

[272] Then the son of Peleus lifted up his voice to heaven saying, “Father Zeus, is there none of the gods who will take pity upon me, and save me from the river? I do not care what may happen to me afterwards. None of the dwellers on Olympus is as responsible [aitios] as my dear mother, who has beguiled and tricked me. She told me I was to fall under the walls of Troy by the flying arrows of Apollo; would that Hektor, the best man among the Trojans, might there slay me; then should I fall a hero by the hand of a hero; whereas now it seems that I shall come to a most pitiable end, trapped in this river as though I were some swineherd’s boy, who gets carried down a torrent while trying to cross it during a storm.” 

[284] As soon as he had spoken thus, Poseidon and Athena came up to him in the likeness of two men, and took him by the hand to reassure him. Poseidon spoke first. “Son of Peleus,” said he, “be not so exceeding fearful; we are two gods, come with Zeus’ sanction to assist you, I, and Pallas Athena. It is not your fate to perish in this river; he will abate presently as you will see; moreover we strongly advise you, if you will be guided by us, not to stay your hand from fighting till you have pent the Trojan host of warriors within the famed walls of Ilion—as many of them as may escape. Then kill Hektor and go back to the ships, for we will grant you a triumph over him.” 

[298] When they had so said they went back to the other immortals, but Achilles strove onward over the plain, encouraged by the charge the gods had laid upon him. All was now covered with the flood of waters, and much goodly armor of the youths that had been slain was rifting about, as also many corpses, but he forced his way against the stream, speeding right onwards, nor could the broad waters stay him, for Athena had endowed him with great strength. Nevertheless Skamandros did not slacken in his pursuit, but was still more furious with the son of Peleus. He lifted his waters into a high crest and cried aloud to Simoeis saying, “Dear brother, let the two of us unite to save this man, or he will destroy the mighty city of King Priam, and the Trojans will not hold out against him. Help me at once; fill your streams with water from their sources, rouse all your torrents to a fury; raise your wave on high, and let snags and stones come thundering down you that we may make an end of this savage creature who is now lording it as though he were a god. Nothing shall serve him longer, not strength nor comeliness, nor his fine armor, which I swear shall soon be lying low in the deep waters covered over with mud. I will wrap him in sand, and pour tons of shingle round him, so that the Achaeans shall not know how to gather his bones for the silt in which I shall have hidden him, and when they celebrate his funeral they need build no tomb [sêma].” 

[324] At this he upraised his tumultuous flood high against Achilles, seething as it was with foam and blood and the bodies of the dead. The dark waters of the river stood upright and would have overwhelmed the son of Peleus, but Hera, trembling lest Achilles should be swept away in the mighty torrent, lifted her voice on high and called out to Hephaistos her son. “Crook-foot,” she cried, “my child, be up and doing, for I think it is with you that Xanthos wants to fight; help us at once, kindle a fierce fire; I will then bring up the west and the white south wind in a mighty hurricane from the sea,

[335] that shall bear the flames against the heads and armor of the Trojans and consume them, while you go along the banks of Xanthos burning his trees and wrapping him round with fire. Let him not turn you back neither by fair words nor foul, and slacken not till I shout and tell you. Then you may stay your flames.” 

[342] At this Hephaistos kindled a fierce fire, which broke out first upon the plain and burned the many dead whom Achilles had killed and whose bodies were lying about in great numbers; by this means the plain was dried and the flood stayed. As the north wind, blowing on an orchard that has been sodden with autumn rain, soon dries it, and the heart of the owner is glad—even so the whole plan was dried and the dead bodies were consumed. Then he turned tongues of fire on to the river. He burned the elms the willows and the tamarisks, the lotus also, with the rushes and marshy herbage that grew abundantly by the banks of the river. The eels and fishes that go darting about everywhere in the water, these, too, were sorely harassed by the flames that cunning Hephaistos had kindled, and the river himself was scalded, so that he spoke saying, “Hephaistos, there is no god can hold his own against you. I cannot fight you when you flare out your flames in this way; strive with me no longer. Let Achilles drive the Trojans out of city immediately. What have I to do with quarrelling and helping people?” 

[361] He was boiling as he spoke, and all his waters were seething. As a cauldron upon ‘a large fire boils when it is melting the lard of some fatted hog, and the lard keeps bubbling up all over when the dry faggots blaze under it—even so were the goodly waters of Xanthos heated with the fire till they were boiling. He could flow no longer but stayed his stream, so afflicted was he by the blasts of fire which cunning Hephaistos had raised. Then he prayed to Hera and besought her saying, “Hera, why should your son vex my stream with such especial fury? I am not so responsible [aitios] as all the others are who have been helping the Trojans.

[371] I will leave off, since you so desire it, and let your son leave off also. Furthermore I swear never again will I do anything to save the Trojans from destruction, not even when all Troy is burning in the flames which the Achaeans will kindle.” 

[377] As soon as Hera heard this she said to her son Hephaistos, “Son Hephaistos, hold now your flames; we ought not to use such violence against a god for the sake of mortals.” 

[381] When she had thus spoken Hephaistos quenched his flames, and the river went back once more into his own fair bed. 

[383] Xanthos was now beaten, so these two left off fighting, for Hera stayed them though she was still angry; but a furious quarrel broke out among the other gods, for they were of divided counsels. They fell on one another with a mighty uproar—earth groaned, and the spacious firmament rang out as with a blare of trumpets. Zeus heard as he was sitting on Olympus, and laughed for joy when he saw the gods coming to blows among themselves. They were not long about beginning, and Ares piercer of shields opened the battle. Sword in hand he sprang at once upon Athena and reviled her. “Why, vixen,” said he, “have you again set the gods by the ears in the pride and haughtiness of your heart? Have you forgotten how you set Diomedes son of Tydeus on to wound me, and yourself took visible spear and drove it into me to the hurt of my fair body? You shall now suffer for what you then did to me.” 

[400] As he spoke he struck her on the terrible tasseled aegis—so terrible that not even can Zeus’ lightning pierce it. Here did murderous Ares strike her with his great spear. She drew back and with her strong hand seized a stone that was lying on the plain—great and rugged and black—which men of old had set for the boundary of a field. With this she struck Ares on the neck, and brought him down. Nine roods did he cover in his fall, and his hair was all soiled in the dust, while his armor rang rattling round him.

[408] But Athena laughed and boasted over him saying, “Idiot, have you not learned how far stronger I am than you, but you must still match yourself against me? Thus do your mother’s curses now roost upon you, for she is angry and would do you mischief because you have deserted the Achaeans and are helping the Trojans.” 

[415] She then turned her two piercing eyes elsewhere, whereon Zeus’ daughter Aphrodite took Ares by the hand and led him away groaning all the time, for it was only with great difficulty that he had come to himself again. When Queen Hera saw her, she said to Athena, “Look, daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus, unweariable, that vixen Aphrodite is again taking Ares through the crowd out of the battle; go after her at once.” 

[424] Thus she spoke. Athena sped after Aphrodite with a will, and made at her, striking her on the bosom with her strong hand so that she fell fainting to the ground, and there they both lay stretched at full length. Then Athena boasted over her saying, “May all who help the Trojans against the Argives prove just as redoubtable and stalwart as Aphrodite did when she came across me while she was helping Ares. Had this been so, we should long since have ended the war by destroying the strong city of Ilion.” 

[434] Hera smiled as she listened. Meanwhile King Poseidon turned to Apollo saying, “Phoebus, why should we keep each other at arm’s length? it is not well, now that the others have begun fighting; it will be disgraceful to us if we return to Zeus’ bronze-floored mansion on Olympus without having fought each other; therefore come on, you are the younger of the two, and I ought not to attack you, for I am older and have had more experience. Idiot, you have no sense, and forget how we two alone of all the gods fared hardly round about Ilion when we came from Zeus’ house and worked for Laomedon a whole year at a stated wage and he gave us his orders. I built the Trojans the wall about their city, so wide and fair that it might be impregnable, while you, Phoebus, herded cattle for him in the dales of many valleyed Ida.

[449] When, however, the glad hours [hôrai] brought round the time [telos] of payment, mighty Laomedon robbed us of all our hire and sent us off with nothing but abuse. He threatened to bind us hand and foot and sell us over into some distant island. He tried, moreover, to cut off the ears of both of us, so we went away in a rage, furious about the payment he had promised us, and yet withheld; in spite of all this, you are now showing favor [kharis] to his people, and will not join us in compassing the utter ruin of the proud Trojans with their wives and children.” 

[462] And King Apollo answered, “Lord of the earthquake, you would have no respect for me if I were to fight you about a pack of miserable mortals, who come out like leaves in summer and eat the fruit of the field, and presently fall lifeless to the ground. Let us stay this fighting at once and let them settle it among themselves.” 

[468] He turned away as he spoke, for he would lay no hand on the brother of his own father. But his sister the huntress Artemis, patroness of wild beasts, was very angry with him and said, “So you would flee, Far-Darter, and hand victory over to Poseidon with a cheap boast to boot. Baby, why keep your bow thus idle? Never let me again hear you bragging in my father’s house, as you have often done in the presence of the immortals, that you would stand up and fight with Poseidon.” 

[478] Apollo made her no answer, but Zeus’ august queen was angry and upbraided her bitterly. “Bold vixen,” she cried, “how dare you cross me thus? For all your bow you will find it hard to hold your own against me. Zeus made you as a lion among women, and lets you kill them whenever you choose. You will And it better to chase wild beasts and deer upon the mountains than to fight those who are stronger than you are. If you would try war, do so, and find out by pitting yourself against me, how far stronger I am than you are.” 

[489] She caught both Artemis’ wrists with her left hand as she spoke, and with her right she took the bow from her shoulders, and laughed as she beat her with it about the ears while Artemis wriggled and writhed under her blows. Her swift arrows were shed upon the ground, and she fled weeping from under Hera’s hand as a dove that flies before a falcon to the cleft of some hollow rock, when it is her good fortune to escape. Even so did she flee weeping away, leaving her bow and arrows behind her. 

[497] Then the slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, said to Leto, “Leto, I shall not fight you; it is ill to come to blows with any of Zeus’ wives. Therefore boast as you will among the immortals that you worsted me in fair fight.” 

[502] Leto then gathered up Artemis’ bow and arrows that had fallen about amid the whirling dust, and when she had got them she made all haste after her daughter. Artemis had now reached Zeus’ bronze-floored mansion on Olympus, and sat herself down with many tears on the knees of her father, while her ambrosial raiment was quivering all about her. The son of Kronos drew her towards him, and laughing pleasantly the while began to question her saying, “Which of the heavenly beings, my dear child, has been treating you in this cruel manner, as though you had been misconducting yourself in the face of everybody?” and the fair-crowned goddess of the chase answered, “It was your wife Hera, father, who has been beating me; it is always her doing when there is any quarrelling among the immortals.” 

[514] Thus did they converse, and meanwhile Phoebus Apollo entered the strong city of Ilion, for he was uneasy lest the wall should not hold out and the Danaans should take the city then and there, before its hour had come; but the rest of the ever-living gods went back, some angry and some triumphant to Olympus, where they took their seats beside Zeus lord of the storm cloud, while Achilles still kept on dealing out death alike on the Trojans and on their As when the smoke from some burning city ascends to heaven when the anger [mênis] of the gods has kindled it—there is then toil [ponos] for all, and sorrow for not a few—even so did Achilles bring toil [ponos] and sorrow on the Trojans. 

[526] Old King Priam stood on a high tower of the wall looking down on huge Achilles as the Trojans fled panic-stricken before him, and there was none to help them. Presently he came down from off the tower and with many a groan went along the wall to give orders to the brave warders of the gate. “Keep the gates,” said he, “wide open till the people come fleeing into the city, for Achilles is hard by and is driving them in rout before him. I see we are in great peril. As soon as our people are inside and in safety, close the strong gates for I fear lest that terrible man should come bounding inside along with the others.” 

[537] As he spoke they drew back the bolts and opened the gates, and when these were opened there was a haven of refuge for the Trojans. Apollo then came full speed out of the city to meet them and protect them. Right for the city and the high wall, parched with thirst and grimy with dust, still they fought on, with Achilles wielding his spear furiously behind them. For a wolfish rage [lyssa] entered him, and he was thirsting after glory. 

[544] Then had the sons of the Achaeans taken the lofty gates of Troy if Apollo had not spurred on Agenor, valiant and noble son to Antenor. He put courage into his heart, and stood by his side to guard him, leaning against a beech tree and shrouded in thick darkness. When Agenor saw Achilles he stood still and his heart was clouded with care. “Alas,” said he to himself in his dismay, “if I flee before mighty Achilles, and go where all the others are being driven in rout, he will none the less catch me and kill me for a coward. How would it be were I to let Achilles drive the others before him, and then flee from the wall to the plain that is behind Ilion

[558] till I reach the spurs of Ida and can hide in the underwood that is thereon? I could then wash the sweat from off me in the river and in the evening return to Ilion. But why commune with myself in this way? Like enough he would see me as I am hurrying from the city over the plain, and would speed after me till he had caught me—I should stand no chance against him, for he is mightiest of all mankind. What, then, if I go out and meet him in front of the city? His flesh too, I take it, can be pierced by pointed bronze. Life [psukhê] is the same in one and all, and men say that he is but mortal despite the triumph that Zeus son of Kronos grants him.” 

[571] So saying he stood on his guard and awaited Achilles, for now he wanted to fight him. As a leopardess that bounds from out a thick covert to attack a hunter—she knows no fear and is not dismayed by the baying of the hounds; even though the man be too quick for her and wound her either with thrust or spear, still, though the spear has pierced her she will not give in till she has either caught him in her grip or been killed outright—even so did noble Agenor son of Antenor refuse to flee till he had made trial of Achilles, and took aim at him with his spear, holding his round shield before him and crying with a loud voice. “Truly,” said he, “noble Achilles, you deem that you shall this day destroy the city of the proud Trojans. Fool, there will be trouble enough yet before it, for there is many a brave man of us still inside who will stand in front of our dear parents with our wives and children, to defend Ilion. Here therefore, huge and mighty warrior though you be, here shall you cue. 

[590] As he spoke his strong hand hurled his javelin from him, and the spear struck Achilles on the leg beneath the knee; the greave of newly wrought tin rang loudly, but the spear recoiled from the body of him whom it had struck, and did not pierce it, for the gods gift stayed it. Achilles in his turn attacked noble Agenor, but Apollo would not grant him glory,

[596] for he snatched Agenor away and hid him in a thick mist, sending him out of the battle unmolested Then he craftily drew the son of Peleus away from going after the host of warriors, for he put on the semblance of Agenor and stood in front of Achilles, who ran towards him to give him chase and pursued him over the wheatlands of the plain, turning him towards the deep waters of the river Skamandros. Apollo ran but a little way before him and beguiled Achilles by making him think all the time that he was on the point of overtaking him. Meanwhile the rabble of routed Trojans was thankful to crowd within the city till their numbers thronged it; no longer did they dare wait for one another outside the city walls, to learn who had escaped and who were fallen in fight, but all whose feet and knees could still carry them poured pell-mell into the town. [611] 

SCROLL XXII 
[1] Thus the Trojans in the city, scared like fawns, wiped the sweat from off them and drank to quench their thirst, leaning against the goodly battlements, while the Achaeans with their shields laid upon their shoulders drew close up to the walls. But stern fate bade Hektor stay where he was before Ilion and the Scaean gates. Then Phoebus Apollo spoke to the son of Peleus saying, “Why, son of Peleus, do you, who are but man, give chase to me who am immortal? Have you not yet found out that it is a god whom you pursue so furiously? You did not harass the Trojans whom you had routed, and now they are within their walls, while you have been decoyed here away from them. Me you cannot kill, for death can take no hold upon me.” 

[14] Achilles was greatly angered and said, “You have tricked me, Far-Darter, most malicious of all gods, and have drawn me away from the wall, where many another man would have bitten the dust before he got within Ilion; you have robbed me of great glory and have saved the Trojans at no risk to yourself, for you have nothing to fear, but I would indeed have my revenge if it were in my power to do so.” 

[21] At this, with fell intent he made towards the city, and as the winning horse in a chariot race strains every nerve when he is flying over the plain, even so fast and furiously did the limbs of Achilles bear him onwards. King Priam was first to note him as he scoured the plain, all radiant as the star which men call Orion’s Hound, and whose

[30] beams blaze forth in time of harvest more brilliantly than those of any other that shines by night; brightest of them all though he be, he makes a sign [sêma] of evil for mortals, for he brings fire and fever in his train—even so did Achilles’ armor gleam on his breast as he sped onwards. Priam raised a cry and beat his head with his hands as he lifted them up and shouted out to his dear son, imploring him to return; but Hektor still stayed before the gates, for his heart was set upon doing battle with Achilles. The old man reached out his arms towards him and bade him for pity’s sake come within the walls. “Hektor,” he cried, “my son, stay not to face this man alone and unsupported, or you will meet death at the hands of the son of Peleus, for he is mightier than you. Monster that he is; would indeed that the gods loved him no better than I do, for so, dogs and vultures would soon devour him as he lay stretched on earth, and a load of grief [akhos] would be lifted from my heart, for many a brave son has he robbed from me, either by killing them or selling them away in the islands that are beyond the sea: even now I miss two sons from among the Trojans who have thronged within the city, Lykaon and Polydorus, whom Laothoe peeress among women bore me. Should they be still alive and in the hands of the Achaeans, we will ransom them with gold and bronze, of which we have store, for the old man Altes endowed his daughter richly; but if they are already dead and in the house of Hades, sorrow will it be to us two who were their parents; albeit the grief of others will be more short-lived unless you too perish at the hands of Achilles. Come, then, my son, within the city, to be the guardian of Trojan men and Trojan women, or you will both lose your own life and afford a mighty triumph to the son of Peleus. Have pity also on your unhappy father while life yet remains to him—on me, whom the son of Kronos will destroy by a terrible doom on the threshold of old age, after I have seen my sons slain and my daughters haled away as captives, my bridal chambers pillaged,

[64] little children dashed to earth amid the rage of battle, and my sons’ wives dragged away by the cruel hands of the Achaeans; in the end fierce hounds will tear me in pieces at my own gates after some one has beaten the life out of my body with sword or spear-hounds that I myself reared and fed at my own table to guard my gates, but who will yet lap my blood and then lie all distraught at my doors. When a young man falls by the sword in battle, he may lie where he is and there is nothing unseemly; let what will be seen, all is honorable in death, but when an old man is slain there is nothing in this world more pitiable than that dogs should defile his gray hair and beard and all that men hide for shame [aidôs].” 

[77] The old man tore his gray hair as he spoke, but he moved not the heart of Hektor. His mother hard by wept and moaned aloud as she bared her bosom and pointed to the breast which had nursed him. “Hektor,” she cried, weeping bitterly the while, “Hektor, my son, spurn not this breast, but have pity upon me too: if I have ever given you comfort from my own bosom, think on it now, dear son, and come within the wall to protect us from this man; stand not without to meet him. Should the wretch kill you, neither I nor your richly dowered wife shall ever weep, dear offshoot of myself, over the bed on which you lie, for dogs will devour you at the ships of the Achaeans.” Thus did the two with many tears implore their son, but they moved not the heart of Hektor, and he stood his ground awaiting huge Achilles as he drew nearer towards him. As serpent in its den upon the mountains, full fed with deadly poisons, waits for the approach of man—he is filled with fury and his eyes glare terribly as he goes writhing round his den—even so Hektor leaned his shield against a tower that jutted out from the wall and stood where he was, undaunted. 

[99] “Alas,” said he to himself in the heaviness of his heart, “if I go within the gates, Polydamas will be the first to heap reproach upon me, for it was he that urged me to lead the Trojans back to the city on that awful night when Achilles again came forth against us. I would not listen, but it would have been indeed better if I had done so. Now that my folly has destroyed the host of warriors, I dare not look Trojan men and Trojan women in the face, lest a worse man should say, ‘Hektor has ruined us by his self-confidence.’ Surely it would be better for me to return after having fought Achilles and slain him, or to die gloriously here before the city. What, again, if were to lay down my shield and helmet, lean my spear against the wall and go straight up to noble Achilles? What if I were to promise to give up Helen, who was the fountainhead of all this war, and all the treasure that Alexander brought with him in his ships to Troy, yes, and to let the Achaeans divide the half of everything that the city contains among themselves? I might make the Trojans, by the mouths of their princes, take a solemn oath that they would hide nothing, but would divide into two shares all that is within the city—but why argue with myself in this way? Were I to go up to him he would show me no kind of mercy; he would kill me then and there as easily as though I were a woman, when I had off my armor. There is no parleying with him from some rock or oak tree as young men and maidens prattle with one another. Better fight him at once, and learn to which of us Zeus will grant victory.” 

[131] Thus did he stand and ponder, but Achilles came up to him as it were Ares himself, plumed lord of battle. From his right shoulder he brandished his terrible spear of Pelian ash, and the bronze gleamed around him like flashing fire or the rays of the rising sun. Fear fell upon Hektor as he beheld him, and he dared not stay longer where he was but fled in dismay from before the gates, while Achilles darted after him at his utmost speed. As a mountain falcon, swiftest of all birds, swoops down upon some cowering dove—the dove flies before him but the

[141] falcon with a shrill scream follows close after, resolved to have her—even so did Achilles make straight for Hektor with all his might, while Hektor fled under the Trojan wall as fast as his limbs could take him. 

[145] On they flew along the wagon-road that ran hard by under the wall, past the lookout station, and past the weather-beaten wild fig-tree, till they came to two fair springs which feed the river Skamandros. One of these two springs is warm, and steam rises from it as smoke from a burning fire, but the other even in summer is as cold as hail or snow, or the ice that forms on water. Here, hard by the springs, are the goodly washing-troughs of stone, where in the time of peace before the coming of the Achaeans the wives and fair daughters of the Trojans used to wash their clothes. Past these did they rush, the one in front and the other close behind him: good was the man that fled,

[158] but better far was he that followed after, and swiftly indeed did they run, for the prize was no mere beast for sacrifice or bullock’s hide, as it might be for a common foot-race, but they ran for the life [psukhê] of Hektor. As horses in a chariot race speed round the turning-posts when they are running for some great prize [athlon]—a tripod or woman—at the games in honor of some dead hero, so did these two run full speed three times round the city of Priam. All the gods watched them, and the sire of gods and men was the first to speak. 

[168] “Alas,” said he, “my eyes behold a man who is dear to me being pursued round the walls of Troy; my heart is full of pity for Hektor, who has burned the thigh-pieces of many a heifer in my honor, at one while on the of many-valleyed Ida, and again on the citadel of Troy; and now I see noble Achilles in full pursuit of him round the city of Priam. What say you? Consider among yourselves and decide whether we shall now save him or let him fall, valiant though he be, before Achilles, son of Peleus.” 

[177] Then Athena said, “Father, wielder of the lightning, lord of cloud and storm, what mean you? Would you pluck this mortal whose doom has long been decreed out of the jaws of death? Do as you will, but we others shall not be of a mind with you.” And Zeus answered, “My child, Trito-born, take heart. I did not speak in full earnest, and I will let you have your way. Do without hindrance what you have in your thoughts [noos].” 

[186] Thus did he urge Athena who was already eager, and down she darted from the topmost summits of Olympus. 

[188] Achilles was still in full pursuit of Hektor, as a hound chasing a fawn which he has started from its covert on the mountains, and hunts through glade and thicket. The fawn may try to elude him by crouching under cover of a bush, but he will scent her out and follow her up until he gets her—even so there was no escape for Hektor from the fleet son of Peleus. Whenever he made a set to get near the Dardanian gates and under the walls, that his people might help him by showering down weapons from above, Achilles would gain on him and head him back towards the plain, keeping himself always on the city side. As a man in a dream who fails to lay hands upon another whom he is pursuing—the one cannot escape nor the other overtake—even so neither could Achilles come up with Hektor, nor Hektor break away from Achilles; nevertheless he might even yet have escaped death had not the time come when Apollo, who thus far had sustained his strength and nerved his running, was now no longer to stay by him. Achilles made signs to the Achaean host of warriors, and shook his head to show that no man was to aim a dart at Hektor, lest another might win the glory of having hit him and he might himself come in second. Then, at last, as they were nearing the fountains for the fourth time, the father of all balanced his golden scales and placed a doom in each of them, one for Achilles and the other for Hektor. As he held the scales by the middle, the doom of Hektor fell down deep into the house of Hades—and then Phoebus Apollo left him. Thereon Athena went close up to the son of Peleus and said, “Noble Achilles, favored of heaven, we two shall surely take back to the ships a triumph for the Achaeans by slaying Hektor, for all his lust of battle. Do what Apollo may as he lies groveling before his father, aegis-bearing Zeus, Hektor cannot escape us longer. Stay here and take breath, while I go up to him and persuade him to make a stand and fight you.” 

[224] Thus spoke Athena. Achilles obeyed her gladly, and stood still, leaning on his bronze-pointed ashen spear, while Athena left him and went after Hektor in the form and with the voice of Deiphobos. She came close up to him and said, “Dear brother, I see you are hard pressed by Achilles who is chasing you at full speed round the city of Priam, let us await his onset and stand on our defense.” 

[232] And Hektor answered, “Deiphobos, you have always been dearest to me of all my brothers, children of Hecuba and Priam, but henceforth I shall rate you yet more highly, inasmuch as you have ventured outside the wall for my sake when all the others remain inside.” 

[238] Then Athena said, “Dear brother, my father and mother went down on their knees and implored me, as did all my comrades, to remain inside, so great a fear has fallen upon them all; but I was in an agony of grief when I beheld you; now, therefore, let us two make a stand and fight, and let there be no keeping our spears in reserve, that we may learn whether Achilles shall kill us and bear off our spoils to the ships, or whether he shall fall before you.” 

[247] Thus did Athena inveigle him by her cunning, and when the two were now close to one another great Hektor was first to speak. “I will no longer flee you, son of Peleus,” said he, “as I have been doing up to now. Three times have I fled round the mighty city of Priam, without daring to withstand you, but now, let me either slay or be slain, for I am in the mind to face you. Let us, then, give pledges to one another by our gods, who are the fittest witnesses and guardians of all covenants; let it be agreed between us that if Zeus grants me the longer stay and I take your life [psukhê], I am not to treat your dead body in any unseemly fashion, but when I have stripped you of your armor, I am to give up your body to the Achaeans. And do you likewise.” 

[260] Achilles glared at him and answered, “Fool, prate not to me about covenants. There can be no covenants between men and lions, wolves and lambs can never be of one mind, but hate each other out and out an through. Therefore there can be no understanding between you and me, nor may there be any covenants between us, till one or other shall fall and glut grim Ares with his life’s blood. Put forth all your strength [aretê]; you have need now to prove yourself indeed a bold warrior and fighter. You have no more chance, and Pallas Athena will forthwith vanquish you by my spear: you shall now pay me in full for the grief you have caused me on account of my comrades whom you have killed in battle.” 

[273] He poised his spear as he spoke and hurled it. Hektor saw it coming and avoided it; he watched it and crouched down so that it flew over his head and stuck in the ground beyond; Athena then snatched it up and gave it back to Achilles without Hektor’s seeing her; Hektor thereon said to the son of Peleus, “You have missed your aim, Achilles, peer of the gods, and Zeus has not yet revealed to you the hour of my doom, though you made sure that he had done so. You were a false-tongued liar when you deemed that I should forget my valor and quail before you. You shall not drive spear into the back of a runaway—drive it, should heaven so grant you power, drive it into me as I make straight towards you; and now for your own part avoid my spear if you can—would that you might receive the whole of it into your body; if you were once dead the Trojans would find the war an easier matter, for it is you who have harmed them most.” 

[289] He poised his spear as he spoke and hurled it. His aim was true for he hit the middle of Achilles’ shield, but the spear rebounded from it, and did not pierce it. Hektor was angry when he saw that the weapon had sped from his hand in vain, and stood there in dismay for he had no second spear. With a loud cry he called Deiphobos and asked him for one, but there was no man; then he saw the truth and said to himself, “Alas! the gods have lured me on to my destruction. I deemed that the hero Deiphobos was by my side, but he is within the wall, and Athena has inveigled me; death is now indeed exceedingly near at hand and there is no way out of it—for so Zeus and his son Apollo the far-darter have willed it, though heretofore they have been ever ready to protect me. My doom has come upon me; let me not then die ingloriously and without a struggle, but let me first do some great thing that shall be told among men hereafter.” 

[306] As he spoke he drew the keen blade that hung so great and strong by his side, and gathering himself together be sprang on Achilles like a soaring eagle which swoops down from the clouds on to some lamb or timid hare—even so did Hektor brandish his sword and spring upon Achilles. Achilles mad with rage darted towards him, with his wondrous shield before his breast, and his gleaming helmet, made with four layers of metal, nodding fiercely forward. The thick tresses of gold with which Hephaistos had crested the helmet floated round it, and as the evening star that shines brighter than all others through the stillness of night, even such was the gleam of the spear which Achilles poised in his right hand, fraught with the death of noble Hektor. He eyed his fair flesh over and over to see where he could best wound it, but all was protected by the goodly armor of which Hektor had spoiled Patroklos after he had slain him, save only the throat where the collar-bones divide the neck from the shoulders, and this is a most deadly place for the life-breath [psukhê]: here then did Achilles strike him as he was coming on towards him, and the point of his spear went right through the fleshy part of the neck, but it did not sever his windpipe so that he could still speak. Hektor fell headlong, and Achilles boasted over him saying, “Hektor, you deemed that you should come off unscathed when you were spoiling Patroklos, and recked not of myself who was not with him. Fool that you were: for I, his comrade, mightier far than he, was still left behind him at the ships, and now I have laid you low. The Achaeans shall give him all due funeral rites, while dogs and vultures shall work their will upon yourself.” 

[338] Then Hektor said, as the life-breath [psukhê] ebbed out of him, “I pray you by your life and knees, and by your parents, let not dogs devour me at the ships of the Achaeans, but accept the rich treasure of gold and bronze which my father and mother will offer you, and send my body home, that the Trojans and their wives may give me my dues of fire when I am dead.” 

[344] Achilles glared at him and answered, “Dog, talk not to me neither of knees nor parents; would that I could be as sure of being able to cut your flesh into pieces and eat it raw, for the ill have done me, as I am that nothing shall save you from the dogs—it shall not be, though they bring ten or twenty-fold ransom and weigh it out for me on the spot, with promise of yet more hereafter. Though Priam son of Dardanos should bid them offer me your weight in gold, even so your mother shall never lay you out and make lament over the son she bore, but dogs and vultures shall eat you utterly up.” 

[355] Hektor with his dying breath then said, “I know you what you are, and was sure that I should not move you, for your heart is hard as iron; look to it that I bring not heaven’s anger upon you on the day when Paris and Phoebus Apollo, valiant though you be, shall slay you at the Scaean gates.” 

[361] When he had thus said the shrouds of death [telos] enfolded him, whereon his spirit [psukhê] went out of him and flew down to the house of Hades, lamenting its sad fate that it should enjoy youth and strength no longer. But Achilles said, speaking to the dead body, “Die; for my part I will accept my fate whenever Zeus and the other gods see fit to send it.” 

[367] As he spoke he drew his spear from the body and set it on one side; then he stripped the blood-stained armor from Hektor’s shoulders while the other Achaeans came running up to view his wondrous strength and beauty; and no one came near him without giving him a fresh wound. Then would one turn to his neighbor and say, “It is easier to handle Hektor now than when he was flinging fire on to our ships” and as he spoke he would thrust his spear into him anew. 

[376] When Achilles had done spoiling Hektor of his armor, he stood among the Argives and said, “My friends, princes and counselors of the Argives, now that heaven has granted that we overcome this man, who has done us more hurt than all the others together, consider whether we should not attack the city in force,

[381] and discover in what mind [noos] the Trojans may be. We should thus learn whether they will desert their city now that Hektor has fallen, or will still hold out even though he is no longer living. But why argue with myself in this way, while Patroklos is still lying at the ships unburied, and unmourned—he Whom I can never forget so long as I am alive and my strength fails not? Though men forget their dead when once they are within the house of Hades, yet not even there will I forget the comrade whom I have lost. Now, therefore, Achaean youths, let us raise the song of victory and go back to the ships taking this man along with us; for we have achieved a mighty triumph and have slain noble Hektor to whom the Trojans prayed throughout their city as though he were a god.” 

[395] At this he treated the body of Hektor with contumely: he pierced the sinews at the back of both his feet from heel to ankle and passed thongs of ox-hide through the slits he had made: thus he made the body fast to his chariot, letting the head trail upon the ground. Then when he had put the goodly armor on the chariot and had himself mounted, he lashed his horses on and they flew forward holding back nothing. The dust rose from Hektor as he was being dragged along, his dark hair flew all abroad, and his head once so comely was laid low on earth, for Zeus had now delivered him into the hands of his foes to do him outrage in his own land. 

[405] Thus was the head of Hektor being dishonored in the dust. His mother tore her hair, and flung her veil from her with a loud cry as she looked upon her son. His father made piteous moan, and throughout the city the people fell to weeping and wailing. It was as though the whole of frowning Ilion was being smirched with fire. Hardly could the people hold Priam back in his hot haste to rush without the gates of the city. He groveled in the mire and besought them, calling each one of them by his name.

[416] “Let be, my friends,” he cried, “and for all your sorrow, allow me to go single-handed to the ships of the Achaeans. Let me beseech this cruel and terrible man, if maybe he will respect the feeling of his fellow-men, and have compassion on my old age. His own father is even such another as myself—Peleus, who bred him and reared him to—be the bane of us Trojans, and of myself more than of all others. Many a son of mine has he slain in the flower of his youth, and yet, grieve for these as I may, I do so for one—Hektor—more than for them all, and the bitterness of my sorrow [akhos] will bring me down to the house of Hades. Would that he had died in my arms, for so both his ill-starred mother who bore him, and myself, should have had the comfort of weeping and mourning over him.” 

[429] Thus did he speak with many tears, and all the people of the city joined in his lament. Hecuba then raised the cry of wailing among the Trojans. “Alas, my son,” she cried, “what have I left to live for now that you are no more? Night and day did I glory in. you throughout the city, for you were a tower of strength to all in Troy, and both men and women alike hailed you as a god. So long as you lived you were their pride, but now death and destruction have fallen upon you.” 

[437] Hektor’s wife had as yet heard nothing, for no one had come to tell her that her husband had remained without the gates. She was at her loom in an inner part of the house, weaving a double purple web, and embroidering it with many flowers. She told her maids to set a large tripod on the fire, so as to have a warm bath ready for Hektor when he came out of battle; poor woman, she knew not that he was now beyond the reach of baths, and that Athena had laid him low by the hands of Achilles. She heard the cry coming as from the wall, and trembled in every limb; the shuttle fell from her hands, and again she spoke to her waiting-women. “Two of you,” she said, “come with me that I may learn what it is that has befallen; I heard the voice of my husband’s honored mother;

[451] my own heart beats as though it would come into my mouth and my limbs refuse to carry me; some great misfortune for Priam’s children must be at hand. May I never live to hear it, but I greatly fear that Achilles has cut off the retreat of brave Hektor and has chased him on to the plain where he was single-handed; I fear he may have put an end to the reckless daring which possessed my husband, who would never remain with the body of his men, but would dash on far in front, foremost of them all in valor.” 

[460] Her heart beat fast, and as she spoke she flew from the house like a maniac, with her waiting-women following after. When she reached the battlements and the crowd of people, she stood looking out upon the wall, and saw Hektor being borne away in front of the city—the horses dragging him without heed or care over the ground towards the ships of the Achaeans. Her eyes were then shrouded as with the darkness of night and she fell backwards, losing control of her life-breath [psukhê]. She tore the tiring from her head and flung it from her, the frontlet and net with its plaited band, and the veil which golden Aphrodite had given her on the day when Hektor took her with him from the house of Eetion, after having given countless gifts of wooing for her sake. Her husband’s sisters and the wives of his brothers crowded round her and supported her, for she wanted to die in her distraction; when she again presently breathed and came to herself, she sobbed and made lament among the Trojans saying, ‘Woe is me, O Hektor; woe, indeed, that to share a common lot we were born, you at Troy in the house of Priam, and I at Thebes under the wooded mountain of Plakos in the house of Eetion who brought me up when I was a child—ill-starred sire of an ill-starred daughter—would that he had never begotten me. You are now going into the house of Hades under the secret places of the earth, and you leave me a sorrowing widow in your house. The child, of whom you and I are the unhappy parents, is as yet a mere infant. Now that you are gone, O Hektor, you can do nothing for him nor he for you.

[486] Even though he escape the horrors of this woeful war with the Achaeans, yet shall his life henceforth be one of labor [ponos] and sorrow, for others will seize his lands. The day that robs a child of his parents severs him from his own kind; his head is bowed, his cheeks are wet with tears, and he will go about destitute among the friends of his father, plucking one by the cloak and another by the shirt. Some one or other of these may so far pity him as to hold the cup for a moment towards him and let him moisten his lips, but he must not drink enough to wet the roof of his mouth; then one whose parents are alive will drive him from the table with blows and angry words. ‘Out with you,’ he will say, ‘you have no father here,’ and the child will go crying back to his widowed mother—he, Astyanax, who would sit upon his father’s knees, and have none but the daintiest and choicest morsels set before him. When he had played till he was tired and went to sleep, he would lie in a bed, in the arms of his nurse, on a soft couch, knowing neither want nor care, whereas now that he has lost his father his lot will be full of hardship—he, whom the Trojans name Astyanax, because you, O Hektor, were the only defense of their gates and battlements. The wriggling writhing worms will now eat you at the ships, far from your parents, when the dogs have glutted themselves upon you. You will lie naked, although in your house you have fine and goodly raiment made by hands of women. This will I now burn; it is of no use to you, for you can never again wear it, and thus you will have respect [kleos] shown you by the Trojans both men and women.” In such wise did she cry aloud amid her tears, and the women joined in her lament. 

SCROLL XXIII 

[1] Thus did they make their moan throughout the city, while the Achaeans when they reached the Hellespont went back every man to his own ship. But Achilles would not let the Myrmidons go, and spoke to his brave comrades saying, “Myrmidons, famed horsemen and my own trusted friends, not yet, I swear, let us unyoke, but with horse and chariot draw near to the body and mourn Patroklos, in due honor to the dead. When we have had full comfort of lamentation we will unyoke our horses and take supper all of us here.” 

[12] At this they all joined in a cry of wailing and Achilles led them in their lament. Thrice did they drive their chariots all sorrowing round the body, and Thetis stirred within them a still deeper yearning. The sands of the seashore and the men’s armor were wet with their weeping, so great a minister of fear was he whom they had lost. Chief in all their mourning was the son of Peleus: he laid his bloodstained hand on the breast of his friend. “Fare well,” he cried, “Patroklos, even in the house of Hades. I will now do all that I promised you before; I will drag Hektor here and let dogs devour him raw; twelve noble sons of Trojans will I also slay before your pyre to avenge you.” 

[24] As he spoke he treated the body of noble Hektor with contumely, laying it at full length in the dust beside the bier of Patroklos. The others then put off every man his armor, took the horses from their chariots, and seated themselves in great multitude by the ship of the fleet descendant of Aiakos,

[29] who thereon feasted them with an abundant funeral banquet. Many a goodly ox, with many a sheep and bleating goat did they butcher and cut up; many a tusked boar moreover, fat and well-fed, did they singe and set to roast in the flames of Hephaistos; and rivulets of blood flowed all round the place where the body was lying. 

[35] Then the princes of the Achaeans took the son of Peleus to Agamemnon, but hardly could they persuade him to come with them, so wroth was he for the death of his comrade. As soon as they reached Agamemnon’s tent they told the serving-men to set a large tripod over the fire in case they might persuade the son of Peleus ‘to wash the clotted gore from this body, but he denied them sternly, and swore it with a solemn oath, saying, “No, by King Zeus, first and mightiest of all gods, it is not right [themis] that water should touch my body, till I have laid Patroklos on the flames, have built him a tomb [sêma], and shaved my head—for so long as I live no such second sorrow [akhos] shall ever draw nigh me. Now, therefore, let us do all that this sad festival demands, but at break of day, King Agamemnon, bid your men bring wood, and provide all else that the dead may duly take into the realm of darkness; the fire shall thus burn him out of our sight the sooner, and the people shall turn again to their own labors.” 

[54] Thus did he speak, and they did even as he had said. They made haste to prepare the meal, they ate, and every man had his full share so that all were satisfied. As soon as they had had enough to eat and drink, the others went to their rest each in his own tent, but the son of Peleus lay grieving among his Myrmidons by the shore of the sounding sea, in an open place where the waves came surging in one after another. Here a very deep slumber took hold upon him and eased the burden of his sorrows, for his limbs were weary with chasing Hektor round windy Ilion. Presently the sad spirit [psukhê] of Patroklos drew near him, like what he had been in stature, voice, and the light of his beaming eyes, clad, too, as he had been clad in life. The spirit hovered over his head and said—

[69] “You sleep, Achilles, and have forgotten me; you loved me living, but now that I am dead you think for me no further. Bury me with all speed that I may pass the gates of Hades; the ghosts [psukhê pl.], vain shadows of men that can labor no more, drive me away from them; they will not yet allow me to join those that are beyond the river, and I wander all desolate by the wide gates of the house of Hades. Give me now your hand I pray you, for when you have once given me my dues of fire, never shall I again come forth out of the house of Hades. Nevermore shall we sit apart and take sweet counsel among the living; the cruel fate which was my birth-right has yawned its wide jaws around me—no, you too Achilles, peer of gods, are doomed to die beneath the wall of the noble Trojans. 

[82] “One prayer more will I make you, if you will grant it; let not my bones be laid apart from yours, Achilles, but with them; even as we were brought up together in your own home, what time Menoitios brought me to you as a child from Opoeis because by a sad spite I had killed the son of Amphidamas—not of set purpose, but in childish quarrel over the dice. The horseman Peleus took me into his house, entreated me kindly, and named me to be your attendant [therapôn]; therefore let our bones lie in but a single urn, the two-handled golden vase given to you by your mother.” 

[93] And Achilles answered, “Why, true heart, are you come here to lay these charges upon me? will of my own self do all as you have bidden me. Draw closer to me, let us once more throw our arms around one another, and find sad comfort in the sharing of our sorrows.” 

[99] He opened his arms towards him as he spoke and would have clasped him in them, but there was nothing, and the spirit [psukhê] vanished as a vapor, gibbering and whining into the earth. Achilles sprang to his feet, smote his two hands, and made lamentation saying, “Truly even in the house of Hades there are ghosts [psukhê pl.] and phantoms that have no life in them;

[105] all night long the sad spirit [psukhê] of Patroklos has hovered over head making piteous moan, telling me what I am to do for him, and looking wondrously like himself.” 

[108] Thus did he speak and his words set them all weeping and mourning about the poor dumb dead, till rosy-fingered morn appeared. Then King Agamemnon sent men and mules from all parts of the camp, to bring wood, and Meriones, attendant [therapôn] to Idomeneus, was in charge over them. They went out with woodsmen’s axes and strong ropes in their hands, and before them went the mules. Up hill and down dale did they go, by straight ways and crooked, and when they reached the heights of many-fountained Ida, they laid their axes to the roots of many a tall branching oak that came thundering down as they felled it. They split the trees and bound them behind the mules, which then wended their way as they best could through the thick brushwood on to the plain. All who had been cutting wood bore logs, for so Meriones attendant [therapôn] to Idomeneus had bidden them, and they threw them down in a line upon the seashore at the place where Achilles would make a mighty monument for Patroklos and for himself. 

[127] When they had thrown down their great logs of wood over the whole ground, they stayed all of them where they were, but Achilles ordered his brave Myrmidons to gird on their armor, and to yoke each man his horses; they therefore rose, girded on their armor and mounted each his chariot—they and their charioteers with them. The chariots went before, and they that were on foot followed as a cloud in their tens of thousands after. In the midst of them his comrades bore Patroklos and covered him with the locks of their hair which they cut off and threw upon his body. Last came Achilles with his head bowed for sorrow, so noble a comrade was he taking to the house of Hades. 

[138] When they came to the place of which Achilles had told them they laid the body down and built up the wood. Achilles then bethought him of another matter. He went a space away from the pyre, and cut off the golden lock which he had let grow for the river Spercheios. He looked all sorrowfully out upon the dark sea [pontos], and said, “Spercheios, in vain did my father Peleus vow to you that when I returned home to my loved native land I should cut off this lock and offer you a holy hecatomb; fifty she-goats was I to sacrifice to you there at your springs, where is your grove and your altar fragrant with burnt-offerings. Thus did my father vow, but you have not fulfilled his intention [noos]; now, therefore, that I shall see my home no more, I give this lock as a keepsake to the hero Patroklos.” 

[152] As he spoke he placed the lock in the hands of his dear comrade, and all who stood by were filled with yearning and lamentation. The sun would have gone down upon their mourning had not Achilles presently said to Agamemnon, “Son of Atreus, for it is to you that the people will give ear, there is a time to mourn and a time to cease from mourning; bid the people now leave the pyre and set about getting their dinners: we, to whom the dead is dearest, will see to what is wanted here, and let the other princes also stay by me.” 

[161] When King Agamemnon heard this he dismissed the people to their ships, but those who were about the dead heaped up wood and built a pyre a hundred feet this way and that; then they laid the dead all sorrowfully upon the top of it. They flayed and dressed many fat sheep and oxen before the pyre, and Achilles took fat from all of them and wrapped the body therein from head to foot, heaping the flayed carcasses all round it. Against the bier he leaned two-handled jars of honey and unguents; four proud horses did he then cast upon the pyre, groaning the while he did so. The dead hero had had house-dogs; two of them did Achilles slay and threw upon the pyre; he also put twelve brave sons of noble Trojans to the sword and laid them with the rest, for he was full of bitterness and fury.

[177] Then he committed all to the resistless and devouring might of the fire; he groaned aloud and called on his dead comrade by name. “Fare well,” he cried, “Patroklos, even in the house of Hades; I am now doing all that I have promised you. Twelve brave sons of noble Trojans shall the flames consume along with yourself, but dogs, not fire, shall devour the flesh of Hektor son of Priam.” 

[184] Thus did he boast, but the dogs came not about the body of Hektor, for Zeus’ daughter Aphrodite kept them off him night and day, and anointed him with ambrosial oil of roses that his flesh might not be torn when Achilles was dragging him about. Phoebus Apollo moreover sent a dark cloud from heaven to earth, which gave shade to the whole place where Hektor lay, that the heat of the sun might not parch his body. 

[193] Now the pyre about dead Patroklos would not kindle. Achilles therefore bethought him of another matter; he went apart and prayed to the two winds Boreas and Zephyrs vowing them goodly offerings. He made them many drink-offerings from the golden cup and besought them to come and help him that the wood might make haste to kindle and the dead bodies be consumed. Fleet Iris heard him praying and started off to fetch the winds. They were holding high feast in the house of boisterous Zephyrs when Iris came running up to the stone threshold of the house and stood there, but as soon as they set eyes on her they all came towards her and each of them called her to him, but Iris would not sit down. “I cannot stay,” she said, “I must go back to the streams of Okeanos and the land of the Ethiopians who are offering hecatombs to the immortals, and I would have my share; but Achilles prays that Boreas and shrill Zephyrus will come to him, and he vows them goodly offerings; he would have you blow upon the pyre of Patroklos for whom all the Achaeans are lamenting.” 

[212] With this she left them, and the two winds rose with a cry that rent the air and swept the clouds before them. They blew on and on until they came to the sea [pontos], and the waves rose high beneath them, but when they reached Troy they fell upon the pyre till the mighty flames roared under the blast that they blew. All night long did they blow hard and beat upon the fire, and all night long did Achilles grasp his double cup, drawing wine from a mixing-bowl of gold, and calling upon the spirit [psukhê] of dead Patroklos as he poured it upon the ground until the earth was drenched. As a father mourns when he is burning the bones of his bridegroom son whose death has wrung the hearts of his parents, even so did Achilles mourn while burning the body of his comrade, pacing round the bier with piteous groaning and lamentation. 

[226] At length as the Morning Star was beginning to herald the light which saffron-mantled Dawn was soon to suffuse over the sea, the flames fell and the fire began to die. The winds then went home beyond the Thracian sea [pontos], which roared and boiled as they swept over it. The son of Peleus now turned away from the pyre and lay down, overcome with toil, till he fell into a sweet slumber. Presently they who were about the son of Atreus drew near in a body, and roused him with the noise and tramp of their coming. He sat upright and said, “Son of Atreus, and all other princes of the Achaeans, first pour red wine everywhere upon the fire and quench it; let us then gather the bones of Patroklos son of Menoitios, singling them out with care; they are easily found, for they lie in the middle of the pyre, while all else, both men and horses, has been thrown in a heap and burned at the outer edge. We will lay the bones in a golden urn, in two layers of fat, against the time when I shall myself go down into the house of Hades. As for the tomb, labor not to raise a great one now, but such as is reasonable. Afterwards, let those Achaeans who may be left at the ships when I am gone, build it both broad and high.” 

[249] Thus he spoke and they obeyed the word of the son of Peleus. First they poured red wine upon the thick layer of ashes and quenched the fire. With many tears they singled out the whitened bones of their loved comrade and laid them within a golden urn in two layers of fat: they then covered the urn with a linen cloth and took it inside the tent. They marked off the circle where the tomb [sêma] should be, made a foundation for it about the pyre, and forthwith heaped up the earth. When they had thus raised a marker [sêma] they were going away, but Achilles stayed the people and made them sit in assembly [agôn]. He brought prizes from the ships-cauldrons, tripods, horses and mules, noble oxen, women with fair girdles, and swart iron. 

[262] The first prize he offered was for the chariot races—a woman skilled in all useful arts, and a three-legged cauldron that had ears for handles, and would hold twenty-two measures. This was for the man who came in first. For the second there was a six-year old mare, unbroken, and in foal to a he-ass; the third was to have a goodly cauldron that had never yet been on the fire; it was still bright as when it left the maker, and would hold four measures. The fourth prize was two talents of gold, and the fifth a two-handled urn as yet unsoiled by smoke. Then he stood up and spoke among the Argives saying—

[272] “Son of Atreus, and all other Achaeans, these are the prizes that lie waiting the [agôn] winners of the chariot races. At any other time I should carry off the first prize and take it to my own tent; you know how far my steeds have greater excellence [aretê] than all others—for they are immortal; Poseidon gave them to my father Peleus, who in his turn gave them to myself; but I shall hold aloof, I and my steeds that have lost their brave and kind driver, who many a time has washed them in clear water and anointed their manes with oil. See how they stand weeping here, with their manes trailing on the ground in the extremity of their sorrow. But do you others set yourselves in order throughout the host of warriors, whosoever has confidence in his horses and in the strength of his chariot.” 

[287] Thus spoke the son of Peleus and the drivers of chariots bestirred themselves. First among them all rose up Eumelus, king of men, son of Admetus, a man excellent in horsemanship. Next to him rose mighty Diomedes son of Tydeus; he yoked the Trojan horses that he had taken from Aeneas, when Apollo bore him out of the fight. Next to him, golden-haired Menelaos son of Atreus rose and yoked his fleet horses, Agamemnon’s mare Aethe, and his own horse Podargos. The mare had been given to Agamemnon by Echepolus son of Anchises, that he might not have to follow him to Ilion, but might stay at home and take his ease; for Zeus had endowed him with great wealth and he lived in spacious Sicyon. This mare, all eager for the race, did Menelaos put under the yoke. 

[301] Fourth in order Antilokhos, son to noble Nestor son of Neleus, made ready his horses. These were bred in Pylos, and his father came up to him to give him good advice of which, however, he stood in but little need. “Antilokhos,” said Nestor, “you are young, but Zeus and Poseidon have loved you well, and have made you an excellent horseman. I need not therefore say much by way of instruction. You are skilful at wheeling your horses round the post, but the horses themselves are very slow, and it is this that will, I fear, mar your chances. The other drivers know less than you do, but their horses are fleeter; therefore, my dear son, see if you cannot hit upon some artifice whereby you may insure that the prize shall not slip through your fingers. The woodsman does more by skill than by brute force; by skill the pilot guides his storm-tossed barque over the sea [pontos], and so by skill one driver can beat another. If a man go wide in rounding this way and that, whereas a man of craftiness [kerdos] may have worse horses, but he will keep them well in hand when he sees the turning-post;

[324] he knows the precise moment at which to pull the rein, and keeps his eye well on the man in front of him. I will give you this certain sign [sêma], which cannot escape your notice. There is a stump of a dead tree-oak or pine as it may be—some six feet above the ground, and not yet rotted away by rain; it stands at the fork of the road; it has two white stones set one on each side, and there is a clear course all round it. It may have been a tomb [sêma] of someone long since dead, or it may have been used as a turning-post in days gone by; now, however, it has been fixed on by Achilles as the mark round which the chariots shall turn; hug it as close as you can, but as you stand in your chariot lean over a little to the left; urge on your right-hand horse with voice and lash, and give him a loose rein, but let the left-hand horse keep so close in, that the nave of your wheel shall almost graze the post; but mind the stone, or you will wound your horses and break your chariot in pieces, which would be sport for others but confusion for yourself. Therefore, my dear son, mind well what you are about, for if you can be first to round the post there is no chance of any one giving you the go-by later, not even though you had Adrastos’ horse Arion behind you horse which is of divine race—or those of Laomedon, which are the noblest in this country.” 

[349] When Nestor had made an end of counseling his son he sat down in his place, and fifth in order Meriones got ready his horses. They then all mounted their chariots and cast lots.—Achilles shook the helmet, and the lot of Antilokhos son of Nestor fell out first; next came that of King Eumelus, and after his, those of Menelaos son of Atreus and of Meriones. The last place fell to the lot of Diomedes son of Tydeus, who was the best man of them all. They took their places in line; Achilles showed them the turning-post round which they were to turn, some way off upon the plain; here he stationed his father’s follower Phoenix as umpire, to note the running, and report truly. 

[361] At the same instant they all of them lashed their horses, struck them with the reins, and shouted at them with all their might. They flew full speed over the plain away from the ships, the dust rose from under them as it were a cloud or whirlwind, and their manes were all flying in the wind. At one moment the chariots seemed to touch the ground, and then again they bounded into the air; the drivers stood erect, and their hearts beat fast and furious in their lust of victory. Each kept calling on his horses, and the horses scoured the plain amid the clouds of dust that they raised. 

[373] It was when they were doing the last part of the course on their way back towards the sea that their pace was strained to the utmost and it was seen what excellence [aretê] each of them could achieve. The horses of the descendant of Pheres now took the lead, and close behind them came the Trojan stallions of Diomedes. They seemed as if about to mount Eumelus’ chariot, and he could feel their warm breath on his back and on his broad shoulders, for their heads were close to him as they flew over the course. Diomedes would have now passed him, or there would have been a dead heat, but Phoebus Apollo to spite him made him drop his whip. Tears of anger fell from his eyes as he saw the mares going on faster than ever, while his own horses lost ground through his having no whip. Athena saw the trick that Apollo had played the son of Tydeus, so she brought him his whip and put spirit into his horses; moreover she went after the son of Admetus in a rage and broke his yoke for him; the mares went one to one side the course, and the other to the other, and the pole was broken against the ground. Eumelus was thrown from his chariot close to the wheel; his elbows, mouth, and nostrils were all torn, and his forehead was bruised above his eyebrows; his eyes filled with tears and he could find no utterance. But the son of Tydeus turned his horses aside and shot far ahead, for Athena put fresh strength into them and covered Diomedes himself with glory. 

[401] Menelaos son of Atreus came next behind him, but Antilokhos called to his father’s horses. “On with you both,” he cried, “and do your very utmost. I do not bid you try to beat the steeds of the son of Tydeus, for Athena has put running into them, and has covered Diomedes with glory; but you must overtake the horses of the son of Atreus and not be left behind, or Aethe who is so fleet will taunt you. Why, my good fellows, are you lagging? I tell you, and it shall surely be—Nestor will keep neither of you, but will put both of you to the sword, if we win any the worse a prize [athlon] through your carelessness, rush after them at your utmost speed; I will hit on a plan for passing them in a narrow part of the way, and it shall not fail me.” 

[417] They feared the rebuke of their master, and for a short space went quicker. Presently Antilokhos saw a narrow place where the road had sunk. The ground was broken, for the winter’s rain had gathered and had worn the road so that the whole place was deepened. Menelaos was making towards it so as to get there first, for fear of a foul, but Antilokhos turned his horses out of the way, and followed him a little on one side. The son of Atreus was afraid and shouted out, “Antilokhos, you are driving recklessly; rein in your horses; the road is too narrow here, it will be wider soon, and you can pass me then; if you foul my chariot you may bring both of us to a mischief.” 

[429] But Antilokhos plied his whip, and drove faster, as though he had not heard him. They went side by side for about as far as a young man can hurl a disc from his shoulder when he is trying his strength, and then Menelaos’ mares drew behind, for he left off driving for fear the horses should foul one another and upset the chariots; thus, while pressing on in quest of victory, they might both come headlong to the ground. Menelaos then upbraided Antilokhos and said, “There is no greater trickster living than you are; go, and bad luck go with you; the Achaeans say not well that you have understanding, and come what may you shall not bear away the prize [athlon] without sworn protest on my part.” 

[442] Then he called on his horses and said to them, “Keep your pace, and slacken not; the limbs of the other horses will weary sooner than yours, for they are neither of them young.” 

[446] The horses feared the rebuke of their master, and went faster, so that they were soon nearly up with the others. 

[448] Meanwhile the Achaeans from their seats were watching how the horses went, as they scoured the plain amid clouds of their own dust. Idomeneus chief of the Cretans was first to make out the running, for he was not in the thick of the crowd, but stood on the most commanding part of the ground. The driver was a long way off, but Idomeneus could hear him shouting, and could see the foremost horse quite plainly—a chestnut with a round shining mark [sêma], like the moon, on its forehead. He stood up and said among the Argives, “My friends, princes and counselors of the Argives, can you see the running as well as I can? There seems to be another pair in front now, and another driver; those that led off at the start must have been disabled out on the plain. I saw them at first making their way round the turning-post, but now, though I search the plain of Troy, I cannot find them. Perhaps the reins fell from the driver’s hand so that he lost command of his horses at the turning-post, and could not turn it. I suppose he must have been thrown out there, and broken his chariot, while his mares have left the course and gone off wildly in a panic. Come up and see for yourselves, I cannot make out for certain, but the driver seems an Aetolian by descent, ruler over the Argives, brave Diomedes the son of Tydeus.” 

[473] Ajax the son of Oileus took him up rudely and said, “Idomeneus, why should you be in such a hurry to tell us all about it, when the mares are still so far out upon the plain? You are none of the youngest, nor your eyes none of the sharpest, but you are always laying down the law. 

[478] You have no right to do so, for there are better men here than you are. Eumelus’ horses are in front now, as they always have been, and he is on the chariot holding the reins.” 

[482] The chief of the Cretans was angry, and answered, “Ajax you are an excellent railer, but you have no judgement [noos], and are wanting in much else as well, for you have a vile temper. I will wager you a tripod or cauldron, and Agamemnon son of Atreus shall decide whose horses are first. You will then know to your cost.” 

[488] Ajax son of Oileus was for making him an angry answer, and there would have been yet further brawling between them, had not Achilles risen in his place and said, “Cease your railing Ajax and Idomeneus; it is not you would be scandalized if you saw any one else do the like: sit down and keep your eyes on the horses; they are speeding towards the winning-post and will be beer directly. You will then both of you know whose horses are first, and whose come after.” 

[500] As he was speaking, the son of Tydeus came driving in, plying his whip lustily from his shoulder, and his horses stepping high as they flew over the course. The sand and grit rained thick on the driver, and the chariot inlaid with gold and tin ran close behind his fleet horses. There was little trace of wheel-marks in the fine dust, and the horses came flying in at their utmost speed. Diomedes stayed them in the middle of the crowd, and the sweat from their manes and chests fell in streams on to the ground. Forthwith he sprang from his goodly chariot, and leaned his whip against his horses’ yoke; brave Sthenelos now lost no time, but at once brought on the prize [athlon], and gave the woman and the ear-handled cauldron to his comrades to take away. Then he unyoked the horses. 

[514] Next after him came in Antilokhos of the race of Neleus, who had passed Menelaos by a trick [kerdos] and not by the fleetness of his horses; but even so Menelaos came in as close behind him as the wheel is to the horse that draws both the chariot and its master. The end hairs of a horse’s tail touch the tire of the wheel, and there is never much space between wheel and horse when the chariot is going; Menelaos was no further than this behind Antilokhos, though at first he had been a full disc’s throw behind him. He had soon caught him up again, for Agamemnon’s mare Aethe kept pulling stronger and stronger, so that if the course had been longer he would have passed him, and there would not even have been a dead heat. Idomeneus’ brave attendant [therapôn] Meriones was about a spear’s cast behind Menelaos. His horses were slowest of all, and he was the worst driver. Last of them all came the son of Admetus, dragging his chariot and driving his horses on in front. When Achilles saw him he was sorry, and stood up among the Argives saying, “The best man is coming in last. Let us give him a prize for it is reasonable. He shall have the second, but the first must go to the son of Tydeus.” 

[539] Thus did he speak and the others all of them applauded his saying, and were for doing as he had said, but Nestor’s son Antilokhos stood up and claimed his rights from the son of Peleus. “Achilles,” said he, “I shall take it much amiss if you do this thing; you would rob me of my prize [athlon], because you think Eumelus’ chariot and horses were thrown out, and himself too, good man that he is. He should have prayed duly to the immortals; he would not have come in fast if he had done so. If you are sorry for him and so choose, you have much gold in your tents, with bronze, sheep, cattle and horses. Take something from this store if you would have the Achaeans speak well of you, and give him a better prize [athlon] even than that which you have now offered; but I will not give up the mare, and he that will fight me for her, let him come on.” 

[555] Achilles smiled as he heard this, and was pleased with Antilokhos, who was one of his dearest comrades. So he said—

[558] “Antilokhos, if you would have me find Eumelus another prize, I will give him the bronze breastplate with a rim of tin running all round it which I took from Asteropaeus. It will be worth much money to him.” 

[563] He bade his comrade Automedon bring the breastplate from his tent, and he did so. Achilles then gave it over to Eumelus, who received it gladly. 

[566] But Menelaos got up in a rage, furiously angry with Antilokhos. An attendant placed his staff in his hands and bade the Argives keep silence: the hero then addressed them. “Antilokhos,” said he, “what is this from you who have been so far blameless? You have damaged my effort [aretê] and balked my horses by flinging your own in front of them, though yours are much worse than mine are; therefore, O princes and counselors of the Argives, judge between us and show no favor, lest one of the Achaeans say, ‘Menelaos has got the mare through lying and corruption; his horses were far inferior to Antilokhos’, but he has greater weight and influence [aretê].’ No, I will determine the matter myself, and no man will blame me, for I shall do what is just. Come here, Antilokhos, and stand, as our custom [themis] is, whip in hand before your chariot and horses; lay your hand on your steeds, and swear by earth-encircling Poseidon that you did not purposely and guilefully get in the way of my horses.” 

[586] And Antilokhos answered, “Forgive me; I am much younger, King Menelaos, than you are; you stand higher than I do and are the better man of the two; you know how easily young men are betrayed into indiscretion; their tempers are more hasty and they have less judgement [noos]; make due allowances therefore, and bear with me; I will of my own accord give up the mare that I have won, and if you claim any further chattel from my own possessions, I would rather yield it to you, at once, than fall from your good graces henceforth, and do wrong in the sight of the gods [daimones].” 

[596] The son of Nestor then took the mare and gave her over to Menelaos, whose anger was thus appeased; as when dew falls upon a field of ripening wheat, and the lands are bristling with the harvest—even so, O Menelaos, was your heart made glad within you. He turned to Antilokhos and said, “Now, Antilokhos, angry though I have been, I can give way to you of my own free will; you have never been headstrong nor ill-disposed up to now, but this time your youth has got the better of your judgement [noon]; be careful how you outwit your betters in future; no one else could have brought me round so easily, but your good father, your brother, and yourself have all of you had infinite trouble on my behalf; I therefore yield to your entreaty, and will give up the mare to you, mine though it indeed be; the people will thus see that I am neither harsh nor vindictive.” 

[612] With this he gave the mare over to Antilokhos’ comrade Noemon, and then took the cauldron. Meriones, who had come in fourth, carried off the two talents of gold, and the fifth prize [athlon], the two-handled urn, being unawarded, Achilles gave it to Nestor, going up to him in the assembly [agôn] of Argives and saying, “Take this, my good old friend, as an heirloom and memorial of the funeral of Patroklos—for you shall see him no more among the Argives. I give you this prize [athlon] though you cannot win one; you can now neither wrestle nor fight, and cannot enter for the javelin-match nor foot-races, for the hand of age has been laid heavily upon you.” 

[624] So saying he gave the urn over to Nestor, who received it gladly and answered, “My son, all that you have said is true; there is no strength now in my legs and feet, nor can I hit out with my hands from either shoulder. Would that I were still young and strong as when the Epeans were burying King Amarynceus in Buprasium, and his sons offered prizes in his honor. There was then none that could vie with me neither of the Epeans nor the Pylians themselves nor the Aetolians. In boxing I overcame Clytomedes son of Enops, and in wrestling, Ancaeus of Pleuron who had come forward against me. Iphiklos was a good runner, 

[636] but I beat him, and threw farther with my spear than either Phyleus or Polydorus. In chariot-racing alone did the two sons of Actor surpass me by crowding their horses in front of me, for they were angry at the way victory had gone, and at the greater part of the prizes remaining in the place in which they had been offered. They were twins, and the one kept on holding the reins, and holding the reins, while the other plied the whip. Such was I then, but now I must leave these matters to younger men; I must bow before the weight of years, but in those days I was eminent among heroes. And now, sir, go on with the funeral contests [athloi] in honor of your comrade: gladly do I accept this urn, and my heart rejoices that you do not forget me but are ever mindful of my goodwill towards you, and of the respect [timê] due to me from the Achaeans. For all which may the grace [kharis] of heaven be granted you in great abundance.” 

[651] Thereon the son of Peleus, when he had listened to all the praise [ainos] of Nestor, went about among the concourse of the Achaeans, and presently offered prizes for skill in the painful art of boxing. He brought out a strong mule, and made it fast in the middle of the crowd [agôn]—a she-mule never yet broken, but six years old—when it is hardest of all to break them: this was for the victor, and for the vanquished he offered a double cup. Then he stood up and said among the Argives, “Son of Atreus, and all other Achaeans, I invite our two champion boxers to lay about them lustily and compete for these prizes. He to whom Apollo grants the greater endurance, and whom the Achaeans acknowledge as victor, shall take the mule back with him to his own tent, while he that is vanquished shall have the double cup.” 

[664] As he spoke there stood up a champion both brave and great stature, a skilful boxer, Epeus, son of Panopeus. He laid his hand on the mule and said, “Let the man who is to have the cup come here, for none but myself will take the mule. I am the best boxer of all here present, and none can beat me. Is it not enough that I should fall short of you in actual fighting? Still, no man can be good at everything. I tell you plainly, and it shall come true; if any man will box with me I will bruise his body and break his bones; therefore let his friends stay here in a body and be at hand to take him away when I have done with him.” 

[676] They all held their peace, and no man rose save Euryalos son of Mecisteus, who was son of Talaos. Mecisteus went once to Thebes after the fall of Oedipus, to attend his funeral, and he beat all the people of Kadmos. The son of Tydeus was Euryalos’ second, cheering him on and hoping heartily that he would win. First he put a waistband round him and then he gave him some well-cut thongs of ox-hide; the two men being now girt went into the middle of the ring [agôn], and immediately fell to; heavily indeed did they punish one another and lay about them with their brawny fists. One could hear the horrid crashing of their jaws, and they sweated from every pore of their skin. Presently Epeus came on and gave Euryalos a blow on the jaw as he was looking round; Euryalos could not keep his legs; they gave way under him in a moment and he sprang up with a bound, as a fish leaps into the air near some shore that is all bestrewn with sea-wrack, when Boreas furs the top of the waves, and then falls back into deep water. But noble Epeus caught hold of him and raised him up; his comrades also came round him and led him from the ring [agôn], unsteady in his gait, his head hanging on one side, and spitting great clots of gore. They set him down in a swoon and then went to fetch the double cup. 

[700] The son of Peleus now brought out the prizes for the third contest and showed them to the Argives. These were for the painful art of wrestling. For the winner there was a great tripod ready for setting upon the fire, 

[703] and the Achaeans valued it among themselves at twelve oxen. For the loser he brought out a woman skilled in all manner of arts, and they valued her at four oxen. He rose and said among the Argives, “Stand forward, you who will essay this contest [athlon].” 

[708] Forthwith up rose great Ajax the son of Telamon, and crafty Odysseus, full of wiles [kerdos pl.] rose also. The two girded themselves and went into the middle of the ring [agôn]. They gripped each other in their strong hands like the rafters which some master-builder frames for the roof of a high house to keep the wind out. Their backbones cracked as they tugged at one another with their mighty arms—and sweat rained from them in torrents. Many a bloody weal sprang up on their sides and shoulders, but they kept on striving with might and main for victory and to win the tripod. Odysseus could not throw Ajax, nor Ajax him; Odysseus was too strong for him; but when the Achaeans began to tire of watching them, Ajax said to Odysseus, “Odysseus, noble son of Laertes, you shall either lift me, or I you, and let Zeus settle it between us.” 

[725] He lifted him from the ground as he spoke, but Odysseus did not forget his cunning. He hit Ajax in the hollow at back of his knee, so that he could not keep his feet, but fell on his back with Odysseus lying upon his chest, and all who saw it marveled. Then Odysseus in turn lifted Ajax and stirred him a little from the ground but could not lift him right off it, his knee sank under him, and the two fell side by side on the ground and were all begrimed with dust. They now sprang towards one another and were for wrestling yet a third time, but Achilles rose and stayed them. “Put not each other further,” said he, “to such cruel suffering; the victory is with both alike, take each of you an equal prize, and let the other Achaeans now compete.” 

[738] Thus did he speak and they did even as he had said, and put on their shirts again after wiping the dust from off their bodies. 

[739] The son of Peleus then offered prizes for speed in running—a mixing-bowl beautifully wrought, of pure silver. It would hold six measures, and far exceeded all others in the whole world for beauty; it was the work of cunning artificers in Sidon, and had been brought into port by Phoenicians from beyond the sea [pontos], who had made a present of it to Thoas. Eueneus son of Jason had given it to Patroklos in ransom of Priam’s son Lykaon, and Achilles now offered it as a prize [athlon] in honor of his comrade to him who should be the swiftest runner. For the second prize he offered a large ox, well fattened, while for the last there was to be half a talent of gold. He then rose and said among the Argives, “Stand forward, you who will essay this contest [athlon].” 

[754] Forthwith rose up fleet Ajax son of Oileus, with cunning Odysseus, and Nestor’s son Antilokhos, the fastest runner among all the youth of his time. They stood side by side and Achilles showed them the goal. The course was set out for them from the starting-post, and the son of Oileus took the lead at once, with Odysseus as close behind him as the shuttle is to a woman’s bosom when she throws the woof across the warp and holds it close up to her; even so close behind him was Odysseus—treading in his footprints before the dust could settle there, and Ajax could feel his breath on the back of his head as he ran swiftly on. The Achaeans all shouted approval as they saw him straining his utmost, and cheered him as he shot past them; but when they were now nearing the end of the course Odysseus prayed inwardly to Athena. “Hear me,” he cried, “and help my feet, O goddess.” Thus did he pray, and Pallas Athena heard his prayer; she made his hands and his feet feel light, and when the runners were at the point of pouncing upon the prize [athlon], Ajax, through Athena’s spite slipped upon some offal that was lying there from the cattle which Achilles had slaughtered in honor of Patroklos, and his mouth and nostrils were all filled with cow dung. 

[778] Odysseus therefore carried off the mixing-bowl, for he got before Ajax and came in first. But Ajax took the ox and stood with his hand on one of its horns, spitting the dung out of his mouth. Then he said to the Argives, “Alas, the goddess has spoiled my running; she watches over Odysseus and stands by him as though she were his own mother.” Thus did he speak and they all of them laughed heartily. 

[785] Antilokhos carried off the last prize [athlon] and smiled as he said to the bystanders, “You all see, my friends, that now too the gods have shown their respect for seniority. Ajax is somewhat older than I am, and as for Odysseus, he belongs to an earlier generation, but he is hale in spite of his years, and no man of the Achaeans can run against him save only Achilles.” 

[793] He said this to pay a compliment to the son of Peleus, and Achilles answered, “Antilokhos, you shall not have given praise [ainos] to me for no purpose; I shall give you an additional half talent of gold.” He then gave the half talent to Antilokhos, who received it gladly. 

[798] Then the son of Peleus brought out the spear, helmet, and shield that had been borne by Sarpedon, and were taken from him by Patroklos. He stood up and said among the Argives, “We bid two champions put on their armor, take their keen blades, and make trial of one another in the presence of the multitude; whichever of them can first wound the flesh of the other, cut through his armor, and draw blood, to him will I give this goodly Thracian sword inlaid with silver, which I took from Asteropaeus, but the armor let both hold in partnership, and I will give each of them a hearty meal in my own tent.” 

[811] Forthwith rose up great Ajax the son of Telamon, as also mighty Diomedes son of Tydeus. When they had put on their armor each on his own side of the ring, they both went into the middle eager to engage, and with fire flashing from their eyes. The Achaeans marveled as they beheld them, and when the two were now close up with one another, thrice did they spring forward and thrice try to strike each other in close combat. [818] Ajax pierced Diomedes’ round shield, but did not draw blood, for the cuirass beneath the shield protected him; thereon the son of Tydeus from over his huge shield kept aiming continually at Ajax’s neck with the point of his spear, and the Achaeans alarmed for his safety bade them leave off fighting and divide the prize between them. Achilles then gave the great sword to the son of Tydeus, with its scabbard, and the leather belt with which to hang it. 

[826] Achilles next offered the massive iron weapon which mighty Eetion had formerly been used to hurl, until Achilles had slain him and carried it off in his ships along with other spoils. He stood up and said among the Argives, “Stand forward, you who would essay this contest [athlon]. He who wins it will have a store of iron that will last him five years as they go rolling round, and if his fair fields lie far from a town his shepherd or ploughman will not have to make a journey to buy iron, for he will have a stock of it on his own premises.” 

[836] Then rose up the two mighty men Polypoetes and Leonteus, with Ajax son of Telamon and noble Epeus. They stood up one after the other and Epeus took the weapon, whirled it, and flung it from him, which set all the Achaeans laughing. After him threw Leonteus of the race of Ares. Ajax son of Telamon threw third, and sent the weapon beyond any mark [sêmata] that had been made yet, but when mighty Polypoetes took the weapon he hurled it as though it had been a stockman’s stick which he sends flying about among his cattle when he is driving them, so far did his throw out-distance those of the others. All who saw it roared approval, and his comrades carried the prize [athlon] for him and set it on board his ship. 

[850] Achilles next offered a prize of iron for archery—ten double-edged axes and ten with single eddies: he set up a ship’s mast, some way off upon the sands, and with a fine string tied a pigeon to it by the foot; this was what they were to aim at. 

[850] “Whoever,” he said, “can hit the pigeon shall have all the axes and take them away with him; he who hits the string without hitting the bird will have taken a worse aim and shall have the single-edged axes.” 

[859] Then rose up King Teucer, and Meriones the stalwart attendant [therapôn] of Idomeneus rose also, They cast lots in a bronze helmet and the lot of Teucer fell first. He let fly with his arrow forthwith, but he did not promise hecatombs of firstling lambs to King Apollo, and missed his bird, for Apollo foiled his aim; but he hit the string with which the bird was tied, near its foot; the arrow cut the string clean through so that it hung down towards the ground, while the bird flew up into the sky, and the Achaeans shouted approval. Meriones, who had his arrow ready while Teucer was aiming, snatched the bow out of his hand, and at once promised that he would sacrifice a hecatomb of firstling lambs to Apollo lord of the bow; then espying the pigeon high up under the clouds, he hit her in the middle of the wing as she was circling upwards; the arrow went clean through the wing and fixed itself in the ground at Meriones’ feet, but the bird perched on the ship’s mast hanging her head and with all her feathers drooping; the life went out of her, and she fell heavily from the mast. Meriones, therefore, took all ten double-edged axes, while Teucer bore off the single-edged ones to his ships. 

[884] Then the son of Peleus brought in a spear and a cauldron that had never been on the fire; it was worth an ox, and was chased with a pattern of flowers; and those that throw the javelin stood up—to wit the son of Atreus, king of men Agamemnon, and Meriones, stalwart of Idomeneus. But Achilles spoke saying, “Son of Atreus, we know how far you excel all others both in power and in throwing the javelin; take the cauldron back with you to your ships, but if it so please you, let us give the spear to Meriones; this at least is what I should myself wish.” 

[895] King Agamemnon assented. So he gave the bronze spear to Meriones,

and handed the goodly cauldron to Talthybios his attendant.

SCROLL XXIV

 [1] The assembly [agôn] now broke up and the people went their ways each to his own ship. There they made ready their supper, and then bethought them of the blessed boon of sleep; but Achilles still wept for thinking of his dear comrade, and sleep, before whom all things bow, could take no hold upon him. This way and that did he turn as he yearned after the might and manliness of Patroklos; he thought of all they had done together, and all they had gone through both on the field of battle and on the waves of the weary sea. As he dwelt on these things he wept bitterly and lay now on his side, now on his back, and now face downwards, till at last he rose and went out as one distraught to wander upon the seashore. Then, when he saw dawn breaking over beach and sea, he yoked his horses to his chariot, and bound the body of Hektor behind it that he might drag it about. Thrice did he drag it round the tomb [sêma] of the son of Menoitios, and then went back into his tent, leaving the body on the ground full length and with its face downwards. But Apollo would not allow it to be disfigured, for he pitied the man, dead though he now was; therefore he shielded him with his golden aegis continually, that he might take no hurt while Achilles was dragging him. 

[22] Thus shamefully did Achilles in his fury dishonor Hektor; but the blessed gods looked down in pity from heaven, and urged Hermes, slayer of Argus, to steal the body. All were of this mind save only Hera, Poseidon, and Zeus’ gray-eyed daughter, 

[26] who persisted in the hate which they had ever borne towards Ilion with Priam and his people; for they forgave not the wrong [atê] done them by Alexander in disdaining the goddesses who came to him when he was in his sheepyards, and preferring her who had offered him a wanton to his ruin. 

[31] When, therefore, the morning of the twelfth day had now come, Phoebus Apollo spoke among the immortals saying, “You gods ought to be ashamed of yourselves; you are cruel and hard-hearted. Did not Hektor burn you thigh-pieces of heifers and of unblemished goats? And now dare you not rescue even his dead body, for his wife to look upon, with his mother and child, his father Priam, and his people, who would forthwith commit him to the flames, and give him his due funeral rites? So, then, you would all be on the side of mad Achilles, who knows neither right nor truth? He is like some savage lion that in the pride of his great strength and daring springs upon men’s flocks and gorges on them. Even so has Achilles flung aside all pity, and all that conscience [aidôs] which at once so greatly hurts yet greatly helps him that will heed it. A man may lose one far dearer than Achilles has lost—a son, it may be, or a brother born from his own mother’s womb; yet when he has mourned him and wept over him he will let him bide, for it takes much sorrow to kill a man; whereas Achilles, now that he has slain noble Hektor, drags him behind his chariot round the tomb [sêma] of his comrade. It were better of him, and for him, that he should not do so, for brave though he be we gods may take it ill that he should vent his fury upon dead clay.” 

[55] Hera spoke up in a rage. “This were well,” she cried, “O lord of the silver bow, if you would give like honor [timê] to Hektor and to Achilles; but Hektor was mortal and nursed at a woman’s breast, whereas Achilles is the offspring of a goddess whom I myself reared and brought up. I married her to Peleus, who is above measure dear to the immortals; you gods came all of you to her wedding; you feasted along with them yourself and brought your lyre—false, and fond of low company, that you have ever been.” 

[64] Then said Zeus, “Hera, be not so bitter. Their honor [timê] shall not be equal, but of all that dwell in Ilion, Hektor was dearest to the gods, as also to myself, for his offerings never failed me. Never was my altar stinted of its dues, nor of the drink-offerings and savor of sacrifice which we claim of right. I shall therefore permit the body of mighty Hektor to be stolen; and yet this may hardly be without Achilles coming to know it, for his mother keeps night and day beside him. Let some one of you, therefore, send Thetis to me, and I will impart my counsel to her, namely that Achilles is to accept a ransom from Priam, and give up the body.” 

[77] At this Iris fleet as the wind went forth to carry his message. Down she plunged into the dark sea [pontos] midway between Samos and rocky Imbrus; the waters hissed as they closed over her, and she sank into the bottom as the lead at the end of an ox-horn, that is sped to carry death to fishes. She found Thetis sitting in a great cave with the other sea-goddesses gathered round her; there she sat in the midst of them weeping for her noble son who was to fall far from his own land, on the rich plains of Troy. Iris went up to her and said, “Rise Thetis; Zeus, whose counsels fail not, bids you come to him.” And Thetis answered, “Why does the mighty god so bid me? I am in great grief [akhos], and shrink from going in and out among the immortals. Still, I will go, and the word that he may speak shall not be spoken in vain.” 

[93] The goddess took her dark veil, than which there can be no robe more somber, and went forth with fleet Iris leading the way before her. The waves of the sea opened them a path, and when they reached the shore they flew up into the heavens, where they found the all-seeing son of Kronos with the blessed gods that live for ever assembled near him. Athena gave up her seat to her, and she sat down by the side of father Zeus. Hera then placed a fair golden cup in her hand, and spoke to her in words of comfort, whereon Thetis drank and gave her back the cup; and the sire of gods and men was the first to speak. 

[104] “So, goddess,” said he, “for all your sorrow, and the grief [penthos] that I well know reigns ever in your heart, you have come here to Olympus, and I will tell you why I have sent for you. This nine days past the immortals have been quarrelling about Achilles waster of cities and the body of Hektor. The gods would have Hermes slayer of Argus steal the body, but in furtherance of our peace and amity henceforward, I will concede such honor to your son as I will now tell you. Go, then, to the host of warriors and lay these commands upon him; say that the gods are angry with him, and that I am myself more angry than them all, in that he keeps Hektor at the ships and will not give him up. He may thus fear me and let the body go. At the same time I will send Iris to great Priam to bid him go to the ships of the Achaeans, and ransom his son, taking with him such gifts for Achilles as may give him satisfaction. 

[120] Silver-footed Thetis did as the god had told her, and forthwith down she darted from the topmost summits of Olympus. She went to her son’s tents where she found him grieving bitterly, while his trusty comrades round him were busy preparing their morning meal, for which they had killed a great woolly sheep. His mother sat down beside him and caressed him with her hand saying, “My son, how long will you keep on thus grieving and making moan? You are gnawing at your own heart, and think neither of food nor of woman’s embraces; and yet these too were well, for you have no long time to live, and death with the strong hand of fate are already close beside you. Now, therefore, heed what I say, for I come as a messenger from Zeus; he says that the gods are angry with you, and himself more angry than them all, in that you keep Hektor at the ships and will not give him up. Therefore let him go, and accept a ransom for his body.” 

[138] And Achilles answered, “So be it. If Olympian Zeus of his own motion thus commands me, let him that brings the ransom bear the body away.” 

[141] Thus did mother and son talk together at the ships in long discourse with one another. Meanwhile the son of Kronos sent Iris to the strong city of Ilion. “Go,” said he, “fleet Iris, from the mansions of Olympus, and tell King Priam in Ilion, that he is to go to the ships of the Achaeans and free the body of his dear son. He is to take such gifts with him as shall give satisfaction to Achilles, and he is to go alone, with no other Trojan, save only some honored servant who may drive his mules and wagon, and bring back the body of him whom noble Achilles has slain. Let him have no thought nor fear of death in his heart, for we will send the slayer of Argus to escort him, and bring him within the tent of Achilles. Achilles will not kill him nor let another do so, for he will take heed to his ways and sin not, and he will entreat a suppliant with all honorable courtesy.” 

[159] At this Iris, fleet as the wind, sped forth to deliver her message. She went to Priam’s house, and found weeping and lamentation therein. His sons were seated round their father in the outer courtyard, and their raiment was wet with tears: the old man sat in the midst of them with his mantle wrapped close about his body, and his head and neck all covered with the filth which he had clutched as he lay groveling in the mire. His daughters and his sons’ wives went wailing about the house, as they thought of the many and brave men who lost their lives [psukhai], slain by the Argives. The messenger of Zeus stood by Priam and spoke softly to him, but fear fell upon him as she did so. “Take heart,” she said, “Priam offspring of Dardanos, take heart and fear not. I bring no evil tidings, but am minded well towards you. I come as a messenger from Zeus, who though he be not near, takes thought for you and pities you. The lord of Olympus bids you go and ransom noble Hektor, and take with you such gifts as shall give satisfaction to Achilles. 

[176] You are to go alone, with no Trojan, save only some honored servant who may drive your mules and wagon, and bring back to the city the body of him whom noble Achilles has slain. You are to have no thought, nor fear of death, for Zeus will send the slayer of Argus to escort you. When he has brought you within Achilles’ tent, Achilles will not kill you nor let another do so, for he will take heed to his ways and sin not, and he will entreat a suppliant with all honorable courtesy.” 

[188] Iris went her way when she had thus spoken, and Priam told his sons to get a mule-wagon ready, and to make the body of the wagon fast upon the top of its bed. Then he went down into his fragrant store-room, high-vaulted, and made of cedar-wood, where his many treasures were kept, and he called Hecuba his wife. “Wife,” said he, “a messenger has come to me from Olympus, and has told me to go to the ships of the Achaeans to ransom my dear son, taking with me such gifts as shall give satisfaction to Achilles. What think you of this matter? for my own part I am greatly moved to pass through the of the Achaeans and go to their ships.” 

[200] His wife cried aloud as she heard him, and said, “Alas, what has become of that judgement for which you have been ever famous both among strangers and your own people? How can you venture alone to the ships of the Achaeans, and look into the face of him who has slain so many of your brave sons? You must have iron courage, for if the cruel savage sees you and lays hold on you, he will know neither respect nor pity. Let us then weep Hektor from afar here in our own house, for when I gave him birth the threads of overruling fate were spun for him that dogs should eat his flesh far from his parents, in the house of that terrible man whose liver I would devour. Thus would I avenge my son, who showed no cowardice when Achilles slew him, and thought neither of Right nor of avoiding battle as he stood in defense of Trojan men and Trojan women.” 

[217] Then Priam said, “I would go, do not therefore stay me nor be as a bird of ill omen in my house, for you will not move me. Had it been some mortal man who had sent me some prophet [mantis] or priest who divines from sacrifice—I should have deemed him false and have given him no heed; but now I have heard the goddess and seen her face to face, therefore I will go and her saying shall not be in vain. If it be my fate to die at the ships of the Achaeans even so would I have it; let Achilles slay me, if I may but first have taken my son in my arms and mourned him to my heart’s comforting.” 

[228] So saying he lifted the lids of his chests, and took out twelve goodly vestments. He took also twelve cloaks of single fold, twelve rugs, twelve fair mantles, and an equal number of shirts. He weighed out ten talents of gold, and brought moreover two burnished tripods, four cauldrons, and a very beautiful cup which the Thracians had given him when he had gone to them on an embassy; it was very precious, but he grudged not even this, so eager was he to ransom the body of his son. Then he chased all the Trojans from the court and rebuked them with words of anger. “Out,” he cried, “shame and disgrace to me that you are. Have you no grief in your own homes that you are come to plague me here? Is it a small thing, think you, that the son of Kronos has sent this sorrow upon me, to lose the bravest of my sons? No, you shall prove it in person, for now he is gone the Achaeans will have easier work in killing you. As for me, let me go down within the house of Hades, before my eyes behold the destroying and wasting of the city.” 

[247] He drove the men away with his staff, and they went forth as the old man sped them. Then he called to his sons, upbraiding Helenus, Paris, noble Agathon, Pammon, Antiphonus, Polites of the loud battle-cry, Deiphobos, Hippothoös, and Dios. These nine did the old man call near him. “Come to me at once,” he cried, “worthless sons who do me shame; 

[254] would that you had all been killed at the ships rather than Hektor. Miserable man that I am, I have had the bravest sons in all Troy—noble Nestor, Troilos the dauntless charioteer, and Hektor who was a god among men, so that one would have thought he was son to an immortal—yet there is not one of them left. Ares has slain them and those of whom I am ashamed are alone left me. Liars, and light of foot, heroes of the dance, robbers of lambs and kids from your own people, why do you not get a wagon ready for me at once, and put all these things upon it that I may set out on my way?” 

[265] Thus did he speak, and they feared the rebuke of their father. They brought out a strong mule-wagon, newly made, and set the body of the wagon fast on its bed. They took the mule-yoke from the peg on which it hung, a yoke of boxwood with a knob on the top of it and rings for the reins to go through. Then they brought a yoke-band eleven cubits long, to bind the yoke to the pole; they bound it on at the far end of the pole, and put the ring over the upright pin making it fast with three turns of the band on either side the knob, and bending the thong of the yoke beneath it. This done, they brought from the store-chamber the rich ransom that was to purchase the body of Hektor, and they set it all orderly on the wagon; then they yoked the strong harness-mules which the Mysians had on a time given as a goodly present to Priam; but for Priam himself they yoked horses which the old king had bred, and kept for own use. 

[281] Thus heedfully did Priam and his servant see to the yoking of their cars at the palace. Then Hecuba came to them all sorrowful, with a golden goblet of wine in her right hand, that they might make a drink-offering before they set out. She stood in front of the horses and said, “Take this, make a drink-offering to father Zeus, and since you are minded to go to the ships in spite of me, pray that you may come safely back from the hands of your enemies. Pray to the son of Kronos lord of the whirlwind, who sits on Ida and looks down over all Troy, 

[292] pray him to send his swift messenger on your right hand, the bird of omen which is strongest and most dear to him of all birds, that you may see it with your own eyes and trust it as you go forth to the ships of the Danaans. If all-seeing Zeus will not send you this messenger, however set upon it you may be, I would not have you go to the ships of the Argives.” 

[299] And Priam answered, “Wife, I will do as you desire me; it is well to lift hands in prayer to Zeus, if so be he may have mercy upon me.” With this the old man bade the serving-woman pour pure water over his hands, and the woman came, bearing the water in a bowl. He washed his hands and took the cup from his wife; then he made the drink-offering and prayed, standing in the middle of the courtyard and turning his eyes to heaven. “Father Zeus,” he said, “that rules from Ida, most glorious and most great, grant that I may be received kindly and compassionately in the tents of Achilles; and send your swift messenger upon my right hand, the bird of omen which is strongest and most dear to you of all birds, that I may see it with my own eyes and trust it as I go forth to the ships of the Danaans.” 

[314] So did he pray, and Zeus the lord of counsel heard his prayer. Forthwith he sent an eagle, the most unerring portent of all birds that fly, the dusky hunter that men also call the Black Eagle. His wings were spread abroad on either side as wide as the well-made and well-bolted door of a rich man’s chamber. He came to them flying over the city upon their right hands, and when they saw him they were glad and their hearts took comfort within them. The old man made haste to mount his chariot, and drove out through the inner gateway and under the echoing gatehouse of the outer court. Before him went the mules drawing the four-wheeled wagon, and driven by wise Idaeus; behind these were the horses, which the old man lashed with his whip and drove swiftly through the city, 

[327] while his friends followed after, wailing and lamenting for him as though he were on his road to death. As soon as they had come down from the city and had reached the plain, his sons and sons-in-law who had followed him went back to Ilion. 

[331] But Priam and Idaeus as they showed out upon the plain did not escape the ken of all-seeing Zeus, who looked down upon the old man and pitied him; then he spoke to his son Hermes and said, “Hermes, for it is you who are the most disposed to escort men on their way, and to hear those whom you will hear, go, and so conduct Priam to the ships of the Achaeans that no other of the Danaans shall see him nor take note of him until he reach the son of Peleus.” 

[339] Thus he spoke and Hermes, guide and guardian, slayer of Argus, did as he was told. Forthwith he bound on his glittering golden sandals with which he could fly like the wind over land and sea; he took the wand with which he seals men’s eyes in sleep, or wakes them just as he pleases, and flew holding it in his hand till he came to Troy and to the Hellespont. To look at, he was like a young man of noble birth in the hey-day of his youth and beauty with the down just coming upon his face. 

[349] Now when Priam and Idaeus had driven past the great tomb [sêma] of Ilos, they stayed their mules and horses that they might drink in the river, for the shades of night were falling, when, therefore, Idaeus saw Hermes standing near them he said to Priam, “Take heed, descendant of Dardanos; here is matter which demands consideration [noos]. I see a man who I think will presently fall upon us; let us fly with our horses, or at least embrace his knees and implore him to take compassion upon us? 

[357] When he heard this the old man’s mind [noos] failed him, and he was in great fear; he stayed where he was as one dazed, and the hair stood on end over his whole body; but the bringer of good luck came up to him and took him by the hand, saying, “Where, father, are you thus driving your mules and horses in the dead of night when other men are asleep? 

[364] Are you not afraid of the fierce Achaeans who are hard by you, so cruel and relentless? Should some one of them see you bearing so much treasure through the darkness of the fleeing night, what would not your state of mind [noos] then be? You are no longer young, and he who is with you is too old to protect you from those who would attack you. For myself, I will do you no harm, and I will defend you from any one else, for you remind me of my own father.” 

[372] And Priam answered, “It is indeed as you say, my dear son; nevertheless some god has held his hand over me, in that he has sent such a wayfarer as yourself to meet me so Opportunely; you are so comely in mien and figure, and your judgement [noos] is so excellent that you must come of blessed parents.” 

[378] Then said the slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, “Sir, all that you have said is right; but tell me and tell me true, are you taking this rich treasure to send it to a foreign people where it may be safe, or are you all leaving strong Ilion in dismay now that your son has fallen who was the bravest man among you and was never lacking in battle with the Achaeans?” 

[386] And Priam said, “Who are you, my friend, and who are your parents, that you speak so truly about the fate of my unhappy son?” 

[389] The slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, answered him, “Sir, you would prove me, that you question me about noble Hektor. Many a time have I set eyes upon him in battle when he was driving the Argives to their ships and putting them to the sword. We stood still and marveled, for Achilles in his anger with the son of Atreus allowed us not to fight. I am his attendant [therapôn], and came with him in the same ship. I am a Myrmidon, and my father’s name is Polyktor: he is a rich man and about as old as you are; he has six sons besides myself, and I am the seventh. We cast lots, and it fell upon me to sail here with Achilles. I am now come from the ships on to the plain, for with daybreak the Achaeans will set battle in array about the city. They chafe at doing nothing, and are so eager that their princes cannot hold them back.” 

[405] Then answered Priam, “If you are indeed the attendant [therapôn] of Achilles son of Peleus, tell me now the whole truth. Is my son still at the ships, or has Achilles hewn him limb from limb, and given him to his hounds?” 

[410] “Sir,” replied the slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, “neither hounds nor vultures have yet devoured him; he is still just lying at the tents by the ship of Achilles, and though it is now twelve days that he has lain there, his flesh is not wasted nor have the worms eaten him although they feed on warriors. At daybreak Achilles drags him cruelly round the tomb [sêma] of his dear comrade, but it does him no hurt. You should come yourself and see how he lies fresh as dew, with the blood all washed away, and his wounds every one of them closed though many pierced him with their spears. Such care have the blessed gods taken of your brave son, for he was dear to them beyond all measure.” 

[424] The old man was comforted as he heard him and said, “My son, see what a good thing it is to have made due offerings to the immortals; for as sure as that he was born my son never forgot the gods that hold Olympus, and now they requite it to him even in death. Accept therefore at my hands this goodly chalice; guard me and with heaven’s help guide me till I come to the tent of the son of Peleus.” 

[432] Then answered the slayer of Argus, guide and guardian, “Sir, you are tempting me and playing upon my youth, but you shall not move me, for you are offering me presents without the knowledge of Achilles whom I fear and hold it great guiltless to defraud, lest some evil presently befall me; but as your guide I would go with you even to Argos itself, and would guard you so carefully whether by sea or land, that no one should attack you through making light of him who was with you.” 

[440] The bringer of good luck then sprang on to the chariot, and seizing the whip and reins he breathed fresh spirit into the mules and horses. When they reached the trench and the wall that was before the ships, those who were on guard had just been getting their suppers, and the slayer of Argus threw them all into a deep sleep. Then he drew back the bolts to open the gates, and took Priam inside with the treasure he had upon his wagon. Before long they came to the lofty dwelling of the son of Peleus for which the Myrmidons had cut pine and which they had built for their king; when they had built it they thatched it with coarse tussock-grass which they had mown out on the plain, and all round it they made a large courtyard, which was fenced with stakes set close together. The gate was barred with a single bolt of pine which it took three men to force into its place, and three to draw back so as to open the gate, but Achilles could draw it by himself. Hermes opened the gate for the old man, and brought in the treasure that he was taking with him for the son of Peleus. Then he sprang from the chariot on to the ground and said, “Sir, it is I, immortal Hermes, that am come with you, for my father sent me to escort you. I will now leave you, and will not enter into the presence of Achilles, for it might anger him that a god should befriend mortal men thus openly. Go you within, and embrace the knees of the son of Peleus: beseech him by his father, his lovely mother, and his son; thus you may move him.” 

[468] With these words Hermes went back to high Olympus. Priam sprang from his chariot to the ground, leaving Idaeus where he was, in charge of the mules and horses. The old man went straight into the house where Achilles, loved of the gods, was sitting. There he found him with his men seated at a distance from him: only two, the hero Automedon, and Alkimos of the race of Ares, were busy in attendance about his person, for he had but just done eating and drinking, 

[475] and the table was still there. King Priam entered without their seeing him, and going right up to Achilles he clasped his knees and kissed the dread murderous hands that had slain so many of his sons. 

[480] As when some cruel spite [atê] has befallen a man that he should have killed some one in his own country, and must flee to a great man’s protection in a land [dêmos] of strangers, and all marvel who see him, even so did Achilles marvel as he beheld Priam. The others looked one to another and marveled also, but Priam besought Achilles saying, “Think of your father, O Achilles like unto the gods, who is such even as I am, on the sad threshold of old age. It may be that those who dwell near him harass him, and there is none to keep war and ruin from him. Yet when he hears of you being still alive, he is glad, and his days are full of hope that he shall see his dear son come home to him from Troy; but I, wretched man that I am, had the bravest in all Troy for my sons, and there is not one of them left. I had fifty sons when the Achaeans came here; nineteen of them were from a single womb, and the others were borne to me by the women of my household. The greater part of them has fierce Ares laid low, and Hektor, him who was alone left, him who was the guardian of the city and ourselves, him have you lately slain; therefore I am now come to the ships of the Achaeans to ransom his body from you with a great ransom. Fear, O Achilles, the wrath of heaven; think on your own father and have compassion upon me, who am the more pitiable, for I have steeled myself as no man yet has ever steeled himself before me, and have raised to my lips the hand of him who slew my son.” 

[507] Thus spoke Priam, and the heart of Achilles yearned as he bethought him of his father. He took the old man’s hand and moved him gently away. The two wept bitterly—Priam, as he lay at Achilles’ feet, weeping for Hektor, and Achilles now for his father and now for Patroklos, till the house was filled with their lamentation. But when Achilles was now sated with grief 

[513] and had unburdened the bitterness of his sorrow, he left his seat and raised the old man by the hand, in pity for his white hair and beard; then he said, “Unhappy man, you have indeed been greatly daring; how could you venture to come alone to the ships of the Achaeans, and enter the presence of him who has slain so many of your brave sons? You must have iron courage: sit now upon this seat, and for all our grief we will hide our sorrows in our hearts, for weeping will not avail us. The immortals know no care, yet the lot they spin for man is full of sorrow; on the floor of Zeus’ palace there stand two urns, the one filled with evil gifts, and the other with good ones. He for whom Zeus the lord of thunder mixes the gifts he sends, will meet now with good and now with evil fortune; but he to whom Zeus sends none but evil gifts will be pointed at by the finger of scorn, the hand of famine will pursue him to the ends of the world, and he will go up and down the face of the earth, respected neither by gods nor men. Even so did it befall Peleus; the gods endowed him with all good things from his birth upwards, for he reigned over the Myrmidons excelling all men in prosperity [olbos] and wealth, and mortal though he was they gave him a goddess for his bride. But even on him too did heaven send misfortune, for there is no race of royal children born to him in his house, save one son who is doomed to die as the most unseasonal of them all [= pan-a-hôr-ios]; nor may I take care of him now that he is growing old, for I must stay here at Troy to be the bane of you and your children. And you too, O Priam, I have heard that you were aforetime happy [olbios]. They say that in wealth and plenitude of offspring you surpassed all that is in Lesbos, the realm of Makar to the northward, Phrygia that is more inland, and those that dwell upon the great Hellespont; but from the day when the dwellers in heaven sent this evil upon you, war and slaughter have been about your city continually. 

[549] Bear up against it, and let there be some intervals in your sorrow. Mourn as you may for your brave son, you will take nothing by it. You cannot raise him from the dead, before you do so yet another sorrow shall befall you.” 

[552] And Priam answered, “O king, bid me not be seated, while Hektor is still lying uncared for in your tents, but accept the great ransom which I have brought you, and give him to me at once that I may look upon him. May you prosper with the ransom and reach your own land in safety, seeing that you have allowed me to live and to look upon the light of the sun.” 

[559] Achilles looked at him sternly and said, “Vex me, sir, no longer; I am of myself minded to give up the body of Hektor. My mother, daughter of the Old One of the sea, came to me from Zeus to bid me deliver it to you. Moreover I know well, O Priam, and you cannot hide it, that some god has brought you to the ships of the Achaeans, for else, no man however strong and in his prime would dare to come to our host of warriors; he could neither pass our guard unseen, nor draw the bolt of my gates thus easily; therefore, provoke me no further, lest I sin against the word of Zeus, and allow you not, suppliant though you are, within my tents.” 

[571] The old man feared him and obeyed. Then the son of Peleus sprang like a lion through the door of his house, not alone, but with him went his two attendants [therapontes] Automedon and Alkimos who were closer to him than any others of his comrades now that Patroklos was no more. These unyoked the horses and mules, and bade Priam’s herald and attendant be seated within the house. They lifted the ransom for Hektor’s body from the wagon. but they left two mantles and a goodly shirt, that Achilles might wrap the body in them when he gave it to be taken home. Then he called to his servants and ordered them to wash the body and anoint it, but he first took it to a place where Priam should not see it, lest if he did so, he should break out in the bitterness of his grief, and enrage Achilles, who might then kill him and sin against the word of Zeus. When the servants had washed the body and anointed it, and had wrapped it in a fair shirt and mantle, Achilles himself lifted it on to a bier, and he and his men then laid it on the wagon. He cried aloud as he did so and called on the name of his dear comrade, “Be not angry with me, Patroklos,” he said, “if you hear even in the house of Hades that I have given Hektor to his father for a ransom. It has been no unworthy one, and I will share it equitably with you.” 

[596] Achilles then went back into the tent and took his place on the richly inlaid seat from which he had risen, by the wall that was at right angles to the one against which Priam was sitting. “Sir,” he said, “your son is now laid upon his bier and is ransomed according to desire; you shall look upon him when you him away at daybreak; for the present let us prepare our supper. Even lovely Niobe had to think about eating, though her twelve children—six daughters and six lusty sons—had been all slain in her house. Apollo killed the sons with arrows from his silver bow, to punish Niobe, and Artemis slew the daughters, because Niobe had boasted against Leto; she said Leto had borne two children only, whereas she had herself borne many—whereon the two killed the many. Nine days did they lie weltering, and there was none to bury them, for the son of Kronos turned the people into stone; but on the tenth day the gods in heaven themselves buried them, and Niobe then took food, being worn out with weeping. They say that somewhere among the rocks on the mountain pastures of Sipylus, where the nymphs live that haunt the river Achelous, there, they say, she lives in stone and still nurses the sorrows sent upon her by the hand of heaven. Therefore, noble sir, let us two now take food; you can weep for your dear son hereafter as you are bearing him back to Ilion—and many a tear will he cost you.” 

[621] With this Achilles sprang from his seat and killed a sheep of silvery whiteness, which his followers skinned and made ready all in due order [kosmos]. They cut the meat carefully up into smaller pieces, spitted them, and drew them off again when they were well roasted. Automedon brought bread in fair baskets and served it round the table, while Achilles dealt out the meat, and they laid their hands on the good things that were before them. As soon as they had had enough to eat and drink, Priam, descendant of Dardanos, marveled at the strength and beauty of Achilles for he was as a god to see, and Achilles marveled at Priam as he listened to him and looked upon his noble presence. When they had gazed their fill Priam spoke first. “And now, O king,” he said, “take me to my couch that we may lie down and enjoy the blessed boon of sleep. Never once have my eyes been closed from the day your hands took the life of my son; I have groveled without ceasing in the mire of my stable-yard, making moan and brooding over my countless sorrows. Now, moreover, I have eaten bread and drunk wine; up to now I have tasted nothing.” 

[642] As he spoke Achilles told his men and the women-servants to set beds in the room that was in the gatehouse, and make them with good red rugs, and spread coverlets on the top of them with woolen cloaks for Priam and Idaeus to wear. So the maids went out carrying a torch and got the two beds ready in all haste. Then Achilles said laughingly to Priam, “Dear sir, you shall lie outside, lest some counselor of those who in due order [themis] keep coming to advise with me should see you here in the darkness of the fleeing night, and tell it to Agamemnon. This might cause delay in the delivery of the body. And now tell me and tell me true, for how many days would you celebrate the funeral rites of noble Hektor? Tell me, that I may hold aloof from war and restrain the host of warriors.” 

[659] And Priam answered, “Since, then, you allow me to bury my noble son with all due rites, do thus, Achilles, and I shall be grateful. You know how we are pent up within our city; 

[662] it is far for us to fetch wood from the mountain, and the people live in fear. Nine days, therefore, will we mourn Hektor in my house; on the tenth day we will bury him and there shall be a public feast in his honor; on the eleventh we will build a mound over his ashes, and on the twelfth, if there be need, we will fight.” And Achilles answered, “All, King Priam, shall be as you have said. I will stay our fighting for as long a time as you have named.” 

[671] As he spoke he laid his hand on the old man’s right wrist, in token that he should have no fear; thus then did Priam and his attendant sleep there in the forecourt, full of thought, while Achilles lay in an inner room of the house, with fair Briseis by his side. 

[677] And now both gods and mortals were fast asleep through the livelong night, but upon Hermes alone, the bringer of good luck, sleep could take no hold for he was thinking all the time how to get King Priam away from the ships without his being seen by the strong force of sentinels. He hovered therefore over Priam’s head and said, “Sir, now that Achilles has spared your life, you seem to have no fear about sleeping in the thick of your foes. You have paid a great ransom, and have received the body of your son; were you still alive and a prisoner the sons whom you have left at home would have to give three times as much to free you; and so it would be if Agamemnon and the other Achaeans were to know of your being here.” 

[689] When he heard this the old man was afraid and roused his servant. Hermes then yoked their horses and mules, and drove them quickly through the host of warriors so that no man perceived them. When they came to the ford of eddying Xanthos, begotten of immortal Zeus, Hermes went back to high Olympus, and dawn in robe of saffron began to break over all the land. Priam and Idaeus then drove on toward the city lamenting and making moan, and the mules drew the body of Hektor. No one neither man nor woman saw them, 

[699] till Cassandra, fair as golden Aphrodite standing on Pergamus, caught sight of her dear father in his chariot, and his servant that was the city’s herald with him. Then she saw him that was lying upon the bier, drawn by the mules, and with a loud cry she went about the city saying, “Come here Trojans, men and women, and look on Hektor; if ever you rejoiced to see him coming from battle when he was alive, look now on him that was the glory of our city and all our population [dêmos].” 

[707] At this there was not man nor woman left in the city, so great a sorrow [penthos] had possessed them. Hard by the gates they met Priam as he was bringing in the body. Hektor’s wife and his mother were the first to mourn him: they flew towards the wagon and laid their hands upon his head, while the crowd stood weeping round them. They would have stayed before the gates, weeping and lamenting the livelong day to the going down of the sun, had not Priam spoken to them from the chariot and said, “Make way for the mules to pass you. Afterwards when I have taken the body home you shall have your fill of weeping.” 

[718] At this the people stood asunder, and made a way for the wagon. When they had borne the body within the house they laid it upon a bed and seated minstrels round it to lead the dirge, whereon the women joined in the sad music of their lament. Foremost among them all Andromache led their wailing as she clasped the head of mighty Hektor in her embrace. “Husband,” she cried, “you have died young, and leave me in your house a widow; he of whom we are the ill-starred parents is still a mere child, and I fear he may not reach manhood before he can do so our city will be razed and overthrown, for you who watched over it are no more—you who were its savior, the guardian of our wives and children. Our women will be carried away captives to the ships, and I among them; while you, my child, who will be with me will be put to some unseemly tasks, working for a cruel master. Or, may be, 

[736] some Achaean will hurl you (O miserable death) from our walls, to avenge some brother, son, or father whom Hektor slew; many of them have indeed bitten the dust at his hands, for your father’s hand in battle was no light one. Therefore do the people mourn him. You have left, O Hektor, sorrow unutterable to your parents, and my own grief [penthos] is greatest of all, for you did not stretch forth your arms and embrace me as you lay dying, nor say to me any words that might have lived with me in my tears night and day for evermore.” 

[746] Bitterly did she weep the while, and the women joined in her lament. Hecuba in her turn took up the strains of woe. “Hektor,” she cried, “dearest to me of all my children. So long as you were alive the gods loved you well, and even in death they have not been utterly unmindful of you; for when Achilles took any other of my sons, he would sell him beyond the seas, to Samos Imbrus or rugged Lemnos; and when had taken away your life-breath [psukhê] with his sword, many a time did he drag you round the tomb [sêma] of his comrade—though this could not give him life—yet here you lie all fresh as dew, and comely as one whom Apollo has slain with his painless shafts.” 

[760] Thus did she too speak through her tears with bitter moan, and then Helen for a third time took up the strain of lamentation. “Hektor,” said she, “dearest of all my brothers-in-law-for I am wife to Alexander who brought me here to Troy—would that I had died before he did so—twenty years are come and gone since I left my home and came from over the sea, but I have never heard one word of insult or unkindness from you. When another would chide with me, as it might be one of your brothers or sisters or of your brothers’ wives, or my mother-in-law—for Priam was as kind to me as though he were my own father—you would rebuke and check them with words of gentleness and goodwill. Therefore my tears flow both for you and for my unhappy self, for there is no one else in Troy who is kind to me, but all shrink and shudder as they go by me.” 

[776] She wept as she spoke and the vast crowd [dêmos] that was gathered round her joined in her lament. Then King Priam spoke to them saying, “Bring wood, O Trojans, to the city, and fear no cunning ambush of the Argives, for Achilles when he dismissed me from the ships gave me his word that they should not attack us until the morning of the twelfth day.” 

[782] Forthwith they yoked their oxen and mules and gathered together before the city. Nine days long did they bring in great heaps wood, and on the morning of the tenth day with many tears they took brave Hektor forth, laid his dead body upon the summit of the pile, and set the fire thereto. Then when the child of morning rosy-fingered dawn appeared on the eleventh day, the people again assembled, round the pyre of mighty Hektor. When they were got together, they first quenched the fire with wine wherever it was burning, and then his brothers and comrades with many a bitter tear gathered his white bones, wrapped them in soft robes of purple, and laid them in a golden urn, which they placed in a tomb [sêma] and covered over with large stones set close together. Then they built a tomb [sêma] hurriedly over it keeping guard on every side lest the Achaeans should attack them before they had finished. When they had heaped up the tomb they went back again into the city, and being well assembled they held high feast in the house of Priam their king. 

[804] Thus, then, did they celebrate the funeral of Hektor tamer of horses.

The Epic Cycle
Translated by Gregory Nagy

Proclus’ Summary of the Cypria, attributed to Stasinus of Cyprus

1
Zeus, together with Themis, plans the Trojan War.


For Eris, while attending a feast of the gods at the wedding of Peleus, instigates a feud [neikos] among Athena, Hera, and Aphrodite about beauty.


They, by order of Zeus, are led by Hermes to Mount Ida for judgment by Alexandros.


Alexandros judges for Aphrodite, encouraged by a promise of Helen in marriage.

5
On the advice of Aphrodite, he has ships built.


Helenos prophesies to him about what is going to happen.


Aphrodite tells Aineias [Aeneas] to sail with him.


Then Kassandra foretells the events of the future.


When he gets to Lacedaemonia, Alexandros is entertained as a xenos by the sons of Tyndaros,

10
and afterwards by Menelaos at Sparta.


Alexandros gives Helen gifts during the feast.


Menelaos sails off to Crete, telling Helen to provide proper hospitality for their xenoi while he is away.


Aphrodite brings Helen and Alexandros together.


After their intercourse, they load up a great many valuables and sail away by night.

15
Hera sends a storm down upon them.


Landing at Sidon, Alexandros captures the city.


They sail to Ilion. Alexandros marries Helen.


In the meantime, Kastor and Polydeukes are caught stealing the cattle of Idas and Lynkeus.

20
Kastor is killed by Idas, but Idas and Lynkeus are killed by Polydeukes.


And Zeus gives them both immortality on alternate days.


Iris goes and tells Menelaos what has been happening at home.


He returns and plans an expedition against Ilion with his brother.


Menelaos goes to see Nestor.

25
Nestor, in a digression, tells him the story of how Epopeus seduced and carried off the daughter of Lykos,


and the story of Oidipous [Oedipus],


and the madness of Herakles,


and the story of Theseus and Ariadne.


Then they go through Hellas and gather the leaders together.

30
Odysseus pretends to be insane because he does not want to go to the war.


But they find him out; on advice of Palamedes, they kidnap his son Telemakhos as a threat, thus forcing him to go.


The leaders come together at Aulis to sacrifice.


The happenings concerning the snake and the sparrows are described.


Kalchas foretells the future events for them.

35
They put to sea and land at Teuthrania, and they mistake it for Ilion and destroy it.


Telephos comes to its aid, and kills Thersandros, son of Polyneikes; 


but he himself is wounded by Achilles.


As the Achaeans sail away from Mysia a storm comes on them and their ships are scattered.


Achilles lands at Skyros and marries Deidameia, daughter of Lykomedes.

40
Telephos, guided by an oracle, comes to Argos.


Achilles heals him, in order that he become their guide for the voyage to Ilion.


The expedition gathers at Aulis for the second time.


Agamemnon kills a deer on the hunt and boasts that he surpasses even Artemis.


The goddess gets mênis and holds them back from the voyage by sending them bad weather.

45
But Kalchas explains the mênis of the goddess and tells them to sacrifice Iphigeneia to Artemis.


They summon her as if for a marriage to Achilles and


are about to sacrifice her.


But Artemis snatches her away and carries her to Tauris


and makes her immortal,

50
meanwhile placing a deer on the altar instead of the girl.


Then they sail off to Tenedos.


During a feast, Philoktetes is stung by a snake


and because of the bad smell is left behind on Lemnos;


and Achilles quarrels with Agamemnon

55
because he was invited too late.


Then when they disembark at Ilion, the Trojans prevent them


and Protesilaos is killed by Hektor.


Then Achilles turns them back and kills Kyknos, son of Poseidon.


And they bring away the corpses

60
and send an embassy to the Trojans, demanding Helen and the valuables.


But since the Trojans do not comply, they besiege them at once.


Going into the countryside, the Achaeans destroy the surrounding cities.


After this Achilles longs to have a look at Helen and


Aphrodite and Thetis arrange a place for them to meet.

65
Then when the Achaeans are eager to return home, Achilles holds them back.


He drives off the cattle of Aineias


and destroys Lyrnessos and Pedasos and many of the surrounding cities


and he kills Troilos.


Patroklos takes Lykaon to Lemnos and sells him

70
and from the ransom Achilles takes Briseis as his prize and Agamemnon, Chryseis.


Then there is the death of Palamedes


and Zeus’ plan to relieve the Trojans by pulling Achilles out of the Achaean alliance


and a catalogue of all those who fought together against the Trojans.


[The Iliad follows the Cypria.]

Proclus’ Summary of the Aithiopis, attributed to Arctinus of Miletus 

[The Aithiopis, in five books, follows the Iliad.]

1
The Amazon Penthesileia, daughter of Ares and Thracian by birth, comes to Troy as an ally of the Trojans.


In the middle of her aristeia, Achilles kills her


and the Trojans arrange for her funeral.


Thersites, reviling and reproaching Achilles by saying that he loved Penthesileia, is killed by Achilles.

5
From this a quarrel arises among the Achaeans about Thersites’ murder.


After this, Achilles sails to Lesbos, sacrifices to Apollo, Artemis, and Leto


and is purified of the murder by Odysseus.


Now Memnon, son of Eos [Dawn], who owns armor made by Hephaistos, comes to the aid of the Trojans.


Thetis tells her son about the outcome of events concerning Memnon.

10
When a battle occurs, Antilochos is killed by Memnon


but then Achilles kills Memnon.


At this, Eos asks from Zeus the dispensation of immortality for him [Memnon], and it is granted.


But Achilles, while routing the Trojans and rushing into the citadel, is killed by Paris and Apollo.


When a heated battle starts over the corpse,

15
Aias [Ajax] picks it up and carries it off to the ships


while Odysseus fights off the Trojans.


Then they hold funeral rites for Antilochos


and lay out Achilles’ corpse;


Thetis comes with the Muses and her sisters and makes a lament [thrênos] for her son.

20
After that, Thetis snatches him off the pyre and


carries him over to the island Leuke.


But the Achaeans heap up his burial mound and hold funeral games


and a quarrel breaks out between Odysseus and Aias over the armor of Achilles. 

Proclus’ Summary of the Little Iliad, attributed to Lesches of Mytilene


[The Little Iliad, in four books, follows the Aithiopis.]

1
There is the judgment for the armor, and Odysseus wins by the machinations of Athena,


but Aias goes mad and defiles the herds of the Achaeans


and kills himself.


After this Odysseus goes on an ambush and captures Helenos,

5
and as a result of Helenos’ prophecy about the city’s conquest


Diomedes fetches Philoktetes from Lemnos.


Philoktetes is healed by Makhaon;


he fights in single combat with Alexandros and kills him.


The corpse is mutilated by Menelaos,

10
but the Trojans carry it off and hold funeral rites.


After this Deiphobos marries Helen.


Odysseus fetches Neoptolemos from Skyros;


he gives him his father’s armor,


and the ghost of Achilles appears to Neoptolemos.

15
Eurypylos the son of Telephos comes to the aid of the Trojans as an ally,


and while he is having his aristeia Neoptolemos kills him.


Troy is under siege.


Epeios constructs the wooden horse, under direction of Athena.


Odysseus, disfiguring himself, goes into Ilion as a spy.

20
He is recognized by Helen;


jointly, they plan the capture of the city.


Odysseus kills several Trojans and returns to the ships.


After this Odysseus and Diomedes carry the Palladion out of Ilion.


The aristoi of the Achaeans climb into the wooden horse;

25
the rest burn their tents and sail away to Tenedos.


The Trojans conclude that they have been released from the siege.


Pulling down part of the wall,


they accept the wooden horse into the city,


and they feast as if they had conquered the Achaeans. 

Proclus’ Summary of the Ilioupersis, attributed to Arctinus of Miletus


[The Ilioupersis (Destruction of Ilion), in two books, follows the Little Iliad.]

1
The Trojans, suspicious about the horse, stand about wondering what they should do.


Some want to push it off a cliff,


some want to burn it,


and some say that it is hieros and want to dedicate it to Athena.

5
In the end, the opinion of the third group wins.


They give over to merriment, feasting as if they had been released from the war.


At this point two serpents appear and destroy Laokoon and one of his sons.


Aineias and his followers grow uneasy at this marvel, and withdraw to Mount Ida.


Sinon, who previously joined the Trojans as a pretense, lights signal fires for the Achaeans,

10
who sail back from Tenedos,


and those in the wooden horse fall upon their enemies.


They kill many and take the city by force.


Neoptolemos kills Priam, who has taken refuge at the altar of Zeus Herkeios.

Menelaos murders Deiphobos,

15
he finds Helen and leads her down to the ships.


Aias son of Oileus takes Kassandra by force, dragging her away from the wooden statue [xoanon] of Athena.


The Achaeans, angry at this, want to stone Aias to death,


but he takes refuge at the altar of Athena,


and so is preserved from the immediate danger.

20
The Achaeans put the city to the torch.


They slaughter Polyxena on the tomb of Achilles.


Odysseus kills Astyanax,


and Neoptolemos takes Andromache as his prize.


The rest of the spoils are distributed.

25
Demophon and Akamas find their mother Aithra and take her with them.


Then the Achaeans sail off,


while Athena plots destruction for them on the seas. 

Proclus’ Summary of the Nostoi, attributed to Agias of Trozen


[The Nostoi (Songs of Homecoming), in five books, follows the Ilioupersis.]

1
Athena causes a quarrel between Agamemnon and Menelaos about the voyage from Troy.


Agamemnon then stays on to appease the anger of Athena.


Diomedes and Nestor set sail and arrive back home safely.


After them, Menelaos sets sail.

5
He reaches Egypt with five ships, the rest having been lost in a storm at sea.


Meanwhile, those who followed Kalchas and Leonteus and Polypoites travel by land to Kolophon, and they arrange a funeral for Teiresias, who died there.


As for those who followed Agamemnon, the image [eidôlon] of Achilles appeared to them as they were sailing off, and 


it tried to prevent them from going on by prophesying future events.


Then the storm at the rocks called Kapherides is described,

10
and the destruction of Lokrian Aias.


Neoptolemos, warned by Thetis, makes his journey by land, and,


coming to Thrace, meets Odysseus at Maroneia, and


then finishes the rest of his journey,


after arranging a funeral for Phoinix [Phoenix], who dies along the way.

15


He himself arrives in the land of the Molossoi and 


is recognized by Peleus.


Then comes the murder of Agamemnon by Aigisthos and Klytaimestra [Clytemnestra] and


the vengeance of Orestes and


the safe return of Menelaos.

Selections from Sappho

Translated by Gregory Nagy and Casey Dué
Sappho 1

You with varied embroidered flowers, immortal Aphrodite, 

child of Zeus, weaver of wiles, I implore you,

do not devastate with aches and sorrows,

Mistress, my spirit!

But come here, if ever at any other time 

 


5

hearing my voice from afar, 

you heeded me, and leaving the palace of your father,

golden, you came, 

having harnessed the chariot; and you were carried along by beautiful 

swift sparrows over the dark earth 




10

swirling with their dense plumage from the sky through the

midst of the aether,

and straightaway they arrived. But you, O holy one, 

smiling with your immortal looks,

kept asking what is it once again this time that has happened to me and for what reason







15

once again this time do I invoke you,

and what is it that I want more than anything to happen

to my frenzied spirit? “Whom am I once again this time to persuade,

 setting out to bring her to your love? Who is doing you, 

Sappho, wrong?






20

For if she is fleeing now, soon she will give chase.

If she is not taking gifts, soon she will be giving them.

If she does not love, soon she will love

even against her will.”

Come to me even now, and free me from harsh



25

anxieties, and however many things 

my spirit yearns to get done, you do for me. You 

become my ally in war.

Sappho 2

Come to me from Crete to this holy dwelling,

where your lovely grove of apple trees is,

and your altars smoking 

with frankincense

herein cold water rushes through the apple branches,

and the entire space is overshadowed by roses,

and from the shimmering leaves

sleep pours down.

Here a horse-nourishing meadow blooms

with spring flowers, and the winds

blow gentle <                                  >

<                   >

In this place, you, Kupris, taking up garlands

pour nectar gracefully

in golden cups and mix it 

with our festivities.

Sappho 16 stanza 1

Some say an army of horsemen.

some of footsoldiers, some of ships,

is the fairest thing on earth,

but I say it is what one loves.

Sappho 44

The Wedding of Hektor and Andromache

 ...Cyprus...

 ...The herald Idaios came...a swift messenger

 ...and the rest of Asia...unwilting glory (kleos aphthiton).

Hektor and his companions led the dark-eyed

luxuriant Andromache from holy Thebes and...Plakia

in ships upon the salty sea. Many golden bracelets and purple

garments..., ornaments with many different patterns,

countless silver cups and ivory.

Thus he spoke. And his dear father quickly leapt up.

And the story went to his friends through the broad city.

Straightaway the Trojans joined mules to smooth-running carriages,

And the whole band of women and...maidens got on.

Separately, the daughters of Priam...

And the unmarried men led horses beneath the chariots

and greatly...charioteers...

<



>

<



>

<



>




...like the gods




...holy

set forth into Troy...

And the sweet song of the flute mixed...

And the sound of the castanets, and then the maidens

sang a sacred song

and a wondrous echo reached the heavens...

And everywhere through the streets...

Mixing bowls and cups...

And myrrh and cassia and frankincense were mingled.

And the older women wailed aloud.

And all the men gave forth a high-pitched song,

calling upon Paon [Apollo] the far-darter who is skilled in the lyre, to sing of Hektor and Andromache, like to the gods [theoeikelois].
Sappho 55 (translation after Julia Dubnoff)

When you lie dead there will be no remembrance of you,

nor will there be any need for you in the future. For you have no share in 

the Muses’ roses. But unseen even in the house of Hades

you will roam flitting aimlessly about among the shadowy dead.

Sappho 58.25-26

‘But I love luxuriance [habrosúnâ], [  ] this, and for me

lust for the sun has won brightness and beauty’

(Uncertain fragment, 976)

The moon has set

And the Pleiades, and it is the middle of the

night, and time goes by,

but I sleep alone. 

Other miscellaneous fragments:
1) Death is an evil.

That’s what the gods think.

Or they would die.

2) Come now, luxuriant Graces, and beautiful-haired Muses.

3) I tell you

someone will remember us

in the future.

4) Now, I shall sing these songs

Beautifully

for my companions.

5) The moon shone full

And when the maidens stood around the altar...

6) “He is dying, Aphrodite;

luxuriant Adonis is dying.

What should we do?”

“Beat your breasts, young maidens.

And tear your garments

in grief.”

7) Oh, weep for Adonis!

8) (From a wedding song; translation after Andrew Miller)

Like the sweet apple that reddens on the highest branch,

on the very top of the top-most branch, and the apple-pickers have forgotten it,

no they have not forgotten it, they could not reach it.

9) (From a wedding song)

Like the hyacinth, which shepherd in the mountains

step on with their feet, and on the ground the purple flower…

Ajax

BY SOPHOCLES

Translated by Sir Richard Jebb

Adapted by Casey Dué
Athena
Always, son of Laertes, have I observed you on the prowl to snatch some means of attack against your enemies [ekhthros, plural]. So now at the tent of Ajax by the ships where he has his post at the camp's outer edge, I watch you [5] for a long time as you hunt and scan his newly pressed tracks, in order to see whether he is inside or away. Your course leads you well to your goal, like that of a keen-scenting Laconian hound. For the man has just now gone in, [10] with sweat dripping from his head and from his hands that have killed with the sword. There is no further need for you to peer inside these doors. Rather tell me what your goal is that you have shown such eagerness for, so that you may learn from her who holds the knowledge.

Odysseus
Voice of Athena, dearest to me of the gods, [15] how clearly, though you are unseen, do I hear your call and snatch its meaning in my mind, just as I would the bronze tongue of the Tyrrhenian trumpet! And now you have discerned correctly that I am circling my path on the track of a man who hates me, Ajax the shield-bearer. [20] It is he and no other that I have been tracking so long. For tonight he has done us a deed beyond comprehension--if he is indeed the doer. We know nothing for certain, but drift in doubt. And so I of my of accord took up the burden [ponos] of this search. [25] For we recently found all the cattle, our plunder, dead--yes, slaughtered by human hand--and with them the guardians of the flocks.

Now, all men lay responsibility for this crime to him. And further, a scout who had seen him [30] bounding alone over the plain with a newly-wet sword reported to me and declared what he saw. Then immediately I rush upon his track, and sometimes I follow his signs [sêmaino], but sometimes I am bewildered, and cannot read whose they are. Your arrival is timely, for truly in all matters, both those of the past [35] and those of the future, it is your hand that steers me.

Athena
I know it, Odysseus, and some time ago I came on the path as a lookout friendly to your hunt.

Odysseus
And so, dear [philê] mistress, do I toil to good effect?

Athena
Know that that man is the doer of these deeds.

Odysseus
[40] Then to what end did he thrust his hand so senselessly?

Athena
He was mad with anger over the arms of Achilles.

Odysseus
Why, then, his onslaught upon the flocks?

Athena
It was in your blood, he thought, that he was staining his hand.

Odysseus
Then was this a plot aimed against the Greeks?

Athena
[45] Yes, and he would have accomplished it, too, had I not been attentive.

Odysseus
And what reckless boldness was in his mind that he dared this?

Athena
Under night's cover he set out against you, by stealth and alone.

Odysseus
And did he get near us? Did he reach his goal?

Athena
He was already at the double doors of the two generals.

Odysseus
[50] How, then, did he restrain his hand when it was eager for murder?

Athena
[65] It was I who prevented him, by casting over his eyes oppressive notions of his fatal joy, and I who turned his fury aside on the flocks of sheep and the confused droves guarded by herdsmen, the spoil which you had not yet divided. [55] Then he fell upon them and kept cutting out a slaughter of many horned beasts as he split their spines in a circle around him. At one time he thought that he was killing the two Atreidae, holding them in his very hand; at another time it was this commander, and at another that one which he attacked. And I, while the man ran about in diseased frenzy, [60] I kept urging him on, kept hurling him into the snares of doom [kakos]. Soon, when he rested from this toil [ponos], he bound together the living oxen along with with all the sheep and brought them home, as though his quarry were men, not well-horned cattle. And now he abuses them, bound together, in the house.

But to you also will I show this madness openly, so that when you have seen it you may proclaim it to all the Argives. Be of good courage and stand your ground, and do not regard the man as a cause of disaster for you. I will turn away the beams of his eyes [70] and keep them from landing on your face.

(To Ajax.)

You there, you who bind back your captive's arms, I am calling you, come here! I am calling Ajax! Come out in front of the house!

Odysseus
What are you doing, Athena? Do not call him out.

Athena
[75] Hold your peace! Do not earn a reputation for cowardice!

Odysseus
No, by the gods, let it content you that he stay inside.

Athena
What is the danger? Was he not a man before?

Odysseus
Yes, a man hostile [ekhthros] to me in the past, and especially now.

Athena
And is not the sweetest mockery the mockery of enemies [ekhthros, plural]?

Odysseus
[80] I am content that he stay within his tent.

Athena
Do you fear to see a madman right before your eyes?

Odysseus
I would not shrink from him in fear, if he were sane.

Athena
But he will not see you now, even though you stand nearby.

Odysseus
How could that be, if he still sees with the same eyes?

Athena
[85] I shall darken them, though their sight is keen.

Odysseus
It is true: all is possible when a god contrives.

Athena
Stand silent, then, and stay where you are.

Odysseus
I must stay. But I would prefer to be far from here!

Athena
You there, Ajax, once again I call you! [90] Why do you show so little regard for your ally?

(Enter Ajax, holding a blood-stained whip in his hand.)

Ajax
Welcome, Athena! Welcome, daughter sprung from Zeus! How well have you stood by me! I will crown you with trophies of pure gold in gratitude [kharis] for this quarry!

Athena
A fine pledge. But tell me this-- [95] have you dyed your sword well in the Greek army?

Ajax
I can make that boast. I do not deny it.

Athena
And have you launched your armed hand against the Atreidae?

Ajax
Yes, so that never again will they dishonor [verb from timê] Ajax.

Athena
The men are dead, as I interpret your words.

Ajax
[100] Dead they are. Now let them rob me of my arms!

Athena
I see. And the son of Laertes, how does his fortune with respect to you? Has he escaped you?

Ajax
That blasted fox! You ask me where he is?

Athena
Yes, I do. I mean Odysseus, your adversary.

Ajax
[105] My most pleasing prisoner, mistress, he sits inside. I do not wish him to die just yet.

Athena
Until you do what? Or win what greater advantage?

Ajax
Until he be bound to a pillar beneath my roof--

Athena
What evil [kakos], then, will you inflict on the poor man?

Ajax
[110] --and have his back crimsoned by the lash, before he dies.

Athena
Do not abuse the poor man so cruelly!

Ajax
In all else, Athena, I bid you take your pleasure, but he will pay this penalty [dikê] and no other.

Athena
Well, then, since it delights you to do so, [115] put your arm to use; spare no portion of your plan.

Ajax
I go to my work. And I give you this commission: be always for me the close-standing ally that you have been for me today! Exit Ajax.

Athena
Do you see, Odysseus, how great is the strength of the gods? Whom could you have found more prudent than this man, [120] or better able to do what the situation demanded?

Odysseus
I know of no one, but in his misery I pity him all the same, even though he hates me, because he is yoked beneath a ruinous [kakos] delusion [atê]--I think of my own lot no less than his. [125] For I see that all we who live are nothing more than phantoms or fleeting shadow.

Athena
Therefore since you witness his fate, see that you yourself never utter an arrogant word against the gods, nor assume any swelling pride, if in the scales of fate you are weightier [130] than another in strength of hand or in depth of ample wealth. For a day can press down all human things, and a day can raise them up. But the gods embrace [verb from philos] men of sense and abhor the evil [kakos]. (Exit Odysseus and Athena.)

(Enter the Chorus of Salaminian Sailors, followers of Ajax.)

Chorus
Son of Telamon, you who hold [135] your throne on wave-washed Salamis near the open sea, when your fortune is fair, I rejoice with you. But whenever the stroke of Zeus, or the raging rumor of the Danaans with the clamor of their evil tongues attacks you, then I shrink with great fear and shudder in terror, [140] like the fluttering eye of the winged dove.

Just so with the passing of the night loud tumults oppressed us to our dishonor [bad kleos], telling how you visited the meadow wild with horses and destroyed [145] the cattle of the Greeks, their spoil, prizes of the spear which had not yet been shared, how you killed them with flashing iron.

Such are the whispered slanders that Odysseus moulds and breathes into the ears of all, [150] and he wins much belief. For now he tells tales concerning you that easily win belief, and each hearer rejoices with spiteful scorn at your burdens more than he who told.

Point your arrow at noble spirits [psukhê, plural], [155] and you could not miss; but if a man were to speak such things against me, he would win no belief. It is on the powerful that envy creeps. Yet the small without the great are a teetering tower of defence. [160] For the lowly stand most upright and prosperous when allied with the great, and the great when served by less.

But foolish men cannot learn good precepts in these matters beforehand. It is men of this sort that subject you to tumult, and [165] we lack the power to repel these charges without you, O King. For when they have escaped your eye, they chatter like flocking birds. But, terrified by a mighty vulture, [170] perhaps, if you should appear, they would quickly cower without voice in silence.

[172] Was it Artemis ruler of bulls, Zeus's daughter, that drove you, O powerful Rumor, O mother of my shame, [175] drove you against the herds of all our people? Was she exacting retribution, perhaps, for a victory that had paid her no tribute, whether it was because she had been cheated of the glory of captured arms, or because a stag had been slain without gifts for recompense? Or can the bronze-cuirassed Lord of War [180] have had some cause for anger arising out of an alliance of spears, and taken vengeance for the outrage by contrivance shrouded in night?

[182] For never of your own heart alone, son of Telamon, would you have gone so far down the sinister path [185] as to fall upon the flocks. When the gods send madness, it cannot but reach its target, but may Zeus and Phoebus avert the evil rumor of the Greeks!

And if it is the great kings who slander you with their furtive stories, [190] or if it is he born of the abject line of Sisyphus, do not, my king, do not win me an evil [kakos] name by keeping your face still hidden in the tent by the sea.

[193] Come now, up from your seat, wherever you are settled in this long-lived pause from battle [195] and are making the flame of disaster blaze up to the sky! The violent insolence [hubris] of your enemies [ekhthros, plural] rushes fearlessly about in the breezy glens, while the tongues of all the army cackle out a load of grief. [200] For me, sorrow [akhos] stands firmly planted.

(Enter Tecmessa.)

Tecmessa
[201] Mates of the ship of Ajax, offspring of the race that springs from the Erechtheids, the soil's sons, cries of grief are the portion of us who care from afar for the house of Telamon. [205] Ajax, our terrible, mighty lord of untamed power, now lies plagued by a turbid storm of disease.

Chorus
And what is the heavy change from the fortune of yesterday which this night has produced? [210] Daughter of Teleutas the Phrygian, speak, since for you his spear-won mate bold Ajax maintains his love, so that with some knowledge you could suggest an explanation.

Tecmessa
Oh, how am I to tell a tale too terrible for words? [215] Grave as death is the suffering [pathos] which you will hear. By madness our glorious Ajax was seized in the night, and he has been subjected to utter disgrace. All this you may see inside his dwelling--butchered victims bathed in blood, [220] sacrifices of no hand but his.

Chorus
[221] What report of the fiery warrior have you revealed to us, unbearable, nor yet escapable-- [225] a report which the great Danaans propound, which their powerful storytelling spreads! Ah, me, I shudder at the future's advancing step. In public view the man will die [230] because the dark sword in his frenzied hand massacred the herds and the horse-guiding herdsmen.

Tecmessa
[231] Ah! Then it was from there, from there that he came to me with his captive flock! [235] Of part, he cut the throats on the floor inside; some, striking their sides, he tore asunder. Then he caught up two white-footed rams and sheared off the head of one and its tongue-tip, and flung them away; [240] the other he bound upright to a pillar, and seizing a heavy strap from a horse's harness he flogged it with a whistling, doubled lash, while he cursed it with awful [kakos] imprecations which a god, and no mortal, had taught him.

Chorus
[245] The time has come for each of us to veil his head and steal away on foot, or to sit and take on the swift yoke of rowing, [250] giving her way to the sea-faring ship. So angry are the threats which the brother-kings, the sons of Atreus, speed against us! I fear to share in bitter death beneath an onslaught of stones, [255] crushed at this man's side, whom an untouchable fate holds in its grasp.

Tecmessa
It grips him no longer. For like a southerly wind after it has started up sharply without bright lightning he grows calm. And now in his right mind he has new pain [algos]. [260] To look on self-made suffering [pathos], when no other has had a hand in it--this induces sharp pains.

Chorus
But if he has stopped his madness, I have good hope that all may yet be well, since the trouble [kakos] is of less account once it has passed.

Tecmessa
[265] And which, if the choice were given you, would you choose--to distress your friends [philos, plural], and have joy yourself, or to share the grief of friends who grieve?

Chorus
The twofold sorrow, lady, is certainly the greater evil [kakos].

Tecmessa
Then we are ruined now, although the plague is past.

Chorus
[270] What do you mean? I do not understand what you say.

Tecmessa
That man, while afflicted, found joy for himself in the dire fantasies that held him, though his presence distressed us who were sane. But now, since he has had pause and rest from the plague, [275] he has been utterly subjected to lowly [kakos] anguish, and we similarly grieve no less than before. Surely, then, these are two sorrows [kakos, plural], instead of one?

Chorus
Indeed, I agree, and so I fear that a blow sent by a god has hit him. How could it be otherwise, if his spirit is no lighter [280] than when he was plagued, now that he is released?

Tecmessa
This, you must know, is how matters stand.

Chorus
In what way did the plague [kakos] first swoop down on him? Tell us who share your pain how it happened.

Tecmessa
You will hear all that took place, since you are involved. [285] In the dead of night when the evening lamps were no longer aflame, he seized a two-edged sword and wanted to leave on an aimless foray. Then I admonished him and said, "What are you doing, Ajax? Why do you set out unsummoned on this expedition, [290] neither called by messenger, nor warned by trumpet? In fact the whole army is sleeping now." But he answered me curtly with that trite jingle: "Woman, silence graces [brings kosmos to] woman." And I, taking his meaning, desisted, but he rushed out alone.

[295] What happened out there, I cannot tell. But he came in with his captives hobbled together--bulls, herding dogs, and his fleecy quarry. Some he beheaded; of some he cut the twisted throat or broke the spine; others [300] he abused in their bonds as though they were men, though falling only upon cattle. At last he darted out through the door, and dragged up words to speak to some shadow--now against the Atreidae, now about Odysseus--with many a mocking boast of all the abuse [hubris] that in vengeance he had fully repaid them during his raid. [305] After that he rushed back again into the house, and somehow by slow, painful steps he regained his reason. And as he scanned the room full of his disastrous madness [atê], he struck his head and howled; he fell down, a wreck amid the wrecked corpses of the slaughtered sheep, and there he sat [310] with clenched nails tightly clutching his hair. At first, and for a long while, he sat without a sound. But then he threatened me with those dreadful threats, if I did not declare all that had happened [pathos], and he demanded to know what on earth was the business he found himself in. [315] And in my fear, friends [philos, plural], I told him all that had been done, as far as I knew it for certain. But he immediately groaned mournful groans, such as I had never heard from him before. For he had always taught that such wailing [320] was for cowardly [kakos] and low-hearted men. He used to grieve quietly without the sound of loud weeping, but instead moaned low like a bull.

And now, prostrate in such miserable [kakos] fortune, tasting no food, no drink, [325] the man sits idly where he has fallen in the middle of the iron-slain cattle. And plainly he plans to do something terrible. Somehow his words and his laments say as much. Ah, my friends [philos, plural] --for it was my errand to ask you this--come in and help him, if in any way you can. [330] Men of his kind can be won over by the words of friends [philos, plural].

Chorus
Tecmessa, daughter of Teleutas, terrible is your news that our lord has been possessed by his sorrows [kakos, plural].

(Within)

Ajax (wailing)

Oh! Ah, me! Ah, me!

Tecmessa
Soon there will be more sorrow, it seems. Did you not hear [335] Ajax, did you not hear his resounding howl?

Ajax (wailing)

O! Ah, me! Ah, me!

Chorus
The man seems to be sick, or else to be still pained by the disease which was recently with him, since he sees its traces.

Ajax (wailing)

O my son, my son!

Tecmessa
[340] Ah, miserable me! Eurysaces, it is for you he calls! What can his purpose be? Where are you? I am miserable!

Ajax
Teucer! Where is Teucer? Will his raid last for ever? While I perish?

Chorus
He seems to be sane--open the door! [345] Perhaps merely at the sight of me he will come to a more respectable mood.

Tecmessa
There, it is open. Now you can look on this man's deeds, and his true condition.

(Ajax is discovered sitting amidst the slaughtered cattle.)

Ajax
[348] Ah, good sailors, you alone of my friends [350] who alone still abide by the true bond of friendship, see how great a wave has just now crested over and broken around me, set on by a murderous storm!

Chorus
Ah, lady, too true, it seems, was your testimony! [355] The fact proves that he is not sane.

Ajax
[356] Ah, you clan staunch in maritime skill, who embarked and stroked the oar-blade upon the brine, in you, in you alone [360] I see a defense against suffering. Come, slay me on top of these!

Chorus
[362] Hush! Speak words of better omen! Do not cure evil [kakos] by prescribing evil [kakos]; do not increase the anguish of your mad disaster [atê].

Ajax
Do you see the bold, the strong of heart, [365] the dauntless in battles with the enemy--do you see me now, terrible in the force of my hands against beasts unformidable? Oh, the mockery! How I have been violated [verb from hubris]!

Tecmessa
Ajax, my lord, I beg you, do not talk this way!

Ajax
Away with you! Will you not take yourself outside! [370] Ah, me! Ah, me!

Chorus
By the gods I plead, give way and acquire good sense!

Ajax
My rotten fortune!--I let slip from my grasp those men who were begging for punishment, [375] and fell instead on cattle with twisted horns and fine goats, making their dark blood flow!

Chorus
Why grieve [verb from algos] when the deed is past recall? These things can never be but as they are.

Ajax
Ah, you who spy out all things, [380] you ready tool of every crime [kakos, plural], ah, son of Laertes, you filthiest sneak in all the army, I am sure you laugh loud and long for joy!

Chorus
It is at the god's dispensation that every man both laughs and mourns.

Ajax
Yet if only I could see him, even shattered as I am! [385] Oh! Oh!

Chorus
Make no big threats! Do you not see the trouble [kakos] you are in?

Ajax
O Zeus, forefather of my forebears, if only I might destroy that deep dissembler, that hateful [kakos] sneak, and [390] the two brother-kings, and finally die myself, also!

Tecmessa
When you make that prayer, pray at the same time for me that I, too, may die. What reason is there for me to live when you are dead?

Ajax
Ah, Darkness, my light! [395] O Gloom of the underworld, to my eyes brightest-shining, take me, take me to dwell with you--yes, take me. I am no longer worthy to look for help to the race of the gods, [400] or for any good from men, creatures of a day.

No, the daughter of Zeus, the valiant goddess, abuses me to my destruction. Where, then, can a man flee? Where can I go to find rest? [405] If my past achievements go to ruin, my friends, along with such victims as these near me, and if I am inclined to foolish plunderings, then with sword driven by both hands all the army would murder me!

Tecmessa
[410] Ah, what misery for me that a valuable man should speak words of a sort which he would never before now have endured to speak!

Ajax
Ah! You paths of the sounding sea, you tidal caves and wooded pastures by the shore, long, long, too long indeed [415] have you detained me here at Troy. But no more will you hold me, no more so long as I have the breath of life. Of that much let sane men be sure.

O neighboring streams of Scamander, [420] kindly to the Greeks, no more shall you look on Ajax, whose equal in the army--here I will boast-- [425] Troy has never seen come from the land of Hellas. But now deprived of honor I lie low here in the dust!

Chorus
In truth I do not know how to restrain you, nor how to let you speak further, when you have fallen on such harsh troubles [kakos, plural].

Ajax
[430] Aiai! Who would ever have thought that my name would so descriptively suit my troubles [kakos, plural]? For well now may Ajax cry "Aiai"--yes, twice and three times. Such are the harsh troubles [kakos, plural] with which I have met. Look, I am one whose father's [435] prowess won him the fairest prize of all the army, whose father brought home good kleos from this same land of Ida; but I, his son, who came after him to this same ground of Troy with no less might and proved the service of my hand in no meaner deeds, [440] I am ruined and without timê from the Greeks. And yet of this much I feel sure: if Achilles lived, and had been called to award [krinô] the first place in valor to any claimant of his arms, no one would have grasped them before me. [445] But now the Atreidae have made away with them to a man without scruples and thrust away the triumphs of Ajax. And if these eyes and this warped mind had not swerved from the purpose that was mine, they would have never in this way procured votes in judgment [dikê] against another man. [450] As it was, the daughter of Zeus, the grim-eyed, unconquerable goddess, tripped me up at the instant when I was readying my hand against them, and shot me with a plague of frenzy so that I might bloody my hands in these grazers. And those men exult to have escaped me-- [455] not that I wanted their escape. But if a god sends harm, it is true that even the base [kakos] man can elude the worthier.

And now what shall I do, when I am plainly hated by the gods, abhorred by the Greek forces and detested by all Troy and all these plains? [460] Shall I leave my station at the ships and the Atreidae to their own devices in order to go home across the Aegean? And how shall I face my father Telamon, when I arrive? How will he bear to look on me, when I stand before him stripped, without that supreme prize of valor [465] for which he himself won a great crown of fame? No, I could not bear to do it! But then shall I go against the bulwark of the Trojans, attacking alone in single combats and doing some valuable service, and finally die? But, in so doing I might, I think, gladden the Atreidae. [470] That must not happen. Some enterprise must be sought whereby I may prove to my aged father that in nature, at least, his son is not gutless. It is a stain upon a man to crave the full term of life, when he finds no variation from his ignominious troubles [kakos, plural]. [475] What joy is there in day following day, now advancing us towards, now drawing us back from the verge of death? I would not buy at any price the man who feels the glow of empty hopes. [480] The options for a noble man are only two: either live with honor, or make a quick and honorable death. You have heard all.

Chorus
No man shall say that you have spoken a bastard word, Ajax, or one not bred of your own heart. Yet at least pause; dismiss these thoughts, and grant friends [philos, plural] the power to rule your purpose.

Tecmessa
[485] Ajax, my lord, the fortune that humans are compelled to endure is their gravest evil [kakos]. I was the daughter of a free-born father mighty in wealth, if any Phrygian was. Now I am a slave, for somehow the gods so ordained, [490] and even more so did your strong hand. Therefore, since I have come into your bed, I wish you well, and I do beg you, by the Zeus of our hearth, by your marriage-bed in which you coupled with me, do not condemn me to the cruel talk [495] of your enemies [ekhthros, plural], do not leave me to the hand of a stranger! On whatever day you die and widow me by your death, on that same day, be sure, I shall also be seized forcibly by the Greeks and, with your son, shall obtain a slave's portion. [500] Then one of my masters will name me bitterly, shooting me with taunts: " See the bedmate of Ajax, who was the mightiest man in the army. See what menial tasks she tends to, in place of such an enviable existence!" Such things will men say, and so will destiny afflict me [505] while the shame of these words will stain you and your family. Show respect to your father, whom you abandon in miserable old age, and respect your mother with her share of many years, who often prays to the gods that you may come home alive. [510] Pity, too, my king, your son. Pity him the great sorrow [kakos] which at your death you will bequeath both to him and to me, if robbed of nurturing care he must spend his days apart from you, an orphan tended by guardians who are neither family nor friends[philos, plural].

I have nothing left to which I can look, [515] save you, and you are the reason. Your spear ravaged my country to nothingness, and another fate has brought down my mother and father, giving them a home in Hades in their death. What homeland, then, could I have without you? What wealth? My welfare is entirely in your hands [sôzô]. [520] So remember me, too. A true man should cherish remembrance, if anywhere he takes some pleasure. It is kindness that always begets kindness. But whoever lets the memory of benefits seep from him, he can no longer be a noble man.

Chorus
[525] Ajax, I wish that pity touched your heart as it does mine. Then you would approve her words.

Ajax
She will have approval as far as I am concerned, if only she takes heart and graciously does my bidding.

Tecmessa
Dear [philos] Ajax, I will obey you in everything.

Ajax
[530] Then bring me my son, so that I may see him.

Tecmessa
But in my fear I released him from my keeping.

Ajax
Because of these troubles [kakos, plural] of mine? Or what do you mean?

Tecmessa
Yes, for fear that somehow the poor child would get in your way, and die.

Ajax
Yes, that would have been truly worthy of my destiny.

Tecmessa
[535] Well, at least I took care to avert that disaster.

Ajax
I approve of your action and of your foresight.

Tecmessa
How, then, can I serve you, as things stand now?

Ajax
Let me speak to him and see him face to face.

Tecmessa
Oh, yes--he is close by, watched by our servants.

Ajax
[540] Then why is his presence delayed?

Tecmessa
My child, your father calls you. Bring him here, servant, whichever of you is guiding his steps.

Ajax
Is the man coming? Or has he missed your call?

Tecmessa
Here now one of the servants approaches with him.

(Enter the Servant and Eurysaces.)

Ajax
[545] Lift him; lift him up here. Doubtless he will not shrink to look on this newly-shed blood, if he is indeed my true-born son and heir to his father's manners. But he must at once be broken into his father's harsh ways and moulded to the likeness of my nature. [550] Ah, son, may you prove luckier than your father, but in all else like him. Then you would not prove base [kakos]. Yet even now I may well envy you on this account, that you have no perception of these evils [kakos, plural] about us. Yes, life is sweetest when one lacks sense, [for lack of sensation is a painless evil] [555] that is, until one learns to know joy or pain. But when you come to that knowledge, then you must be sure to prove among your father's enemies [ekhthros, plural] of what mettle and of what lineage you are. Meanwhile feed on light breezes, and nurse your tender life [psukhê] for your mother's joy. [560] There is no Greek--I know it for certain--who will do violence [verb from hubris] to you with hard outrages, even when you are without me. So trusty is the guard, Teucer himself, whom I will leave at your gates. He will not falter in his care for you, although now he walks a far path, busied with the hunt of enemies.

[565] O my warriors, my seafaring comrades! On you as on him, I lay this shared task of love [kharis]: give my command to Teucer! Let him take this child to my home and set him before the face of Telamon, and of my mother, Eriboea, [570] so that he may become the comfort of their age into eternity [until they come to the deep hollows of the god. And order him that no commissioners of games, nor he who is my destroyer, should make my arms a prize for the Greeks. No, you take this for my sake, Son, my broad shield from which you have your name. [575] Hold it and wield it by the sturdy thong, this sevenfold, spear-proof shield! But the rest of my arms shall be my gravemates.

(To Tecmessa.)

Come, take the child right away, shut tight the doors and make no laments before the house. [580] God, what a weepy thing is woman. Quick, close the house! It is not for a skilful [sophos] doctor to moan incantations over a wound that craves the knife.

Chorus
I am afraid when I hear this eager haste. Your tongue's sharp edge does not please me.

Tecmessa
[585] Ajax, my lord, what can you have in mind?

Ajax
Do not keep asking me, do not keep questioning. Self-restraint [verb from sôphron] is a virtue.

Tecmessa
Ah, how I despair! Now, by your child, by the gods, I implore you, do not betray us!

Ajax
You annoy me too much. Do you not know [590] that I no longer owe any service to the gods?

Tecmessa
Hush, no impiety!

Ajax
Speak to those who hear.

Tecmessa
You will not listen?

Ajax
Already your words have been too many.

Tecmessa
Yes, because I am afraid, my king!

Ajax (To the Attendants.)

Close the doors this instant!

Tecmessa
In the name of the gods, be softened!

Ajax
You have foolish hope, I think, [595] if you plan so late to begin schooling my temper. Ajax is shut into the tent. Exit Tecmessa with Eurysaces.

Chorus
O famous Salamis, you, I know, have your happy [with favoring daimôn] seat among the waves that beat your shore, eternally conspicuous in the eyes of all men. [600] But I, miserable, have long been delayed here, still making my bed through countless months in the camp on the fields of Ida. [605] I am worn by time and with anxious [kakos] expectation still of a journey to Hades the abhorred, the unseen.

Chorus
And now a new struggle awaits me, ah, me!--a match with [610] Ajax, hard to cure, sharing his tent with a madness of divine origin. It is he whom mighty in bold war you dispatched from you once far in the past. But now he is changed; he grazes his thoughts in isolated places [615] and has been found a heavy sorrow [penthos] for his friends [philos, plural]. His hands' former achievements, deeds of prowess supreme [aretê], [620] have fallen without friends [philos, plural], without friends [philos, plural], before the unfriendly, miserable Atreidae.

Chorus
Surely his mother, companion of antiquity and [625] grey with age, when she hears that he has been afflicted with the ruin of his mind will raise a loud cry of wailing. It is not the nightingale's piteous lament [630] that she, unhappy, will sing. Rather in shrill-toned odes the dirge will rise, while the hollow sound of beating hands and the shredding of grey hair will fall upon her breast.

Chorus
[635] Yes, better hid in Hades is the man plagued by foolishness, who by the lineage from where he springs is noblest of the Achaeans who endure much ponos, yet now he is [640] constant no more in his inbred temperament, but wanders outside himself. O Telamon, unhappy father, how heavy a curse [atê] upon your son awaits your hearing, a curse which never yet has [645] any life-portion of the heirs of Aeacus nourished but his!

(Enter Ajax, sword in hand, followed by Tecmessa.)

Ajax
All things the long and countless years first draw from darkness, and then bury from light; and there is nothing which man should not expect: the dread power of oath is conquered, as is unyielding will. [650] For even I, who used to be so tremendously strong--yes, like tempered iron--felt my tongue's sharp edge emasculated by this woman's words, and I feel the pity of leaving her a widow and the boy an orphan among my enemies.

But I will go to the bathing-place and [655] the meadows by the shore so that by purging my defilements I may escape the heavy wrath [mênis] of the goddess. Then I will find some isolated spot, and bury this sword of mine, most hateful weapon, digging down in the earth where none can see. [660] Let Night and Hades keep it [sôzô] underground! For ever since I took into my hand this gift from Hector, my greatest enemy, I have gotten no good from the Greeks. Yes, men's proverb is true: [665] the gifts of enemies [ekhthros, plural] are no gifts and bring no good.

And so hereafter I shall, first, know how to yield to the gods, and, second, learn to revere the Atreidae. They are rulers, so we must submit. How could it be otherwise? Things of awe and might [670] submit to authority [timê]. So it is that winter with its snow-covered paths gives place to fruitful summer; night's dark orbit makes room for day with her white horses to kindle her radiance; the blast of dreadful winds [675] allows the groaning sea to rest; and among them all, almighty Sleep releases the fettered sleeper, and does not hold him in a perpetual grasp.

And we men--must we not learn self-restraint [verb from sôphron]? I, at least, will learn it, since I am newly aware that an enemy [ekhthros] is to be hated only as far as [680] suits one who will in turn become a friend [verb from philos]. Similarly to a friend [philos] I would wish to give only so much help and service as suits him who will not forever remain friendly. For the masses regard the haven of comradeship as treacherous.

But concerning these things it will be well. You, wife, [685] go inside and pray to the gods that the desires of my heart be completed to the very end [telos]. Exit Tecmessa.

You also, my comrades, honor [verb from timê] my wishes just as she does, and command [sêmaino] Teucer, when he comes, to take care of us, and to be kind to you at the same time. [690] I am going to where my journey inexorably leads. But you do as I say, and before long, perhaps, though I now suffer, you will hear that I have found salvation [verb from sôzô]. (Exit Ajax.)

Chorus
I shiver with rapture; I soar on the wings of sudden joy! [695] O Pan, O Pan, appear to us, sea-rover, from the stony ridge of snow-beaten Cyllene. King, dancemaker for the gods, come, so that joining with us you may set on the Nysian and the Knosian steps, [700] your self-taught dances. Now I want to dance. And may Apollo, lord of Delos, step over the Icarian sea [705] and join me in his divine form, in eternal benevolence!

Ares has dispelled the cloud of fierce trouble from our eyes. Joy, joy! Now, Zeus, now can the white radiance of prosperous days approach [710] our swift, sea-speeding ships, since Ajax forgets his pain anew, and has instead fully performed all prescribed sacrifices to the gods with worship and strict observance.

The strong years make all things fade. [715] And so I would not say that anything was beyond belief, when beyond our hopes, Ajax has been converted from his fury and mighty struggles against the Atreidae.

(Enter the Messenger, from the Greek camp.)

Messenger
Friends [philos, plural], my first news is this: [720] Teucer has just now returned from the Mysian heights. He has come to the generals' quarters mid-camp, and is being shouted at by all the Greeks at once. Recognizing him from a distance as he approached, they gathered around him [725] and then pelted him with jeers from every side--no one held back--calling him "the brother of the maniac, of the plotter against the army," and saying that he would not be able to avoid entirely losing flesh and life before their flying stones. In this way they had come to the point where swords [730] had been plucked from sheaths and were drawn in their hands. But then the conflict [eris], when it had nearly run its full course, was halted by the conciliatory words of the elders. But where shall I find Ajax, to tell him this? To our lord I must tell all.

Chorus
[735] He is not inside, but is recently departed. He has yoked a new purpose to his new mood.

Messenger
No! Oh, no! Too late, then, was he who sent me on this errand, or I myself came too slowly.

Chorus
[740] What is this urgent matter? What part of it has been neglected?

Messenger
Teucer declared that Ajax should not slip out of the house, until he himself arrives.

Chorus
Well, he is departed, I repeat, bent on the purpose that is best for him--to be rid of his anger [kholos] at the gods.

Messenger
[745] These words betray great foolishness, if there is any wisdom in the prophecies of Calchas.

Chorus
What does he prophesy? What knowledge of this affair do you bring?

Messenger
This much I know and witnessed on the spot. Leaving the royal circle of the chiefs [tyrannos] who sat in council, [750] Calchas separated himself from the Atreidae and put his right hand with all kindness into the hand of Teucer. The prophet then addressed him and strictly commanded him to use every possible resource to keep Ajax inside his tent for the duration of this day that now shines on us, and to prevent him from moving about [755] if he wished ever to look on him alive. For this day alone will the wrath [mênis] of divine Athena lash at him. That was the prophet's [mantis] warning. "Yes," the seer went on to explain, "lives [sôma, plural] that have grown too proud and no longer yield good fall on grave difficulties sent from the gods, [760] especially when someone born to man's estate forgets that fact by thinking thoughts too high for man. And Ajax, even at the time he first set out from home, showed himself foolish, when his father advised him well. For Telamon told him, 'My son, [765] seek victory in arms, but always seek it with the help of god.' Then with a tall boast and foolishly he replied, 'Father, with the help of the gods even a worthless man might achieve victory; but I, even without that help, fully trust to bring that glory [kleos] within my grasp.' [770] So much he boasted. Then once again in answer to divine Athena--at a time when she was urging him forward and telling him to turn a deadly hand against the enemy [ekhthros, plural]--he answered her with words terrible and blasphemous, 'Queen, stand beside the other Greeks; [775] where Ajax stands, battle will never break our line.' It was by such words, you must know, that he won for himself the intolerable anger of the goddess since his thoughts were too high for man. But if he survives this day, perhaps with the god's help we may find means to be his saviors [sôtêr, plural]."

[780] With those words the seer [mantis] finished, and at once Teucer rose from his seat and sent me with these orders for you to follow. But if I have been cheated of success, Ajax does not live. Otherwise Calchas has no skill [sophos].

Chorus
Poor Tecmessa, born to misery, [785] come out and see this man and his news. The razor lies close at our throat, poised to cut off all joy.

(Enter Tecmessa, with Eurysaces.)

Tecmessa

Why do you stir me from my place of rest, when I have just found peace from those relentless troubles [kakos, plural]?

Chorus
Listen to this man, and [790] hear the news of Ajax that he has brought us--news at which I felt sudden grief.

Tecmessa
Oh, no, what is your news, man? Surely we are not ruined?

Messenger
I have no clue of your condition, but know only that, if Ajax is away, I have little hope for him.

Tecmessa
But he is away, so I am in agony to know what you mean.

Messenger
[795] Teucer strictly commands that you keep Ajax under shelter of his tent and not allow him to go out alone.

Tecmessa
But where is Teucer? And why these orders?

Messenger
He has just now returned, and he suspects that such a departure carries death for Ajax.

Tecmessa
[800] Oh, misery! From whom can he have learned this?

Messenger
From Thestor's son, the prophet. His prophecy applies to today, when the issue is one of life or death for Ajax.

Tecmessa
Ah, me! My friends, protect me from the doom threatened by fate! Hurry, some of you, to speed Teucer's coming; [805] let others go to the westward bays, and others to the eastward, and there seek the man's disastrous [kakos] path. I see now that I have been deceived by my husband and cast out of the favor [kharis] that I once had with him. Ah, my child, what shall I do? I must not sit idle. [810] I too will go as far as my strength will carry me. Move, let us be quick, this is no time to sit still, if we wish to save [sôzô] a man who is eager for death.

Chorus
I am ready to help, and I will show it in more than word. Speed of action and speed of foot will follow together.

(Exeunt Tecmessa and the Chorus. A Servant takes Eurysaces into the tent. The scene changes to a lonely place on the shore. Enter Ajax, still with sword.)

Ajax
[815] The sacrificial killer stands planted in the way that will cut most deeply--if I have the leisure for even this much reflection. First, it is the gift of Hector, that enemy-friend who was most hateful to me and most hostile to my sight; next, it is fixed in enemy soil, the land of Troy, [820] newly-whetted on the iron-devouring stone; and finally I have planted it with scrupulous care, so that it should prove most kind to me by a speedy death.

Yes, we are well equipped. And so, O Zeus, be the first to aid me, as is proper. [825] It is no large prize that I ask you to award me. Send on my behalf some messenger with news of my downfall to Teucer, so that he may be the first to raise me once I have fallen on this sword and made it newly-wet, and so that I am not first spotted by some enemy [ekhthros][830] and cast out and exposed as prey to the dogs and birds. For this much, Zeus, I appeal to you. I call also on Hermes, guide to the underworld, to lay me softly to sleep with one quick, struggle-free leap, when I have broken open my side on this sword. [835] And I call for help to the eternal maidens who eternally attend to all sufferings [pathos] among mortals, the dread, far-striding Erinyes, asking them to learn how my miserable life is destroyed by the Atreidae. [840] And may they seize those wicked men with most wicked destruction, just as they see me \[fall slain by my own hand, so slain by their own kin may they perish at the hand of their best-loved offspring\]. Come, you swift and punishing Erinyes, devour all the assembled army and spare nothing! [845] And you, Helios, whose chariot-wheels climb the steep sky, when you see the land of my fathers, draw in your rein spread with gold and tell my disasters [atê] and my fate to my aged father and to the unhappy woman who nursed me. [850] Poor mother! Indeed, I think, when she hears this news, she will sing a song of loud wailing throughout the entire city. But it is not for me to weep in vain like this. No, the deed must quickly have its beginning. O Death, Death, come now and lay your eyes on me! [855] And yet I will meet you also in that other world and there address you. But you, beam of the present bright day, I salute you and the Sun in his chariot for the last time and never again. O light! O sacred soil [860] of my own Salamis, firm seat of my father's hearth! O famous Athens, and your race kindred to mine! And you, springs and rivers of this land--and you plains of Troy I salute you also--farewell, you who have nurtured me! This is the last word that Ajax speaks to you. [865] The rest he will tell to the shades in Hades. 

(Ajax falls upon his sword. The Chorus reenters in two bands.)

First Semichorus
Toil [ponos] follows toil [ponos] yielding toil [ponos]! Where, where have I not trudged? And still no place can say that I have shared its secret. [870] Listen! A sudden thud!

Second Semichorus
We made it, we shipmates of your voyage.

Semichorus 1
[875] What news, then?

Semichorus 2
All the westward flank of the ships has been scoured for tracks.

Semichorus 1
And did you find anything?

Semichorus 2
Only an abundance of toil [ponos]. There was nothing more to see.

Semichorus 1
Neither, as a matter of fact, has the man been seen along the path that faces the shafts of the morning sun.

Chorus
Who, then, can guide me? What toiling [philos + ponos] [880] fisherman, busy about his sleepless hunt, what nymph of the Olympian heights or of the streams that flow toward [885] Bosporus, can say whether she has anywhere seen the wanderings of fierce-hearted Ajax? It is cruel that I, who have roamed with such great toil [ponos], cannot come near him with a fair course, [890] but fail to see where the enfeebled man is.

(Enter Tecmessa near the corpse of Ajax.)

Tecmessa
Ah, me, ah, me!

Chorus
Whose cry broke from that nearby grove?

Tecmessa
Ah, misery!

Chorus
There, I see his unfortunate young bride, who was the prize of his spear, [895] Tecmessa, dissolved in that pitiful wailing.

Tecmessa
I am lost, destroyed, razed to the ground, my friends!

Chorus
What is it?

Tecmessa
Here is our Ajax--his blood newly shed, he lies folded around the sword, burying it.

Chorus
[900] Ah, no! Our homecoming [nostos] is lost! Ah, my king, you have killed me, the comrade of your voyage! Unhappy man--broken-hearted woman!

Tecmessa
[905] His condition demands that we cry 'ai-ai.'

Chorus
But by whose hand can the ill-fated man have contrived this end?

Tecmessa
He did it with his own hand; it is obvious. [910] This sword which he planted in the ground and on which he fell convicts him.

Chorus
Ah, what blind folly I have displayed! All alone, then, you bled, unguarded by your friends! And I took no care, so entirely dull was I, so totally stupid. Where, where lies inflexible Ajax, whose name means anguish?

Tecmessa
[915] No, he is not to be looked at! I will cover him over entirely with this enfolding shroud, since no one--no one, that is, who is philos to him--could bear to see him spurt the darkened gore of his self-inflicted slaughter up his nostrils and out of the bloody gash.

[920] Ah, what shall I do? What loved one is there to lift you in his arms? Where is Teucer? How timely would be his arrival, if he would but come to compose the corpse of his brother here! Ah, unlucky Ajax, from so great a height you are fallen so low! [925] Even among your enemies [ekhthros, plural] you are worthy of mourning!

Chorus
You were bound, poor man, with that unbending heart you were bound, it seems, to fulfill a harsh [kakos] destiny of limitless toils [ponos, plural]! So wild to my ears [930] were the words of hatred which in your fierce mood you moaned against the Atreidae with such deadly passion [pathos]. True it is that that moment was a potent source of sorrows, [935] when the arms were made the prize for a contest [agôn] in the skills of warfare!

Tecmessa
Ah! Ah!

Chorus
True anguish, I know, pierces your heart.

Tecmessa
Ah! Ah, me!

Chorus
[940] I do not wonder, lady, that you wail and wail again, when you have just lost one so loved [philos].

Tecmessa
It is for you to analyze my troubles, but for me to feel them too fully.

Chorus
I must agree.

Tecmessa
Oh, my son, to what a heavy yoke of slavery [945] we advance! What cruel task-masters stand over us!

Chorus
Ah, the deeds of the two ruthless Atreidae which you name in our present grief would be unthinkable! May the god hold them back!

Tecmessa
[950] These events that you see would not have happened as they have without the will of the gods.

Chorus
Yes, they have brought upon us a burden too heavy to bear.

Tecmessa
Yet what suffering the divine daughter of Zeus, fierce Pallas, engenders for Odysseus' sake!

Chorus
[955] No doubt the much-enduring hero exults [verb from hubris] in his dark soul and mocks in loud laughter at these frenzied sorrows [akhos]--what shame!-- [960] and with him, when they hear the news, will laugh the royal brothers, the Atreidae.

Tecmessa
Then let them mock and rejoice at this man's misery. Perhaps, even though they did not cherish him while he lived, they will lament his death, when they meet with the difficulties of war. Men of crooked judgment do not know what good [965] they have in their hands until they have thrown it away. His death is more bitter to me than it is sweet to the Greeks; but in any case to Ajax himself it is a joy, since he has accomplished all that he desired to get--his longed-for death. So why should they exult over him? [970] He died before the gods, not at all before them--no! And so let Odysseus toss his insults [verb from hubris] in empty glee. For them Ajax is no more; for me he is gone, abandoning me to anguish and mourning.

Teucer (Approaching.)

Ah! Ah, no!

Chorus
[975] Quiet--I think I hear the voice of Teucer striking a note that points to this disaster [atê].

(Enter Teucer.)

Teucer

Beloved [most philos] Ajax, brother whose face was so dear to me, have you truly fared as the mighty rumor says?

Chorus

He is dead, Teucer. Take it as fact.

Teucer
[980] Then I am destroyed by my heavy fortune!

Chorus
When things stand as they do--

Teucer
Ah, misery, misery!

Chorus
--you have cause to mourn.

Teucer
O rash passion [pathos]!

Chorus
Yes, Teucer, far too rash.

Teucer
Ah, misery--what about the man's child? Where in all of Troy can I find him?

Chorus
[985] He is alone near the tent.

Teucer (To Tecmessa.)

Then bring him here right away, so that we may prevent some enemy from snatching him away, as a hunter snatches a cub from a lioness and leaves her barren! Go quickly; give me your help! It is the habit of men everywhere to laugh in triumph over the dead when they are mere corpses on the ground. 

(Exit Tecmessa.)

Chorus
[990] Yes, while still alive, Teucer, Ajax ordered you to care for the child, just as you are in fact doing.

Teucer
This sight is truly most painful to me of all that my eyes have seen. [995] And the journey truly loathsome to my heart above all other journeys is this one that I have just now made while pursuing and scouting out your footsteps, dearest [most philos] Ajax, once I learned of your fate! For a swift rumor about you, as if sent from some god, passed throughout all the Greek army, telling that you were dead and gone. [1000] I heard the rumor while still far away from you, and I groaned quietly in sadness. But now that I see its truth, my heart is utterly shattered! Oh, god!

Come, uncover him; let me see the worst. 

(The corpse of Ajax is uncovered.)

O face painful to look upon and full of cruel boldness, [1005] what a full crop of sorrows you have sown for me in your death! Where can I go? What people will receive me, when I have failed to help you in your troubles [ponos, plural]? No doubt Telamon, your father and mine, will likely greet me with a smile and kind words, [1010] when I return without you. Yes, of course he will--a man who, even when enjoying good fortune, tends not to smile more brightly than before! What will a man like him leave unsaid? What insult [kakos] will he forego against "the bastard offspring of his spear's war-prize," against your "cowardly, unmanly betrayer," dear [most philos] Ajax, [1015] or better yet, your "treacherous betrayer" with designs to govern your domain and your house after your death? So will he insult me; he is a man quick to anger, severe in old age, and his rage seeks quarrels without cause. And in the end I shall be thrust out of our land, and cast off, [1020] branded by his taunts as a slave instead of a freeman. These are my prospects at home. At Troy, on the other hand, my enemies are many, while I have few things to help me. All this have I gained from your death! Ah, me, what shall I do? How shall I draw your poor corpse [1025] off the sharp tooth of this gleaming sword, the murderer who, it seems, made you breathe your last? Now do you see how in time Hector, though dead, was to destroy you?

By the gods, note the fortune of this mortal pair. [1030] First Hector with the very warrior's belt given to him by Ajax was lashed to the chariot-rail and shredded without end, until his life fled with his breath. Now Ajax here had this gift from Hector, and by this he has perished in his deadly fall. Was it not the Fury who forged this blade, [1035] was not that belt the product of Hades, the grim artificer? I, for my part, would affirm that these happenings and all happenings ever are designed by the gods for men. But if there is anyone in whose judgment my words are unacceptable, let him cherish his own thoughts, as I do mine.

Chorus
[1040] Do not go on at length, but consider how you will bury him and what you will next say. For I see our enemy [ekhthros] approaching, and chances are that he comes to mock at our sorrows [kakos, plural], like one who would do us harm.

Teucer
What man of the army do you see?

Chorus
[1045] Menelaus, the beneficiary of this expedition.

Teucer
I see him; he is not hard to recognize when near.

(Enter Menelaus.)

Menelaus
You there, I tell you not to lift that corpse for burial, but leave it where it lies.

Teucer
Why do you waste your breath on this arrogant command?

Menelaus
[1050] It conveys my decree, and the decree of the army's supreme ruler.

Teucer
Would you mind, then, telling me what reason you pretend?

Menelaus
This--that when we had hoped we were bringing Ajax from home to be an ally and a friend [philos] for the Greeks, we found him on closer examination to be an enemy worse than the Phrygians, [1055] since he plotted the murder of the entire army and marched by night against us in order to take us with his spear. And if some god had not smothered this attempt, we would have been allotted the fate which he now has, and we would be dead and lie prostrate by an ignoble doom, [1060] while he would be living. But now a god has turned his outrage [hubris] aside, so that it fell on the sheep and cattle.

For this reason there is no man so powerful that he will be able to entomb the corpse [sôma] of Ajax. Instead he shall be cast forth somewhere on the yellow sand [1065] to become forage for the birds of the seashore. So then do not inflame the terrible force [menos] of your spirit. If we were unable to master him while he lived, in any case in death, at least, we shall rule him despite your opposition and control him by force of our hands. For while he lived, there never was a time [1070] when he would obey my commands.

Now it is, in truth, the mark of a base nature when a commoner does not think it right to obey those who stand over him. Never can the laws maintain a prosperous course in a city where fear has no fixed place, [1075] nor can a camp be ruled any more with moderation, if it lacks the guarding force of fear and reverence. A man, though he grow his body [sôma] great and mighty, must expect to fall, even from a light blow [kakos]. Whoever knows fear and shame both, [1080] you can be certain that he has found his salvation [sôtêria]; but where there is license to attack others [verb from hubris]and act at will, do not doubt that such a State, though she has run before a favoring wind, will eventually sink with time into the depths.

No, let me see fear, too, established, where fear is fitting; [1085] let us not think that we can act on our desires without paying the price in pain. These things come by turns. He was once the hot attacker [hubristês], now it is my hour to glory. And so I warn you not to bury him, [1090] so that you can avoid falling into your own grave.

Chorus
Menelaus, after laying down wise [sophos] precepts, do not then violate the dead.

Teucer
Never again, my fellow Salaminians, will I be amazed if some nobody by birth does wrong, [1095] when those who are reputed to be born of noble blood employ such wrongful sentiments in their arguments.

Come, tell me from the first once more--do you really say that you brought Ajax here to the Greeks as an ally personally recruited by you? Did he not sail of his own accord? As his own master? [1100] On what grounds are you his commander? On what grounds have you a right to kingship over the men whom he brought from home? It was as Sparta's king that you came, not as master over us. Nowhere was it established among your lawful powers that you should order [verb from kosmos] him any more than he you. [1105] You sailed here under the command of others, not as a supreme commander who might at any time exercise authority over Ajax.

No, rule the troops you rule, and use your reverend words to punish them! But this man, whether you or the other general forbid it, I will lay [1110] in the grave as justice[dikê] demands, and I will not fear your tongue. It was not at all for your wife's sake that Ajax made this expedition, as did those toil-worn drudges. No, it was for the sake of the oath by which he had sworn, and not at all for you, since it was not his habit to value nobodies. [1115] And so when you come here again, bring more heralds, and the leader of the expedition, too. Your bluster could not make me turn to notice you, so long as you are what you are.

Chorus
Again, I say, in these troubles I cannot approve of such a tone. Harsh words sting, however just [adjective from dikê] they are.

Menelaus
[1120] The bowman seems to feel no little grandeur.

Teucer
I do, since it is no lowly skill that I possess.

Menelaus
How you would boast, if you had a shield!

Teucer
Even without a shield I would be a match for you fully armed.

Menelaus
What a tongue you have! What dreadful anger it feeds!

Teucer
[1125] When right [word from dikê] is with him, a man's thoughts may be grand.

Menelaus
What, is it right [word from dikê] that the man who murdered me should prosper?

Teucer
Murdered you? It is truly a strange happening, if in fact you live after being killed.

Menelaus
A god rescued [sôzô] me. So far as that corpse is concerned, I am in Hades.

Teucer
Then since it was the gods who saved you [sôzô] , do not dishonor [verb from timê] the gods.

Menelaus
[1130] What, would I find fault with the law of the daimones?

Teucer
Yes, if by your presence here you prevent burial of the dead.

Menelaus
Prevent it I do, since he was at war with me and I with him. Burial in such a case would not be right.

Teucer
What do you mean? Did Ajax ever stand forth publicly to war with you?

Menelaus
He hated me as I hated him, and you knew it, too.

Teucer
[1135] Yes, he hated you because you had been caught fixing the votes in order to rob him.

Menelaus
At the hands of the jurymen, not mine, he suffered that loss.

Teucer
You could make a thousand stealthy crimes look pretty.

Menelaus
That sentiment leads to pain for someone I know.

Teucer
The pain will be no greater, I think, than that which we will inflict.

Menelaus
[1140] I will tell you once and for all--there is to be no burial for him.

Teucer
And hear my reply--he shall be buried immediately.

Menelaus
Once I saw a bold-tongued man who had urged sailors to set sail during wintertime. Yet in him you could have found no voice [1145] when the worst [kakos] of the storm was upon him. No, hidden beneath his cloak he allowed the crew to trample on him at will. And so it is with you and your raging speech--perhaps a great storm, even if its blast comes from a small cloud, will extinguish your shouting.

Teucer
[1150] Yes, and I have seen a man stuffed with foolishness who exulted [verb from hubris] in his neighbor's misfortunes [kakos, plural]. It turned out that a man like me and of similar temperament stared at him and said, " Man, do not wrong the dead; [1155] for, if you do, rest assured that you will come to harm." So he warned the misguided man before him. Take note--I see him now, and I think that he is no one but you. Have I spoken in riddles?

Menelaus
I will go--it would be a disgrace to have it known [1160] that I argue when I have the power to use force.

Teucer
Leave then! The worst disgrace for me is that I should listen to a fool's empty chatter. 

(Exit Menelaus.)

Chorus
A trial [agôn] of this great discord [eris] will soon come about. But you, Teucer, with all the speed you can muster, [1165] be quick to seek a hollow grave for Ajax, where he shall establish his dank tomb, a constant memorial for mortals.

(Enter Tecmessa and Eurysaces.)

Teucer
And now just in time his son and his wife approach [1170] to arrange the burial of the pitiable corpse. Come here, nephew. Take your place near him, and grasp in supplication your father, your begetter. Kneel and pray for help, with locks of hair in your hand from me, her, and thirdly you; [1175] they are the suppliant's only resource. But if any soldier from the army should tear you by violence from this body, then for his wickedness [kakos] may he be wickedly [adverb from kakos] cast out of his country and get no burial, but be severed at the root with all his race, just as I shear this lock. [1180] Take it, Nephew, and keep it safe. Let no one move you, but kneel there and cling to the dead.

And you there, do not stand idly by like women, not men. Help defend us until I return, when I have seen to a grave for him, though all the world forbids it. (Exit Teucer.)

Chorus
[1185] Which will be the last year? When will the sum of the years of our many wanderings stop bringing upon me the unending doom of toilful spear-battles [1190] throughout broad Troy, the cause of sorrow and of shame for Greece?

[1192] If only that man had first passed into the depths of the sky or into Hades, the common home of all, [1195] before he taught the Greeks the shared plague of Ares' detested arms! Ah, those toils [ponos, plural] of his invention, which produced so many more toils [ponos, plural]! Look how that man has ravaged humanity!

No delight in garlands [1200] or deep wine-cups did that man provide me, no sweet din of flutes, that miserable man, or pleasing rest in the night. [1205] And from love--god!--from love he has totally barred me. Here I lie uncared for, while heavy dews constantly wet my hair, [1210] damp reminders of joyless Troy.

In the past bold Ajax was always my bulwark against night's terrors and flying missiles. But now he has become an offering consecrated [1215] to a malignant divinity. What joy, then, what delight awaits me anymore? O to be where the wooded wave-washed cape fences off the deep sea, [1220] to be beneath Sunium's jutting plateau, so that we might salute sacred Athens!

(Enter Teucer.)

Teucer
Here I am! I hurried back when I saw the supreme commander, Agamemnon, rapidly approaching. [1225] It is plain to me that he will let his clumsy tongue fly.

(Enter Agamemnon.)

Agamemnon
So it is you, they tell me, who dared open your mouth wide to make fierce threats against us--and are you still unpunished? Yes, I mean you--you, the captive slave's son. No doubt if you were born from a noble mother, [1230] your talk would reach the sky and you would proudly strut about, when now it is the case that, though you are a nobody and a nothing, you have stood up for this other nothing lying here, and have vowed that we came out with no authority either as admirals or as generals to rule the Greeks or you. No, as an autonomous ruler, you say, Ajax set sail.

[1235] Does it not shame me that I hear these proud words from slavish mouths? What was the man whom you shout about with such arrogance? Where did he advance, or where did he stand his ground, where I did not do the same? Have the Greeks, then, no other men but him? To our own harm, it seems, we announced [1240] to the Greeks the contests for the arms of Achilles, if on all sides we are accounted corrupt [kakos, plural] because of Teucer, and if it will never satisfy you Salaminians, even when you are defeated, to accept the verdict which satisfied the majority of the judges. But instead you will always no doubt aim your slanderous arrows at us, [1245] or treacherously lash at our backs when you fall behind us in the race.

Yet in a place where such ways prevail, there could be no settled order for any law, if we are to thrust the rightful [with dikê] winners aside and bring those in the rear up to the front ranks. [1250] These tendencies must be checked. It is not the stout, broad-shouldered men that are the steadiest allies. No, it is the wise who prevail in every engagement. A broad-backed ox is kept straight on the road all the same when only a small whip directs him. [1255] And a dose of this very medicine, I foresee, will find you before long, unless you gain a little good sense. He no longer exists, but is already a shade, yet still you boldly insult [verb from hubris] us and give your tongue too much freedom. Restrain [verb from sôphron] yourself, I say. Recall your birth, your nature. [1260] Bring someone else here--a man who is freeborn--who can plead your cause before me in your place. For when you speak, I no longer understand-- I do not know your barbarian language.

Chorus
If only you both had the sense to exercise self-restraint! [1265] There is no better advice that I could give you two.

Teucer
My, how quickly gratitude [kharis] to the dead seeps away from men and is found to have turned to betrayal, since this man no longer offers even the slightest praise in remembrance of you, Ajax, even though it was for his sake [1270] you toiled so often in battle, offering your own life [psukhê] to the spear! No, your assistance is dead and gone, all flung aside!

Full and foolish talker, do you no longer remember anything of the time when you were trapped inside your defenses, [1275] when you were all but destroyed in the turn of the battle and he, he alone came and saved you at the moment when the flames were already blazing around the decks at your ships' sterns and Hector was leaping high over the trench towards the vessels? [1280] Who averted that? Was it not Ajax who did it, the one who, you say, nowhere set foot where you were not? Well, do you grant that he did these things for you with dikê? And what about when another time, all alone, he confronted Hector in single combat according to the fall of the lots, and not at anyone's command? [1285] The lot which he cast in was not the kind to flee the challenge; it was no lump of moist earth, but one which would be the first to leap lightly from the crested helmet! It was this man who did those deeds, and I, the slave, the son of the barbarian mother, was at his side.

[1290] Pitiful creature, how can you be so blind as to argue the way you do? Are you not aware of the fact that your father's father Pelops long ago was a barbarian, a Phrygian? That Atreus, your own begetter, set before his brother a most unholy feast made from the flesh of his brother's children? [1295] And you yourself were born from a Cretan mother, whose father found a stranger straddling her and who was consigned by him to be prey for the mute fish. So being of such a kind, can you reproach a man like me for my lineage? I am the son of Telamon, [1300] who won my mother for his consort as prize for valor supreme in the army. And she was the daughter of Laomedon, of royal blood, and it was as the flower of the spoil that Alcmena's son gave her to Telamon. Thus nobly born [aristos] as I am from two noble [aristos] parents, [1305] could I disgrace my own flesh and blood, whom even as he lies here subdued by such massive troubles [ponos, plural], you, making your pronouncements without a blush of shame, would thrust out without burial? Now consider this well: wherever you cast him away, with him you will also cast our three corpses. [1310] It is right for me to die before all men's eyes while I am toiling in his cause, rather than for your wife--or should I say your brother's? With this in mind, then, look not to my safety, but to yours instead, since if you cause me any grief at all, you will soon wish [1315] that you had been more timid than bold when confronting me.

(Enter Odysseus.)

Chorus
Lord Odysseus, you arrive at the right time, if mediation, not division, is your purpose in coming.

Odysseus
What is the trouble, friends? From far off I heard shouting from the Atreidae over this brave man's corpse.

Agamemnon
[1320] Is it not because we, Lord Odysseus, have long had to hear the worst, most shameful language from this man?

Odysseus
How so? I can pardon a man a retaliatory barrage of abuse if another has insulted him.

Agamemnon
I insulted him, since his conduct toward me was of the same stripe.

Odysseus
[1325] And what did he do that harmed you?

Agamemnon
He declares that he will not leave this corpse without due burial, but will entomb it in spite of me.

Odysseus
Then may a friend [philos] speak the truth, and still remain your helpmate no less than before?

Agamemnon
[1330] Speak. Otherwise I would be less than sane, since I count you my greatest friend [philos] among all the Greeks.

Odysseus
Listen, then. In the name of the gods, do not let yourself so ruthlessly cast this man out unburied. Do not in any way let the violence of your hatred overcome you [1335] so much that you trample justice [dikê] under foot. To me, too, this man was once the most hostile enemy in the army from the day on which I beat him for possession of Achilles' arms. Yet for all that he was hostile towards me, I would not dishonor [verb from timê] him in return or refuse to admit [1340] that in all our Greek force at Troy he was, in my view, the best and bravest, excepting Achilles. It would not be just [dikê], then, that he should be dishonored [verb from timê] by you. It is not he, but the laws given by the gods that you would damage. When a good man is dead, there is no justice [word from dikê] [1345] in doing him harm, not even if you hate him.

Agamemnon
You, Odysseus--do you champion him against me in this battle?

Odysseus
I do, though I did hate him, when it was honorable for me to hate.

Agamemnon
But should you not also trample him now that he is dead?

Odysseus
Do not take delight, son of Atreus, in that superiority which brings no honor.

Agamemnon
[1350] Reverence, I tell you, is not easily practiced by the autocrat [turannos].

Odysseus
But it is easy to grant dispensations to friends [philos, plural] when they advise well.

Agamemnon
A good man should listen to those in charge [telos].

Odysseus
Stop! Your power is victorious when you surrender to your friends [philos, plural].

Agamemnon
Remember to what sort of man you show this kindness!

Odysseus
[1355] The man was once my enemy [ekhthros], yes, but he was also noble.

Agamemnon
Why do you do this? Why do you so respect an enemy's [ekhthros] corpse?

Odysseus
I yield to his excellence [aretê] much more than his hostility [noun from ekhthros].

Agamemnon
Men who act as you do are the unstable sort in humankind.

Odysseus
Quite the majority of men, I assure you, are friendly [philos] at one time, and bitter at another.

Agamemnon
[1360] So then, are these the type of friends [philos, plural] that you recommend we make?

Odysseus
It is not my habit to recommend an inflexible spirit [psukhê].

Agamemnon
You will make us appear to be cowards today.

Odysseus
On the contrary, we will be men of justice [word from dikê] in the eyes of all the Greeks.

Agamemnon
Then do you truly urge me to allow the burying of the dead?

Odysseus
[1365] Yes, for I too shall come to that necessity.

Agamemnon
How true it is that in all things alike each man works [verb from ponos] for himself!

Odysseus
And for whom should I work [verb from ponos] more than for myself?

Agamemnon
It must be called your doing then, not mine.

Odysseus
However you do it, in all respects you will at least prove beneficent.

Agamemnon
[1370] In any case, be quite certain that to you I would grant a larger favor [kharis] than this. To that man, however, as on earth, so below I give my hatred. But you can do what you will. (Exit Agamemnon.)

Chorus
Whoever denies, Odysseus, that you were born wise [sophos] in judgment [1375] is a total fool since you have shown it just now.

Odysseus
And now I announce that from this point on I am ready to be Teucer's friend [philos] as much as I was once his enemy [ekhthros]. And I would like to join in the burying of your dead and share your labors [verb from ponos], omitting no service [verb from ponos] [1380] which mortals should render to their best [aristos] and bravest warriors.

Teucer
Good Odysseus, I have only praise for your words. You have greatly belied my fears. Of all the Greeks you were his deadliest enemy, and yet you alone have stood by him with helping hand and did not come here and allow yourself in life [1385] to violate [verb from hubris] the dead Ajax ruthlessly, as did the crazed general who came, since he and his brother wanted to cast out the outraged corpse without burial. Therefore may the Father supreme on Olympus above us, [1390] and the unforgetting Fury and Justice [Dikê] the Fulfiller destroy them for their wickedness [kakos] with wicked [kakos] deaths, just as they sought to cast this man out with unmerited, outrageous mistreatment.

But you, progeny of aged Laertes, I hesitate to permit you to touch the corpse in burial, [1395] lest I so give algos to the dead. In all other tasks do indeed be our partner. And if you wish to bring any soldier of the army with you, he shall be welcome. For the rest, I will make all things ready. But you, Odysseus, know that to us you have been a good and noble friend.

Odysseus
[1400] It was my wish to help, but if it is not pleasing [philos] to you that I should assist here, I accept your decision and depart. (Exit Odysseus.)

Teucer
Enough. Already the interval has been long drawn out. Come, hurry some of you to dig the hollow grave; others erect the [1405] cauldron wrapped in fire on its high stand for prompt preparation of the ritual cleansing. Let another company bring from the tent the finery [kosmos] which he wore in battle beneath his shield. And you, too, child, with such strength as you have [1410] lay a loving [philos] hand upon your father and help me to lighten his body; for his channels are still warm and spray upwards the dark force of his spirit.

Come, come everyone who claims to be our friend [philos], start forward and move on, [1415] laboring [verb from ponos] in service to this man of perfect excellence. To a nobler man such service has never yet been rendered [--nobler than Ajax when he lived, I mean].

Chorus
Many things, I tell you, can be known through mortal eyes; but before he sees it happening, no one can foretell [be a mantis][1420] the future, or what his fate will be.
AGAMEMNON

BY AESCHYLUS

Translation of Herbert Weir Smyth

Upon the roof of the palace of Agamemnon at Argos.

Watchman

I ask the gods for release from these ordeals [ponoi] of mine, throughout this long year’s watch, in which, lying upon the palace roof of the Atreidae, upon my bent arm, like a dog, I have learned to know well the gathering of the night´s stars, those radiant potentates conspicuous in the firmament, 5 bringers of winter and summer to mankind.

So now I am still watching for the signal [sumbolon] of the flame, the gleaming fire that is to bring news from Troy and 10 tidings of its capture. For thus commands my Queen, woman in passionate heart and man in strength of purpose. And whenever I make here my bed, restless and dank with dew and unvisited by dreams—for instead of sleep fear stands ever by my side, 15 so that I cannot close my eyelids fast in sleep—and whenever I care to sing or hum (and thus apply an antidote of song to ward off drowsiness), then my tears start forth, as I bewail the fortunes of this house of ours, not ordered for the best as in days gone by. 20 But tonight may there come a happy release from these ordeals [ponoi] of mine! May the fire with its glad tidings flash through the gloom!

The signal fire suddenly flashes out.

Oh welcome, you blaze in the night, a light as if of day, you harbinger of the setting up [kata-stasis] of many khoroi in Argos in thanksgiving for this glad event!

25 Iou! Iou! To Agamemnon’s Queen I thus make a signal [sêmainô] to rise from her bed, and as quickly as she can to utter in a proper way [euphêmeô ]
 in her palace halls a shout of ololu in welcome of this fire, if the city of Ilium 30 truly is taken, as this beacon unmistakably announces. And I will join the khoros in a prelude upon my own account; for my lord’s lucky roll of the dice I shall count to my own score, now that this beacon has thrown me triple six. Ah well, may the master of the house come home and may 35 I clasp his welcome hand in mine! For the rest I stay silent; a great ox stands upon my tongue—yet the house itself, could it but speak, might tell a plain enough tale; since, for my part, by my own choice I have words for those who know, and to those who do not know, I am without memory.

He descends by an inner stairway. The chorus of Argive Elders enters.

Chorus

anapests

40 This is now the tenth year since Priam’s mighty adversary, King Menelaus, and with him King Agamemnon, the mighty pair of Atreus’ sons, joined in honor of throne and scepter by Zeus, 45 set forth from this land with an army of a thousand ships manned by Argives, a warrior force to champion their cause. Loud rang the battle-cry they uttered in their rage, just as eagles scream which, 50 in lonely grief for their brood, rowing with the oars of their wings, wheel high over their nests, because they have wasted the toil [ponos] of guarding their nurslings’ nest.

55 But some one of the powers supreme—Apollo perhaps or Pan, or Zeus—hears the shrill wailing scream of the clamorous birds, these sojourners in his realm, and against the transgressors sends an Erinys
 at last though late. 60 Even so Zeus, whose power is over all, Zeus lord of xenoi, sends the sons of Atreus against Alexander, so that for the sake of a woman with many a husband he may inflict many and wearying struggles—when the knee is pressed in the dust and 65 the spear is splintered in the onset—on Danaans and on Trojans alike. The case now stands where it stands—it moves to fulfillment [telos] at its destined end. Not by offerings burned in secret, not by secret libations, 70 not by tears, shall man soften the stubborn wrath of unsanctified sacrifices.

But we, incapable of service by reason of our aged frame, discarded from that martial mustering of long ago, wait here at home, 75 supporting on our canes a strength like a child’s. For just as the vigor of youth, leaping up within the breast, is like that of old age, since the war-god is not in his place; so extreme age, its leaves 80 already withering, goes its way on triple feet, and, no better than a child, wanders, a dream that is dreamed by day.

But, O daughter of Tyndareos, Queen Clytemnestra, 85 what has happened? What news do you have? On what intelligence and convinced by what report do you send about your messengers to command sacrifice? For all the gods our city worships, the gods supreme, the gods below, 90 the gods of the heavens and of the agorâ, have their altars ablaze with offerings. Now here, now there, the flames rise high as heaven, yielding 95 to the soft and guileless persuasion of holy ointment, the sacrificial oil itself brought from the inner chambers of the palace. Of all this declare whatever you can and dare reveal, and be a healer of my uneasy heart. 100 This now at one moment bodes ill, while then again hope, shining with kindly light from the sacrifices, wards off the biting care of the sorrow that gnaws my heart.

strophe 1

I have the authority to proclaim the augury of power [kratos] given on their way 105 to princely men—since my age still breathes Persuasion upon me from the gods, the strength of song—how the twin-throned power [kratos] of the Achaeans, 110 the single-minded captains of Hellas’ youth, with avenging spear and arm against the Teucrian land, was sent off by the inspiriting omen appearing to the kings of the ships—kingly birds, 115 one black, one white of tail, near the palace, on the spear-hand, in a conspicuous place, devouring a hare with offspring unborn 120 caught in the last effort to escape.

Sing the song of woe, the song of woe, but may the good prevail!

antistrophe 1

Then the wise seer of the host, noticing how the two warlike sons of Atreus were two in temper, recognized the devourers of the hare as the leaders of the army, and 125 thus interpreted the portent and spoke: “In time those who here issue forth shall seize Priam’s town, and fate shall violently ravage before its towered walls all the public store of cattle. 130 Only may no jealous god-sent wrath glower upon the embattled host, the mighty bit forged for Troy’s mouth, and strike it before it reaches its goal! 135 For, in her pity, holy Artemis is angry at the winged hounds of her father, for they sacrifice a wretched timorous thing, together with her young, before she has brought them forth. An abomination to her is the eagles’ feast.”

Sing the song of woe, the song of woe, but may the good prevail!

epode

140 “Although, O Lovely One, you are so gracious to the tender whelps of fierce lions, and take delight in the suckling young of every wild creature that roams the field, promise that the issue be brought to pass in accordance with these signs [sumbola], portents 145 auspicious yet filled with ill. And I implore Paean, the healer, that she may not raise adverse gales with long delay to stay the Danaan fleet from putting forth, 150 urging another sacrifice, one that knows no law, unsuited for feast, worker of family strife, dissolving wife’s reverence for husband. For there abides mênis—155 terrible, not to be suppressed, a treacherous guardian of the home, a wrath that never forgets and that exacts vengeance for a child.”

Such utterances of doom, derived from auguries on the march, together with many blessings, did Kalkhas proclaim to the royal house; and in accord with this.

Sing the song of woe, the song of woe, but may the good prevail!

strophe 2

160 Zeus, whoever he may be—if by this name it pleases him to be invoked, by this name I call to him—as I weigh all things in the balance, I have nothing to compare 165 save “Zeus,” if in truth I must cast aside this vain burden from my heart.

antistrophe 2

He who once was mighty, swelling with insolence for every fight, 170 he shall not even be named as having ever existed; and he who arose later, he has met his overthrower and is past and gone. But whoever, heartily taking thought beforehand, sings a victory song for Zeus, 175 he shall gain wisdom altogether.

strophe 3

Zeus, who sets mortals on the path to understanding, Zeus, who has established this as a fixed law: “Learning comes by suffering [pathos].” But even as the ordeal [ponos], bringing memory of pain, drips over the mind in sleep, 180 so equilibrium [being sôphrôn] comes to men, whether they want it or not. Violent, it seems to me, is the kharis of daimones enthroned upon their awesome seats.

antistrophe 3

So then the captain of the Achaean ships, the elder of the two—185 holding no seer at fault, bending to the adverse blasts of fortune, when the Achaean people, on the shore over against Khalkis 190 in the region where Aulis’ tides surge to and fro, were very distressed by opposing winds and failing stores;

strophe 4

and the breezes that blew from the Strymon, bringing harmful leisure, hunger, and tribulation of spirit in a cruel port, idle wandering of men, and sparing neither ship 195 nor cable, began, by doubling the season of their stay, to rub away and wither the flower of Argos; and when the seer, pointing to Artemis as cause, proclaimed to the chieftains another remedy, 200 more oppressive even than the bitter storm, so that the sons of Atreus struck the ground with their canes and did not stifle their tears—

antistrophe 4

205 then the elder king spoke and said: “It is a hard fate to refuse obedience, and hard, if I must slay my child, the glory of my home, and at the altar-side stain 210 a father’s hand with streams of virgin’s blood. Which of these courses is not filled with evil? How can I become a deserter to my fleet and fail my allies in arms? 215 For that they should with all too impassioned passion crave a sacrifice to lull the winds—even a virgin’s blood—stands within their right. May all be for the best.”

strophe 5

But when he had donned the yoke of Necessity, with veering of mind, 220 impious, unholy, unsanctified, from then he changed his intention and began to conceive that deed of uttermost audacity. For wretched delusion, counselor of ill, primal source of woe, makes man bold. So then he hardened his heart to sacrifice his daughter 225 so that he might further a war waged to avenge a woman, and as an offering for the voyaging of a fleet!

antistrophe 5

For her supplications, her cries of “Father,” and her virgin life, 230 the commanders in their eagerness for war cared nothing. Her father, after a prayer, told his ministers to raise her—fallen about her robes, she lay face-down 235 in supplication with all her thûmos—to lift her like a young goat, high above the altar; and with a gag upon her lovely mouth to hold back the shouted curse against her house—

strophe 6

by the bit’s strong and stifling might. Then, as she shed to earth her saffron robe, she 240 struck each of her sacrificers with a glance from her eyes beseeching pity, looking as if in a drawing, wishing she could speak; for she had often sung where men met at her father’s hospitable table, 245 and with her virgin voice would lovingly honor her dear father’s prayer for blessing at the third libation.

antistrophe 6

What happened next I did not see and do not tell.
 The art of Kalkhas was not unfulfilled. 250 Justice [Dikê] inclines her scales so that wisdom comes at the price of suffering [pathos]. But the future, that you shall know when it occurs; till then, leave it be—it is just as someone weeping ahead of time. Clear it will come, together with the light of dawn.

Clytemnestra enters.

255 But as for what shall follow, may the issue be happy, even as she wishes, our sole guardian here, the bulwark of the Apian land, who stands nearest to our lord. I have come, Clytemnestra, in obedience to your royal power [kratos], for it is dikê to do homage to the consort of a sovereign prince 260 when her lord’s throne is tenantless. Now whether the news you have heard is good or ill, and you do make sacrifice with hopes that herald gladness, I wish to hear; yet, if you would keep silence, I make no complaint.

Clytemnestra

As herald of gladness, with the proverb, 265 “May Dawn be born from her mother Night!” You shall hear joyful news surpassing all your hopes: the Argives have taken Priam’s town!

Chorus

What have you said? The meaning of your words has escaped me, so incredible they seemed.

Clytemnestra

I said that Troy is in the hands of the Achaeans. Is my meaning clear?

Chorus

270 Joy steals over me, and it challenges my tears.

Clytemnestra

Sure enough, for your eye betrays your loyal heart.

Chorus

What then is the proof? Have you evidence of this?

Clytemnestra

I have, indeed; unless some god has played me false.

Chorus

Do you believe the persuasive visions of dreams?

Clytemnestra

275 I would not heed the fancies of a slumbering brain.

Chorus

But can it be some pleasing rumor that has fed your hopes? Clytemnestra

Truly you scorn my understanding as if it were a child’s.

Chorus

But at what time was the city destroyed?

Clytemnestra

In the night, I say, that has but now given birth to this day here.

Chorus

280 And what messenger could reach here with such speed?

Clytemnestra

Hephaistos, from Ida speeding forth his brilliant blaze. Beacon passed beacon on to us by courier-flame: Ida, to the Hermaian crag in Lemnos; to the mighty blaze upon the island succeeded, third, 285 the summit of Athos sacred to Zeus; and, soaring high aloft so as to leap across the sea, the flame, travelling joyously onward in its strength...

[There is a gap in the text.]

...the pinewood torch, its golden-beamed light, as another sun, passing the message on to the watchtowers of Makistos. 290 He, delaying not nor carelessly overcome by sleep, did not neglect his part as messenger. Far over Euripos’ stream came the beacon-light and signaled [sêmainô] to the watchmen on Messapion. They, kindling a heap of 295 withered heather, lit up their answering blaze and sped the message on. The flame, now gathering strength and in no way dimmed, like a radiant moon overleaped the plain of Asopos to Kithairon’s ridges, and roused another relay of missive fire. 300 Nor did the warders there disdain the far-flung light, but made a blaze higher than their commands. Across Gorgopis’ water shot the light, reached the mount of Aigiplanktos, and urged the ordinance of fire to make no delay. 305 Kindling high with unstinted force a mighty beard of flame, they sped it forward so that, as it blazed, it passed even the headland that looks upon the Saronic gulf; until it swooped down when it reached the lookout, near to our city, upon the peak of Arakhnaion; and 310 next upon this roof of the Atreidae it leapt, this very fire not undescended from the Idaean flame.

Such are the torch-bearers I have arranged—in succession one to the other completing the course; and the victor is he who ran both first and last. 315 This is the kind of proof and token [sumbolon] I give you, the message of my lord from Troy to me.

Chorus

Lady, my prayers of thanksgiving to the gods I will offer soon. But as I would like to hear and satisfy my wonder at your tale straight through to the end, so may you tell it yet again.

Clytemnestra

320 This day the Achaeans hold Troy. Within the town there sounds loud, I believe, a clamor of voices that will not blend. Pour vinegar and oil into the same vessel and you will say that, as foes, they keep apart; so the cries of vanquished and victors greet the ear, 325 distinct as their fortunes are diverse. Those, flung upon the corpses of their husbands and their brothers, children upon the bodies of their aged fathers who gave them life, bewail from lips no longer free the death of their most philoi, while these—330 a night of restless labor [ponos] after battle sets them down famished to breakfast on such fare as the town affords; not faring according to rank, but as each man has drawn his lot by chance. 335 And even now they are quartered in the captured Trojan homes, delivered from the frosts and dew of the naked sky, and like happy men will sleep all the night without a guard.

Now if they are reverent towards the gods of the town—those of the conquered land—and towards their shrines, 340 the captors shall not be made captives in their turn. Only may no mad impulse first assail the army, overmastered by greed, to pillage what they should not! For to win the salvation [sôtêriâ] of nostos they need to travel back the other length of their double course. 345 But even if, without having offended the gods, our troops should reach home, the grievous suffering of the dead might still remain awake—if no fresh disaster happens. These are my woman’s words; but may the good prevail clearly for all to see! 350 For, choosing thus, I have chosen the enjoyment of many a blessing.

Chorus

Lady, you speak as wisely as a balanced [sôphrôn] man. And, for my part, now that I have listened to your certain proofs, I prepare to address due prayers of thanksgiving to the gods; for a success has been achieved that is not without tîmê in return [kharis] for the ordeal [ponos].

anapests

355 Hail, sovereign Zeus, and you kindly Night, possessor of the great kosmoi, you who cast your meshed snare upon the towered walls of Troy, so that neither old nor young could overleap 360 the huge enslaving net of all-conquering Atê. I revere great Zeus of xenoi—he who has brought this to pass. He long kept his bow bent against Alexander 365 until his bolt would neither fall short of the mark nor, flying beyond the stars, be launched in vain.

strophe 1

“The stroke of Zeus” they may call it; his hand can be traced there. As he determines, so he acts. Someone said 370 that the gods do not trouble themselves to remember mortals who trample underfoot the kharis of inviolable sanctities. But that man was impious!

Now it stands revealed! 375 The penalty for reckless crime is ruin when men breathe a spirit of arrogance above just measure, because their mansions teem with more abundance than is good for them. But let there be such wealth as brings no distress, enough to satisfy 380 a sensible man. For riches do not protect the man who in his insatiability [koros] has kicked the mighty altar of Dikê into obscurity.

antistrophe 1

385 Perverse Persuasion, the overmastering child of designing Atê, drives men on; and every remedy is futile. His evil is not hidden; it shines forth, a baleful gleam. 390 Like base metal beneath the touchstone’s rub, when tested he shows the blackness of his grain—for he is like a child who chases a winged bird—395 and upon his people he brings a taint against which there is no defense. No god listens to his prayers. The man associated with such deeds, him they destroy in his unrighteousness.

And such was Paris, who came 400 to the house of the sons of Atreus and dishonored the hospitality of his host by stealing away a wedded wife.

strophe 2

405 But she, bequeathing to her people the clang of shield and spear and army of fleets, and bringing to Ilium destruction in place of dowry, with light step she passed through the gates—daring a deed undareable. Then loud wailed the spokesmen [prophêtês pl.] of the house, crying, 410 “Alas, alas, for the home, the home, and for the princes! Alas for the husband’s bed and the impress of her form so dear! He sits apart in the anguish of his grief, silent, dishonored but making no reproach. In his yearning for her who sped beyond the sea, 415 a phantom will seem to be lord of the house. The pleasure [kharis] of fair-formed statues is hateful to him; and in the hunger of his eyes all loveliness [Aphrodite] is departed.

antistrophe 2

420 Apparitions causing sorrow [penthos] come to him in dreams, bringing only vain kharis; for vainly, whenever in his imagination a man sees delights, 425 immediately the vision, slipping through his arms, is gone, winging its flight along the paths of sleep.” Such are the sorrows [akhos pl.] at hearth and home, but there are sorrows surpassing these; and at large, in every house of all who went forth together from the land of Hellas, 430 unbearable grief [penthos pl.] is seen. Many things pierce the heart. Each knows whom he sent forth. But to the home of each come 435 urns and ashes, not living men.

strophe 3

Ares barters the bodies of men for gold; he holds his balance in the contest of the spear; and 440 back from Ilium to their loved ones he sends a heavy dust passed through his burning, a dust cried over with plenteous tears, in place of men sending well-made urns with ashes. 445 So they lament, praising now this one: “How skilled in battle!” now that one: “Fallen nobly in the carnage”. “For another’s wife,” some mutter in secret, and 450 grief charged with resentment spreads stealthily against the sons of Atreus, champions in the strife. But there far from home, around the city’s walls, those in their beauty’s bloom have graves in Ilium—455 the enemy’s soil has covered its conquerors.

antistrophe 3

Dangerous is a people’s voice charged with anger—it acts as a curse of publicly ratified doom. 460 In anxious fear I wait to hear something shrouded still in gloom. The gods are not blind to men with blood upon their hands. In the end the black Spirits of Vengeance [Erinyes] bring to obscurity that one who has prospered by renouncing Dikê and 465 wear down his fortunes by reverse. Once a man is among the unseen, there is no more help for him. Glory in excess is fraught with peril; 470 the lofty peak is struck by Zeus’ thunderbolt. I choose prosperity [olbos] unassailed by envy. May I not be a sacker of cities, and may I not myself be despoiled and live to see my own life in another’s power!

epode

—475 Heralded by a beacon of good tidings a swift report has spread throughout the town. Yet whether it is true, or some deception of the gods, who knows?

—Who is so childish or so bereft of sense, 480 once he has let his heart be fired by sudden news of a beacon fire, to despair if the story change?

—It is just like a woman’s eager nature to yield assent to pleasing news before yet the truth is clear.

—485 Over credulous, a woman’s mind has boundaries open to quick encroachment; but quick to perish is kleos spread by a woman.

Clytemnestra

We shall soon know about this passing on of flaming lights 490 and beacon signals and fires, whether they perhaps are true [alêthês pl.] or whether, dream-like, this light’s glad coming has beguiled our senses. Look! There, I see approaching from the shore a herald crowned with boughs of olive. 495 The thirsty dust, consorting sister of the mud, assures me that neither by pantomime nor by kindling a flame of mountain wood will he signal [sêmainô] with smoke of fire. Either in plain words he will bid us to rejoice the more, or else—but I have little love for the report opposite to this! 500 May still further good be added to the good that has appeared!

Chorus

Whoever makes this prayer with other intent toward the polis, let him reap himself the fruit of his misguided purpose!

A Herald enters.

Herald

All hail, soil of Argos, land of my fathers! On this happy day in the tenth year I have come to you. 505 Many hopes have shattered, one only have I seen fulfilled; for I never dared to dream that here in this land of Argos I should die and have due portion of burial most philos to me. Now blessings on the land, blessings on the light of the sun, and blessed be Zeus, the land’s Most High, and the Pythian lord; 510 and may he launch no more his shafts against us. Enough of your hostility did you display by Scamander’s banks; but now, in other mood, be our savior [sôtêr] and our healer, O lord Apollo. And the gods of the gathering [agôn], I greet them all; him, too, my own patron, 515 Hermes, beloved herald, of heralds all revered; and the cult-heroes [hêrôes] who sent us forth—I pray that they may receive back in kindliness the remnant of the host which has escaped the spear.

Hail, halls of our Kings, beloved roofs, and you august seats, and you daimones that face the sun, 520 if ever you did in days gone by, now after long lapse of years, with gladness in your eyes give fine welcome to your King. For bearing light in darkness to you and to all assembled here alike, he has returned—Agamemnon, our King. Oh, greet him well, as is right, 525 since he has uprooted Troy with the mattock of Zeus the Avenger, with which her soil has been uptorn. Demolished are the altars and the shrines of her gods; and the seed of her whole land has been wasted utterly. Upon the neck of Troy he has cast such a yoke. 530 Now he has come home, our King, Atreus’ elder son, a fortunate [eudaimôn] man, worthy of honor beyond all living men. For neither Paris nor his partner city can boast that the deed [drâma] was greater than the suffering [pathos]. Convicted for robbery and for theft as well, 535 he has lost the plunder and has razed in utter destruction his father’s house and even the land. The sons of Priam have paid a twofold penalty for their errors.

Chorus

Joy to you, Herald from the Achaean host!

Herald

I do rejoice. I will no longer refuse to die, if that pleases the gods.

Chorus

540 Was it yearning for this your fatherland that wore you out?

Herald

Yes, so that my eyes are filled with tears for joy.

Chorus

It was then a pleasing malady from which you suffered.

Herald

How so? Teach me, and I shall master what you say.

Chorus

You were smitten with desire for those who returned your love.

Herald

545 Do you mean that our land longed for the longing host?

Chorus

So longed that often from a darkly brooding spirit I have sighed.

Herald

Where did this gloom of melancholy upon your spirit come from?

Chorus

Long since have I found silence an antidote to harm.

Herald

How so? Did you fear anyone when our princes were gone?

Chorus

550 In such fear that now, in your own words, even death would be a great favor [kharis].

Herald

Yes, all’s well, well ended. Yet, of what occurred in the long years, one might well say that part fell out happily, and part in turn amiss. But who, unless he is a god, is free from suffering all his days? 555 For were I to recount our hardships and our wretched quarters, the scanty space and the sorry berths—what did we not have to complain of? Then again, ashore, there was still worse to loathe; for we had to lie down close to the enemy’s walls, 560 and the drizzling from the sky and the dews from the meadows distilled upon us, working constant destruction to our clothes and filling our hair with vermin.

And if one were to tell of the wintry cold, past all enduring, when Ida’s snow slew the birds; 565 or of the heat, when upon his waveless noonday couch, windless the sea [pontos] sank to sleep—but why should we bewail all this? Our ordeal [ponos] is past; past for the dead so that they will never care even to wake to life again. 570 Why should we count the number of the slain, or why should the living feel pain at their past harsh fortunes? Our misfortunes should, in my opinion, bid us a long farewell. For us, the remnant of the Argive host, the gain has the advantage and the loss does not bear down the scale; 575 so that, as we speed over land and sea, it is fitting that we on this bright day make this boast: “The Argive army, having taken Troy at last, has nailed up these spoils to be a glory for the gods throughout Hellas in their shrines from days of old.” 580 Whoever hears the story of these deeds must extol the city and the leaders of her host; and the kharis of Zeus that brought them to accomplishment shall receive its due measure of gratitude. There, you have heard all that I have to say.

Chorus

Your words have proved me wrong. I do not deny it; for the old have ever enough youth to learn aright. 585 But these tidings should have most interest for the household and Clytemnestra, and at the same time enrich me.

Clytemnestra enters.

Clytemnestra

I raised a shout of triumph in my joy long before this, when the first flaming messenger arrived by night, telling that Ilium was captured and overthrown. 590 Then there were some who chided me and said: “Are you so convinced by beacon-fires as to think that Troy has now been sacked? Truly, it is just like a woman to be elated in heart.” By such taunts I was made to seem as if my wits were wandering. Nevertheless I still held on with my sacrifice, and throughout all the quarters of the city, according to their womanly custom, 595 they uttered in a proper way [euphêmeô] a shout of happy praise while in the shrines of the gods they lulled to rest the fragrant spice-fed flame.

So now why should you rehearse to me the account at length? From the King himself I shall hear the whole tale; 600 but I should hasten to welcome my honored lord best on his return. For what joy is sweeter in a woman’s eyes than to unbar the gates for her husband when the god has given him salvation from war? Give this message to my lord: 605 let him come with all speed, his country’s fond desire, come to find at home his wife faithful, even as he left her, a watchdog of his house, loyal to him, a foe to those who wish him ill; yes, for the rest, unchanged in every part; 610 in all this length of time never having broken any seal [sêmantêrion]. Of pleasure from any other man or of scandalous repute I know no more than of dyeing bronze.

She exits.

Herald

A boast like this, loaded full with truth [alêtheia], does not shame the speech of a noble wife.

Chorus

615 Thus has she spoken for your schooling, but speciously for those that can interpret right. But, Herald, say—I want to hear of Menelaus. Has he, our land’s own power [kratos], achieved a nostos and a way of salvation back home?

Herald

620 It would be impossible to report false news as fair so that those I love should take pleasure for long.

Chorus

Oh if only you could tell tidings true [alêthês] yet good! It is not easy to conceal when true and good are split apart.

Herald

The prince was swept from the sight of the Achaean host, 625 himself, and his ship likewise. I speak no lies.

Chorus

Did he put forth in sight of all from Ilium, or did a storm, distressing all in common, snatch him from the fleet?

Herald

Like master bowman you have hit the mark; a long tale of distress have you told in brief.

Chorus

630 Did the general voice of other voyagers bring news of him as alive or dead?

Herald

None knows to give clear report of this—except only the Sun that fosters life upon the earth.

Chorus

How then do you say 635 the storm rose by the anger of the daimones upon the naval host and passed away?

Herald

An auspiciously spoken-of [euphêmos] day one should not pollute with a tale of misfortune—the tîmê due to the gods keeps them apart. When a messenger with gloomy countenance reports to a people dire disaster of its army’s rout—640 one common wound inflicted on the polis, while from many a home many a victim is devoted to death by the two-handled whip beloved of Ares, destruction [atê] double-armed, a gory pair—when, I say, he is packed with woes like this, 645 he should sing the triumph-song of the Avenging Spirits [Erinyes].

But when one comes with glad news of salvation [sôtêriâ] to a city rejoicing in its happiness—how shall I mix fair with foul in telling of the storm, not unprovoked by the gods’ mênis, that broke upon the Achaeans? 650 For fire and sea, beforehand bitterest of foes, swore alliance and as proof destroyed the unhappy Argive army. In the nighttime arose the mischief from the cruel swells. Beneath blasts from Thrace ship dashed against ship; 655 and they, gored violently by the furious hurricane and rush of pelting rain, were swept out of sight by the whirling gust of an evil shepherd. But when the radiant light of the sun rose we beheld the Aegean flowering with corpses 660 of Achaean men and wreckage of ships. Ourselves, however, and our ship, its hull unshattered, some power, divine not human, preserved by stealth or intercession, laying hand upon its helm; and Fortune the Savior [sôtêr] chose to sit aboard our craft 665 so that it should neither take in the swelling surf at anchorage nor drive upon a rock-bound coast. Then, having escaped Hades of the sea [pontos], in the clear bright day, scarce crediting our fortune, we brooded in anxious thought over our latest pathos, 670 our fleet distressed and sorely buffeted. So now, if any of them still draw the breath of life, they speak of us as lost—and why should they not? We think the same of them. But may all turn out for the best! For Menelaus, indeed—675 first and foremost expect him to return. At least if some beam of the sun investigates and finds [historeô] him alive and well, by the design of Zeus, who has not yet decided utterly to destroy the family, there is some hope that he will come home again. 680 Hearing so much, be assured that you hear the truth [alêthês].

He exits.

Chorus

strophe 1

Who can have given a name so altogether true—was it some power invisible guiding his tongue aright by forecasting of destiny?—685 who named that bride of the spear and source of strife with the name of Helen? For, true to her name, a Hell she proved to ships, Hell to men, Hell to city, 690 when stepping forth from her luxuriant [habros] and costly-curtained bower, she sailed the sea before the breath of earth-born Zephyros. And after her a goodly host of warrior 695 huntsmen followed on the oars’ vanished track in pursuit of a quarry that had beached its boat on Simois’ leafy banks—in a conflict [eris] to end in blood.

antistrophe 1

To Ilium, its purpose fulfilling, 700 the goddess Mênis brought a marriage rightly named a mourning, exacting in later requital for the dishonor done to hospitality and to Zeus, the partaker of the hearth, 705 upon those who with loud voice celebrated the song in honor of the bride, even the bridegroom’s kin to whom it fell that day to raise the marriage-hymn. 710 But Priam’s city has learned, in her old age, an altered strain, and now, I trust, wails a loud song, full of lamentation, calling Paris “evil-wed”; for she has borne the burden of a life in which everything was destroyed, a life full of lamentation because of 715 the wretched slaughter of her sons.

strophe 2

Even so
 a man reared in his house a lion’s whelp, robbed of its mother’s milk yet still desiring the breast. Gentle it was 720 in the prelude of its life, kindly to children, and a delight to the old. Much did it get, held in arms like a nursling child, with its 725 bright eye turned toward his hand, and fawning under compulsion of its belly’s need.

antistrophe 2

But brought to full growth by time it demonstrated [verb of apodeixis] the nature it had from its parents. Unbidden, in return [kharis] for its fostering, 730 it prepared a feast with a slaughter of destruction [atê] inflicted on the flocks; so that the house was defiled with blood, and they that lived there could not control their anguish, and great was the carnage far and wide. 735 A priest of Derangement [atê], by order of a god, it was reared in the house.

strophe 3

At first, I would say, there came to Ilium the spirit of unruffled calm, 740 a delicate ornament of wealth, a darter of soft glances from the eye, love’s flower that stings the heart. Then, swerving from her course, she brought 745 her marriage to a bitter end, sped on to the children of Priam under escort of Zeus, the warder of host and guest, ruining her sojourn and her companions, a vengeful Fury [Erinys] to be lamented by mourning brides.

antistrophe 3

750 A venerable utterance proclaimed of old has been fashioned among mankind: the prosperity [olbos] of man, when it has come to fulfillment [telos], engenders offspring and does not die childless, 755 and from his good fortune there springs up insatiable misery.

But I hold my own mind and think apart from other men. It is the evil deed that afterwards begets more iniquity 760 like its own breed; but when a house has straight dikê, the lot of its children is blessed always.

strophe 4

But an old Hubris tends to give birth, 765 in evil men, sooner or later, at the fated hour of birth, to a young Hubris and that irresistible, unconquerable, unholy daimôn, Recklessness, 770 and black spirits of Derangement [atê] upon the household, which resemble their parents.

antistrophe 4

But Dikê shines in smoke-begrimed dwellings 775 and esteems the virtuous man. From gilded mansions, where men’s hands are foul, she departs with averted eyes and makes her way to pure homes; she does not worship the power 780 of wealth stamped counterfeit [para-sêmos] by the praise [ainos] of men, and she guides all things to their proper end.

Enter Agamemnon and Cassandra, in a chariot, with a numerous retinue.

anapests

All hail, my King, sacker of Troy, offspring of Atreus! 785 How shall I greet you? How shall I do you homage, not overshooting or running short of the due measure of kharis? Many of mortal men put appearance before truth and thereby transgress dikê. 790 Every one is ready to heave a sigh over the unfortunate, but no sting of true sorrow reaches the heart; and in seeming sympathy they join in others’ joy, forcing their faces into smiles. 795 But whoever is a discerning shepherd of his flock cannot be deceived by men’s eyes which, while they feign loyalty of heart, only fawn upon him with watery affection [philotês]. Now in the past, when you marshaled the army in Helen’s cause, 800 you were depicted in my eyes—for I will not hide it from you—most ungracefully and as not rightly guiding the helm of your mind in seeking through your sacrifices to bring courage to dying men. 805 But now, from the depth of my heart and with no lack of love...

[There is a gap in the text.]

...their ordeal [ponos] is joy to those who have won success. In course of time you shall learn by enquiry which ones of the citizens have with dikê, and which ones with no true aim, served as guardians of the city.

Agamemnon

810 Argos first, as is dikê and proper, I greet, and her local gods who have helped me to my nostos and to the justice [dikê] I exacted from Priam’s city. For listening to no pleadings [dikê pl.] by word of mouth, without dissenting voice, they cast into the 815 bloody urn their ballots for the murderous destroying of Ilium; but to the urn of acquittal that no hand filled, Hope alone drew near. The smoke even now is a proper signal [eu-sêmos] of the city’s fall. The blasts of Destruction [atê] still live, and 820 the embers, as they die, breathe forth rich fumes of wealth. For this success we should render to the gods a return in ever-mindful kharis, seeing that we have thrown round the city the toils of vengeance, and in a woman’s cause it has been laid low by the fierce Argive beast, 825 brood of the horse, a shield-armed folk, that launched its leap when the Pleiades waned. Vaulting over its towered walls, the ravening lion lapped up his fill of the blood of turannoi.

For the gods then I have stretched out this prelude. 830 But, touching your sentiments—which I heard and still bear in memory—I both agree and you have in me an advocate. For few there are among men in whom it is inborn to admire without envy the good fortune of a philos. For the venom of malevolence settles upon the heart and 835 doubles the burden of him who suffers from that plague: he is himself weighed down by his own calamity, and groans to see another’s prosperity [olbos]. From knowledge—for well I know the mirror of companionship—I may call an image of a shade 840 those who feigned exceeding loyalty to me. Only Odysseus, the very man who sailed against his will, once harnessed, proved my zealous yoke-fellow. This I affirm of him whether he is alive or dead.

But, for the rest, in what concerns the polis and public worship, 845 we shall appoint public debates in assembly [agônes] and consider. Where all goes well, we must take counsel so that it may long endure; but whenever there is need of healing remedy, we will by kind appliance of cautery or the knife 850 endeavor to avert the mischief of the disease.

And now I will pass to my palace halls and to my household hearth, and first of all pay greeting to the gods. They who sent me forth have brought me home again. May victory, now that it has attended me, remain ever with me constant to the end!

He descends from his chariot. Clytemnestra enters, attended by maidservants carrying purple tapestries.

Clytemnestra

855 Citizens of Argos, you Elders present here, I shall not be ashamed to confess in your presence my fondness for my husband—with time diffidence dies away in humans.

Untaught by others, I can tell of my own weary life 860 all the long while this my lord was beneath Ilium’s walls. First and foremost, it is a terrible evil for a wife to sit forlorn at home, severed from her husband, forever hearing malignant rumors manifold, and for one messenger after another 865 to come bearing tidings of disaster, each worse than the last, and cry them to the household. And as for wounds, had my lord received so many as rumor kept pouring into the house, no net would have been pierced so full of holes as he. Or if he had died as often as reports claimed, 870 then truly he might have had three bodies—a second Geryon—and have boasted of having taken on him a triple cover of earth—ample that above; of that below I speak not—one death for each different shape. Because of such malignant tales as these, 875 many times others have had to loose the high-hung halter from my neck, held in its strong grip. It is for this reason, in fact, that our boy, Orestes, does not stand here beside me, as he should—he in whom are authorized the pledges of my love and yours. Nor should you think this strange. 880 For he is in the protecting care of our well-intentioned ally, Strophios of Phokis, who warned me of trouble on two scores—your own peril beneath Ilium’s walls, and then the chance that the people in clamorous revolt might overturn the Council, as it is natural 885 for men to trample all the more upon the fallen. Truly such an excuse supports no guile.

As for myself, the welling fountains of my tears are utterly dried up—not a drop remains. In nightlong vigils my eyes are sore 890 with weeping for the beacon-lights set for you but always neglected. The faint whir of the buzzing gnat often woke me from dreams in which I beheld more of your sufferings [pathos pl.] than the time of sleep could have compassed.

895 But now, having borne all this, my mind freed from its sorrow [penthos], I would hail my lord here as the watchdog of the fold, the savior [sôtêr] forestay of the ship, firm-based pillar of the lofty roof, only-begotten son of a father, or land glimpsed by men at sea beyond their hope, 900 dawn most fair to look upon after storm, the gushing stream to thirsty wayfarer—sweet is it to escape all stress of need. Such truly are the greetings of which I deem him worthy. But let envy be far removed, since many were the ills 905 we endured before. And now, I pray you, philos, dismount from your car, but do not set on common earth the foot, my lord, that has trampled upon Ilium.

To her attendants.

Why this loitering, women, to whom I have assigned the task to strew with tapestries the place where he shall go? 910 Quick! With purple let his path be strewn, that Dikê may usher him into a home he never hoped to see. The rest my unslumbering vigilance shall order duly—if it please the god—even as is ordained.

Agamemnon

Offspring of Leda, guardian of my house, 915 your ainos fits well with my absence; for you have drawn it out to ample length. But becoming praise—this prize should rightly proceed from other lips. For the rest, treat me not as if I were a woman, in a luxuriant [habros] manner, nor, like some barbarian, 920 grovel before me with widemouthed acclaim; and do not draw down envy upon my path by strewing it with tapestries. It is the gods we must honor thus; but it is not possible for a mortal to tread upon embroidered fineries without fear. 925 I tell you to revere me not as a god, but as a man. Footmats and embroideries sound diverse in the voice of Rumor; to think no folly is the best gift of the gods. Only when man’s life comes full circle [telos] in prosperity dare we pronounce him blessed [olbios]; 930 and if I may act in all things as I do now, I have good confidence.

Clytemnestra

Come now, do not speak so contrary to my purpose.

Agamemnon

Purpose! Be assured that I shall not weaken mine.

Clytemnestra

You must in fear have vowed to the gods thus to act.

Agamemnon

With full knowledge I pronounced this my definitive word [telos], if ever man did.

Clytemnestra

935  What do you suppose that Priam would have done, if he had achieved your triumph?

Agamemnon

He would have set foot upon the embroideries, I certainly believe.

Clytemnestra

Then do not be ashamed of mortal reproach.

Agamemnon

And yet a people’s voice is a mighty power.

Clytemnestra

True, yet he who is unenvied is unenviable.

Agamemnon

940 Surely it is not woman’s part to long for fighting.

Clytemnestra

True, but it is seemly for the fortunate [olbioi] to yield the victory.

Agamemnon

What? Is this the kind of victory in strife that you prize?

Clytemnestra

Oh yield! Yet of your own free will entrust the victory to me.

Agamemnon

Well, if you will have your way, 945 quick, let some one loose my sandals, which, slavelike, serve the treading of my foot! As I walk upon these purple vestments may I not be struck from afar by any glance of the gods’ jealous eye. A terrible shame it is for one’s foot to mar the resources of the house by wasting wealth and costly woven work.

950  So much for this. Receive this foreign girl into the house with kindness. A god from afar looks graciously upon a gentle master; for no one freely takes the yoke of slavery. But she, 955 the choicest flower of rich treasure, has followed in my train, my army’s gift. Since I have been subdued and must listen to you in this, I will tread upon a purple pathway as I pass to my palace halls.

Clytemnestra

There is the sea—and who shall drain it dry?—producing stain of abundant purple, costly as silver 960 and ever fresh, with which to dye our clothes; and of these our house, through the gods, has ample store; it knows no poverty. Vestments enough I would have devoted to be trampled underfoot had it been so ordered in the seat of oracles 965 when I was devising a ransom for your life [psûkhê]. For if the root still lives, leaves come again to the house and spread their over-reaching shade against the scorching dog star Sirius; so, now that you have come to hearth [hestiâ] and home, it signals [sêmainô] that warmth has come in wintertime; 970 and again, when Zeus makes wine from the bitter grape, then immediately there is coolness in the house when its rightful lord occupies his halls.

Agamemnon enters the palace.

O Zeus, Zeus, you who bring things to fulfillment [telos], fulfill my prayers! May you see to that which you mean to fulfill!

She exits.

Chorus

strophe 1

975 Why does this terror so persistently hover standing before my prophetic heart? Why does my song, unbidden and unfed, chant strains of augury? Why does assuring confidence not sit on my heart’s throne 980 and spurn the terror like an uninterpretable dream? But Time has collected the sands of the shore upon the cables cast thereon 985 when the shipborn army sped forth for Ilium.

antistrophe 1

Of their nostos I learn with my own eyes and need no other witness. 990 Yet still my thûmos within me, self-taught [auto-didaktos], intones the lyreless dirge of the Avenging Spirit [Erinys], and cannot wholly win its customary confidence of hope. 995 Not for nothing is my bosom disquieted as my heart throbs within my justly fearful phrenes in eddying tides that warn of some event. But I pray that my expectation may fall out false 1000 and not come to fulfillment.

strophe 2

Truly blooming health does not rest content within its due bounds; for disease ever presses close against it, its neighbor with a common wall. 1005 So human fortune, when holding onward in straight course, strikes upon a hidden reef. And yet, if with a well-measured throw, caution heaves overboard 1010 a portion of the gathered wealth, the whole house, with woe overladen, does not founder nor engulf the hull. Truly the generous gift from Zeus, 1015 rich and derived from yearly furrows, makes an end of the plague of famine.

antistrophe 2

But a man’s blood, once it has first fallen by murder to earth 1020 in a dark tide—who by magic spell shall call it back? Even he who possessed the skill to raise from the dead
—did not Zeus make an end of him as warning? 1025 And unless one fate ordained of the gods restrains another fate from winning the advantage, my heart would outstrip my tongue and pour forth its fears; 1030 but, as it is, it mutters only in the dark, distressed and hopeless ever to unravel anything in time when my phrên is aflame.

Clytemnestra enters.

Clytemnestra

1035 Get inside, you too, Cassandra; since it is not with mênis that Zeus has appointed you to share the holy water of a house where you may take your stand, with many another slave, at the altar of the god who guards its wealth. Get down from the car and do not be too proud; 1040 for even Alkmene’s son
, men say, once endured to be sold and to eat the bread of slavery. But if such fortune should of necessity fall to the lot of any, there is good cause for gratitude [kharis] in having masters of ancient wealth; for they who, beyond their hope, have reaped a rich harvest of possessions, 1045 are cruel to their slaves in every way, even exceeding due measure. You have from us such usage as custom [nomos] warrants.

Chorus

To Cassandra.

It is to you she has been speaking and clearly. Since you are in the toils of destiny, perhaps you will obey, if you are so inclined; but perhaps you will not.

Clytemnestra

1050 Well, if her language is not strange and foreign, even as a swallow’s, I must speak within her comprehension and move her to comply.

Chorus

Go with her. With things as they now stand, she gives you the best. Do as she bids and leave your seat in the car.

Clytemnestra

1055 I have no time to waste with this woman here outside; for already the victims stand by the central hearth awaiting the sacrifice—a grace [kharis] we never expected to be ours. As for you, if you will take any part, make no delay. 1060 But if, failing to understand, you do not catch my meaning, then, instead of speech, make a sign with your barbarian hand.

Chorus

It is an interpreter [hermêneus] and a plain one that the stranger seems to need. She bears herself like a wild creature newly captured.

Clytemnestra

No, she is mad and listens to her wild mood, 1065 since she has come here from a newly captured city, and does not know how to tolerate the bit until she has foamed away her fretfulness in blood. No! I will waste no more words upon her to be insulted thus.

She exits.

Chorus

But I will not be angry, since I pity her. 1070 Come, unhappy one, leave the car; yield to necessity and take upon you this novel yoke.

Cassandra

strophe 1

Woe, woe, woe! O Apollo, O Apollo!

Chorus

Wherefore your cry of “woe” in Loxias’
 name? 1075 He is not the kind of god that has to do with mourners.

Cassandra

antistrophe 1

Woe, woe, woe! O Apollo, O Apollo!

Chorus

Once more with ill-omened words she cries to the god who should not be present at times of lamentation.

Cassandra

strophe 2

1080 Apollo, Apollo! God of the Ways, my destroyer! For you have destroyed me this second time utterly.

Chorus

I think that she is about to prophesy about her own miseries. The divine gift still abides even in the phrên of one enslaved.

Cassandra

antistrophe 2

1085 Apollo, Apollo! God of the Ways, my destroyer! Ah, what way is this that you have brought me? To what house?

Chorus

To that of Atreus’ sons. If you do not perceive this, I’ll tell it to you. And you shall not say that it is untrue.

Cassandra

strophe 3

1090 No, no, rather to a god-hating house, a house that knows many a horrible butchery of kin, a slaughter-house of men and a floor swimming with blood.

Chorus

The stranger seems keen-scented as a hound; she is on the trail where she will discover blood.

Cassandra

antistrophe 3

1095 Here is the evidence in which I put my trust! Behold those babies bewailing their own butchery and their roasted flesh eaten by their father!

Chorus

Your kleos for reading the future had reached our ears; but we have no need of spokesmen [prophêtês pl.] here.

Cassandra

strophe 4

1100 Alas, what can she be planning? What is this fresh woe [akhos] she contrives here within, what monstrous, monstrous horror, unbearable to philoi, beyond all remedy? And help stands far away!

Chorus

1105 These prophesyings pass my comprehension; but the former I understood—the whole city rings with them.

Cassandra

antistrophe 4

Ah, damned woman, will you do this thing? Your husband, the partner of your bed, when you have cheered him with the bath, will you—how shall I tell the end [telos]? 1110 Soon it will be done. Now this hand, now that, she stretches forth!

Chorus

Not yet do I comprehend; for now, after riddles [ainigma pl.], I am bewildered by dark oracles.

Cassandra

strophe 5

Ah! Ah! What apparition is this? 1115 Is it a net of death? No, it is a snare that shares his bed, that shares the guilt of murder. Let the fatal group [stasis], insatiable [without koros] against the family, raise a shout of jubilance over a victim accursed!

Chorus

What Spirit of Vengeance [Erinys] is this that you bid 1120 raise its voice over this house? Your words do not cheer me. Back to my heart surge the drops of my pallid blood, even as when they drip from a mortal wound, ebbing away as life’s beams sink low; and Destruction [atê] comes speedily.

Cassandra

antistrophe 5

1125 Ah, ah, see there, see there! Keep the bull from his mate! She has caught him in the robe and gores him with the crafty device of her black horn! He falls in a vessel of water! It is of doom wrought by guile in a murderous cauldron that I am telling you.

Chorus

1130 I cannot boast that I am a keen judge of prophecies; but these, I think, spell some evil. But from prophecies what word of good ever comes to mortals? Through terms of evil their wordy arts 1135 bring men to know fear chanted in prophetic strains.

Cassandra

strophe 6

Alas, alas, the sorrow of my ill-starred doom! For it is my own suffering [pathos], crowning the cup, that I bewail. Ah, to what end did you bring me here, unhappy as I am? For nothing except to die—and not alone. What else?

Chorus

1140 Frenzied in phrenes you are, by some god possessed, and you wail in wild strains your own fate, like that brown bird that never ceases making lament—alas!—and in the misery of her phrenes moans Itys, Itys, 1145 throughout all her days abounding in sorrow, the nightingale
.

Cassandra

antistrophe 6

Ah, fate of the clear-voiced nightingale! The gods clothed her in a winged form and gave to her a sweet life without tears. But for me waits destruction by the two-edged sword.

Chorus

1150 From where come these vain pangs of prophecy that assail you? And why do you mold to melody these terrors with dismal cries blended with piercing strains? How do you know the bounds of the path of your 1155 ill-boding prophecy?

Cassandra

strophe 7

Ah, the marriage, the marriage of Paris, that destroyed his philoi! Ah me, Scamander, my native stream! Upon your banks in bygone days, unhappy maid, was I nurtured with fostering care; 1160 but now by Kokytos and the banks of Acheron
, I think, I soon must chant my prophecies.

Chorus

What words are these you utter, words all too plain? A newborn child hearing them could understand. I am smitten with a deadly pain, while, 1165 by reason of your cruel fortune, you cry aloud your pitiful moans that break my heart to hear.

Cassandra

antistrophe 7

O the ordeals [ponoi], the ordeals [ponoi] of my city utterly destroyed! Alas, the sacrifices my father offered, the many pasturing cattle slain to save its towers! 1170 Yet they provided no remedy to save the city from suffering even as it has; and I, my noos at boiling point, must soon fall to the ground.

Chorus

Your present speech chimes with your former strain. 1175 Surely some malignant spirit, falling upon you with heavy swoop, moves you to chant your piteous woes fraught with death. But the end I am helpless to discover.

Cassandra

And now, no more shall my prophecy peer forth from behind a veil like a new-wedded bride; 1180 but it will rush upon me clear as a fresh wind blowing against the sun’s uprising so as to dash against its rays, like a wave, a woe far mightier than mine. No more by riddles [ainigma pl.]will I put knowledge in your phrenes. And bear me witness, as, running close behind, 1185 I scent the track of crimes done long ago. For from this roof never departs a khoros chanting in unison, but singing not a happy tune; for it tells not of good. And so, gorged on human blood, so as to be the more emboldened, a reveling band [kômos] of kindred Furies [Erinyes] haunts the house, 1190 hard to drive away. Lodged within its halls they sing their hymn, the primal atê; and, each in turn, they spurn with loathing a brother’s bed, for they bitterly spurn the one who defiled it.
 Have I missed the mark, or, like a true archer, do I strike my quarry? 1195 Or am I prophet of lies, a door-to-door babbler? Bear witness upon your oath that I know the deeds of error, ancient in story, of this house.

Chorus

How could an oath, a pledge although given in honor, effect any cure? Yet I marvel at you that, 1200 though bred beyond the sea [pontos], you speak truth of a foreign polis, even as if you had been present there.

Cassandra

The seer Apollo appointed me to this office.

Chorus

Can it be that he, a god, was smitten with desire?

Cassandra

Before now I was ashamed [aidôs] to speak of this.

Chorus

1205 In prosperity everyone becomes delicate [habros].

Cassandra

Oh, but he wrestled me down, breathing down ardent pleasure [kharis] on me.

Chorus

Did you in due course come to the rite of marriage?

Cassandra

I consented to Loxias but broke my word.

Chorus

1210 Were you already possessed by the art inspired of the god?

Cassandra

Already I prophesied to my countrymen all their sufferings [pathos pl.].

Chorus

How came it then that you were unharmed by Loxias’ wrath?

Cassandra

Ever since that fault I could persuade no one of anything.

Chorus

And yet to us at least the prophecies you utter seem true enough.

Cassandra

Ah, ah! Oh, oh, the agony! 1215 Once more the dreadful ordeal [ponos] of true prophecy whirls and distracts me with its ill-boding onset. Do you see them there—sitting before the house—young creatures like phantoms of dreams? Children, they seem, slaughtered by their own kindred, 1220 their hands full of the meat of their own flesh; they are clear to my sight, holding their vitals and their inward parts—piteous burden!—which their father tasted. For this cause I tell you that a strengthless lion, wallowing in his bed, plots vengeance, 1225 a watchman waiting—ah me!—for my master’s coming home—yes, my master, for I must bear the yoke of slavery. The commander of the fleet and the overthrower of Ilium little knows what deeds shall be brought to evil accomplishment by the hateful hound, whose tongue licked his hand, who stretched forth her ears in gladness, 1230 like treacherous Atê. Such boldness has she—a woman to slay a man. What odious monster shall I fitly call her? An Amphisbaina?
 Or a Scylla, tenanting the rocks, a pest to mariners, 1235 a raging, devil’s mother, breathing relentless war against her philoi? And how the all-daring woman raised a shout of triumph, as when the battle turns, while she feigned joy at the salvation [sôtêriâ] of nostos! And yet, it is all one, whether or not I am believed. What does it matter? 1240 What is to come, will come. And soon you yourself, present here, shall with great pity pronounce me all too true [alêthês] a prophetess.

Chorus

Thyestes’ banquet on his children’s flesh I understood, and I tremble. Terror possesses me as I hear the truth [alêthês], nothing fashioned out of falsehood to resemble truth. 1245 But as for the rest I heard I am thrown off the track.

Cassandra

I say you shall look upon Agamemnon dead.

Chorus

Lull your speech, miserable girl, making it euphêmos.
 

Cassandra

Over what I tell no healing god presides.

Chorus

No, if it is to be; but may it not be so!

Cassandra

1250 You do but pray; their business is to slay.

Chorus

What man is he that contrived this woe [akhos]?

Cassandra

Surely you must have missed the meaning of my prophecies.

Chorus

I do not understand the scheme of him who is to do the deed.

Cassandra

And yet all too well I understand the Greek language.

Chorus

1255 So, too, do the Pythian oracles; yet they are hard to understand.

Cassandra

Oh, oh! What fire! It comes upon me! Woe, woe! Lukeian Apollo! Ah me, ah me! This two-footed lioness, who mates with a wolf in the absence of the noble lion, 1260 will slay me, miserable as I am. As if brewing a drug, she vows that with her wrath she will mix requital for me too, while she whets her sword against her husband, to take murderous vengeance for bringing me here. Why then do I bear these mockeries of myself, 1265 this wand, these prophetic chaplets on my neck?

Breaking her wand, she throws it and the other insignia of her prophetic office upon the ground, and tramples them underfoot.

You at least I will destroy before I die myself. To destruction with you! And fallen there, thus do I repay you. Enrich with doom some other in my place. Look, Apollo himself is stripping me 1270 of my prophetic garb—he that saw me mocked to bitter scorn, even in this bravery, by friends turned foes, with one accord, in vain—but, like some wandering vagabond, called “beggar,” “wretch,” “starveling,” I bore it all. 1275 And now the prophet, having undone me, his prophetess, has brought me to this lethal pass. Instead of my father’s altar a block awaits me, where I am to be butchered in a hot and bloody sacrifice. Yet, we shall not die without vengeance [tîmê] from the gods; 1280 for there shall come in turn another, our avenger, a scion of the family, to slay his mother and exact requital for his sire; an exile, a wanderer, a stranger from this land, he shall return to put the coping-stone upon these unspeakable derangements [atai] of his house. For the gods have sworn a mighty oath 1285 that his slain father’s outstretched corpse shall bring him home. Why then thus raise my voice in pitiful lament? Since first I saw the city of Ilium fare how it has fared, while her captors, by the gods’ sentence, are coming to such an end, 1290 I will go in and meet my fate. I will dare to die. This door I greet as the gates of Death. And I pray that, dealt a mortal stroke, without a struggle, my life-blood ebbing away in easy death, I may close these eyes.

Chorus

1295 O woman, very pitiful and very sophê, long has been your speech. But if, in truth, you have knowledge of your own death, how can you step with calm courage to the altar like an ox, driven by the god?

Cassandra

There is no escape; no, my friends, there is none any more.

Chorus

1300 Yet he that is last has the advantage in respect of time.

Cassandra

The day has come; flight would profit me but little.

Chorus

Well, be assured, you are brave suffering with courageous phrên.
Cassandra

None who is happy is commended thus.

Chorus

Yet surely to die with kleos is a grace [kharis] for mortals.

Cassandra

1305 Alas for you, my father, and for your noble children!

She starts back in horror.

Chorus

What ails you? What terror turns you back?

Cassandra

Alas, alas!

Chorus

Why do you cry “alas”? Unless perhaps there is some horror in your phrenes.

Cassandra

This house stinks of blood-dripping slaughter.

Chorus

1310 And what of that? It is just the savor of victims at the hearth.

Cassandra

It is like a breath from a charnel house.

Chorus

You are not speaking of proud Syrian incense for the house.

Cassandra

Nay, I will go to bewail also within the palace my own and Agamemnon’s fate. Enough of life! 1315 Alas, my friends, not with vain terror do I shrink, as a bird that fears a bush. After I am dead, bear witness for me of this—when for me, a woman, another woman shall be slain, and for an ill-wedded man another man shall fall. 1320 I claim this from you as my xenos now that I am about to die.

Chorus

Poor woman, I pity you for your death foretold.

Cassandra

Yet once more I would like to speak, but not a dirge. I pray to the sun, in the presence of his latest light, that my enemies may at the same time pay to my avengers a bloody penalty for 1325 slaughtering a slave, an easy prey. Alas for human fortune! When prosperous, a mere shadow can overturn it; if misfortune strikes, the dash of a wet sponge blots out the drawing. 1330 And this last I deem far more pitiable than that.

She enters the palace.

Chorus

anapests

It is the nature of all human kind to be unsatisfied with prosperity. From stately halls no one bars it with warning voice that utters the words “Enter no more.” 1335 So the Blessed Ones [makares] have granted to our prince to capture Priam’s town; and, divinely-honored, he returns to his home. Yet if he now must pay the penalty for the blood shed by others before him, and by dying for the dead 1340 he is to bring to pass retribution of other deaths, what mortal man, on hearing this, can boast that he was born with an unharmful daimôn?

A shriek is heard from within.

Agamemnon

Alas! I am struck deep with a mortal blow!

Chorus

Silence! Who is this that cries out, wounded by a mortal blow?

Agamemnon

1345 And once again, alas! I am struck by a second blow.

Chorus

—The deed is done, it seems—to judge by the groans of the King. But come, let us take counsel together if there is perhaps some safe plan of action.

—I tell you my advice: summon the townsfolk to bring rescue here to the palace.

—1350 To my thinking we must burst in and charge them with the deed while the sword is still dripping in their hands.

—I, too, am for taking part in some such plan, and vote for action of some sort. It is no time to keep on delaying.

—It is plain. Their opening act 1355 is the signal [sêmeion pl.] of a plan to set up a tyranny in the polis.

—Yes, because we are wasting time, while they, trampling underfoot the kleos of Delay, allow their hands no slumber.

—I know not what plan I could hit on to propose. It is the doer’s part likewise to do the planning.

—1360 I too am of this mind, for I know no way to bring the dead back to life by mere words.

—What? To prolong our lives shall we thus submit to the rule of those defilers of the house?

—No, it is not to be endured. No, death would be better, 1365 for that would be a milder lot than tyranny.

—And shall we, upon the evidence of mere groans, divine that the man is dead?

—We should be sure of the facts before we indulge our wrath. For surmise differs from assurance.

—1370 I am supported on all sides to approve this course: that we get clear assurance how it stands with Atreus’ son.

The bodies of Agamemnon and Cassandra are disclosed, with Clytemnestra standing beside them.

Clytemnestra

Much have I said before to serve my need and I shall feel no shame to contradict it now. For how else could one, devising hate against enemies [ekhthroi] 1375 who bear the semblance of philoi, fence the snares of ruin too high to be overleaped? This is the agôn of an ancient feud, pondered by me of old, and it has come—however long delayed. I stand where I dealt the blow; my purpose is achieved. 1380 Thus have I done the deed—deny it I will not. Round him, as if to catch a haul of fish, I cast an impassable net—fatal wealth of robe—so that he should neither escape nor ward off doom. Twice I struck him, and with two groans 1385 his limbs relaxed. Once he had fallen, I dealt him yet a third stroke as a prayer of gratitude [kharis] to the infernal Zeus, the savior [sôtêr] of the dead. Fallen thus, he gasped away his thûmos, and as he breathed forth quick spurts of blood, 1390 he struck me with dark drops of gory dew; while I rejoiced no less than the sown earth is gladdened in heaven’s refreshing rain at the birthtime of the flower buds.

Since this is so, old men of Argos, rejoice, if you would rejoice; as for me, I glory in the deed. 1395 And had it been a fitting act to pour libations on the corpse, over him this would have been done with dikê. With dikê and then some! With so many accursed lies has he filled the mixing-bowl in his own house, and now he has come home and himself drained it to the dregs.

Chorus

We are shocked at your tongue, how bold-mouthed you are, 1400 that over your husband you can utter such a boastful speech.

Clytemnestra

You are testing me as if I were a witless woman. But my heart does not quail, and I say to you who know it well—and whether you wish to praise or to blame me, it is all one—here is Agamemnon, 1405 my husband, now a corpse, the work of this right hand, an artisan of dikê. So stands the case.

Chorus

strophe 1

Woman, what poisonous herb nourished by the earth have you tasted, what potion drawn from the flowing sea, that you have taken upon yourself this maddened rage and the loud curses voiced by the community [dêmos]? 1410 You have cast him off; you have cut him off; and out from the polis you shall be cast, a burden of hatred to your people.

Clytemnestra

It’s now that you would doom me to exile from the polis, to the hatred of my people and the curses of the dêmos; though then you had nothing to urge against him that lies here. And yet he, 1415 caring no more than if it had been a beast that perished—though sheep were plenty in his fleecy folds—he sacrificed his own child, she whom I bore with most philos travail, to charm the winds of Thrace. Is it not he whom you should have banished from this land 1420 in requital for his polluting deed? No! When you arraign what I have done, you are a stern judge. Well, I warn you: threaten me thus on the understanding that I am prepared, conditions equal, to let you lord it over me if you shall vanquish me by force. But if a god shall bring the contrary to pass, 1425 you shall learn equilibrium [sôphronein] though taught the lesson late.

Chorus

antistrophe 1

You are proud of spirit, and your speech is overbearing. Even as your phrên is maddened by your deed of blood, upon your face a stain of blood shows full plain to behold. Bereft of all honor, forsaken of philoi, 1430 you shall hereafter atone for stroke with stroke.

Clytemnestra

Listen then to this too, this the righteous sanction on my oath: I swear by Dikê, exacted for my child, by Atê, and by the Erinys, to whom I sacrificed that man, that my expectations do not tread for me the halls of fear, 1435 so long as the fire upon my hearth is kindled by Aegisthus, loyal in phrenes to me as in days gone by. For he is no slight shield of confidence to me. Here lies the man who did me wrong, plaything of each Chryseis at Ilium; 1440 and here she lies, his captive, and auguress, and concubine, his oracular faithful whore, yet equally familiar with the seamen’s benches. The pair has met no undeserved fate. For he lies thus; while she, who, like a swan, 1445 has sung her last lament in death, lies here, his beloved; but to me she has brought for my bed an added relish of delight.

Chorus

strophe 2

Alas! Ah, that some fate, free from excess of pain, nor yet lingering, 1450 might come full soon and bring to us everlasting and endless sleep, now that our most gracious guardian has been laid low, who in a woman’s cause had much endured and by a woman’s hand has lost his life. 1455 O Helen, distorted in noos, who did yourself alone push over the brink these many lives [psûkhai], these lives exceeding many, beneath the walls of Troy. Now you have bedecked yourself with your final crown, that shall long last in memory, 1460 because of blood not to be washed away. Truly in those days Eris, an affliction that has subdued our lord, dwelt in the house.

Clytemnestra

anapests

Do not burden yourself with thoughts such as these, nor invoke upon yourself the fate of death. Nor yet turn your wrath upon Helen, 1465 and deem her a slayer of men, as if she alone had pushed over the brink many a Danaan life [psûkhê] and had wrought anguish past all cure.

Chorus

antistrophe 2

O daimôn who falls upon this house and Tantalus’ two descendants, 1470 you who by the hands of women wield a power [kratos] matching their temper, a rule bitter to my psûkhê! Perched over his body like a hateful raven, in hoarse notes she chants her song of triumph.

Clytemnestra

anapests

1475 Now you have corrected the judgment of your lips in that you conjure up the thrice-gorged daimôn of this family.
 For by him the lust for lapping blood is fostered in the mouth; so before 1480 the ancient woe [akhos] is healed, there is fresh blood.

Chorus

strophe 3

So you speak words of praise [ainos] about a mighty daimôn, haunting the house, and heavy in his mênis—alas, alas!—an evil tale of catastrophic fate insatiable [without koros]; 1485 woe, woe, done by the will of Zeus, author of all, worker of all! For what is brought to pass for mortal men save by the will of Zeus? What of this is not wrought by god?

Alas, alas, my King, my King, 1490 how shall I bewail you? How to voice my phrên that is dear [philê] to you? To lie in this spider’s web, breathing forth your life in an impious death! Alas, to lie on this ignoble bed, struck down in treacherous death wrought 1495 by a weapon of double edge wielded by your own wife’s hand!

Clytemnestra

anapests

Do you affirm this deed is mine? Do not imagine that I am Agamemnon’s spouse. 1500 A phantom resembling that corpse’s wife, the ancient bitter evil spirit of Atreus, that grim banqueter, has offered him in payment, sacrificing a full-grown victim in vengeance for those slain children.

Chorus

antistrophe 3

1505 That you are not responsible [aitios] for this murder—who will bear you witness? How could anyone do so? And yet the avenger from his father might well be your accomplice. By force 1510 amid streams of kindred blood black Ares presses on to where he shall grant vengeance for the gore of children served for meat.

Alas, alas, my King, my King, how shall I bewail you? 1515 How to voice my phrên that is dear [philê] to you? To lie in this spider’s web, breathing forth your life in an impious death! Alas, to lie on this ignoble bed, struck down in treacherous death 1520 wrought by a weapon of double edge wielded by your own wife’s hand!

Clytemnestra

anapests

I do not think he met an ignoble death. Did he not himself by treachery bring ruin [atê] on his house? 1525 Yet, as he has suffered—worthy prize of worthy deed—for what he did to my sweet flower, shoot sprung from him, the much-bewailed Iphigeneia, let him make no great boasts in the halls of Hades, since with death dealt him by the sword he has paid for what he first began.

Chorus

strophe 4

1530 Bereft of any ready expedient of thought, I am bewildered where to turn now that the house is tottering. I fear the beating storm of bloody rain that shakes the house; no longer does it descend in drops. 1535 Yet on other whetstones Destiny [Moira] is sharpening justice [dikê] for another evil deed.

O Earth, Earth, if only you had taken me to yourself before I ever lived to see my lord 1540 occupying a lowly bed of a silver-sided bath! Who shall bury him? Who shall lament him? Will you harden your heart to do this—you who have slain your own husband—to lament for him 1545 and crown your unholy work with a kharis without kharis to his psûkhê, atoning for your monstrous deeds? And who, as with tears he utters praise [ainos] over the godlike man’s grave, 1550 shall sorrow in truth [alêtheia] of phrenes?

Clytemnestra

anapests

To care for that duty is no concern of yours. By our hands down he fell, down to death, and down below shall we bury him—but not with wailings from his household. 1555 No! Iphigeneia, his daughter, as is due, shall meet her father lovingly at the swift-flowing ford of sorrows [akhos pl.], and shall fling her arms around him and kiss him.

Chorus

antistrophe 4

1560 Reproach thus meets reproach in turn—hard is the struggle to decide. The spoiler is despoiled, the slayer pays penalty. Yet, while Zeus remains on his throne, it remains true: “The doer suffers [paskhô].” For it is divine law. 1565 Who can cast from out the house the seed of the curse? The family is bound fast in calamity [atê].

Clytemnestra

anapests

You have touched with truth [alêtheia] upon this oracular saying. As for me, however, I am willing to make a sworn compact with the daimôn of the Pleisthenidai
 1570 that I will be content with what is done, hard to endure though it is. Henceforth he shall leave this house and bring tribulation upon some other family by murder of kin. A small part of the wealth is fully enough for me, if I may but rid these halls 1575 of the frenzy of mutual murder.

Aegisthus enters with armed guards.

Aegisthus

Hail gracious light of the day of retribution! At last the hour has come when I can say that the gods who avenge mortal men look down from on high upon the sorrows [akhos pl.] of earth—1580 now that, to my joy, I behold this man lying here in a robe spun by the Avenging Spirits [Erinyes] and making full payment for the deeds contrived in craft by his father’s hand.

For Atreus, lord of this land, this man’s father, challenged in his sovereignty [kratos], drove forth from polis and from home Thyestes, who—to speak it clearly—was my father 1585 and his own brother. And when he had come back as a suppliant to his hearth, unhappy Thyestes secured such safety for his lot as not himself to suffer death and stain with his blood his native soil. 1590 But Atreus, the godless father of this slain man, with welcome more hearty than kind, on the pretence that he was cheerfully celebrating a happy day by serving meat, served up to my father a banquet of his own children’s flesh. 1595 The toes and fingers he broke off...

[Some lines are missing.]

...sitting apart. And when unknowingly my father had quickly taken servings that he did not recognize, he ate a meal which, as you see, has proved fatal to his family. Now, discovering his unhallowed deed, he uttered a great cry, reeled back, vomiting forth the slaughtered flesh, and invoked 1600 an unbearable curse upon the line of Pelops, kicking the banquet table to aid his curse: “Thus perish all the family of Pleisthenes!” This is the reason that you see this man fallen here. I am he who planned this murder with dikê. For together with my hapless father he drove me out, 1605 me his third child, still a baby in swaddling clothes. But grown to manhood, Dikê has brought me back again. Exile though I was, I laid my hand upon my enemy, compassing every device of cunning to his ruin. 1610 So even death would be sweet to me now that I behold him in the net of Dikê.

Chorus

Aegisthus, hubris amid distress I do not honor. You say that of your own intent you slew this man and did alone plot this pitiful murder. 1615 I tell you in the hour of dikê that you yourself—be sure of that—will not escape the people’s curses and death by stoning at their hand.

Aegisthus

You speak like that, you who sit at the lower oar when those upon the higher bench control the ship? Old as you are, you shall learn how bitter it is 1620 at your age to be schooled when equilibrium [sôphronein] is the lesson set before you. Bonds and the pangs of hunger are far the best doctors of the phrenes when it comes to instructing the old. Do you have eyes and lack understanding? Do not kick against the goads lest you strike to your own hurt.

Chorus

1625 Woman that you are! Skulking at home and awaiting the return of the men from war, all the while defiling a hero’s bed, did you contrive this death against a warrior chief?

Aegisthus

These words of yours likewise shall prove a source of tears. The tongue of Orpheus is quite the opposite of yours. 1630 He led all things by the rapture of his voice; but you, who have stirred our wrath by your silly yelping, shall be led off yourself. You will appear tamer when put down by force.

Chorus

As if you could ever truly be turannos here in Argos, you who did contrive this one’s death, and 1635 then had not the courage to do this deed of murder with your own hand!

Aegisthus

Because to ensnare him was clearly the woman’s part; I was suspect as his enemy of old. However, with his money I shall endeavor to control the citizens; and whoever is unruly, 1640 him I’ll yoke with a heavy collar—and he shall be no well-fed trace-horse! No! Loathsome hunger that lives with darkness shall see him turned gentle.

Chorus

Why then, in the baseness of your psûkhê, did you not kill him yourself, but leave his slaying to a woman, 1645 a plague to her country and her country’s gods? Oh, does Orestes perhaps still behold the light, that, with favoring fortune, he may come home and be the slayer of this pair with victory complete?

Aegisthus

Since you plan to act and speak like that, you shall be taught a lesson soon. 

Chorus

1650 On guard, my philoi company, the task is close at hand.

Aegisthus

On guard, then! Let every one make ready his sword with hand on hilt.

Chorus

My hand, too, is laid on my sword-hilt, and I do not shrink from death.

Aegisthus

“Death for yourself,” you say. We accept the omen. We welcome fortune’s test.

Clytemnestra

No, most philos of men, let us work no further evils. 1655 Even these are many to reap, a wretched harvest. Of woe we have enough; let us have no bloodshed. Old men, go back to your homes, and yield in time to destiny before you come to harm. What we did had to be done. But should this trouble prove enough, we will accept it, 1660 sorely battered as we are by the heavy hand of a daimôn. Such is a woman’s counsel, if any care to learn from it.

Aegisthus

But to think that these men should let their wanton tongues thus blossom into speech against me and cast about such insults, putting their fortune [daimôn] to the test! To reject balanced [sôphrôn] counsel and insult their master!

Chorus

1665 It would not be like men of Argos to cringe before a man as low as you.

Aegisthus

Ha! I will visit you with vengeance yet in days to come.

Chorus

Not if a daimôn shall guide Orestes to return home.

Aegisthus

From my own experience I know that exiles feed on hope.

Chorus

Keep on, grow fat while polluting dikê, since you can.

Aegisthus

1670 Know that you shall atone to me for your insolent folly.

Chorus

Brag in your bravery like a cock beside his hen.

Clytemnestra

Ignore their idle barking. You and I will be masters of this house and order it aright.

Libation Bearers

BY AESCHYLUS

Translation of Herbert Weir Smyth

At the tomb of Agamemnon. Orestes and Pylades enter.

Orestes

Hermes of the nether world, you who guard the powers [kratos] of the ancestors, prove yourself my savior [sôtêr] and ally, I entreat you, now that I have come to this land and returned from exile. On this mounded grave I cry out to my father to hearken, 5 to hear me...

[There is a gap in the text.]

[Look, I bring] a lock of hair to Inakhos
 in compensation for his care, and here, a second, in token of my grief [penthos]. For I was not present, father, to lament your death, nor did I stretch forth my hand to bear your corpse.

10 What is this I see? What is this throng of women that advances, marked by their sable cloaks? To what calamity should I set this down? Is it some new sorrow that befalls our house? Or am I right to suppose that for my father’s sake they bear 15 these libations to appease the powers below? It can only be for this cause: for indeed I think my own sister Electra is approaching, distinguished by her bitter grief [penthos]. Oh grant me, Zeus, to avenge my father’s death, and may you be my willing ally! 20 Pylades, let us stand apart, that I may know clearly what this band of suppliant women intends.

They exit. Electra enters accompanied by women carrying libations.

Chorus

strophe 1

Sent forth from the palace I have come to convey libations to the sound of sharp blows of my hands. My cheek is marked with bloody gashes 25 where my nails have cut fresh furrows. And yet through all my life [aiôn] my heart is fed with lamentation. Rips are torn by my griefs through the linen web of my garment, torn in the cloth that covers my breast, 30 the cloth of robes struck for the sake of my mirthless misfortunes.

antistrophe 1

For with a hair-raising shriek, the seer [mantis] of dreams for our house, breathing wrath out of sleep, 35 uttered a cry of terror in the untimely [a-(h)ôr-os] part of night from the heart of the palace, a cry that fell heavily on the women’s quarter. And those who sort out [krînô] these dreams, bound under pledge, cried out from the god 40 that those beneath the earth cast furious reproaches and rage against their murderers.

strophe 2

Intending to ward off evil with such a graceless grace [kharis], 45 O mother Earth, she sends me forth, godless woman that she is. But I am afraid to utter the words she charged me to speak. For what atonement [lutron] is there for blood fallen to earth? Ah, hearth of utter grief! 50 Ah, house laid low in ruin! Sunless darkness, loathed by men, enshrouds our house due to the death of its master.

antistrophe 2

55 The awe of majesty once unconquered, unvanquished, irresistible in war, that penetrated the ears and phrên of the people, is now cast off. But there is still fear. And prosperity—60 this, among mortals, is a god and more than a god. But the balance of Dikê keeps watch: swiftly it descends on those in the light; sometimes pain [akhos] waits for those who linger on the frontier of twilight; 65 and others are claimed by strengthless night.

strophe 3

Because of blood drunk up by the fostering earth, the vengeful gore lies clotted and will not dissolve away. Grievous calamity [atê] distracts the guilty [aitios] man till he is steeped in utter misery.

antistrophe 3

70 But for the violator of a bridal chamber there is no cure. And though all streams flow in one course to cleanse the blood from a polluted hand, they rush in vain.

epode

75 For since the gods laid constraining doom about my polis and led me from my father’s house to a slave’s lot, it is fitting for me to govern my bitter hate, even against my will [phrenes], 80 and submit to the wishes of my masters, whether just [dikaia] or unjust. But I weep beneath my veil over the senseless fate of my lord, my heart chilled by secret grief [penthos].

Electra

You handmaidens who set our house in order, 85 since you are here as my attendants in this rite of supplication, give me your counsel on this: what should I say while I pour these offerings of sorrow? How shall I find gracious words, how shall I entreat my father? Shall I say that I bring these offerings to a philos husband from a philê wife—90 from my own mother? I do not have the assurance for that, nor do I know what I should say as I pour this mixed offering onto my father’s tomb. Or shall I speak the words that men are accustomed [nomos] to use: “To those who send these honors may he return benefits”—a gift, indeed, to match their evil?

95 Or, in silence and dishonor, even as my father perished, shall I pour them out for the earth to drink and then retrace my steps, like one who carries refuse away from a rite, hurling the vessel from me with averted eyes? 100 In this, philai, be my fellow-counselors. For we cherish a common hatred within our house. Do not hide your counsel in your hearts in fear of anyone. For the portion of fate awaits both the free man and the man enslaved by another’s hand. 105 If you have a better course to urge, speak!

Chorus

In reverence for your father’s tomb, as if it were an altar, I will speak my thoughts from the heart [phrên], since you command me.

Electra

Speak, even as you revere my father’s grave.

Chorus

While you pour, utter benedictions for loyal hearts.

Electra

110 And to what philoi should I address them?

Chorus

First to yourself, then to whoever hates Aegisthus.

Electra

Then for myself and for you also shall I make this prayer?

Chorus

That is for you, using your judgment, to consider now for yourself.

Electra

Then whom else should I add to our company [stasis ]?

Chorus

115 Remember Orestes, though he is still away from home.

Electra

Well said! You have indeed admonished me thoughtfully [with phrenes].

Chorus

For the guilty [aitioi] murderers now, mindful of—

Electra

What should I say? Instruct my inexperience, prescribe the form.

Chorus

Pray that some daimôn or some mortal may come to them—

Electra

120 As judge or as avenger, do you mean?

Chorus

Say in plain speech, “One who will take life for life.”

Electra

And is it right for me to ask this of the gods?

Chorus

How could it not be right to repay an enemy with ills?

Electra

Supreme herald [kêrux] of the realm above and the realm below, O Hermes of the nether world, come to my aid, 125 summon to me the daimones beneath the earth to hear my prayers, spirits that watch over my father’s house, and Earth herself, who gives birth to all things, and having nurtured them receives their increase in turn. And meanwhile, as I pour these lustral offerings to the dead, 130 I invoke my father: “Have pity both on me and on philos Orestes! How shall we rule our own house? For now we wander like beggars, bartered away by her who bore us, by her who in exchange got as her mate Aegisthus, who was her accomplice in your murder. 135 As for me, I am no better than a slave, Orestes is an outcast from his inheritance, while they in their insolence revel openly in the winnings of your labors [ponoi]. But that Orestes may come home with good fortune I pray to you, father: Oh, hearken to me! 140 And as for myself, grant that I may prove far more circumspect [sôphrôn] than my mother and more reverent in deed.

I utter these prayers on our behalf, but I ask that your avenger appear to our foes, father, and that your killers may be killed in just retribution [dikê]. 145 So I interrupt my prayer for good to offer them this prayer for evil. But be a bearer of blessings for us to the upper world, with the help of the gods and Earth and Dikê crowned with victory.”

She pours out the libations.

Such are my prayers, and over them I pour out these libations. 150 It is the proper custom [nomos] for you to crown them with lamentations, raising your voices in a chant for the dead.

Chorus

Pour forth your tears, splashing as they fall for our fallen lord, to accompany this protection against evil, this charm for the good 155 against the loathsome pollution. Hear me, oh hear me, my honored lord, out of the darkness of your phrên.

Woe, woe, woe! 160 Oh for a man mighty with the spear to deliver our house, an Ares, brandishing in the fight the springing Scythian bow and wielding his hilted sword in close combat.

Electra discovers the lock of Orestes’ hair.

Electra

My father has by now received the libations, which the earth has drunk. 165 But take your share of this startling utterance [mûthos].

Chorus

Speak—but my heart is dancing with fear.

Electra

I see here a lock cut as an offering for the tomb.

Chorus

A man’s, or a deep-girdled maiden’s?

Electra

170 That is open to conjecture—anyone may guess.

Chorus

How then? Let my age be taught by your youth.

Electra

There is no one who could have cut it but myself.

Chorus

Then they are enemies [ekhthroi] who thought it fit to express 

grief [penthos] with a lock of hair.

Electra

And further, in appearance it is very much like...

Chorus

175 Whose lock? This is what I would like to know.

Electra

It is very much like my own in appearance.

Chorus

Then can this be a secret offering from Orestes?

Electra

It is his curling locks that it most resembles.

Chorus

But how did he dare to come here?

Electra

180 He has merely sent this cut lock as a favor [kharis] to his father.

Chorus

What you say is no less a cause of tears for me, if he will never again set foot on this land.

Electra

Over my heart, too, there sweeps a surge of bitterness, and I am struck as if a sword had run me through. 185 From my eyes thirsty drops of a stormy flood fall unchecked at the sight of this tress. For how can I expect to find that someone else, some townsman, owns this lock? Nor yet in truth did she clip it from her head, the murderess, 190 my own mother, who has assumed godless phrenes regarding her children that ill accords with the name of mother. But as for me, how am I to assent to this outright, that it adorned the head of Orestes, the most philos to me of all mortals? No, hope is merely flattering me.

Ah, woe! 195 If only, like a messenger, it had a voice that has phrenes in it, so that I would not be tossed by my distracted thoughts. Rather it would plainly bid me to spurn this tress, if it was severed from a hated head. Or if it were a kinsman’s, he would share my grief [penthos] 200 as an adornment to this tomb and a tribute [tîmê] to my father.

But I invoke the gods, who know by what storms we are tossed like seafarers. Yet if I am fated to reach salvation [sôtêriâ], a great stock may come from a little seed.

205 And look! Another proof! Footprints matching each other—and like my own! Yes, here are the outlines of two sets of feet, his own and some companion’s. 210 The heels and the imprints of the tendons agree in proportion with my own tracks. I am in torment, my phrenes are in a whirl!

Orestes enters.

Orestes

Give recognition to the gods that your prayers have found fulfillment [telos], and pray that success may attend you in the future.

Electra

What? Have I succeeded now by the will of the daimones?

Orestes

215 You have come to the sight of what you have long prayed for.

Electra

And do you know whom among mortals I was invoking?

Orestes

I know that you are pining for Orestes.

Electra

Then how have I found an answer to my prayers?

Orestes

Here I am. Search for no other philos than me.

Electra

220 But surely, stranger, you are weaving some snare about me?

Orestes

Then I am devising plots against myself.

Electra

No, you wish to mock my distress.

Orestes

Then my own also, if yours.

Electra

Am I then to address you as Orestes in truth?

Orestes

225 No, even though you see him in me, you are slow to learn. Yet at the sight of this tress cut in mourning, and when you were scrutinizing the footprints of my tracks, your thought took wings and you knew you had found me. Put the lock of hair, your own brother’s, in the spot it was cut from, 230 and observe how it matches the hair on your head. And see this piece of weaving, your handiwork, the strokes of the blade and the beasts in the design. Control yourself! Do not stray in your phrenes with joy! For I know that our most philoi kin are bitter foes to us both.

Electra

235 O most philon object of care in your father’s house, its hope of the seed of a savior [sôtêr] longed for with tears, trust in your prowess and you will win back your father’s house. O delightful eyes that have four parts of love for me: for I must call you father; 240 and to you falls the love I should bear my mother, she whom I hate with complete dikê; and the love I bore my sister, victim of a pitiless sacrifice; and you were my faithful brother, bringing me your reverence. May Might [kratos] and Dikê, 245 with Zeus, supreme over all, in the third place, lend you their aid!

Orestes

O Zeus, O Zeus, become a sacred observer [theôros] of our cause! Behold the orphaned brood of a father eagle that perished in the meshes, in the coils of a fierce viper. They are utterly orphaned, 250 gripped by the famine of hunger: for they are not grown to full strength [telos] to bring their father’s quarry to the nest. So you see both me and poor Electra here, children bereft of their father, both outcasts alike from our home. 255 If you destroy these nestlings of a father who made sacrifice and gave you great tîmê, from what like hand will you receive the homage of rich feasts? Destroy the brood of the eagle and you cannot again send signals [sêmata] that mortals will trust; 260 nor, if this royal stock should wither utterly away, will it serve your altars on days when oxen are sacrificed. Oh foster [komizô] it, and you may raise our house from low estate to great, though now it seems utterly overthrown.

Chorus

O children, O saviors [sôtêres] of your father’s hearth, 265 speak not so loud, children, in case someone should overhear and report all this to our masters merely for the sake of rumor. May I some day see them dead in the ooze of flaming pitch!

Orestes

Surely he will not abandon me, the mighty oracle of Loxias,
 270 who urged me to brave this peril to the end and loudly proclaims calamities [atai] that chill the warmth of my heart, if I do not take vengeance on those who are guilty [aitioi] of my father’s murder. He said that, enraged like a bull by the loss of my possessions, I should kill them in requital just as they killed. 275 And he declared that otherwise I should pay the debt myself with my philê psûkhê, after many grievous sufferings. For he spoke revealing to mortals the wrath of malignant powers from underneath the earth, and telling of plagues: 280 leprous ulcers that mount with fierce fangs on the flesh and eat away its primal nature; and how a white down should sprout up on the diseased place. And he spoke of other assaults of the Furies [Erinyes] that are destined to be brought to fulfillment [telos] from paternal blood. 285 For the dark bolt of the infernal powers, who are stirred by kindred victims calling for vengeance, and madness, and groundless terrors out of the night, torment and harass a man, and he sees clearly, though he moves his eyebrows in the dark. 290 And with his body marred by the brazen scourge, he is even chased in exile from his polis. And the god declared that to such as these it is not allowed to have a part either in the ceremonial cup or in the cordial libation; his father’s mênis, though unseen, bars him from the altar; no one receives him with tîmê or lodges with him; 295 and at last, despised by all, bereft of philoi, he perishes, turned into a mummy [tarîkhos], in a most pitiful fashion, by a death that wastes him utterly away.

Must I not put my trust in oracles such as these? Yet even if I do not trust them, the deed must still be done. For many impulses conspire to one conclusion. 300 Besides the god’s command, my keen grief [penthos] for my father, and also the lack of property, and that my countrymen, who have the greatest kleos of mortals, who overthrew Troy with a spirit [phrên] that is renowned, should not be subjected so to a pair of women. 305 For he has a woman’s mind [phrên], or if not, it will soon be found out. 

Chorus

anapests

You mighty Fates [Moirai], through the power of Zeus grant fulfillment there where what is just [dikaion] now turns. “For a word of hate 310 let a word of hate be said,” Dikê cries out as she exacts the debt, “and for a murderous stroke let a murderous stroke be paid.” “Let him suffer [paskhô] what he himself has done,” says the mûthos of three generations.

Orestes

strophe 1

315 O father, unhappy father, by what word or deed of mine can I succeed in sailing from far away to you, where your resting-place holds you, a light to oppose your darkness? 320 Yet a lament that gives kleos to the Atreidae who once possessed our house is none the less a joyous service [kharites].

Chorus

strophe 2

My child, the fire’s ravening jaw 325 does not overwhelm the phrenes of one who is dead, but sooner or later he reveals what stirs him. The murdered man has his dirge; the guilty man is revealed. 330 Justified lament for fathers and for parents, when raised loud and strong, makes its search everywhere.

Electra

antistrophe 1

Hear then, O father, our expressions of grief [penthos] in the midst of plentiful tears. Look, your two children mourn you 335 in a lament [thrênos] over your tomb. As suppliants and exiles as well they have sought a haven at your burial place. What of these things is good, what free of evil? Is it not hopeless to wrestle against doom [atê]?

Chorus

anapests

340 Yet the god, if it so pleases him, may still turn our sounds to more joyfully sounding strains. In place of laments [thrênoi] over a tomb, a song of triumph within the royal halls will welcome back [komizô] a reunited philos.

Orestes

strophe 3

345 Ah, my father, if only beneath Ilium’s walls you had been slain, slashed by some Lycian spearman! Then you would have left a good kleos for your children in their halls, and in their maturity you would have made their lives admired by men. 350 And in a land beyond the sea [pontos] you would have found a tomb heaped high with earth, no heavy burden for your house to bear—

Chorus

antistrophe 2

—Philos there below to your philoi who nobly fell, 355 a ruler with august tîmê, distinguished even beneath the earth, and minister of the mightiest gods who rule as turannoi in the nether world. 360 For in your life you were a king of those who have the power to assign the portion of death, and who wield the staff all mortals obey.

Electra

antistrophe 3

No, not even beneath the walls of Troy, father, would I wish you to have perished [root phthi-] and to be entombed beside Scamander’s waters 365 among the rest of the host slain by the spear. I wish rather that his murderers had been killed by their own loved ones, just as they killed you, so that someone in a distant land 370 who knew nothing of these present troubles [ponoi] should learn of their fatal doom.

Chorus

anapests

In this, my child, your wish is better than gold. It surpasses great good fortune, even that of the supremely blessed Hyperboreans, for it is easy to wish. 375 But now the lash of this double scourge comes home: our cause already has its champions beneath the earth, while the hands of our loathsome opponents, though they have the mastery, are unholy. The children have won the day.

Orestes

strophe 4

380 This has pierced the earth and reached your ear
 as if it were an arrow. O Zeus, O Zeus, who send doom [atê] as punishment, sooner or later, up from below onto the reckless and wicked deeds done by the hands of mortals. 385 And yet it will come to fulfillment [telos] for our father’s sake. 

Chorus

strophe 5

May it be mine to raise a hearty shout in triumph over the man when he is stabbed and over the woman as she perishes! Why should I try to keep hidden what nevertheless hovers before my phrên? 390 Full against the prow of my heart the thûmos blows keen in rancorous hate.

Electra

antistrophe 4

And when will mighty Zeus, blossoming on both his father’s and mother’s side, bring down his hand on them 395 and split their heads open? Let it be a pledge to the land! After injustice I demand dikê as my right. Hear, O Earth, and you powers below with your tîmê!

Chorus

400 And it is the eternal law [nomos] that drops of blood spilled on the ground demand yet more blood. Murder cries out on the Fury [Erinys], which from those killed before brings one atê in the wake of another atê.

Orestes

strophe 6

405 Alas, you sovereign tyrannies of the world below, behold, you potent Curses of the slain, behold the remnants of the line of Atreus in their plight of helplessness, cast out from house and home, bereft of tîmê. Which way can we turn, O Zeus?

Chorus

antistrophe 5

410 But again my philon heart throbs as I hear this pitiful lament. At once I am devoid of hope and my insides are darkened at the words I hear. 415 But when hope once again lifts and strengthens me, it puts away my grief [akhos] and dawns brightly on me.

Electra

antistrophe 6

To what could we more fittingly appeal than to those very griefs [akhos pl.] we have endured [paskhô] from the woman herself who bore us? 420 She may fawn upon us, but they are past all soothing. For like a wolf with its savage phrenes, the thûmos we have acquired from our mother is implacable.

Chorus

strophe 7

On my breast I beat a dirge from Aryan lands in just the same fashion as a Cissian wailing woman. 425 With clenched fists, raining blows thick and fast, my outstretched hands could be seen descending from above, from far above, now on this side, now on that, till my battered and wretched head resounded with the strokes.

Electra

strophe 8

430 Away with you, cruel and utterly brazen mother! You dared to give your husband a most cruel burial: unmourned, without lamentation [penthos], a king unattended by his people.

Orestes

strophe 9

Ah me, all your deeds are done without tîmê. 435 Yet with the help of the daimones, and with the help of my own hands, will she not atone for the loss of tîmê that she inflicted on my father? Let me only take her life, then let me die!

Chorus

antistrophe 9

Yes, and I would have you know he was brutally mutilated. 440 And even as she buried him in this way, she acted with intent to make the manner of his death a burden on your life past all power to bear. You hear the story of the outrageous loss of tîmê inflicted on your father.

Electra

antistrophe 7

My father was murdered just as you say. But all the while I was kept sequestered, 445 deprived of tîmê, accounted a worthless thing. Kenneled in my room as if I were a vicious cur, I gave free vent to my streaming tears, which came more readily than laughter, as in my concealment I poured out my lament in plentiful weeping. 450 Hear my tale [mûthos] and inscribe it on your phrenes.

Chorus

antistrophe 8

Yes, let it sink deep into your ears, with a serene [hêsukhos] dance-step of the phrenes. So far things are so. But you yourself be eager to resolve what is to follow. 455 You must enter the contest with inflexible wrath.

Orestes

strophe 10

Father, I call on you; side with your philoi!

Electra

And I in tears join my voice to his.

Chorus

And let all our company [stasis]
 blend our voices to echo the prayer. Hear! Come to the light! 460 Side with us against our enemies!

Orestes

antistrophe 10

Ares will encounter Ares; Dikê will encounter Dikê.

Electra

O you gods, bring the plea to fulfillment with dikê!

Chorus

A shudder steals over me as I hear these prayers. Doom has long been waiting, 465 but it will come in answer to those who pray.

strophe 11

Ah, inbred trouble [ponos] and bloody stroke of ruin [atê] without a tune [mousa]! Ah, lamentable and grievous sorrows! 470 Ah, the unstaunched pain!

antistrophe 11

Our house has a cure to heal these woes, a cure not from outside, from the hands of others, but from itself, by fierce, bloody eris. 475 This hymn is for the gods beneath the earth.

anapests

O you blessed powers below [khthonioi], hear this supplication of ours, and with favorable phrenes send forth to these children your aid for victory!

Orestes

O father, who perished by a death unbefitting a king [turannos], 480 grant in answer to my prayer the power [kratos] over your halls!

Electra

And I too, father, have a like request of you: to escape when I have wrought great destruction on Aegisthus.

Orestes

Yes, for then the customary funeral feasts of men would be established in your honor. But otherwise, at the rich and savory banquet of burnt offerings made to the earth, 485 you will be without a portion of tîmê.

Electra

And I will likewise at my wedding offer libations to you out of the fullness of my inheritance from my father’s house, and before all else I will hold this tomb of yours in the highest honor.

Orestes

O Earth, send up my father to watch my battle!

Electra

490 O Persephone, grant us indeed a glorious accession to power [kratos]!

Orestes

Father, remember the bath where you were robbed of life.

Electra

And remember how they devised a strange net to cast about you.

Orestes

You were caught, my father, in fetters forged by no smith’s hand.

Electra

And in a fabric shamefully devised.

Orestes

495 Father, are you not roused by taunts such as these?

Electra

Are you not raising that most philon head of yours?

Orestes

Either send Dikê as ally to your philoi, or grant us in turn to get a similar power [kratos] over them, if indeed after defeat you would in turn win victory.

Electra

500 So listen, father, to this last appeal of mine as you behold these fledglings crouching at your tomb. Have compassion on a song of lament performed by a woman and by a man as well, and let not this seed of Pelops’ line be blotted out: for then, in spite of death, you are not dead. 505 For children are voices of salvation [sôtêriâ] to a man, though he is dead; like corks, they buoy up the net, saving [sôzô] the flaxen cord from out of the deep. Hear! For your own sake we make this lament. By honoring this plea of ours you save [sôzô] yourself.

Chorus

510 In truth you have drawn out this plea of yours to your own content in showing honor [tîmê] to this unlamented tomb. As for the rest, since your phrên is rightly set on action, put your fortune [daimôn] to the test and get to your work at once.

Orestes

It will be so. But it is not off the track to inquire 515 from what motive she came to send her libations, seeking too late to make amends [tîmê] for an irremediable experience [pathos]. They would be a sorry return [kharis] to send to the dead who have no phrenes: I cannot guess what they mean. The gifts are too paltry for her offense [hamartiâ]. 520 For though a man may pour out all he has in atonement for one deed of blood, it is wasted effort. So the saying goes. If indeed you know, tell me: I wish to learn.

Chorus

I know, my child, for I was there. It was because she was shaken by dreams and wandering terrors of the night 525 that she sent these offerings, godless woman that she is.

Orestes

And have you learned the nature of the dream so as to tell it properly?

Chorus

She dreamed she gave birth to a serpent: that is her own account.

Orestes

And where does the tale come full circle [telos], where is it completed?

Chorus

She laid it to rest as if it were a child, in swaddling clothes.

Orestes

530 What food did it crave, the newborn viper?

Chorus

In her dream she offered it her own breast.

Orestes

Surely her nipple was not unwounded by the loathsome beast?

Chorus

No: it drew in clotted blood with the milk.

Orestes

Truly this vision is not without meaning!

Chorus

535 Then from out of her sleep she raised a shriek and awoke appalled, and many lamps that had been blinded in the darkness flared up in the house to cheer our mistress. Then she sent these libations for the dead in the hope that they might be an effective cure for her distress.

Orestes

540 I pray to this earth and to my father’s grave that this dream may come to its fulfillment [telos] in me. As I sort it out [krînô], it fits at every point. For if the snake left the same place as I; if it was furnished with my swaddling clothes; 545 if it sought to open its mouth to take the breast that nourished me and mixed the philon milk with clotted blood while she shrieked for terror at this pathos, then surely, as she has nourished an ominous thing of horror, she must die by biâ. 550 For I, turned serpent, am her killer, as this dream declares.

Chorus

I choose your reading of this portent. Let it be so. As for the rest, give your philoi their parts. Tell some what to do, others what to leave undone.

Orestes

It is a simple tale [mûthos]. My sister must go inside, 555 and I say solemnly [aineô] that she must keep concealed this pact with me, so that as by craft they killed a man of tîmê, so by craft they may likewise be caught and perish in the very same snare, even as Loxias made the decree [phêmê], lord Apollo, the seer [mantis] who has never before been false.

560 In the guise of a stranger [xenos], one fully equipped, I will come to the outer gate, and with me Pylades, whom you see here, as a guest [xenos] and ally of the house. Both of us will speak the speech of Parnassus, imitating [mîmeomai] the voice of a Phokian tongue. 565 And in case none of the keepers of the door will welcome us with a radiant heart on the plea that the house is afflicted with trouble by daimones, then we will wait so that anyone passing the house will consider and say: “Why then does Aegisthus have his door shut on his suppliant, 570 if in fact he is at home and knows?”

But if I indeed pass the outermost threshold of the gate and find that man sitting on my father’s throne, or if then coming face to face with me he lifts and casts down his eyes, know well: 575 before he can even say “Of what land is this stranger [xenos]?” I will skewer him with my swift sword and lay him dead. The fury [Erinys] that has no fill of slaughter shall for her third and crowning drink unmixed blood!

Now, Electra, you keep strict watch over what happens inside the house, 580 so that our plans may fit together well. And you [the Chorus], I solemnly say [epaineô] to you: best keep a tongue that is euphêmos
: be silent when there is need and speak only what the occasion demands. As for the rest, I call on him to cast his glance this way and direct the contest [agôn] of the sword for me.

Orestes, Pylades, and Electra exit.

Chorus

strophe 1

585 Many are the sorrows [akhos pl.], dread and appalling, bred of earth, and the embrace of the sea [pontos] teems with hateful monsters. Likewise between heaven and earthlights hung high in the air draw near; 590 and winged things and things that walk the earth can also tell of the stormy wrath of whirlwinds.

antistrophe 1

But who can tell of man’s overweening phrenes, 595 and of the reckless passions of women hardened of phrenes, partners of the woes [atê pl.] of mortals? 600 Inordinate passion, having kratos over the female, gains a fatal victory over the wedded unions of beasts and men alike.

strophe 2

Let whoever is not flighty in his wits know this, when he has learned 605 of the device of a lit brand contrived by Thestios’ heartless daughter:
 She destroyed her own child by burning the charred brand of the same age as he, when, coming from his mother’s womb, he cried out, 610 and it aged in pace with him through his life to the day decreed by fate.

antistrophe 2

And there is in stories another murderous virgin to be loathed,
 615 who ruined a philos at the bidding of his enemies, when, lured by Minos’ gift, the Cretan necklace forged of gold, she with her dog’s heart 620 despoiled Nisos of his immortal lock as he drew breath in unsuspecting sleep. And Hermes overtook him.

strophe 3

But since I have recalled tales of pitiless ordeals [ponoi], it is the right time to tell of a marriage void of love, 625 an abomination to houses, and the plots devised by a wife’s phrenes against her warrior lord, against her lord revered with reason by his foes. But I honor the hearths of homes not heated by passion’s fires, 630 and in woman a spirit that shrinks from audacious deeds.

antistrophe 3

Indeed the Lemnian evil
 holds first place among evils in story: it has long been told with groans as an abominable calamity. Men compare each new horror to Lemnian troubles; 635 and because of a woeful deed abhorred by the gods a race has disappeared, cast out in infamy from among mortals. For no man reveres what is hated by the gods. Is there one of these tales I have gathered that I cite without dikê?

strophe 4

But the keen and bitter sword is near the breast 640 and drives home its blow at the bidding of Dikê. For truly the injustice of him who has unjustly transgressed the sovereign majesty of Zeus 645 lies on the ground trampled under foot.

antistrophe 4

The anvil of Dikê is planted firm. Destiny fashions her arms and forges her sword quickly, and the famed and deeply brooding Fury [Erinys] is bringing the son into our house, 650 to requite at last the pollution of bloodshed long ago.

Orestes and Pylades enter with attendants before the palace.

Orestes

Boy! Boy! Hear my knocking at the outer door! Who is inside? Boy! Boy! I say again, who is at home? 655 Again for the third time I call for some one to come out of the house, if there is welcoming [philon] to strangers [xenoi] by Aegisthus.

Servant

Yes, yes, I hear. Of what land is the stranger [xenos], and whence?

Orestes

Announce me to the masters of the house, for it is in fact to them that I come bearing news. 660 And hurry, since the chariot of night is speeding on with darkness, and it is time [hôrâ] for wayfarers to drop anchor in some house friendly to all guests [xenoi]. Tell some one to come forth who has authority [telos] over the house, the mistress in charge. 665 But the master would be more fitting, for then no delicacy [aidôs] in speaking makes words obscure: man speaks boldly to man and reveals [sêmainô] his meaning without reserve.

The Servant withdraws. Clytemnestra appears at the door with a maidservant in attendance.

Clytemnestra

Strangers [xenoi], you have only to declare your need, for we have everything that suits this house: 670 warm baths, beds to charm away fatigue [ponoi], and the presence of honest [dikaia] faces. But if there is another matter requiring graver counsel, that is the concern of men, and we will communicate with them.

Orestes

I am a stranger [xenos], a Daulian from Phokis. 675 As I was on my way, carrying my pack on business of my own to Argos, just as I ended my journey here, a man, a stranger to me as I to him, fell in with me, and inquired [historeô] about my destination and told me his. He was Strophios, a Phokian—for as we talked I learned his name—and he said to me, 680 “Stranger, since in any case you are bound for Argos, keep my message in mind with the utmost dikê and tell his parents that Orestes is dead, and by no means let it escape you. Whether his philoi decide to bring him home or to bury him in the land of his sojourn, a foreigner [xenos] utterly forever, 685 convey their wishes back to me. In the meantime a bronze urn contains the ashes of a man rightly lamented.” This much I tell you as I heard it. Whether by any chance I am speaking to those with whom the question rests and whose concern it is, I do not know. 690 But his parent should know.

Clytemnestra

Oh no! Your story spells our utter undoing. O curse that haunts this house, so hard to wrestle down: how far forward you look! Even what was laid well out of harm’s way you bring down with your well-aimed shafts from far off, 695 and you strip me of philoi, utterly wretched as I am. And now Orestes: he was indeed prudent in saving [komizô] his foot from the mire of destruction, but now you portray as fled what was once the one hope in our house of a cure for its evil revelry [bakkheiâ].

Orestes

700 As for me, I am sure that with hosts [xenoi] so prosperous [eudaimones] I would rather have been made known and been treated as guest [xenos] for favorable news. For where is goodwill greater than from guest [xenoi] to host [xenoi]? Yet to my mind it would have been irreverent not to fulfill for philoi 705 a charge like this when I was bound by promise and hospitality [xeniâ] pledged to me.

Clytemnestra

But rest assured you will receive no less a reward than you deserve nor be the less welcome [philos] to this house: someone else might just as well have brought your message [angeliâ]. 710 But it is the proper occasion [kairos] when strangers [xenoi] who have been travelling on a long day’s journey should have their proper entertainment.

To her attendant.

Conduct him to the rooms where the men are lodged properly as guests [xenoi], him and his attendants here and his fellow-traveler, and let them be tended to there as is proper in our house. 715 I give the word [aineô] that you do this as you shall be held to strict account. Meantime I will communicate this matter to the master of the house, and since we have no lack of philoi we will confer on this occurrence.

All withdraw except the Chorus.

Chorus

anapests

Ah, philai handmaidens of the house, 720 low long will it be before we display the power that lies in our mouths to do Orestes service?

O revered earth, and revered barrow raised high that now lies on the royal corpse of the commander of the fleet, 725 now hear me, now lend me aid! Now is the hour for Persuasion with her guile to join forces with him, and for Hermes of the nether world [khthonios], he who works in stealth, to direct this ordeal [agôn] of the deadly sword.

Orestes’ Nurse enters.

730 Our stranger [xenos], I think, is working something no good: for over there I see Orestes’ nurse all in tears. Cilissian slave-woman! Where are you going? Why as you set foot in the palace gate have you grief as your unhired companion?

Nurse

My mistress commands me to summon Aegisthus for the strangers in all haste, 735 so that he may come and learn more clearly, from man to man, these tidings that have just arrived. Indeed, before the servants, behind eyes that feigned grief [penthos] she hid her laughter over what has occurred fortunately for her. But the utterance [phêmê] so plainly delivered by the strangers [xenoi] 740 means utter ruin for this house. I expect that when he hears it he will rejoice in his noos to know the tale [mûthos]. Miserable woman that I am! How the old unbearable troubles of every sort 745 that occurred in this house of Atreus have always made my heart ache within my breast! But never yet have I endured a blow like this. All the other troubles I bore patiently, but my philos Orestes, on whom I spent my life [psûkhê], 750 whom I received from his mother at birth and nursed, and the many and troublesome tasks, fruitless for all my enduring them, when his loud and urgent cries broke my rest... For one must nurse that little thing, which doesn’t yet have any phrenes, as if it were a grazing animal, of course one must, by following its twists and turns that lead toward a phrên. 755 For while it is still a baby in swaddling clothes, it has no speech at all, whether hunger moves it, or thirst perhaps, or the call of need: children’s young insides work their own relief. I would be the seer [mantis] who anticipates these needs. Yet many a time, I think, having to wash the child’s linen because of my own errors, 760 laundress and nurse had the same function [telos]. It was I who, with these two handicrafts, received Orestes from his father’s hands. And now, wretch that I am, I hear that he is dead. But I am on my way to fetch the man who wrought destruction on our house, 765 and he will be glad enough to hear this news.

Chorus

How does she tell him to come prepared?

Nurse

How prepared? Say it again so that I may catch your meaning better.

Chorus

With his guards or perhaps unattended?

Nurse

She tells him to come with his retinue of spearmen.

Chorus

770 Well, do not give this message to our loathed master, but with all haste and with a joyous heart tell him to come himself, alone, so that he may be told without alarm. For in the mouth of a messenger an oblique message is made straight.

Nurse

What? Are you gladdened by the present news?

Chorus

775 Why not, if Zeus at last may cause our ill wind to change?

Nurse

But how can that be? Orestes, the hope of our house, is gone.

Chorus

Not yet; he would be an inept seer [mantis] who would so interpret.

Nurse

What are you saying? Do you know something beyond what has been told?

Chorus

Go, deliver your message! Do what you are asked to do! 780 The gods take care of what they take care of.

Nurse

Well, I will go and do your bidding. With the gods’ blessing may everything turn out for the best!

She exits.

Chorus

strophe 1

Now at my supplication, O Zeus, father of the Olympian gods, 785 grant that the fortunes of our house be firmly established, so that those who rightly desire the rule of order may behold it. Every word of mine has been uttered in dikê. O Zeus, may you safeguard it!

epode 1

790 O Zeus, set him who is within the palace before his enemies [ekhthroi], since, if you exalt him, he will gladly pay you with double and triple recompense.

antistrophe 1

Know that the orphaned colt of a philos man 795 is harnessed to the chariot of distress. And by setting bounds to his course may you grant that we see him keep a steady pace through this race and win the goal in the straining stride of a gallop.

strophe 2

800 And you who within the house inhabit the inner chamber that exults in its wealth, hear me, you gods, who share your phrenes with us! By a new judgment [dikê] redeem the blood of deeds done long ago. 805 May aged Murder cease begetting offspring in our house!

epode 2

And you who occupy the mighty, gorgeously built cavern,
 grant that the man’s house may lift up its eyes again in joy, and that with glad eyes 810 it may behold from under its veil of gloom the radiant light of freedom.

antistrophe 2

May Maia’s son,
 as he with dikê should, lend his aid, for no one can better bring to fulfillment a sea-voyage on a favoring course, 815 when he is willing to do so. But by his mysterious utterance he brings darkness over men’s eyes by night, and by day he is no more clear at all.

strophe 3

And then at last with a loud voice we shall sing 820 a song of the deliverance of our house, the song that women raise when the wind has a fair setting [stasis], and not the shrill tune [nomos] of those who mourn: “Things are going well for the polis. 825 This grows to profit [kerdos] for me, for me, and calamity [atê] holds off from my philoi.”

epode 3

But may you with good courage, when the part of action comes, cry out loud the name “Father” when she exclaims “Son,” 830 and bring to completion the ruin [atê] that is beyond blame.

antistrophe 3

Raise up the spirit of Perseus
 within my phrenes. And for your philoi below the earth, and for those above, exact a return [kharis] for their dire wrath 835 by working bloody ruin [atê] in our house and obliterating the guilt [aitiâ] of murder.

Aegisthus enters.

Aegisthus

I have come not unasked but summoned by a messenger. I heard startling news told by some strangers [xenoi] 840 who have arrived, tidings far from welcome: the death of Orestes. To lay this too upon our house would be a fearful burden when it is still festering and galled by the wound inflicted by an earlier murder. How can I believe these things are true [alêthea]? 845 Or is it merely a panic-stricken report spread by women which leaps up to die away in nothingness? What can you tell me of this to make it clear to my phrên?

Chorus

We heard the tale, it is true. But go inside and inquire of the strangers [xenoi]. The certainty of messengers’ [angeloi] reports 850 is nothing compared with one’s own interrogation of the man himself.

Aegisthus

I wish to see the messenger [angelos] and put him to the test again—whether he himself was present at the death or merely repeats from vague reports what he has heard. No! Be sure he cannot deceive a phrên that is endowed with eyes.

He exits.

Chorus

anapests

855 O Zeus, O Zeus, what should I say? Where shall I begin this prayer of mine, this appeal to the gods? How in my loyal zeal can I succeed in finding words to match need? Now is the moment 860 when the bloodstained edges of the blades that lay men low are utterly forever to destroy the house of Agamemnon. Or else, kindling a flaming light in the cause of freedom, Orestes will win both the rule over his realm 865 and the wealth [olbos] of his fathers. Our god-like Orestes, with no one to assist him, is now to meet with two in such a contest. And may it be to triumph!

A shriek is heard from within.

Aegisthus

Oh! Oh! O woe!

Chorus

870 Ah! Ah! Alas! What is happening? What is being accomplished for our house? Let us stand apart while the matter is being brought to fulfillment [telos] so that we may be considered not responsible [aitioi] in these ills. For the outcome [telos] of the fighting has just now been made formal.

A servant of Aegisthus rushes in.

Servant

875 O woe, oh utter woe! My master is slain! O woe! I cry yet again, for the third time. Aegisthus is no more! Come, with all speed! Unbar and open the women’s door! And a strong arm indeed is needed, 880 but not to help him who is already slain: what good is there in that? Help! Help! Am I shouting to the deaf and fruitlessly wasting my voice on people who are asleep? Where has Clytemnestra gone? What is she doing? Her own neck, near the razor’s edge, is now ready to fall, in all justice [dikê], beneath the stroke.

Clytemnestra hurries in unattended.

Clytemnestra

885 What is this? What cry for help are you raising in our house?

Servant

I tell you the dead are killing the living.

Clytemnestra

Ah! Indeed I have understood the utterance [epos], sorting it out from the riddling [ainigma pl.]. We are to perish by treachery, just as we committed murder. Someone give me a battle-axe, and quickly! 

The Servant rushes out.

890 Let us know if we are victors or vanquished: for we have come even to this point of evil.

The door opens displaying Orestes standing over the corpse of Aegisthus, with Pylades nearby. 

Orestes

It is you I seek. This one here has had enough.

Clytemnestra

Oh no! My most philos, valiant Aegisthus! You are dead!

Orestes

You love your man? Then you will lie in the same grave, 895 and you will never abandon him in death.

Clytemnestra

Wait, my son! Have respect [aidôs], child, for this breast at which many times while sleeping you sucked with toothless gums the nourishing milk.

Orestes

Pylades, what shall I do? Shall I spare my mother out of aidôs?

Pylades

900 What then will become in the future of Loxias’ oracles [manteuma pl.] declared at Delphi, and of our sworn pact? Count all men your enemies rather than the gods.

Orestes

I judge you victor: you give me good advice [par-ainesis].

To Clytemnestra. 

Come this way! I mean to kill you by his very side. 905 For while he lived, you thought him better than my father. Sleep with him in death, since you love him but hate the man you were bound to love.

Clytemnestra

It was I who nourished you, and with you I would grow old.

Orestes

What! Murder my father and then make your home with me?

Clytemnestra

910 Fate, my child, must share the blame [aitiâ] for this.

Orestes

And fate now brings this destiny to pass.

Clytemnestra

Have you no regard for a parent’s curse, my son?

Orestes

You brought me to birth and yet you cast me out to misery.

Clytemnestra

No, surely I did not cast you out in sending you to the house of an ally.

Orestes

915 I was sold in disgrace, though I was born of a free father.

Clytemnestra

Then where is the price I got for you?

Orestes

I am ashamed to reproach you with that outright.

Clytemnestra

But do not fail to proclaim the follies of that father of yours as well.

Orestes

Do not accuse him who went through ordeals [ponoi] while you sat idle at home.

Clytemnestra

920 It is a grief for women to be deprived of a husband, my child.

Orestes

Yes, but it is the husband’s toil that supports them while they sit at home.

Clytemnestra

You seem resolved, my child, to kill your mother.

Orestes

You will kill yourself, not I.

Clytemnestra

Take care: beware the hounds of wrath that avenge a mother.

Orestes

925 And how shall I escape my father’s if I leave this undone?

Clytemnestra

I see that though living I mourn in vain before a tomb.

Orestes

Yes, for my father’s fate has marked out this destiny for you.

Clytemnestra

Oh no! I myself bore and nourished this serpent!

Orestes

Yes, the terror from your dream was indeed a prophet [mantis]. 930 You killed him whom you should not; so suffer [paskhô] what should not be.

He forces Clytemnestra inside; Pylades follows.

Chorus

Truly I grieve even for these in their twofold downfall. Yet since long-suffering Orestes has reached the peak of many deeds of blood, we would rather have it so, that the eye of the house should not be utterly lost.

strophe 1

935 As to Priam and his sons dikê came at last in crushing retribution, so to Agamemnon’s house came a twofold lion, twofold slaughter. The exile, the suppliant of Delphi, has fulfilled his course to the utmost, 940 justly urged on by counsels from the gods.

Oh raise a shout of triumph over the escape of our master’s house from its misery and the wasting of its wealth by two who were unclean, 945 its grievous fortune!

antistrophe 1

And he has come whose part is the crafty vengeance of stealthy attack, and in the battle his hand was guided by her who is a genuine [etumos] daughter of Zeus, breathing murderous wrath on her foes. 950 We mortals aim true to the mark when we call her Dikê.

strophe 2

The commands proclaimed loudly by Loxias, tenant of the mighty cavern shrine of Parnassus, assail 955 with guileless guile the mischief now become inveterate. May the divine prevail: that I not serve kakoi! 960 It is right to revere the rule of heaven.

Look, the light has come, and I am freed from the cruel curb that restrained our household. House, rise up! You have lain too long prostrate on the ground.

antistrophe 2

965 But soon time that accomplishes all will pass the portals of our house, and then all pollution will be expelled from the hearth by cleansing rites that drive out calamity [atê]. The dice of fortune will turn as they fall and lie with faces all lovely to behold, 970 favorably disposed to whoever stays in our house.

The doors open, revealing Orestes and Pylades standing over the bodies of Clytemnestra and Aegisthus.

Orestes

Behold this pair of royalty [turannis], oppressors of the land, who murdered my father and ransacked my house! 975 They were majestic then, when they sat on their thrones, and are philoi to each other even now, as one may judge by their suffering [pathos pl.], and their oath holds true to their pledges. Together they vowed a league of death against my unhappy father, and together they vowed to die, and they have kept their promise well.

He displays the robe.

980 But now regard again, you who hear this account of ills, the device for binding my unhappy father, with which his hands were manacled, his feet fettered. Spread it out! Stand around in a circle, and display this integument for a man, that the Father may see—985 not mine, but he who surveys all this, the Sun—that he may see the impious work of my own mother, that he may be my witness in court that I pursued this death, my own mother’s, with justice [dikê]. I do not speak of Aegisthus’ death: 990 for he has suffered, as is the custom [nomos], the penalty [dikê] prescribed for adulterers.

But she who devised this abhorrent deed against her husband, whose children she bore, a burden under her girdle, a burden once philon, but now an enemy [ekhthros], as it seems: what do you think of her? Had she been born a seasnake or a viper, 995 I think her very touch without her bite would have caused anyone else to rot, if boldness and phrenes without dikê could do so.

What name shall I give it, however tactful I may be? A trap for a wild beast? Or a shroud for a corpse in his bier, wrapped around his feet? No, rather it is a net: 1000 you might call it a hunting net, or robes to entangle a man’s feet. This would be the kind of thing a highwayman might posses, who deceives strangers [xenoi] and earns his living by robbery, and with this cunning snare he might kill many men and warm his own phrên greatly.

1005 May such a woman not live with me in my house! Before that may the gods grant me to perish childless!

Chorus

anapests

Alas! Alas! Sorrowful work! You were done in by a wretched death. Alas! Alas! And also for the survivor suffering [pathos] blossoms.

Orestes

1010 Did she do the deed or not? This is my witness, dyed by Aegisthus’ sword. This is a stain of blood that helps time to spoil the many tinctures of embroidered fabric.

Now at last I praise [aineô] him. Now at last I am present to lament him, 1015 as I address this web that wrought my father’s death. Yet I grieve for the deed and the suffering [pathos] and for my whole lineage [genos]. My victory is an unenviable pollution.

Chorus

anapests

No mortal being shall pass his life unpunished, free from all suffering to the end. Alas! Alas! 1020 One tribulation comes today, another tomorrow.

Orestes

So that you may know, I do not know how it will reach fulfillment [telos]; I think I am a charioteer driving my team far beyond the course. For my ungoverned phrenes are whirling me away overmastered, and at my heart fear 1025 is ready to sing and dance to a tune of wrath. But while I am still in control of my phrenes, I proclaim like a herald [kêrux] to those who hold me philos: I hereby declare [phêmi] that not without dikê did I slay my mother, that father-killing pollution [miasma], that thing loathed by the gods.

And for the spells that gave me the courage for this deed 1030 I count Loxias, the mantis of Delphi, my chief source. It was he who declared that, if I did this thing, I would be beyond responsibility [aitiâ] for evildoing. But if I refrained—I will not name the penalty; for no bowshot could reach such a height of anguish.

And now observe me, how armed with this branch and wreath I go as a suppliant, an outcast for the shedding of kindred blood, 1035 to the temple set square on the navel of the earth, the precinct of Loxias, and to the bright fire that is called imperishable [aphthiton].
 To no other hearth did Loxias bid me turn. 1040 And as to the manner in which this evil deed was done, I charge all men of Argos in time to come to bear me witness. I go forth a wanderer, estranged [apo-xenos] from this land, leaving this repute behind, in life or death.

Chorus

And you have done well. Therefore do not yoke your tongue 1045 to an ill-omened speech [phêmê], nor let your lips give vent to evil foreboding, since you have freed the whole realm of Argos by lopping off the heads of two serpents with a fortunate stroke.

Orestes

Ah, ah! You slave women, look at them there: like Gorgons, wrapped in sable garments, 1050 entwined with swarming snakes! I can stay no longer.

Chorus

What visions disturb you, most philos of sons to your father? Wait, do not be all overcome by fear.

Orestes

To me these are no imagined troubles. For there indeed are the hounds of wrath to avenge my mother.

Chorus

1055 It is that the blood is still fresh on your hands; this is the cause of the disorder that assails your phrenes.

Orestes

O lord Apollo, look! Now they come in troops, and from their eyes they drip loathsome blood!

Chorus

There is only one kind of purification [katharmos] for you: the touch of Loxias 1060 will set you free from this affliction.

Orestes

You do not see them, but I see them. I am driven out and can stay no longer!

He rushes out.

Chorus

Then may blessings go with you, and may the god watch with favorable phrenes over you and guard you with timely fortunes!

anapests

1065 Look! Now again, for the third time, has the tempest of this clan burst on the royal house and come to fulfillment [telos]. First, at the beginning, came the cruel woes of children slain for food; 1070 next, the suffering [pathos] of a man, a king, when the warlord of the Achaeans perished, murdered in his bath. And now, once again, there has come from somewhere a third, a savior [sôtêr], or shall I say a doom? 1075 Oh when will it bring its work to completion, when will the fury of calamity [atê], lulled to rest, find an end and cease?

Eumenides

by Aeschylus

Translation of Herbert Weir Smyth

Pythia

I give highest honor among the gods to Earth, the first seer [mantis]; and after her Themis, for she was the second to take the office of seer [manteion] that belonged to her mother, so goes the tale. Third, 5 with Themis willing, and with no compulsion [biâ], another Titan, child of Earth, Phoebe, took her office here. She then bestowed it as birth-gift upon Phoebus [Apollo], who has a name derived from Phoebe.
 When Phoebus left behind the sea and the rocks of Delos 10 and landed on Pallas’
 ship-frequented shores, he came to this land and the temples of Parnassus. The children of Hephaistos,
 road-builders, who make the wilderness tame, accompanied him and honored him greatly. 15 The people, too, truly celebrated his coming, and Delphos, helmsman and lord of the land. Zeus made Phoebus’ phrên inspired with the skill of becoming possessed by the gods [entheos] and established him as the fourth seer [mantis] on this throne; and Loxias is the declarer [prophêtês] of Zeus his father.

20 I begin by invoking these gods. Pallas who stands before the temple also is especially honored in my words, and I worship the Nymphs who live on the hollow Korykian crag, the delight of birds and haunt of daimones. Bromios has held the region—I do not forget him—25 since he, as a god, led the Bacchants in war, and contrived for Pentheus to die as a hare dies. I call on the streams of Pleistos and the power [kratos] of Poseidon, and mightiest Zeus who brings prayers to fulfillment [telos], and I take my seat as seer [mantis] upon my throne. 30 Now grant that I enjoy the best fortune, far better than I enjoyed on my previous entrances to the temple. And if there are any Hellenes, let them come in turn by lot, as is the custom. I speak as a seer [mantis], whichever way the god leads.

She enters the temple and returns in terror.

Horrors, horrible to tell and to see, 35 have sent me back from the house of Loxias, so that I have no strength and I cannot stand straight. I am running on my hands and knees, not with quickness of limb; for a frightened old woman is nothing, or rather she is like a child.

I was going to the inner shrine, decked with wreaths, 40 and then I saw on top of the Omphalos
 a man abominable to the gods, in the attitude of a suppliant, his hands dripping gore, holding a sword freshly drawn from a wound, and an olive-branch, from the top of the tree, crowned in a balanced [sôphrôn] way 45 with a long strand of shining white wool; this much I can relate clearly. 

In front of the man sitting on the throne, an awesome band of women sleeps. Not women, but Gorgons I mean, although I would not compare them to the forms of Gorgons. 50 Once before I saw a picture of Gorgons carrying off the feast of Phineus—but these here, at least as far as I can see, are wingless, black, totally loathsome; they snore with sharp snorts, they drip vile tears from their eyes; 55 their appearance [kosmos] is not fit [dikaios] to go either to the statues of the gods or to the homes of men. I have never seen this species nor the land that boasts of rearing this breed with impunity and does not grieve its labor [ponos] afterwards.

60 Let what is to come now be the concern of the master of the house, powerful Loxias himself. He is a mantis of healing, a diviner of portents, and a purifier of homes for others.

She exits. The temple doors open, revealing Apollo standing over Orestes at the omphalos. Nearby the Furies are asleep, and Hermes stands in the background.

Apollo

No, I will not abandon you. I am your guardian all the way to the telos, 65 standing near and far away, I will not be kind to your enemies. So now you see these mad women overcome, these loathsome maidens have fallen asleep—70 old women, ancient children, with whom no god, no man, no beast ever consorts. They were born for evil, and since then they live in evil gloom and in Tartarus under the earth, hateful to men and to the Olympian gods. All the same, try to get away and do not lose heart. 75 For they will drive you on even as you go across the wide land, always in places where wanderers walk, beyond the sea [pontos] and the island cities. Do not grow weary brooding on your ordeal [ponos], but when you have come to the polis of Pallas, 80 sit yourself down and clasp in your arms the ancient wooden image of the goddess. And there we shall find judges for your case and have spellbinding and effective mûthoi to release you from your labors [ponoi] completely. For I persuaded you to kill your mother.

Orestes

85 Lord Apollo, you do not know how to be without dikê; and, since you are capable, also learn not to neglect. For your power to do good is dependable.

Apollo

Remember, do not let fear conquer your phrenes. 90 Hermes, my blood brother, born of the same father, keep watch and, true to your name, be his Escort,
 shepherding this suppliant of mine; Zeus honors the respect of those who are outside the protection of laws [nomoi], and this respect brings to mortals a fate that leads to a good outcome. He exits. Orestes departs escorted by Hermes. The Ghost of Clytemnestra appears.
Ghost Of Clytemnestra

You would sleep! Aha! Yet what need is there of sleepers? 95 Because of you I am dishonored in this way among the other dead; the reproach of those I killed never leaves me while I am among the dead, and I wander in disgrace. I declare to you that I endure much blame [aitiâ] because of them. 100 And yet, while I suffer [paskhô] so cruelly from my most philoi, no daimôn has mênis on my behalf, although I was slaughtered at the hands of a matricide. See these gashes in my heart, and from where they came! For the sleeping phrên is lit up with eyes, 105 but in the daytime it does not see the fate of mortals. 

You really have lapped up many of my libations—wineless libations, offerings unmixed with wine for the dead, and I have offered solemn nocturnal banquets upon a hearth of fire at a time [hôrâ] not shared with any other god. 110 I see all this trampled under foot. He is gone, escaping like a fawn, lightly like that, from the middle of a place surrounded with snares. He rushed out mocking you. Hear me, since I plead for my psûkhê. 115 Activate your phrenes, goddesses of the underworld! In a dream I, Clytemnestra, am calling you.

Chorus (Muttering)

Ghost Of Clytemnestra

Mutter, if you will! But the man is gone, fled far away. For his friends are not like mine!

Chorus 120 (Muttering) 

Ghost Of Clytemnestra

You are too drowsy and do not pity my suffering [pathos]. The murderer of his mother, Orestes, is gone!

Chorus (Moaning)

Ghost Of Clytemnestra

You moan, you sleep—will you not get up quickly? 125 Are you supposed to be doing anything but working evil?

Chorus (Sharp moaning twice)

Ghost Of Clytemnestra

Sleep and labor [ponos], real conspirators, have sapped the strength of the dreadful dragon.

Chorus

130 Catch him! Catch him! Catch him! Catch him! Take heed!

Ghost Of Clytemnestra

In a dream you are hunting your prey, and are barking like a dog after a scent, never leaving off the pursuit. What are you doing? Get up; do not let ponos overcome you, and do not ignore my misery because you have given in to sleep. 135 Sting your heart with reproaches that have dikê; for reproach goads those who are sôphrones. Send after him a gust of bloody breath, waste him with the vapor, with the fire from your guts—after him!—waste him with a second chase.

The Ghost of Clytemnestra disappears; the Furies awake.

Chorus

—140 Awake! Wake her up, as I wake you. Still asleep? Get up, shake off sleep, let us see if any part of this beginning is in vain.

strophe 1

—Oh, oh! Alas! We have suffered [paskhô], sisters.

—Indeed I have suffered [paskhô] much and all in vain. 145 We have suffered [paskhô] an experience [pathos] hard to heal, oh! unbearable evil. Our prey has escaped from our nets and is gone. I was overcome by sleep and lost my prey.

antistrophe 1

Oh! Child of Zeus, you have become wily, 150 and you, a youth, have ridden down elder female daimones, by honoring the suppliant, a godless man and bitter to his parents; though you are a god, you have stolen away a man that killed his mother. Who will say that any of this was done with dikê?

strophe 2

155 Reproach comes to me in a dream, like a charioteer with goad grasped in the middle, and strikes me under my phrenes, under my vitals. 160 I can feel the cruel, so cruel chill of the people’s destroying scourge.

antistrophe 2

They do this sort of thing, the younger gods, who have power far beyond dikê. A throne dripping blood, 165 about its foot, about its head, I can see the omphalos defiled with a terrible pollution of blood.

strophe 3

170 Though he is a mantis—he urges himself and directs himself—he has defiled his sanctuary with a family pollution [miasma]; contrary to the custom [nomos] of the gods, he respects the rights of humans and causes the ancient rights to decay.

antistrophe 3

Indeed he brings distress to me, but him he shall not deliver; 175 although he escapes to the places beneath the earth, never will he be free. A suppliant himself, he will suffer in his life another vengeance on account of his family.

Apollo enters from the inner sanctuary.

Apollo

Out of my temple at once, I order you. 180 Be gone, quit my sanctuary of the seer’s [mantis] art, 180 or else you might be struck by a flying, winged, glistening snake shot forth from a golden bow-string, and then you would spit out black foam from your lungs in pain, vomiting the clotted blood you have drawn. 185 It is not proper for you to approach this house. So, go to those places where for punishment [dikai] they chop off heads, gouge out eyes, slit throats, and where young men’s virility is ruined by destruction of their seed, where there are mutilations and stonings, and where men who are impaled beneath the spine 190 moan long and piteously. Do you hear—the feasts you love makes you detestable to the gods? The whole fashion of your form shows it. It is reasonable for creatures like you to dwell in the den of a blood-drinking lion, 195 but not to rub your filth on everything you touch in this oracular shrine. Be gone, you flock without a shepherd! No god is the beloved shepherd of such a flock.

Chorus

Lord Apollo, hear our reply in turn. You yourself are not just partly responsible [aitios] for these crimes, 200 but you alone have done it all and so you are totally to blame [aitios].

Apollo

What do you mean? Spin out your story a little longer.

Chorus

Through your oracle, you directed the stranger to kill his mother.

Apollo

Through my oracle, I directed him to exact vengeance for his father. What of it?

Chorus

And then you agreed to take the fresh blood on yourself.

Apollo

205 Yes, I ordered him to turn for expiation to this house.

Chorus

And then do you truly revile us who accompanied him?

Apollo

You are not fit to approach this house.

Chorus

But it’s our duty—

Apollo

What is the tîmê here? Boast of your fine reward!

Chorus

210 We drive matricides from their homes.

Apollo

What about a wife who kills her husband?

Chorus

That would not be murder of relative by blood.

Apollo

Indeed you damage the tîmê that is due to the social contracts of Hera, who brings telos, and of Zeus. You slight them. 215 Aphrodite, too, is cast aside, bereft of tîmê because of your argument, Aphrodite who is the source of all things that are most phila to mortal men. For marriage between man and woman is ordained by fate and is better protected by dikê than an oath. If you release those who kill each other 220 and neither exact a penalty nor punish them with wrath, then I claim that you are without dikê in hunting down Orestes. For I know that you are very concerned about some murders, but you are more serene [hêsukhoi] even to those who openly commit others. But the goddess Pallas will handle the judgment [dikai] of these cases.

Chorus

225 I will never, never let that man go!

Apollo

Pursue him then and get more trouble [ponos] for yourself.

Chorus

Do not cut short my tîmai with your argument.

Apollo

I would not have anything to do with your tîmai.

Chorus

All the same you are said to be very important at the throne of Zeus. 230 But as for me—since a mother’s blood leads me, I will pursue justice [dikai] against this man and even now I am on his track.

They exit.

Apollo

And I will aid the suppliant and rescue him! For the mênis of the suppliant would be awesome to mortals and gods, if I intentionally abandoned him.

He enters the sanctuary. The scene changes to Athens, before the temple of Athena. Hermes enters with Orestes, who embraces the image of the goddess.

Orestes

235 Queen Athena, at Loxias’ command I have come. Receive an accursed wretch kindly. I am not a suppliant for purification, my hand is not unclean, but my guilt’s edge has already been blunted and worn away at other temples and among men. 240 I have traveled on land and sea alike, and I have kept [sôzô] the commands of Loxias’ oracle: now I approach your house and wooden statue, goddess. Here will I keep watch and await the telos of dikê.

The Furies enter.

Chorus

Aha! This is a clear sign of the man. 245 Follow the clues of the voiceless informant. For as a hound tracks a wounded fawn, so we track him by the drops of blood. My lungs are heaving from many tiring struggles; I have visited every corner of the earth, 250 and I have come over the sea [pontos] in wingless flight, pursuing him, no slower than a ship. And now, he cowers here somewhere. The smell of human blood greets me.

Look! Look again! 255 Look everywhere, so that the matricide will not escape our notice and leave his debt unpaid! 

Yes, here he is again with a defense; he has wrapped his arms around the wooden statue of the immortal goddess, 260 and he wants to be tried for his deeds. 

But it is not possible; a mother’s blood upon the earth is hard to requite—alas, the quick liquid has been poured on the ground and is gone.

In return you must allow me to suck the blood red gore 265 from your live limbs. I would feed on you—a gruesome drink!

I will lance you alive and drag you down under the earth so that you repay your mother’s murder with equal anguish.

You will see if any other mortal has commits an offense 270 that dishonors a god or a xenos or his philoi parents—each has a worthy claim to dikê.

For Hades is a mighty judge of mortals under the earth, 275 and he observes everything with his recording phrên.

Orestes

Schooled in misery, I know many purification rituals, and I know when it is dikê to speak and similarly when to be silent; and in this case, I have been ordered to speak by a sophos teacher. 280 For the blood slumbers and fades from my hand—the pollution [miasma] of matricide is washed away; while the blood was still fresh, it was driven away at the hearth of the god Phoebus by expiatory sacrifices of swine. It would be a long story to tell from the beginning, 285 how many people I visited with no harm from the meeting. As time grows old, it purifies all things alike.

So now with a pure mouth, in a manner that is euphêmos,
 I invoke Athena, lady of the land, to come to my aid. Without the spear, she will win 290 me, my land, and the good faith of the Argive people, as faithful allies in dikê and for all time. Whether in the Libyan regions of the world or near the waters of Triton, her native stream, whether she is in action or at rest, aiding those who are philoi to her, 295 or whether, like a bold marshal, she is surveying the Phlegraean plain,
 295 oh, let her come—she hears even from far away because she is a goddess—and may she be my deliverer from these troubles!

Chorus

No, be sure, not Apollo nor Athena’s strength 300 would save you from perishing abandoned, you who do not know joy in your phrenes—you will be sucked dry of blood by daimones, a shadow.

You do not answer—you scorn my words, you who are a victim fattened and dedicated to me? 305 You will be a living feast for me, even though you will not be slain at an altar; now you will hear my hymn, a spell for you.

anapests

Come now, let us also join in the khoros, since it seems good to make our hateful song [mousa] known 310 and to show how our group [stasis] distributes positions among men. We believe that we give straight dikê. No mênis from us will stealthily come over a man who shows his hands are clean, 315 and he will go through life unharmed; but whoever commits an offense, as this man has, and hides his blood-stained hands, we are reliable witnesses against him, and we are avengers of bloodshed, 320 coming to the aid of the dead as we appear in the fullness of time [telos].

strophe 1

O mother Night, hear me, mother who gave birth to me, so that I would work retribution for the blind and the seeing. For Leto’s son has deprived me of tîmê 325 by snatching away this cowering wretch, who is a suitable expiation for his mother’s blood.

I sing this song over the sacrificial victim, a frenzied, wild, song, 330 injurious to the phrên, the hymn of the Furies [Erinyes], a spell to bind the phrenes, a song not tuned to the lyre, a song that withers mortals.

antistrophe 1

Relentless destiny spun out our fate 335 so that we continuously have the duty to pursue mortals who are saddled with fruitless kin-murders, to pursue them until they go under the earth, and even when they die, 340 they are not really free.

I sing this song over the sacrificial victim, a frenzied, wild, song, injurious to the phrên, the hymn of the Furies [Erinyes], a spell to bind the phrenes, a song not tuned to the lyre, 345 a song that withers mortals.

strophe 2

These duties were granted to us at birth, and it was also granted that the deathless gods hold back their hands from us, and none of them 350 shares a table with us as a companion at a feast; and I have neither lot nor portion of their pure white ceremonial robes...

For we undertake to ruin any house, 355 where domestic violence [Ares] kills someone philos. We speed after the killer like this; we waste him away, even though he is strong, because of the fresh blood.

antistrophe 2

360 And we are eager to take these cares away from others, and to establish immunity from the gods for our concerns, so that no trial will even begin; 365 for Zeus has banished us, a blood-dripping, hateful race, from his council.

strophe 3

And men’s reputations, which are proud and lofty under the sky, waste away and dwindle beneath the earth, in deprivation of tîmê, 370 when we, the black-robed Furies [Erinyes], attack and dance our hostile dance.

For surely I make a great leap from above and bring down the heavy-falling force of my foot; 375 my limbs trip even swift runners—unendurable atê.

antistrophe 3

But when he falls because of his heedless outrage, he does not know it; for pollution hovers over a man in this kind of darkness, and mournful rumor 380 announces that a murky mist envelops his house.

strophe 4

For it waits. We are skilled in plotting, powerful in bringing things to pass [telos], and we remember evil deeds—we are awesome and hard for mortals to appease. 385 Though we pursue our appointed office, we are disenfranchised, without tîmê, and we stand apart from the gods in sunless light—we make the road rugged and steep for the seeing and the blind alike.

antistrophe 4

What mortal does not stand in awe of these things 390 and tremble, when he hears the law enacted by destiny, the law ordained by the gods for perfect fulfillment [telos]? My prerogative is ancient, I do not meet with dishonor, 395 although I have a post under the earth and in sunless gloom.

Athena enters wearing the aegis.

Athena

I heard a voice calling from afar, from the Scamander, where I was taking possession of the land, which the leaders and chiefs of the Achaeans assigned to me, 400 a great portion of their spear-won spoil, to be all mine forever, a choice gift to Theseus’ sons.
 From there I have come, driving my tireless foot, without wings, with the folds of the aegis rustling. 405 I yoked this chariot to lively colts. I am not afraid to see a strange group in my land, but it is a wonder to my eyes! Who in the world are you? I address you all together—both you, xenos, sitting at my image, 410 and you, who are like no race of humans, nor like any that was ever seen by the gods among the goddesses, or that resembles mortal forms. But it is not right [dikaios] for neighbors to speak ill off a blameless man, and divine law [themis] stands aloof.

Chorus

415 Daughter of Zeus, you will hear it all in brief. We are the eternal children of Night. We are called Curses at home beneath the earth.

Athena

I know your family and your name.

Chorus

You will soon learn my tîmai.

Athena

420 I would understand, if someone would tell the story clearly.

Chorus

We drive murderers from their homes.

Athena

And where is the end of exile for a killer?

Chorus

Where happiness is not a custom [nomos].

Athena

Would you drive this man with your shrieks into such exile?

Chorus

425 Yes, for he thought he was worthy to be his mother’s murderer. 

Athena

Were there other compulsions, or did he fear someone else’s wrath?

Chorus

Where is there a spur so keen that it drives a man to kill his mother?

Athena

Two parties are present, but only half the argument.

Chorus

But he would not accept our oath, nor would he be willing to give one.

Athena

430 You prefer to have a reputation for dikê rather than to have dikê itself.

Chorus

How so? Explain. For you are not lacking in sophiâ.

Athena

I maintain that deeds without dikê do not win with oaths.

Chorus

Well then, put him to the test, and sort out [krînô] a straight judgment [dikê].

Athena

Then would you turn over the decision [telos] of responsibility [aitiâ] to me?

Chorus

435 Why not? We honor you because you are worthy yourself and of worthy parentage.

Athena

What do you want to say to this, xenos, for your part? After you name your country, your family and your fortunes, then defend yourself against this charge, if in fact you trust in dikê 440 and if you sit guarding this statue near my hearth, as a sacred suppliant, like Ixion.
 To all this give me a plain answer.

Orestes

Lady Athena, first of all I will relieve you of the anxiety that your last words suggested. 445 I am not a suppliant in need of purification, nor is there pollution on my hands as I sit near your statue. I will give you a hard evidence of this. It is the custom [nomos] for a man who is polluted by bloodguilt to be speechless until he is sprinkled with blood 450 from the slaughter of a newborn victim, from a sacrifice that expiates a man’s blood. Long since at other temples we have performed these expiatory rites both by victims and by flowing streams.

Therefore, I declare that this trouble is out of the way. As to my family, you shall soon learn how it is. 455 I am an Argive; my father—you rightly inquire [historeô] about him—was Agamemnon, the commander of the naval forces; along with him, you made Troy, the polis of Ilion, into no polis. He did not die nobly, after he came home; but my mother with her black phrenes killed him 460 after she covered him with an intricately embroidered net, which bears witness to his murder in the bath. And when I came back home—after being an exile previously—I slew the woman who gave birth to me—I will not deny it—as the price for the murder of my philos father. 465 Together with me Loxias shares in being guilty [aitios] for this deed, because he goaded my heart by telling me that I would suffer if I did not hurt those who are responsible [aitioi] for his death. You sort out [krînô] whether I acted with dikê or not; in any case, however I fare with you, I solemnly approve [aineô] it.

Athena

470 The case is too great, if any mortal thinks that he will pass judgment [dikê] on it; no, it is not right even for me to set the penalties [dikai] for murder that is followed by quick mênis, especially since you had already performed the necessary rites, and when you came to my temple you were a pure and harmless suppliant; 475 so I respect you, since you do not bring offence to my city. Yet these women have a duty that is not to be dismissed lightly; and if they do not win this case, the venom of their phrenes will fall upon the ground, an intolerable, perpetual plague.

480 These are the choices: either to let them stay or to drive them away—both are disastrous and impossible. But since this case has been brought here, I will select homicide judges who will be bound by oath, and I will establish this tribunal for all time. 485 Summon your witnesses, collect your arguments, and the sworn evidence to support your case [dikê]. I will come back, after I sort out [krînô] the best of my townsmen, and then they will decide this case on the basis of truth, after they take an oath that they will give a verdict with phrenes of dikê.
She exits.

Chorus

strophe 1

490 Now this will mean the destruction of the new laws, if the dikê and harm of this matricide wins the case. Immediately all mortals will become accustomed to licence because of this deed; 495 and in the future, many parents will endure the suffering [pathos] of real wounds and death at the hands of their children.

antistrophe 1

For the wrath of the Furies 500 who keep watch upon mortals will not follow deeds, but I will let loose death in every form. One person shall learn his own fortune or release from pain from another person, as he anticipates his neighbor’s evil fate; 505 and some poor wretch will advise uncertain cures in vain.

strophe 2

Do not let anyone who is struck by misfortune make an appeal 510 and cry aloud, “Dikê!” “Thrones of the Furies [Erinyes]!” Some father, perhaps, or mother in new pathos will lament piteously, 515 since the house of Dikê is now falling.

antistrophe 2

There is a time when fear is good and must sit as a guardian of the phrenes. 520 It is profitable to achieve equilibrium [sôphronein] through suffering. But who, if he did not educate his heart in fear, either polis or mortal man, 525 would still honor Dikê in the same way?

strophe 3

Do not approve [aineô] a lawless life nor a life of tyrannical repression. The god grants power [kratos] to all in the middle rank, 530 but he treats other matters in different ways. I measure my words: hubris is truly the child of impiety, 535 but prosperity [olbos] arises from the health of phrenes, prosperity that is prayed-for and philos to all.

antistrophe 3

I command you to respect the altar of Dikê forever, and do not spurn it, 540 do not tread on it with your godless foot because you are motivated by profit; for punishment will come upon you. The appointed cycle [telos] remains. 545 Therefore, let a man prefer respect for his parents, as is good, and show respect to the xenoi of his house.

strophe 4

550 Whoever is dikaios willingly and without compulsion, he will not be without prosperity [olbos]; utter destruction will never befall him. But I say that the man who boldly transgresses dikê and who does all sorts of evil things, 555 in time, he will surely trim his sails, when ordeals [ponos] break over him and the boom is splintered.

antistrophe 4

He will call on those who do not hear, when he is struggling in the midst of the whirling waters. 560 The daimôn laughs at a hot-headed man, after it has seen him boasting that this would never happen to him, now when he is powerless to relieve his distress and unable to surmount the cresting wave; shipwrecking the prosperity of his earlier life on the reef of Dikê, 565 and he perishes unwept, unseen.

Athena enters in procession with a Herald and the jury of the Areopagus.

Athena

Herald, give the signal and restrain the crowd. Let the piercing Tyrrhenian trumpet, filled with human breath, send forth its loud blare to the crowd! 570 For while this council-hall is filling, it is good to be silent, it is good for the whole polis to learn my ordinances for time everlasting, and for these plaintiffs, too, so that dikê will be well-served.

Apollo enters.

Chorus

Lord Apollo, take charge of your business. 575 Explain how you are involved in this affair.

Apollo

I have come both to bear witness—for this man was a suppliant according to custom [nomos], and a guest of my sanctuary, and I am his purifier from bloodshed—and I come in person to be his advocate. I have the responsibility [aitiâ] 580 for the murder of his mother.

To Athena.

Bring the case before the court, and, as best you can, accomplish dikê.

Athena (To the Furies.)
It is for you to make the speech [mûthos]—I am only bringing the case [dikê] before the council; for the prosecutor gives an account first and correctly explains the case from the beginning.

Chorus

585 We are many, but we shall speak briefly.

To Orestes.

Answer in turn, pitting word against word. Tell first if you murdered your mother.

Orestes

I killed her. There is no denial of this.

Chorus

This is already one of the three falls that win the match.

Orestes

590 You boast over a man who is not down yet.

Chorus

You still must tell how you committed the murder.

Orestes

I will answer: I wounded her neck with a drawn sword in my hand.

Chorus

By whom were you persuaded and whose advice did you follow?

Orestes

I followed the commands of this god here; he is my witness.

Chorus

595 The mantis directed you to kill your mother?

Orestes

Yes; up till now I have never blamed my fortune.

Chorus

But if the jury’s vote condemns you, you will change your tune soon enough.

Orestes

I have good confidence. My father will send defenders from his grave.

Chorus

Rely on the dead now, after you have killed your mother!

Orestes

600 I do, for she was twice afflicted with pollution [miasma].

Chorus

How so? Explain this to the judges.

Orestes

She murdered her husband, and she killed my father.

Chorus

So, that is why you are alive, and she is free in her death.

Orestes

But why did you not drive her into exile, while she still lived?

Chorus

605 The man she killed was not related to her by blood.

Orestes

Then am I my mother’s kin by blood?

Chorus

How could she have nurtured you, murderer, within her skirts? Do you reject a most philon blood-tie with your mother?

Orestes

Please, Apollo, give your testimony now. Explain on my behalf, 610 whether I killed her with dikê. For we do not deny that I did the deed as is. But decide whether or not the bloodshed was, in your thinking [phrên], just [dikaion], so that I can make a supporting statement.

Apollo

I will speak with dikê before you, Athena’s great tribunal. 615 Since I am a mantis, I will not lie. I have never yet, on my throne of the mantis, said anything about a man or woman or polis, that Zeus, the father of the Olympians, did not command me to say.

I instruct you to understand how strong this dikê is, 620 but also to obey the will of my father; for an oath is not more powerful than Zeus.

Chorus

Zeus—as you say—granted you this oracular command, to tell this Orestes to avenge his father’s murder, but not to respect his mother’s tîmai at all?

Apollo

625 It is not at all the same thing—to kill a noble-born man who is invested with a god-given scepter, and to kill him this way, by a woman’s hand, not in a rush of bow shots, as if he were killed by an Amazon, but as you will hear, Pallas, and the judges 630 who are empanelled to decide this case by vote. 

She gladly received him home after the expedition, after he had succeeded for the most part; then, when he was going into the bath, as he stepped onto the edge, she draped a cloak around the bath 635 and trammeled him in the tangle of an embroidered robe, and cut him down. 

Thus the man’s fate is told to you, a man who was in every way worthy of respect, who was a commander of the fleet. I have described her as such a woman, to whet the indignation of the people who are appointed to decide this case [dikê].

Chorus

640 Zeus gives preferred honor to a father’s death, according to your argument; yet he himself bound his aged father, Kronos. How is it that your argument does not contradict these facts?

Turning to the judges.

I give this evidence on my own behalf for you to hear.

Apollo

Monsters, totally loathsome, hated by the gods! 645 Zeus could undo the shackles, there is a remedy for bondage, and many means of release. But after the dust has absorbed a dead man’s blood, there is no resurrection [anastasis]. My father created no magic spells for that, 650 although he arranges everything else, and turning it all upside down with his power, does not cost him a breath.

Chorus

See how you advocate acquittal for him! After he has poured out his mother’s blood on the ground, should he then live in his father’s house in Argos? 655 Which of the city’s altars shall he use? What brotherhood will allow him to use its ritual washing water?

Apollo

I will explain this, too, and notice how precisely I speak. The mother of her so-called child is not the parent, but she only nurtures the newly sown embryo. 660 The male who mounts is the one who generates the child, whereas she, like a host [xenê] for a guest [xenos], provides salvation [sôzô] for the seedling,
 so that divine power does not harm it. And I will offer you a sure proof of this argument: a father can exist without a mother. A witness is here at hand, the child of Olympian Zeus, 665 who was not nurtured in the darkness of a womb, and she is such a seedling as no goddess could produce.

For my part, Pallas, in other matters and as I am able, I will make your city and your people great; I have sent this man as suppliant to your sanctuary 670 so that he will be a pledge for all time, and so that you might win him as an ally, goddess, and those that come after him, and so that later generations of Athenians would remain contented with these pledges.

Athena

Shall I now command these jurors to cast a vote of dikê according to their understanding of the case? 675 Has enough been said?

Chorus

All our arrows have already been shot. But I am waiting to hear how the trial is decided.

Athena

What else would you do? 

To Apollo and Orestes.

As for you, how can I arrange things so that I will not be blamed?

Apollo

You have heard what you have heard; 680 and as you cast your ballots, keep the oath sacred in your hearts, xenoi.

Athena

Comply with my decree now, people of Attica, as you judge [krînô] the first trial [dikai] for bloodshed. In the future this council of jurors will always exist for the people of Aegeus. 685 And this Hill of Ares [Areopagus], which was the position and the camp of the Amazons when they came here because of a grudge against Theseus, and they invaded with their army, and built a newly-founded rival polis with high towers, and dedicated their city to Ares; the name of this rock comes from that event; 690 it is called the Hill of Ares. The townsmen’s reverence for this hill—and fear, her kinsman—will prevent them from acting unjustly both day and night alike, so long as my citizens do not revise their laws [nomoi] by adding evil to them; if you pollute clear water with filth, 695 you will never find a drink.

I advise my citizens not to support and respect anarchy or tyrannical oppression, and not to drive all fear out of the city. For who among mortal men, if he fears nothing, behaves with dike? 700 If you with dikê fear reverence, you will have a defense for your land and the salvation [sôtêriâ] of your polis, such as none of mankind has, either among the Scythians or in Pelops’ realm. I establish this tribunal, and it will be untouched by desire for profit [kerdos], 705 worthy of reverence, quick to anger, a guard of the land, awake on behalf of those who sleep.

I have given you advice [par-ainesis], my citizens, at length about the future; but now you must rise, take a ballot, and make a decision [diagnôsis] about the case [dikê] 710 under the sacred obligation of your oath. The word has been spoken.

The judges rise and cast their ballots.

Chorus

And listen! I advise you not to deprive us of tîmê in any way, since our presence can oppress your land.

Apollo

I command you to stand in awe of oracles, mine and Zeus’, and not to let them be unfulfilled.

Chorus

715 Although it is not your duty, you give approval to deeds of bloodshed. You as mantis will speak the words of a mantis but no longer keep them unpolluted.

Apollo

Then was my father mistaken in his decisions about Ixion’s supplication in the first case of bloodshed?

Chorus

You do argue! But if I do not get dikê, 720 I will visit this land as a burdensome guest.

Apollo

But you have no tîmê among either the younger or the elder deities alike. I will win.

Chorus

You did this same sort of thing in the house of Pheres, when you persuaded the Fates to make mortal men unwilting [aphthitoi].

Apollo

725 Is it not right [dikaion] to benefit a man who honors you, especially when he is in need?

Chorus

You made the old balance of power wilt when you beguiled the ancient goddesses with wine.

Apollo

Since you do not have the fullness [telos] of dikê, 730 you are spitting out venom that is not hard for your enemies to bear.

Chorus

Although you, a youth ride roughshod over me, an elder female, I am still waiting to hear the decision of the case [dikê], since I have not decided whether to be angry at this polis.

Athena

It is my duty to decide [krînô] the last judgment [dikê], 735 and I cast my vote for Orestes. For there was no mother who gave me birth. In every way I approve [aineô] what is male, with all my thûmos. I am very much on the father’s side. Therefore, I will not award greater tîmê to the death of a woman 740 who killed her husband, the guardian of the house. Orestes wins, even if he is judged [krînô] by an equal vote.

Toss the ballots out of the urns, as quickly as possible, you jurors who have been assigned this office [telos].

The ballots are counted.

Orestes

O Phoebus Apollo! How will the trial [agôn] be decided [krînô]?

Chorus

745 O Night, our dark Mother, are you watching this?

Orestes

Now I will meet my end by hanging—or I will see the light.

Chorus

We will either perish or maintain our tîmai in the future.

Apollo

Correctly count by fives the ballots that are cast out of the urns, xenoi, and feel the fear that keeps you from violating dikê in the division of the votes. 750 Great suffering comes from a lack of attention, and a single ballot has often set straight a house.

The results are shown to Athena.

Athena

This man is acquitted on the charge [dikê] of bloodshed, for the number of casts is equal.

Orestes

Pallas, you have saved [sôzô] my house! 755 You have restored me to my home [oikos] when I was deprived of my fatherland. The Hellenes will say, “A man of Argos has an abode [oikeô] again on the property of his ancestors, by the grace of Pallas and of Loxias and of that third god, the one who brings everything to fulfillment, 760 the Sôtêr”—the one who respected my ancestral destiny, and saved [sôzô] me, when he saw who was defending my mother’s interests.

I will return to my home now, after I swear an oath to this land and to your people for the future and for all time to come, 765 that no captain of my land will ever come here and bring a well-equipped spear against them. For when we ourselves are in our graves, if anyone transgresses our oaths, we will enforce them by inflicting extraordinary failures on the transgressors, 770 by giving them heartless marches and ill-omened ocean voyages, so that pain [ponos] will make them feel regret. But while the men of the future stay on the straight course, they will always give tîmê to the city of Pallas with their allied spear, and we will remain more well disposed to them.

775 And so farewell—you and the people who live in your polis. May you have power, inescapable for your enemies in the fight, and salvation [sôtêriâ] and victory with the spear!

Orestes and Apollo exit.

Chorus

strophe 1

Younger gods, you have ridden down the ancient laws [nomoi] and snatched them from my hands! 780 And I, wretched, deeply angry, and without tîmê in this land, alas, I will let venom fly from my heart, venom that brings sorrow [penthos] in return for penthos, drops of venom that the land cannot endure. 785 A blight will come from the venom that destroys leaves and destroys children, a blight that speeds over the plain and casts pollution on the land to destroy mortals. O Dikê, Dikê! I groan. What shall I do? I am the laughing-stock of the citizens. 790 I have suffered [paskhô] unbearably. Ah, unfortunate daughters of Night, you have the sorrow [penthos] of a great blight on your tîmê!

Athena

Be persuaded by me not to bear the decision with heavy grief. 795 For you are not defeated; the trial [dikê] resulted in an equal vote, which is in truth [alêtheia] no blight on your tîmê, since clear testimony from Zeus was available, and the one who spoke the oracle gave evidence proving that Orestes should not suffer harm, despite his actions. 800 Do not be angry, do not hurl your heavy rage on this land, do not make the land fruitless, letting loose your heart’s poison with its fierce sharpness that eats away the seeds. For I do promise you with all dikê 805 that you shall have sanctuaries and sacred hollows in this land of dikê, where you will sit on bright thrones at your hearths, worshipped with tîmê by the citizens here.

Chorus

antistrophe 1

Younger gods, you have ridden down the ancient nomoi and have snatched them from my hands! 810 And I wretched, deeply angry, and without tîmê in this land, alas, I will let venom fly from my heart, venom that brings penthos in return for penthos, drops of venom that the land cannot endure. 815 A blight will come from the venom that destroys leaves and destroys children, a blight that speeds over the plain and casts pollution on the land to destroy mortals. O Dikê, Dikê! I groan. What shall I do? I am the laughing-stock of the citizens. 820 I have suffered [paskhô] unbearably. Ah, unfortunate daughters of Night, you have the penthos of a great blight on your tîmê!

Athena

You are not without tîmê, goddesses, so do not be moved by your excessive rage 825 to make the land cursed for mortals. I also rely on Zeus—what need is there to mention that?—and I alone of the gods know the keys to the house where his thunderbolt is kept safe. But there is no need of it. So be obedient to me 830 and do not make empty threats against the land; do not threaten that all things bearing fruit will not prosper. Calm the dark waves of your bitter passion, now that you are honored with reverence and abide [oikeô] together with me; when you have the first-fruits of this great land 835 as burnt sacrifices on behalf of children and of conjugal rites [telos pl.], you will approve [ep-aineô] my words forever.

Chorus

strophe 2

That I should suffer [paskhô] this, alas! That I, who have ancient phrenes, should live beneath the earth, alas, bereft of tîmê and unclean! 840 I am breathing menos and all possible rage. Oh, alas, earth! What is coming over me, what anguish steals into my heart! Hear my heart, mother night, 845 for the deceptions of the gods are hard to fight, and they have nearly deprived me of my ancient tîmai.

Athena

I will indulge your anger since you are older, and in that respect you are surely more sophê than I; 850 yet Zeus has also granted me good phrenes. But as for you, if you go to a foreign land, you will come to love this land—I forewarn you. For as time flows on, the years will be full of tîmê for these citizens. And you, if you have a seat of tîmê 855 at the house of Erechtheus, will be honored by a multitude of men and women and you will have more honor than you would ever have from other mortals. So do not set on my land whetstones that hone my peoples’ desire for bloodshed, harmful to young hearts, 860 crazed with passions not of wine; and do not make my people like fighting-cocks so that they kill each other in bold, internecine war. Let there be war from abroad, and without stint, 865 wars that bring a fierce desire for good kleos; but I say there will be no bird-fights in my abode [oikos]. I make it possible for you to choose to do good and to be treated [paskhô] well and with good tîmê, to share in this land that is most philê to the gods.

Chorus

antistrophe 2

870 That I should suffer [paskhô] this, alas! That I, who have ancient phrenes, should live beneath the earth, alas, bereft of tîmê and unclean! I am breathing menos and all possible rage. Oh, alas, earth! 875 What is coming over me, what anguish steals into my heart! Hear my heart, mother night, for the deceptions of the gods are hard to fight, 880 and they have nearly deprived me of my ancient tîmai.

Athena

No, I will grow tired of telling you about these benefits—you’ll never be able to say that you, an ancient goddess, went away deprived of your tîmê because of me, a younger goddess, and by the mortal inhabitants of this polis, and that you were bereft of xeniâ in this land. 885 But if you give holy reverence to Persuasion and the honey of my speech is sweet, then you will surely remain here. But if you do not want to stay, it would be contrary to dikê for you to inflict mênis or rage or harm on the people in this city. 890 For it is possible for you to have a share of the land with dikê and with full tîmê.

Chorus

Lady Athena, tell me what place will I have?

Athena

Your place will be free from pain and misery—please accept it.

Chorus

Say that I have accepted it, what honor awaits me?

Athena

895 No house will flourish without you.

Chorus

Will you let me be so strong?

Athena

Yes, for we give straight fortune to people who honor us.

Chorus

And will you give me a pledge for all time?

Athena

My word is as good as the accomplishment [telos] of my deed.

Chorus

900 You seem to enchant me, and I am not angry anymore.

Athena

Then stay in the land and you will gain philoi.

Chorus

What hymns then do you want me to sing for this land?

Athena

Sing hymns that are not about evil victory, but hymns of the land and the waters of the sea [pontos] 905 and the heavens; and sing that the gusts of wind will blow over this land in the sun, and that the fruit of the earth and offspring of the beasts of the field will flourish abundantly for my citizens and will not fail in the course of time, and that there will be the salvation [sôtêriâ] of human seed. 910 May you be ready to weed out those who do not worship well; for I, like a gardener, cherish the race [genos] of these dikaioi people, exempt as it is from sorrow [penthos]. These are your duties. I will not stand for it if this polis, which is victorious in well-known martial contests [agônes], 915 is not honored among mortals.

Chorus

strophe 1

I will accept a common abode [oikos] with Pallas, and I will not deprive of tîmê a polis which is a fortress of the gods for omnipotent Zeus and Ares, a city which has glory 920 in defending the altars of the Hellenic daimones. I pray for the city and give a favorable prophecy, that the joyous light of the sun 925 will cause profitable fortunes to rise rushing from the earth.

Athena

anapests

I act with favorable phrenes toward my citizens, when I settle here these great daimones who are hard to appease. 930 For their duty is to manage everything among mortals. Yet a man who has not found them grievous does not know where the strokes of fortune come from in life. For the errors of earlier generations 935 drag him to these divinities; silent ruin and hateful wrath level him to the dust, even as he boasts.

Chorus

antistrophe 1

May no hurtful wind destroy the trees—I declare my reciprocity [kharis]—and may no burning heat steal the buds from plants, 940 nor exceed its limit; may no fruitless, everlasting plague draw near; may the earth nurture the thriving flocks that bear double births in season; 945 and may the rich produce of the earth always pay the Hermes-found gift
 of the daimones.

Athena

anapests

Do you hear, guard of my polis, the things she will accomplish? 950 For the Lady Erinys is very powerful, both with the deathless gods and with those below the earth, and with mankind, in getting things done clearly and with proper fulfillment [telos]; she causes songs for some people, 955 but for others a life dimmed by tears.

Chorus

strophe 2

I forbid manslaughter and fates that are unseasonal [a-(h)ôr-os]; I grant to maidens 960 a life of lawful marriage with your husbands; you, divine Fates [Moirai], our sisters by the same mother, daimones who distribute in a straight way, take part in every house, 965 at every time, and enforce the presence of dikê, you most honored of gods everywhere!

Athena

anapests

I rejoice that you are bringing these things to fulfillment for my land with favorable phrenes; 970 I love the eyes of Persuasion, who guided my tongue and mouth against the fierce refusal of these deities. But Zeus of the assembly [agorâ] has prevailed. 975 Our rivalry [eris] in doing good always wins.

Chorus

antistrophe 2

I pray that discord [stasis], that insatiable evil, may never rage in this polis, 980 and that the dust which drinks the black blood of citizens may never seize greedily upon disasters [atai] of vengeance in the polis—disasters in which blood is shed in requital for blood. May the citizens share joy instead, 985 in a disposition [dianoia] of mutual esteem, and may they hate with one phrên; for this cures many ills for mortals.

Athena

anapests

Do they have the phrenes to follow the path of good speech? 990 Out of these terrible appearances I see great profit coming to these citizens; for, if you always give great tîmê, with good phrenes, to the good goddesses, and guide your land and city down the straight path of Dikê in every way, 995 you surely will shine.

Chorus

strophe 3

Rejoice, rejoice in the wealth allotted to you by fate. Rejoice, people of the city, as you sit near to Zeus; you are the philoi of the philê maiden, 1000 you who learn balance [sôphrosunê] in the fullness of time. The father stands in awe of you, since you are under the wings of Pallas.

Athena

anapests

You, too, rejoice; but I must go ahead to give you a presentation [apodeixis] of your dwellings 1005 in the sacred [hieros] light of these escorts. Go, speed beneath the earth with these solemn offerings and keep atê away from the land, but send what is profitable for the victory of the polis. 1010 Lead on, you who live in the polis, children of Kranaos;
 lead these females who have come from abroad to share in my abode [oikos] here. Let the citizens have a good disposition [dianoia] in good deeds.

Chorus

antistrophe 3

Rejoice, rejoice I say again, 1015 all you in the polis, both daimones and mortals who live in the polis of Pallas; if you respect well my taking up an abode [oikos] in the city, 1020 you will not blame the chances of your life.

Athena

I approve [aineô] the words [mûthoi] of your vows, and I will escort you by the light of gleaming torches to the places below and beneath the earth, with the attendant women who with dikê guard my wooden statue. 1025 For the eye of the whole land of Theseus will come forth, an ensemble of kleos, comprised of children, women, and a band of female elders.

Give them tîmê by wearing robes dyed crimson, and let the torches’ light lead the march, 1030 so that the company of our land, with good phrenes, will manifest itself for the rest of time in fortune that brings prosperity to men.

Chorus Of The Processional Escort

strophe 1

Go to your home with good phrenes under a good escort, mighty lovers of tîmê, childless children of Night—1035 be euphêmoi,
 all you who dwell in this land!

antistrophe 1

Under the primeval caverns you win much reverence in tîmai and sacrifices—be euphêmoi, the whole country in unison!

strophe 2

1040 Be propitious and show straight phrenes to the land; come here, venerable goddesses, and delight in the flame-fed torch along the road—cry ololu in joyous song and dance!

antistrophe 2

The treaties between foreigners who settle here and Pallas’ citizens will last for all time. 1045 Zeus who sees all and Fate have come down to lend support—cry ololu in joyous song!

Iphigeneia at Aulis

BY EURIPIDES

Translated by E. P. Coleridge
Revised by Casey Dué

Dramatis Personae

Agamemnon

Attendant, an old man

Chorus of Women of Chalcis

Menelaus

Clytaemnestra

Iphigeneia

Achilles

Setting: The sea-coast at Aulis. Enter AGAMEMNON and ATTENDANT.
AGAMEMNON Old man, come here and stand before my dwelling.

ATTENDANT I come; what new schemes now,

king Agamemnon?

AGAMEMNON Hurry.

ATTENDANT I am hurrying.

Old age allows me little enough sleep

and keenly it watches over my eyes.

AGAMEMNON What can that star be, steering his course there?

Is it Sirius, on his way near the sevenfold track

of the Pleiades, still shooting over the zenith?

There is no sound from the birds at any rate

nor the sea; hushed are the winds, and silence holds Euripus.

ATTENDANT Then why do you rush outside your tent,

my lord Agamemnon?

All is yet quiet [hêsukhiâ] here in Aulis,

the watch on the walls is not yet astir.

Let us go in. 

AGAMEMNON I envy you, old man,

and I envy every man who leads a life

secure, unknown and unrenowned [without kleos];

but little I envy those in office. 

ATTENDANT And yet it is there we place the be-all and end-all of existence.

AGAMEMNON Yes, but that is where the danger comes;

and ambition,

sweet though it seems, brings sorrow with its near approach.

At one time the unsatisfied claims of Heaven

upset our life, at another

the numerous and implacable opinions of men wear it away.

ATTENDANT I do not like these sentiments in one who is a chief.

It was not to enjoy all blessings [agathos]

that Atreus begot you, O Agamemnon; but you must experience joy

and sorrow alike; for you are mortal.

Even though you do not like it,

this is what the gods decree; but you,

after letting your candle spread its light abroad, write the letter

which is still in your hands

and then you erase the same words again,

sealing and re-opening the scroll,

then flinging the tablet to the ground

with floods of tears and in your aimless behaviour

leaving nothing undone to stamp you mad.

What troubles you? What news is there affecting you, my king?

Come, share with me your story;

you will be telling it to a loyal [agathos] and trusty man;

for Tyndareus sent me that day

to form part of your wife’s dowry

and to wait upon the bride with loyalty [dikaios].

AGAMEMNON Leda, the daughter of Thestius, had three maiden daughters,

Phoebe and Clytemnestra, my wife,

and Helen; this last it was who had

the foremost of the favoured sons of Hellas for suitors;

but terrible threats of spilling his rival’s blood were uttered by each of them,

if he should fail to win the girl.

Now the matter filled Tyndareus, her father, with perplexity,

whether to give her in marriage or not,

how he might best succeed. This thought occurred to him:

the suitors should swear to each other and join right hands

and pour libations with burnt-sacrifice, binding themselves by this curse:

whoever wins the child of Tyndareus for wife,

they will assist that man, in case a rival takes her from his house

and goes his way, robbing her husband of his marriage bed;

and march against that man in armed array and raze his city to the ground,

Hellene no less than barbarian.

Now when they had once pledged their word (and old Tyndareus

with no small cleverness had beguiled them by his shrewd device),

he allowed his daughter to choose from among her suitors

the one towards whom the sweet breezes of Aphrodite might carry her.

Her choice fell on the one whom she ought never to have chosen,

Menelaus. Then there came to Lacedaemon from the Phrygians

the man who, Argive legend says, judged the goddesses’ dispute;

blooming in robes of gorgeous hue, ablaze with gold, in barbarian luxury;

he carried Helen off in mutual desire

to his steading on Ida, finding Menelaus gone from home.

Goaded to frenzy, Menelaus flew through Hellas,

invoking the ancient oath exacted by Tyndareus

and declaring the duty of helping the injured husband.

And so the Hellenes, brandishing their spears

and putting on their arms, came here to the narrow straits of Aulis

equipped with armaments of ships and shields,

with many horses and chariots,

and they chose me to captain them all for the sake [kharis] of Menelaus,

since I was his brother.

Would that some other had gained that distinction instead of me!

But after the army was gathered and come together,

we still remained at Aulis weatherbound.

In our perplexity, we consulted Calchas, the seer [mantis],

and he answered that my own child Iphigeneia

we should sacrifice to Artemis, whose home is in this land,

and we would sail and sack the Phrygians’ capital

if we sacrificed her, but if we did not, these things would not happen.

When I heard this, I commanded Talthybius

with loud proclamation to disband the whole army,

as I could never bear to slay my daughter.

Whereupon my brother, bringing every argument to bear,

persuaded me at last to face the crime; so in a folded scroll

I wrote a letter and sent it to my wife,

bidding her to despatch our daughter to me on the pretence of marrying Achilles,

at the same time magnifying his exalted rank

and saying that he refused to sail with the Achaeans,

unless a bride of our lineage should go to Phthia.

Yes, this was the inducement I offered my wife,

inventing, as I did, a sham marriage for the maiden.

Of all the Achaeans we alone know the real truth,

Calchas, Odysseus, Menelaus and myself; but that which I

then decided wrongly, I now rightly countermand again

in this scroll, which you, old man, have found me

opening and resealing beneath the shade of night.

But go now and take this missive

to Argos, and the contents of the folded scroll,

all that is written here, I will tell you by word of mouth,

for you are loyal to my wife and house.

ATTENDANT Speak and reveal it [sêmainô], so that what my tongue

utters may accord with what you have written.

AGAMEMNON “In addition to my first letter,

I am sending you word, offshoot of Leda,

not to despatch your daughter to the wing of Euboea with its many bays,

to the waveless Aulis;

for after all at another time [hôra]

we will celebrate our child’s wedding.” 

ATTENDANT And how will Achilles, cheated of his marriage,

curb the fury of his indignation

against you and your wife? This also is a danger.

Indicate [sêmainô] what you mean. 

AGAMEMNON It is but his name, not his efforts, that Achilles is lending,

knowing nothing of the marriage or of my plans

or my professed readiness

to betroth my daughter to him

for a husband’s embrace. 

ATTENDANT A dreadful venture is yours, king Agamemnon!

You, by promise of your daughter’s hand to the son of the goddess,

wanted to bring her here to be sacrificed for the Danaans. 

AGAMEMNON Woe is me! ah woe! I am utterly distraught;

I am falling into utter confusion [atê].

Away! Hurry your steps,

yielding nothing to old age.

ATTENDANT In haste I go, my king.

AGAMEMNON Don’t sit down by woodland springs

nor become enchanted by sleep.

ATTENDANT Don’t say such a thing!

AGAMEMNON And when you pass any place where roads diverge, cast

your eyes all round, taking heed that no mule-wagon

pass by on rolling wheels,

bearing my daughter here

to the ships of the Danaans, and you see it not.

ATTENDANT It shall be so.

AGAMEMNON Start then from the bolted gates,

and if you meet the escort,

start them back again,

and drive at full speed to the abodes of the Cyclopes.

ATTENDANT But tell me, how shall my message find credit

with your wife or child?

AGAMEMNON Preserve the seal which you bearest on this scroll.

Away! already the dawn is growing grey,

lighting the lamp of day yonder

and the fire of the sun’s four steeds.

Help me in my trouble. None of mortals

is prosperous [olbios] or happy [with good daimôn] to the last,

for none was ever born to a painless life.

(Exit ATTENDANT and AGAMEMNON., Enter CHORUS OF WOMEN OF CHALCIS.)

CHORUS I came to the sandy beach

of sea-coast Aulis

after a voyage

through the tides of Euripus,

leaving my city of Chalcis,

which feeds the waters

of far-famed Arethusa near the sea,

in order that I might behold the army of the Achaeans

and the ships rowed by those

half-divine men, whom to Troy

on a thousand ships

fair-haired Menelaus

(our husbands tell us)

and high-born Agamemnon are leading on an expedition

in quest of the lady Helen,

whom herdsman Paris carried off

from the banks of reedy Eurotas

as a gift from Aphrodite,

when at the dewy fountains

that queen of Cyprus

entered into a beauty contest with Hera and Pallas. 

Through the grove of-Artemis, rich with sacrifice,

I sped my course,

the my cheeks blushing red

from modesty possessed in the bloom of youth,

in my eagerness to see the soldiers’ camp,

the tents of the mail-clad Danaans,

and their gathered steeds.

Two chieftains there I saw met together in council;

one was Aias, son of Oileus; the other Aias, son of Telamon,

crown of glory to the men of Salamis;

and I saw Protesilaus and

Palamedes, sprung from the son of Poseidon,

sitting there amusing themselves

with intricate figures at draughts;

Diomedes too at his favorite

sport of hurling quoits;

and there stood at his side Meriones, the off-shoot of Ares,

a marvel to mankind;

likewise I beheld the offspring of

Laertes, who came from his island hills,

and with him Nireus, the most handsome of all Achaeans;

Next the one who is as swift on his feet as the wind,

swft-running Achilles,

whom Thetis bore and

Chiron trained;

him I saw upon the pebbles of the sea-shore,

racing in full armour

and straining in contest of the feet

to beat a team of four horses,

as he sped round the track;

and Eumelus, the grandson of Pheres,

their driver, was shouting

when I saw him goading on

his goodly steeds,

with their bits of chased goldwork;

the center pair of them, which bore the yoke,

had dappled coats picked out with white,

while the trace-horses, on the outside,

facing the turning-post in the course, were bays

with spotted ankles. Close beside them Peleus’ son

leapt on his way, in all his harness,

keeping abreast the rail by the axle-box.

Next I sought the countless fleet,

a wonder to behold,

that I might fill my girlish eyes

with gazing, a sweet delight.

The warlike Myrmidons from Phthia

held the wing

that was on the right

with fifty swift cruisers,

upon whose sterns, right at the ends,

stood Nereid goddesses in golden-effigy,

the ensign [sêma] of Achilles’ armament.

Near these were moored

the Argive ships in equal numbers,

over which Mecisteus’ son,

whom Talaus his grandsire reared,

and Sthenelus, son of Capaneus,

were in command; next in order, from Attica

Theseus’ son was stationed

at the head of sixty ships,

having the goddess Pallas set in a winged car

drawn by steeds with solid hoof,

a lucky sight [sêma] for mariners.

Then I saw Boeotia’s fleet

of fifty sails

decked with ensigns [sêma];

these had Cadmus at the stern

holding a golden dragon

at the beaks of the vessels,

and earth-born Leitus

was their admiral.

Likewise there were ships from Phocis;

and from Locris came the son of Oileus

with an equal contingent,

leaving famed Thronium’s citadel.

And from Mycenae, the Cyclopes’ town,

Atreus’ son sent

a hundred well-manned galleys,

his brother being with him

in command, as friend [philos] with friend [philos],

that Hellas might take action on her,

who had fled her home

for the sake [kharis] of wedding a foreigner.

Also I saw upon Gerenian

Nestor’s prows from Pylos

the sign [sêma] of his neighbor Alpheus,

four-footed like a bull.

Moreover there was a squadron of twelve Aenianian

ships under King Gouneus;

and near to these

the lords of Elis,

whom all the people named Epeians;

and Eurytus was lord of these;

likewise he led the Taphian warriors

with the white oar-blades, the subjects of Meges,

son of Phyleus,

who had left the isles of Echina,

where sailors cannot land.

Lastly, Ajax, reared in Salamis,

was joining his right wing

to the left

of those near whom he was posted,

closing the line with his outermost ships -

twelve ships obedient to the helm -

as I heard and then

saw the crews;

no safe return shall he obtain,

who brings his barbaric boats

to grapple Ajax.

There I saw

the naval armament,

but some things I heard at home about the gathered host,

of which I still have a recollection [mnêmê].

(Enter MENELAUS and ATTENDANT.)

ATTENDANT (As MENELAUS wrests a letter from him)

You dare terrible things, Menelaus, where you have no right.

MENELAUS Stand back! You carry loyalty to your master too far.

ATTENDANT The very reproach you have for me is to my credit.

MENELAUS You shall rue it, if you meddle in matters that do not concern you.

ATTENDANT You had no right to open a letter that I was carrying.

MENELAUS No, nor did you have the right to bring sorrow to all Hellas.

ATTENDANT Argue that point with others, but surrender that letter to me.

MENELAUS I shall not let go.

ATTENDANT Nor yet will I let loose my hold.

MENELAUS Why then, this staff of mine will make your head bloody before long.

ATTENDANT To die in my master’s cause is a noble [with kleos] death.

MENELAUS Let go! you are too wordy for a slave.

ATTENDANT (Seeing AGAMEMNON approaching)

Master, he is wronging me;

he snatched your letter violently [with biâ] from my grasp,

Agamemnon, and will not heed the claims of right [dikê]. 

(Enter AGAMEMNON.)

AGAMEMNON What is this uproar at the gates, this indecent brawling?

MENELAUS My tale [mûthos], not his, has the better right to be spoken.

AGAMEMNON You, Menelaus! What quarrel do you have with this man, why

are you bringing him here forcefully [with biâ]? (Exit ATTENDANT.) 

MENELAUS Look me in the face! Let that be the prelude to my story.

AGAMEMNON Shall I, the son of Atreus, close my eyes from fear?

MENELAUS Do you see this scroll, the bearer of a shameful [most kakos] message?

AGAMEMNON I see it, yes; and first of all surrender it.

MENELAUS No, not till I have shown its contents to all the Danaans.

AGAMEMNON What! have you broken the seal [from sêma] and do you know already what you should never have known?

MENELAUS Yes, I opened it and know to your sorrow the secret machinations of your heart.

AGAMEMNON Where did you catch my servant? By the gods what a shameless heart [phrên] you have!

MENELAUS I was awaiting your daughter’s arrival at the camp from Argos.

AGAMEMNON What right do you have to watch my doings? Is not this an act of shamelessness?

MENELAUS My wish to do it provided the incentive, for I am no slave to you.

AGAMEMNON Infamous! Am I not to be allowed the management of my own house [oikos]?

MENELAUS No, for you think crooked thoughts, one thing now, another formerly, and something different presently. 

AGAMEMNON Most exquisite refining on evil themes! A hateful thing the tongue of cleverness [sophos]!

MENELAUS Perhaps, but an unstable mind is an unjust [not dikaios] possession, not true to friends [philos].

Now I am anxious to test you, and you seek not from rage

to turn aside from the truth [alêthês], nor will I on my part overstrain the case.

You remember when you were all eagerness to captain the Danaans against Troy,

making a pretence of declining, though eager for it in your heart;

how humble you were then, taking each man by the hand

and keeping open doors for every fellow townsman who cared to enter,

affording each in turn a chance to speak with you, even though some desired it not,

seeking by these methods to purchase popularity from all bidders;

then when you had secured the command, there came a change over your manners;

you were no longer so cordial before to former friends [philos],

but hard to reach, seldom to be found at home. But the man of real worth ought not

to change his manners in the hour of prosperity,

but should then show himself most staunch to friends [philos],

when his own good fortune can help them most effectually.

This was the first cause I had to reproach you, for it was here I first discovered your villainy [kakos];

but afterwards, when you came to Aulis with all the gathered hosts of Hellas,

you were of no account - no! the want of a favorable breeze filled you with consternation

at the chance dealt out by the gods. Soon the Danaans began demanding

that you should send the fleet away instead of vainly toiling [ponos] on at Aulis;

what dismay and confusion was then depicted in your looks, to think that you,

with a thousand ships at your command, had not occupied the plains of Priam with your armies!

And you would ask my counsel, “What am I to do? What scheme can I devise?”

Where find a way to save yourself from being stripped of your command and losing your fair fame [kleos]?

Next when Calchas bade you offer your daughter in sacrifice

to Artemis, declaring that the Danaans should then sail, you were overjoyed,

and gladly undertook to offer the girl, and of your own accord - never allege

compulsion [biâ]! - you are sending word to your wife

to despatch your daughter here, on the pretense of wedding Achilles.

And after all you turn around and have been caught recasting your letter to this effect,

“I will no longer be my daughter’s murderer.” Exactly so!

This is the same air that heard you say it;

countless others have gone through the same thing; in public affairs

they make an effort [ponos] while in power, and then retire dishonourably [kakos],

sometimes owing to the senselessness of the citizens, sometimes deservedly [with dikê],

because they are too feeble of themselves to maintain their watch upon the state [polis].

For my part, I am more sorry for our unhappy Hellas,

whose purpose was to teach these worthless foreigners a lesson,

while now she will let them escape and mock her, thanks to you and your daughter.

May I never then appoint a man to rule my country or lead its warriors

because of his kinship! Ability [noos] is what the general must have;

since any man, with ordinary intelligence, can govern a state.

CHORUS For brothers to come to words and blows,

whenever they disagree, is terrible. 

AGAMEMNON I wish to rebuke you in turn, briefly, not lifting my

eyes too high in shameless way, but in more sober [sôphrôn] fashion,

as a brother; for it is a good man’s way to be considerate.

Tell me, why this burst of fury, these bloodshot eyes? Who wrongs you? What is it you want?

You desire to win a virtuous bride.

Well, I cannot supply you; for she, whom you once had, was ill [kakos] controlled by you.

Am I, a man who never went astray, to pay the penlaty [dikê] for your troubles [kakos]?

Or is it my popularity that galls you? No!

It is the longing you have to keep a good looking wife in your embrace, casting reason

and honor to the winds. A bad man’s pleasures are bad [kakos] like himself.

Am I mad, if I change to wiser counsels, after previously deciding amiss?

Yours is the madness rather in wishing to recover a wicked wife,

once you had lost her - a stroke of god-sent luck.

Those foolish suitors swore that oath to Tyndareus

in their longing to wed; but Hope was the goddess that led them on, I think,

and she it was that brought it about rather then you and your mightiness.

So take the field with them; they are ready for it in the folly of their hearts [phrên];

for the deity is not without insight, but is able to discern

where oaths have been wrongly [kakos] pledged or forcibly extorted.

I will not slay my children, nor shall your interests

be prospered by justice [dikê] in your vengeance for a worthless wife,

while I am left wasting, night and day, in sorrow

for what I did to one of my own flesh and blood, contrary to what is lawful [nomos] and just [dikaios].

There is your answer shortly given, clear and easy to understand;

and if you will not come to your senses, I shall do the best for myself.

CHORUS This differs from your previous

declaration, but there is good in it - your child’s reprieve. 

MENELAUS Ah me, how sad my lot! I have no friends [philos] then after all.

AGAMEMNON Friends [philos] you have, if you seek not their destruction.

MENELAUS Where will you find any proof that you are sprung from the same father as I?

AGAMEMNON Your moderation [sôphrôn], not your madness do I share by nature.

MENELAUS Friends [philos] should sympathize with friends [philos] in sorrow.

AGAMEMNON Claim my help by kindly service, not by paining me.

MENELAUS So you have no mind to share this trouble [ponos] with Hellas?

AGAMEMNON No, Hellas is diseased like you according to some god’s design.

MENELAUS Go vaunt you then on your sceptre, after betraying your own brother!

I will go and seek some different means and other friends [philos].

(Enter MESSENGER.)

MESSENGER Agamemnon, lord of all Hellenes!

I am come and bring you your daughter,

whom you called Iphigeneia in your home;

and her mother, your wife Clytemnestra, is with her,

and the child Orestes, a sight to gladden you

after your long absence from your palace;

but, as they had been travelling long and far,

they are now refreshing their tender feet at the waters of a fair spring,

they and their horses, for in the grassy meadow

we turned these loose to browse their fill;

but I am come as their forerunner to prepare you for their reception.

For the army knows already - so quickly did

the rumor spread - of your daughter’s arrival.

And all the folk are running together to the sight,

that they may see your child; for fortune’s favourites [eudaimoniâ]

enjoy a worldwide fame and have all eyes fixed on them.

“Is it a wedding?” some ask, “or what is happening?

Or has king Agamemnon from fond yearning

summoned his daughter here?” From others you would have heard:

“They are presenting the maiden to Artemis,

queen of Aulis. Who can the bridegroom be, that is to lead her home?”

Come, then, begin the rites - that is the next step -

crown your heads; and you, lord Menelaus,

prepare the wedding-hymn; and throughout the tents

let flutes resound and let there be the noise of dancer’s feet;

for this is a happy day that is come for the maiden.

AGAMEMNON You have my thanks; now go within;

for the rest it will be well, as fate proceeds.

(Exit MESSENGER.)

Ah, woe is me! unhappy wretch, what can I say? where shall I begin?

Into what cruel straits have I been plunged!

A daimôn has outwitted me, proving far cleverer [more sophos]

than any cunning of mine.

What an advantage humble birth possesses!

For it is easy for those humbly born to weep

and tell out all their sorrows; while to the high-born man

come these same sorrows, but we have dignity

throned over our life and are the people’s slaves.

I, for instance, am ashamed to weep,

and I am ashamed not less, poor wretch, to check my tears

at the awful pass to which I am brought.

Oh! What am I to tell my wife?

How shall I welcome her? With what face meet her?

For she too has undone me in this my hour of sorrow [kakos]

by coming uninvited; yet it was but natural she should come

with her daughter to prepare the bride and perform the fondest duties,

where she will discover my villainy [kakos].

And for this poor maiden - why maiden?

Hades, I think , will soon make her his bride -

how I pity her! Thus I suppose will she plead to me:

“My father will you slay me? Be such the wedding

you yourself may find, and whosoever is dear [philos] to you!”

While Orestes, from his station near us, will cry

with words that are inarticulate, yet fraught with meaning. For he is still nêpios.

Alas! to what utter ruin Paris, the son of Priam, the cause of these troubles,

has brought me by his union with Helen! 

CHORUS I pity her myself, to the extent that a woman who is a stranger [xenos]

may lament the misfortunes of royalty [turannos].

MENELAUS (Offering his hand) Brother, allow me to grasp your hand.

AGAMEMNON I give it; yours is the victory, mine is the sorrow.

MENELAUS I swear by Pelops our reputed grandfather

and by Atreus our father

to tell you the truth from my heart,

without any hidden purpose, but only what I think.

The sight of you in tears

made me pity you, and in return I shed a tear for you myself.

I withdraw from my former proposals,

ceasing to be a cause of fear to you; and I will even put myself in your present position.

I counsel you not to slay your child

nor prefer my interests to yours; for it is not just [dikê]

that you should lament, while I am glad,

or that your children should die, while mine still see the light of day.

What is it, after all, I seek? If I am set on marriage,

could I not find a bride as choice elsewhere?

Were I to lose a brother - the last I should have lost -

to win a Helen, getting bad [kakos] for good [agathos]?

I was mad, impetuous as a youth, till I perceived,

on closer view, what slaying children really meant.

Moreover pity has come over me for the hapless maiden,

when I reflect that we are kin,

she who is doomed to bleed that I may wed.

What has your daughter to do with Helen?

Let the army be disbanded and leave Aulis;

dry those streaming eyes,

brother, and provoke me not to tears.

Whatever concern you have in oracles that affect your child,

let it be none of mine; into your hands I resign my share.

A sudden change, you will say, from my terrible proposals!

A natural course for me;

affection for my brother caused the change. These are the ways

of a man not void of virtue, to pursue on each occasion what is best. 

CHORUS A generous speech, worthy of Tantalus, the son of Zeus!

You do not shame your ancestry. 

AGAMEMNON I thank you, Menelaus, for this unexpected suggestion;

it is an honorable proposal, worthy of you.

Sometimes love, sometimes the selfishness of their families

causes a quarrel between brothers; I loathe

a relationship of this kind which is bitterness to both.

But it is useless, for circumstances compel me to carry out

the murderous sacrifice of my daughter.

MENELAUS How so? Who will compel you to slay your own child?

AGAMEMNON The whole Achaean army here assembled.

MENELAUS Not if you send her back to Argos.

AGAMEMNON I might do that unnoticed, but there will be another thing I cannot.

MENELAUS What is that? You must not fear the mob too much.

AGAMEMNON Calchas will tell the Argive host his oracles.

MENELAUS Not if he gets killed before that - an easy matter.

AGAMEMNON The whole tribe of seers [mantis] is a curse with its ambition.

MENELAUS Yes, and good for nothing and useless, when among us.

AGAMEMNON Do you not fear the thought, which is rising in my mind?

MENELAUS How can I understand your meaning, unless you declare it?

AGAMEMNON The offspring of Sisyphus knows all.

MENELAUS Odysseus cannot possibly hurt us.

AGAMEMNON He was ever shifty by nature, siding with the mob.

MENELAUS True, he is enslaved by the love of popularity, a fearful evil [kakos].

AGAMEMNON Then do you not think that will he rise among the Argives

and tell them the oracles that Calchas delivered,

saying of me that I undertook to offer Artemis a victim,

and after all am proving false? Then, when he has carried the army away with him,

will he not bid the Argives slay us

and sacrifice the maiden? And if I escape to Argos,

they will come and destroy the place,

razing it to the ground, Cyclopean walls and all.

That is my trouble. Woe is me!

To what straits the gods have brought me at this pass!

Take one precaution for me, Menelaus, as you go through the army,

that Clytemnestra not learn this,

till I have taken my child and devoted her to death,

in order that my affliction [kakos] may be attended with the fewest tears.

(Turning to the CHORUS)

And you, strangers [xenos], keep silence.

(Exit AGAMEMNON and MENELAUS.)

CHORUS Happy are they who find the goddess come

in moderate might, sharing with self-restraint

in Aphrodite’s gift of marriage

and enjoying calm

and rest from frenzied passions, where

the Love-god, golden-haired, stretches

his charmed bow with twin arrows,

and one is aimed at happiness,

the other at life’s confusion.

O most beautiful lady Cypris, far from my bridal chamber

I ban the last kind.

Let mine be

delight [kharis] in moderation and pure desires,

and may I have a share in love,

but shun excess therein.

Men’s natures vary,

and their habits differ, but true

virtue [esthlos] is always manifest.

Likewise the training that comes of education

leads greatly to virtue [aretê];

for not only is modesty wisdom [sophos],

but it has also the rare grace [kharis] of seeing

by its better judgment what is right;

whereby glory [kleos], ever young,

is shed over life by reputation.

A great thing it is to follow virtue’s footsteps -

for women in their

secret loves, while in men again

an inborn sense of order, shown in countless ways,

adds to a city’s [polis] greatness.

You came, O Paris, to the place where

you were reared to herd the cattle

amid the white heifers of Ida,

piping in foreign strain and

breathing on your reeds an echo

of the Phrygian airs Olympus played.

Full-uddered cows were browsing at the spot

where that verdict among goddesses was awaiting you,

the cause of your going to Hellas.

Standing before the ivory palace,

you kindled love in Helen’s tranced eyes and

felt its flutter in your own breast;

whence the fiend of strife

brought Hellas with her spear and ships

to the towers of Troy. 

Oh! great is the bliss [eudaimoniâ]

the great enjoy. Behold Iphigeneia,

the king’s royal child,

and Clytaemnestra, the daughter of Tyndareus -

how proud their lineage!

how high their pinnacle of fortune!

These mighty ones, whom wealth attends,

are very gods in the eyes of less favoured [eudaimoniâ] folk. 

Halt here, maidens of Chalcis,

and lift the queen from her chariot

to the ground without stumbling,

supporting her gently in our arms, with kind intent,

that the renowned daughter of Agamemnon

but just arrived may feel no fear;

strangers [xenos] ourselves,

avoid we anything that may disturb or frighten

the strangers [xenos] from Argos.

(Enter CLYTAEMNESTRA and IPHIGENEIA.) 

CLYTAEMNESTRA I take this as a lucky omen,

your kindness and auspicious greeting,

and have good hope that it is to a happy marriage

I conduct the bride. (To Attendants) Take from the chariot

the dowry I am bringing for my daughter

and convey it within with careful attention.

My daughter, leave the horse-drawn car,

planting your faltering footstep delicately.

(To the CHORUS) Maidens, take her in your arms and lift her from the chariot,

and let one of you give me the support of her hand,

that I may leave my seat in the carriage with fitting grace.

Some or you stand at the horses’ heads;

for the horse has a timid eye, easily frightened.

Here take this child Orestes, son of Agamemnon,

nêpios as he still is. 

What! sleeping, little one, tired out by your ride in the chariot?

Awake to bless your sister’s wedding;

for you, my gallant [esthlos] boy, shall get by this marriage a kinsman just as gallant [agathos],

the Nereid’s godlike offspring.

Come here to your mother, my daughter, Iphigeneia,

and seat yourself beside me,

and stationed near show my happiness to these strangers [xenos];

yes, come here and welcome the father you love [philos] so dearly.

Hail! my honored lord, king Agamemnon!

We have obeyed your commandsand are come. (Enter AGAMEMNON.)

IPHIGENEIA (Throwing herself into AGAMEMNON’S arms)

Don’t be angry with me, mother, if I run from your side

and throw myself on my father’s breast.

O my father! I long to outrun others

and embrace you after this long while;

for I yearn to see your face; don’t be angry with me. 

CLYTAEMNESTRA You may do so, daughter; for of all the children

I have born, you have always loved [philos] your father best.

IPHIGENEIA I see you, father, joyfully after a long time.

AGAMEMNON And I your father see you; your words do equal duty for both of us.

IPHIGENEIA All hail, father! you did well in bringing me here to you.

AGAMEMNON I do not know how I am to say yes or no to that, my child.

IPHIGENEIA Ha! how wildly you are looking, in spite of your joy at seeing me.

AGAMEMNON A man has many cares when he is king and general too.

IPHIGENEIA Be mine, all mine today; turn not unto moody thoughts.

AGAMEMNON Why so I am, all yours today, and turn nowhere else.

IPHIGENEIA Then smooth your knitted brow, unbend and smile.

AGAMEMNON Lo! my child, my joy at seeing you is even as it is.

IPHIGENEIA And have you then the tear-drop streaming from your eyes?

AGAMEMNON Yes, for long is the absence from each other that awaits us.

IPHIGENEIA [I know not, dear [philos] father mine, I know not of what you are speaking.]

Where do men say the Phrygians live, father? 

AGAMEMNON In a land where I wish Paris, the son of Priam, had never dwelt.

IPHIGENEIA It is a long voyage you are bound on, father, after you leave me.

AGAMEMNON [You will meet your father again, my daughter.]

You are moving my pity all the more by speaking so sensibly. 

IPHIGENEIA My words shall turn to senselessness, if that will cheer you more.

AGAMEMNON (Aside) Ah, woe is me! this silence is too much. (To IPHIGENEIA) You have my thanks.

IPHIGENEIA Stay with your children at home, father.

AGAMEMNON My own wish! But to my sorrow I may not humor it.

IPHIGENEIA Ruin seize the warring and the woes [kakos] of Menelaus!

AGAMEMNON First will that, which has been my life-long ruin, bring ruin to others. 

IPHIGENEIA How long you were absent in the bays of Aulis!

AGAMEMNON Yes, and there is still a hindrance to my sending the army forward.

IPHIGENEIA Ah! would that it were seemly that you should take me as a fellow-voyager!

AGAMEMNON You too have a voyage to make, to a haven where you will remember your father.

IPHIGENEIA Shall I sail there with my mother or alone?

AGAMEMNON All alone, without father or mother.

IPHIGENEIA What! have you found me a new home, father!

AGAMEMNON Enough of this! It is not for girls to know such things.

IPHIGENEIA Speed home from Troy, I beg you, father, as soon as you have triumphed there.

AGAMEMNON First there is a sacrifice I have to offer here.

IPHIGENEIA Yes, it is your duty to heed religion with the aid of holy rites.

AGAMEMNON You will witness it, for you will be standing near the lustral basin.

IPHIGENEIA Am I to lead the dance [khoros] then round the altar, father?

AGAMEMNON (Aside) I count you happier than myself because you know nothing.

(To IPHIGENEIA) Go inside - it is not a good thing

for maidens to be seen - after you have given me your hand and a kiss,

on the eve of your lengthy journey far from your father’s side.

Bosom, cheek, and golden hair!

Ah, how grievous you have found the Phrygians’ city

and Helen! I can say no more; for swiftly

the tears come welling to my eyes, the moment I touch you.

Go inside.

(Exit IPHIGENEIA. Turning to CLYTAEMNESTRA)

Herein I crave your pardon,

daughter of Leda, if I showed excessive grief

at the thought of giving my daughter to Achilles;

for though we are sending her to taste of bliss, still it

a sorrow to parents, whenever a father who has toiled so hard

hands over his children to the homes of others.

CLYTAEMNESTRA I am not so void of sense; keep in mind, I shall go

through this as well - and so I do not blame you -

when I lead the maiden from the chamber to the sound of the marriage-hymn;

but custom [nomos] will combine with time to make the pain grow less.

As for him, to whom you have betrothed our daughter, I know his name,

but I would like learn his lineage and the land of his birth.

AGAMEMNON There was one Aegina, the daughter of Asopus.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Who wedded her? Some mortal or a god?

AGAMEMNON Zeus, and she bore Aeacus, the prince of Cenone.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What son of Aeacus secured his father’s halls?

AGAMEMNON Peleus, who wedded the daughter of Nereus.

CLYTAEMNESTRA With the god’s consent, or when he had taken her in spite of gods?

AGAMEMNON Zeus betrothed her, and as her guardian gave consent.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Where did he marry her? Amid the billows of the sea [pontos]?

AGAMEMNON In Chiron’s home, at sacred Pelion’s foot.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What! The abode ascribed to the race [genos] of Centaurs?

AGAMEMNON It was there the gods celebrated the marriage feast of Peleus.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Did Thetis or his father raise Achilles?

AGAMEMNON Chiron brought him up, to prevent his learning the ways of the wicked [kakos].

CLYTAEMNESTRA Ah, wise [sophos] the teacher, still wiser [more sophos] the father, who entrusted his son to such hands.

AGAMEMNON Such is the future husband of your daughter.

CLYTAEMNESTRA A blameless man; but what city in Hellas is his?

AGAMEMNON He dwells on the banks of the river Apidanus, in the borders of Phthia.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Will you convey our daughter there?

AGAMEMNON He who takes her to himself will see to that.

CLYTAEMNESTRA May happiness attend the pair! Which day will he marry her?

AGAMEMNON As soon as the full moon comes to give its blessing.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Have you already offered the goddess a sacrifice to usher in the maiden’s marriage? 

AGAMEMNON I am about to do so; that is the very thing I was engaged in.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Will you celebrate the marriage-feast thereafter?

AGAMEMNON Yes, when I have offered a sacrifice required of me by the gods.

CLYTAEMNESTRA But where am I to make ready the feast for the women?

AGAMEMNON Here beside our gallant Argive ships.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Finely here! But still I must; good come of it for all that!

AGAMEMNON I will tell you, lady, what to do; so obey me now.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What is the matter? For I was ever accustomed to obey you.

AGAMEMNON Here, where the bridegroom is...

CLYTAEMNESTRA Which of my duties will you perform in the mother’s absence?

AGAMEMNON I will give your child away with help of Danaans.

CLYTAEMNESTRA And where am I to be the while?

AGAMEMNON Get you to Argos, and take care of your unwedded daughters.

CLYTAEMNESTRA And leave my child? Then who will raise her bridal torch?

AGAMEMNON I will provide the proper wedding torch.

CLYTAEMNESTRA That is not the custom [nomos]; but you think lightly of these things.

AGAMEMNON It is not good that you should be alone among a soldier-crowd.

CLYTAEMNESTRA It is good that a mother should give her own child away.

AGAMEMNON Yes, and that those maidens at home [oikos] should not be left alone.

CLYTAEMNESTRA They are in safe keeping, enclosed in their maiden’s chambers.

AGAMEMNON Obey.

CLYTAEMNESTRA No, by the goddess-queen of Argos!

Go, manage matters out of doors; but inside the house

it is my place to decide what is proper for maidens at their wedding. (Exit.)

AGAMEMNON Woe is me! My efforts are in vain; I am disappointed in my hope,

anxious as I was to get my wife out of sight.

I form my plots and subtle schemes

against my best-beloved [philos], but I am foiled at every point.

But I will go, in spite of all, with Calchas the priest,

to inquire the goddess’s good pleasure, fraught with ill-luck as it is to me,

and with trouble to Hellas.

He who is wise should keep in his house

a good [agathos] and useful wife or none at all. (Exit.)

CHORUS They say the Hellenes’ gathered host

will come to Simois

with its silver eddies,

in arms aboard their ships

to Ilium, the plain

of Troy beloved by Phoebus;

where famed Cassandra, I am told,

wildly tosses her golden tresses,

wreathed with crown of verdant bay,

whenever the god’s

resistless prophecies compel her.  

And on the towers of Troy

and round her walls shall Trojans stand,

when sea-borne troops

with brazen shields row in

on shapely ships

to the channels of the Simois,

eager to take from Priam Helen,

the sister of that heavenly

pair whom Zeus begat,

and bear her back to Hellas

by toil [ponos] of Achaea’s shields and spears.  

Encircling Pergamum, the Phrygians’ town,

with murderous war

around her stone-built towers,

dragging men’s heads backward to cut their throats,

and sacking the citadel of Troy

from roof to base,

a cause of many tears to maids

and Priam’s wife.

And Helen, the daughter of Zeus,

shall weep in bitter grief,

because she left her husband.

Never may there appear to me or to my children’s children

the prospect

which the wealthy

Lydian women and wives of Phrygia

will have, as at their looms

they converse with one another:

“Who will pluck this

fair blossom from her ruined country,

tightening his grasp on lovely

tresses till the tears flow?

It is is all through you, the offspring of the long-necked swan,

if indeed it be a true report that

Leda bore you to a winged bird,

when Zeus transformed himself into that, or whether,

in the pages of the Muse-inspired poets,

fables [mûthos] have carried these tales to men’s ears

idly, out of season.”

(Enter ACHILLES.)

ACHILLES Where in these tents is general of the Achaeans?

Which of his servants will announce to him that Achilles,

the son of Peleus, is at his gates seeking him?

For this delay at the Euripus is not the same for all of us;

there are some, for instance, who, though still unwed,

have left their houses desolate

and are idling here upon the beach, while others are married

and have children; so strange the desire for this expedition that has fallen

on the Greek army by will of the gods.

My own just [dikaios] plea must I declare,

and whoever else has any wish will speak for himself.

Though I have left Pharsalia and Peleus,

still I linger here by reason of these light breezes at the Euripus,

restraining my Myrmidons, while they are ever prssuring me,

saying, “Why do we linger, Achilles? How much longer

must we count the days to the start for Ilium?

Do something, if you are so minded; or else lead home [oikos] your men,

and wait not for the tardy action of these sons of Atreus.”

(Enter CLYTAEMNESTRA.) 

CLYTAEMNESTRA Son of the Nereid goddess, I heard your voice from within

the tent and therefore came forth. 

ACHILLES O modesty [aidôs] revered! Who can this lady be whom I behold,

so richly dowered with beauty’s gifts?

CLYTAEMNESTRA No wonder you do not know me, seeing I am one you

have never before set eyes on; I praise your reverent address to modesty [sôphrôn].

ACHILLES Who are you, and why have you come to the mustering of the Danaans -

you, a woman, to a fenced camp of men?

CLYTAEMNESTRA I am the daughter of Leda, my name is Clytaemnestra,

and my husband is king Agamemnon.

ACHILLES Well and shortly answered on all important points!

But it is shameful that I should stand talking to women.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Stay; why seek to fly? Give me your hand,

a prelude to a happy marriage. 

ACHILLES What is it you are saying? I give you my hand? I would be ashamed

before Agamemnon, were I to lay a finger where I have no right.

CLYTAEMNESTRA The best of rights have you, seeing it is my child

you will wed, O son of the sea-goddess, whom Nereus begat.

ACHILLES What wedding do you speak of? Words fail me, lady,

unless your wits have gone astray and are you inventing this.

CLYTAEMNESTRA All men are naturally shy

in the presence of new relations [philos], when these remind them of their wedding.

ACHILLES Lady, I have never wooed your daughter,

nor have the sons of Atreus ever mentioned marriage to me.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What can it mean? Your turn now to marvel at my words,

for your words are extremely strange to me.

ACHILLES Hazard a guess; that we can both do in this matter;

for it may be we are both incorrect in our statements.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What! Have I suffered such indignity? The marriage

I am courting has no reality, it seems; I am ashamed of this.

ACHILLES Some one perhaps has played a joke on you and me;

pay no heed; make light of it.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Farewell; I can no longer face you with unfaltering eyes,

after being made a liar and suffering [pathos] this indignity.

ACHILLES Farewell I bid to you, too, lady; and now I go

within the tent to seek your husband.

ATTENDANT (Calling through the tent-door)

Guest [xenos] of the race of Aeacus, stay awhile! I mean you,

O goddess-born, and you, too, daughter of Leda.

ACHILLES Who is it calling through the half-opened door? What fear his voice betrays!

ATTENDANT I am a slave; of that I am not proud, for fortune does not permit it.

ACHILLES Whose slave are you? Not mine; for mine and Agamemnon’s goods are separate.

ATTENDANT I belong to this lady who stands before the tent, a gift to her from Tyndareus her father.

ACHILLES I am waiting; tell me, if you are desirous, why you have asked me to stay.

ATTENDANT Are you really all alone here at the door?

CLYTAEMNESTRA To us alone will you address yourself; come forth from the king’s tent.

ATTENDANT (Coming out) O Fortune and my own foresight, preserve [sôzô] those whom I desire!

ACHILLES That speech will save them - in the future. It has a certain pompous air.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Do not delay not the sake of touching my right hand, if there is anything that you want to say to me.

ATTENDANT Well, you know my character and my devotion to you and your children.

CLYTAEMNESTRA I know you have grown old in the service of my house.

ATTENDANT Likewise you know it was in your dowry that king Agamemnon received me.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Yes, you came to Argos with me, and have been mine this long time past.

ATTENDANT True; and though I bear you all goodwill, I do not like your husband so well.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Come, come, unfold whatever you have to say.

ATTENDANT Her father, he that begat her, is on the point of slaying your daughter with his own hand.

CLYTAEMNESTRA How? Out with your story, old man! You are not thinking straight.

ATTENDANT Severing with a sword the hapless maiden’s white throat.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Ah, woe is me! Is my husband mad?

ATTENDANT No, sane - except where you and your daughter are concerned. There he is mad.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What is his reason? What vengeful fiend impels him?

ATTENDANT Oracles - at least so Calchas says, in order that the host may start

CLYTAEMNESTRA Where? Woe is me, and woe is you, your father’s destined victim!

ATTENDANT to the halls of Dardanus, that Menelaus may recover Helen.

CLYTAEMNESTRA So Helen’s return [nostos] then was fated to affect Iphigeneia?

ATTENDANT You know all; her father is about to offer your child to Artemis.

CLYTAEMNESTRA But that marriage - what pretext had it for bringing me from home?

ATTENDANT An inducement to you to bring your daughter cheerfully, to wed her to Achilles.

CLYTAEMNESTRA On a deadly errand are you come, my daughter, both you, and I, your mother.

ATTENDANT Piteous the lot of both of you - and fearful Agamemnon’s venture.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Alas! I am undone; my eyes can no longer stem their tears.

ATTENDANT What more natural than to weep the loss of your children?

CLYTAEMNESTRA Whence, old man, do you say you had this news?

ATTENDANT I had started to carry you a letter referring to the former writing.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Forbidding or combining to urge my bringing the child to her death?

ATTENDANT No, forbidding it, for your lord was then in his sober senses.

CLYTAEMNESTRA How comes it then, if you were really bringing me a letter, that you do not now deliver into my hands?

ATTENDANT Menelaus snatched it from me - he who caused [aitios] this trouble.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Do you hear that, son of Peleus, the Nereid’s child?

ACHILLES I have been listening to the tale of your sufferings [athlos], and I do not suffer it lightly.

CLYTAEMNESTRA They will slay my child; they have tricked her with your marriage.

ACHILLES Like you I blame your husband, nor do I view it with mere indifference.

CLYTAEMNESTRA No longer will I let shame prevent my kneeling to you,

a mortal to one goddess-born; why do I affect reserve?

Whose interests should I consult before my child’s?

(Throwing herself before ACHILLES)

Oh! help me, goddess-born, in my sore distress,

and her that was called your bride - in vain, it is true, yet called she was.

For you it was that I wreathed her head and led her forth as if to marriage,

but now it is to slaughter I am bringing her. On you will come reproach

because you did not help her; for though not wedded to her,

yet you were the loving [philos] husband of my hapless maid in name at any rate.

By your beard, right hand, and mother too I do implore you;

for your name it was that worked my ruin, and you are bound to stand by that.

Except your knees I have no altar whereunto to fly;

and not a friend [philos] stands at my side. The cruel abandoned scheme of Agamemnon

you have heard; and I, a woman, have come, as you see,

to a camp of lawless sailors, bold in evil’s [kakos] cause,

though useful when they wish; therefore if you boldly

stretch forth your arm in my behalf, our safety [sôzô] is assured; but if you withhold it, we are lost. 

CHORUS A wondrous thing is motherhood, carrying with it a potent spell,

common to all that for their children’s sake they will endure affliction.

ACHILLES My proud spirit [thûmos] is stirred to range aloft,

but I have learned to grieve in misfortune [kakos]

and rejoice in high prosperity with equal moderation.

For these are the men who can count on

ordering all their life aright by wisdom’s rules.

True, there are cases where it is pleasant not to be too wise,

but there are others, where some store of wisdom helps.

But I, brought up in the house of the most reverent man,

Chiron, I learned to keep my habits simple.

And provided the sons of Atreus lead aright,

I will obey them, but when they cease doing so, no more will I obey.

No, here and in Troy I will show the freedom of my nature,

and, as far as in me lies, do honor to Ares with my spear.

You, lady, who have suffered so cruelly from your nearest and dearest [philos],

will I, by every effort in a young man’s power,

set right, investing you with that amount of pity,

and never shall your daughter die by her father’s hand,

after being once called my bride; for I will not lend myself

to your husband’s subtle tricks.

No! for it will be my name, even though it does not wield the steel,

that kills your child. The actual cause [aitios]

is your own husband. But I shall no longer be guiltless,

if, because of me and my marriage, this maiden perishes,

she that has suffered past endurance

and been the victim of dishonor [from timê] most strangely undeserved.

So am I made the poorest [most kakos] wretch in Argos,

a nothing, and Menelaus counting for a man!

No son of Peleus I, but the offspring of a vengeful fiend,

if my name shall serve your husband for the murder.

No, by Nereus, who begat my mother Thetis, in his home amid the flowing waves,

never shall king Agamemnon touch your daughter,

not even to the lay ing of a finger-tip upon her robe;

Sooner will Sipylus, that frontier town of barbarism,

the cradle of those chieftains’ line, be henceforth a city indeed,

while Phthia’s name will nowhere find mention.

Calchas, the seer [mantis], shall rue beginning the sacrifice with

his barley-meal and lustral water. Why, what is a seer [mantis] but a man,

who with luck tells the truth [alêthês] sometimes, but more often tells lies

when he has perished not being lucky?

It is not to secure a bride that I have spoken thus - there are myriad girls

eager to have my love - so it is said!

But king Agamemnon has put an insult [hubris] on me;

he should have asked my leave to use my name

as a means to catch the child, for it was I chiefly

who induced Clytaemnestra to betroth her daughter to me.

I would have given this to Hellas, if that was where

our going [nostos] to Ilium broke down; I would never have refused

to further my fellow soldiers’ common interest.

But, as it is, I am worth nothing in the eyes of those generals,

and little they think of treating me well or ill [kakos].

My sword shall soon know - for before it reaches Phrygia

I will make it reek with the bloody stains of slaughter

if any one is to snatch your daughter from me.

Calm [hêsukhos] yourself then; as a god in his might I appeared to you,

without being so, but such will I show myself nevertheless.

CHORUS Son of Peleus, your words are alike worthy of you

and that sea-born deity [daimôn], the holy goddess.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Ah! would I could find words to utter your praise without excess,

and yet not lose graciousness by withholding it;

for when the good [agathos] are praised [ainos], they have a feeling, as it were,

of hatred for those who praise [ainos] too much.

But I am ashamed of intruding a tale of woe,

since my affliction touches myself alone and you are not affected by troubles [kakos] of mine.

But still it looks well for the man of worth to assist the unfortunate,

even when he is not connected with them.

Pity us, for we have suffered [paskhô] piteous things.

In the first place, in thinking to have you wed my daughter,

I have harbored an empty hope; and next, perhaps,

the slaying of my child will be to you an evil omen

in your marriage to come, against which you must guard yourself.

Your words were good, both first and last;

for if you will it so, my daughter will be saved [sôzô].

Do you want her to clasp your knees as a suppliant?

It is no maiden’s part; yet if it seem good to you,

she will come with the modest [aidôs] look of a free-born girl;

but if I shall obtain the same end from you without her coming,

then let her stay within the house [oikos], for there is dignity in her reserve.

Still reserve must only go as far as the case allows.

ACHILLES Bring not you your daughter out for me to see, lady,

nor let us incur the reproach of the ignorant;

for an army, when gathered together without domestic duties to employ it,

loves the evil gossip of malicious tongues.

After all, should you supplicate me, you will attain a like result

as if I had never been supplicated; for I am myself engaged in a mighty struggle [agôn]

to rid you of your troubles [kakos].

Be sure you have heard this one thing: I will not tell a lie;

if I do that or idly mock you,

may I die, but may I live if I save [sôzô] the girl.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Bless you for ever helping the distressed!

ACHILLES Listen to me then, that the matter may succeed.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What is your proposal? For I must hear you.

ACHILLES Let us once more urge her father to a better frame of mind.

CLYTAEMNESTRA He is something of a coward [kakos], and fears the army too much.

ACHILLES Still argument overthrows argument. 

CLYTAEMNESTRA Cold hope indeed; but tell me what I must do.

ACHILLES Entreat him first not to slay his children,

and if he is stubborn, come to me.

For if he consents to your request, my intervention

need go no further, since this consent insures your safety [sôteriâ].

I too shall show myself in a better light to my friend [philos],

and the army will not blame me,

if I arrange the matter by reason rather than force;

while, should things turn out well, the result will prove satisfactory

both to you and your friends [philos], even without my interference.

CLYTAEMNESTRA How sensibly [sôphrôn] you speak! I must act as seems best to you;

but should I fail of my object,

where am I to see you again? Where must I turn

my wretched [athlos] steps and find you ready to champion my distress [kakos]?

ACHILLES I am keeping watch to guard you, where occasion calls,

that none see you passing with that scared look

through the host of Danaans. Shame not your father’s house;

for Tyndareus does not deserve to

be ill [kakos] spoken of, being a mighty man in Hellas.

CLYTAEMNESTRA It is even so. Command me; I must play the slave to you.

If there are gods, you being a just [dikaios] man

will find them favourable; if there are none, what need to toil [ponos]?

(Exit ACHILLES and CLYTAEMNESTRA.)

CHORUS What wedding-hymn was that which raised its strains

to the sound of Libyan flutes,

to the music of the dancer’s lyre,

and the note of the pipe of reeds?

It was on the day Pieria’s fair-tressed choir

came over the slopes of Pelion

to the marriage-feast of Peleus,

beating the ground

with print of golden sandals at the banquet of the gods,

and hymning in dulcet strains the praise of Thetis and the son of Aeacus,

over the Centaurs’ hill,

down through the woods of Pelion.

There was the Dardanian boy,

Phrygian Ganymede,

beloved pleasure of Zeus’ bed,

drawing off the wine

he mixed in the depths of golden bowls;

while, along the gleaming sand,

the fifty daughters of Nereus

graced the marriage with their dancing [khoros],

circling in a whirling ring.

There came too the revel-rout of Centaurs, mounted on horses,

to the feast of the gods

and the mixing-bowl of Bacchus, leaning on fir-trees,

with wreaths of green foliage round their heads;

and loudly they shouted out. “Daughter of Nereus,

that you shall bear a son, a dazzling light to Thessaly,

Cheiron the prophet,

skilled in arts inspired by Phoebus,

foretold,

a son who shall come with an army of spearmen

to the far-famed land of Priam,

to set it in a blaze,

his body cased

in a suit of golden

armor forged by Hephaestus,

a gift from his goddess-mother,

Thetis, who bore him.”

Then the gods shed a blessing

on the marriage of the high-born bride,

who was first of Nereus’ daughters,

and on the wedding of Peleus.

But you [Iphigeneia], will the Argives crown,

wreathing the lovely tresses of your hair,

like a dappled mountain hind

brought from some rocky cave

or a heifer undefiled,

and staining with blood your human throat;

though you were never reared like these

amid the piping and whistling of herdsmen,

but at your mother’s side,

to be decked one day by her as the bride of a son of Inachus.

Where now does the face of modesty [aidôs] or virtue [aretê]

have any power?

Seeing that unholiness holds sway,

and virtue [aretê] is neglected

by men and thrust behind them,

lawlessness [lack of nomos] over law [nomos] prevailing,

and mortals no longer making common cause [agôn]

to keep the jealousy of gods from reaching them.

CLYTAEMNESTRA (Reappearing from the tent)

I have come from the tent [oikos] to look out for my husband,

who went away and left its shelter long ago;

while that poor child, my daughter, is in tears

hearing of the death her father designs for her,

uttering in many keys her piteous lamentation.

(Catching sight of AGAMEMNON)

It seems I was speaking of one not far away;

for there is Agamemnon, who will soon be detected

in the commission of a crime against his own child.

(Enter AGAMEMNON.)

AGAMEMNON Daughter of Leda, it is lucky I have found you outside the tent,

to discuss with you in our daughter’s absence

subjects not suited for the ears of maidens on the eve of marriage.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What is that hangs on the present crisis?

AGAMEMNON Send the child out to join her father,

for the lustral water stands there ready,

and barley-meal to scatter with the hand on the cleansing flame,

and heifers to be slain in honour of the goddess

Artemis, to usher in the marriage, their black blood spouting from them.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Alhough the words you use are fair, I do not know

how I am to name your deeds in terms of praise.

Come forth, my daughter; full well you know

everything your father intends to do; take the child Orestes, your brother,

and bring him with you in the folds of your robe.

(Enter IPHIGENEIA.)

Behold she comes, in obedience to your summons. I myself will speak the rest alike for her and me.

AGAMEMNON My child, why do you weep and no longer look sweetly upon me?

Why are you fixing your eyes upon the ground and holding your robe before them?

CLYTAEMNESTRA Alas! With which of my woes shall I begin?

For I may treat them all as first,

or put them last or midway anywhere.

AGAMEMNON What is it? I find you all alike, confusion and alarm in every eye.

CLYTAEMNESTRA My husband, answer frankly the questions I ask you.

AGAMEMNON There is no necessity to order me; I am willing to be questioned.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Do you mean to slay your child and mine?

AGAMEMNON (Starting) Ha! these are heartless words, unwarranted suspicions!

CLYTAEMNESTRA Be quiet [hêsukhos]! Answer me that question first.

AGAMEMNON Put a fair question and you shall have a fair answer.

CLYTAEMNESTRA I have no other questions to put; give me no other answers.

AGAMEMNON O fate revered, O destiny, and fortune [daimôn] mine!

CLYTAEMNESTRA Yes, and mine and this maiden’s too; the three share one bad fortune [daimôn].

AGAMEMNON Whom have I injured?

CLYTAEMNESTRA Do you ask me this question?

A thought [noos] like that itself amounts to thoughtlessness [no noos].

AGAMEMNON Ruined! my secret out!

CLYTAEMNESTRA I know all; I have heard what you are bent on doing to me.

Your very silence and those frequent groans

are a confession; do not tire yourself out by telling it.

AGAMEMNON Look! I am silent; for, if I tell you a falsehood,

I necessarily add effrontery to misfortune.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Well, listen; for I will now unfold my meaning

and no longer employ dark riddles [ainigma].

In the first place - to reproach you first with this -

it was not of my own free will but by force that you did take and wed me,

after slaying Tantalus, my former husband,

and dashing my babe on the ground alive,

when you had torn him from my breast with brutal violence [biâ].

Then, when those two sons of Zeus, who were likewise my brothers,

came flashing on horseback to war with you,

Tyndareus, my aged sire, rescued you

because of your suppliant prayers, and you in turn had me to wife.

Once reconciled to you upon this footing,

you will bear me witness I have been a blameless wife to you and your family,

chaste [sôphrôn] in love, and increasing

your household, that so your coming in

might be with joy and your going out with gladness [eudaimoniâ].

And it is seldom a man secures a wife like this,

though the getting of a worthless woman is no rarity.

Besides three daughters, I am the mother of this son of yours.

Of one of these you are heartlessly depriving me.

If anyone asks you your reason for slaying her,

tell me, what will you say? Or must I say it for you?

“It is so that Menelaus may recover Helen.” An honourable exchange,

indeed, to pay a wicked [kakos] woman’s price in children’s lives!

It is buying what we most detest [ekhthros] with what we hold most dear [philos].

Again, if you go forth with the host, leaving me in your halls,

and are long absent at Troy,

what will my feelings be at home, do you think?

When I behold each vacant chair

and her chamber now deserted, and then in tears

I sit down alone, making ceaseless lamentation for her,

“Ah! my child, he that begat you hath slain you himself,

he and no one else, nor was it by another’s hand…

to your home, after leaving such a price to be paid;

for it needs now but a trifling pretext

for me and the daughters remaining

to give you the reception it is right you should receive.

I adjure you by the gods,

do not compel me not become kakos against you, nor become kakos yourself.

Well then, suppose you sacrifice the child; what prayer will you utter?

What will the blessing [agathos] be that you will invoke upon yourself as you are slaying our daughter?

An ill returning [nostos] maybe, seeing the disgrace that speeds your going forth.

Is it right [dikaios] that I should pray for any luck [agathos] to attend you?

Surely we should deem the gods devoid of sense,

if we harboured a kindly feeling towards murderers.

Shall you embrace your children on your coming back to Argos?

No, you have no right [themis]. Will any child of yours even look upon

you, if you have surrendered one of them to death?

Has this ever entered into your calculations, or does your one duty

consist in carrying a sceptre about and marching at the head of an army?

You ought to have made this fair [dikaios] proposal among the Argives:

“Is it your wish, Achaeans, to sail for Phrygia’s shores?

Why then, cast lots whose daughter has to die.”

For that would have been an equitable course for you to pursue,

instead of picking out your own child for the victim and presenting her to the Danaans,

rather than killing Hermione, the daughter of Menelaus, for her mother

inasmuch as it was his concern. As it is, I, who

still am true to you, must lose my child;

while she, who went astray, will return with her daughter,

and live in happiness at Sparta.

If I am wrong about anything I have said, answer me;

but if my words have been fairly urged, do not persist in slaying

your child, who is mine too, and you will be wise [sôphrôn].

CHORUS Obey her. For to join in saving [sôzô] your children’s lives is surely a noble deed,

Agamemnon. No one of mortals would deny that.

IPHIGENEIA Had I the eloquence of Orpheus, my father,

to move the rocks by chanted spells to follow me,

or to charm by speaking whomever I wanted,

I would have resorted to it. But as it is,

I’ll bring my tears - the only art I know; for that I might attempt.

And about your knees, in a suppliant’s pose, I twine

my body [sôma], which this woman here bore to you.

Do not destroy me before my time [without hôra]; for sweet is to look upon the light;

don’t force me to visit scenes below.

I was the first to call you father, you the first to call me child;

the first was I to place my body [sôma] on your knee

and give and take the fond [philos] caress.

And this was what you then would say, “Shall I see you,

my child, living a happy [eudaimoniâ] prosperous life in a husband’s home one day,

flourishing in a manner worthy of myself?”

And I in my turn would ask, as I hung about

your beard, whereto I now am clinging,

“How shall I see you? Shall I be giving you a glad reception

in my halls, father, in your old age,

repaying all your anxious care [ponos] in rearing me?

I remember [mnêmê] all we said,

it is you who have forgotten and now would take my life.

By Pelops, I entreat you spare me, by your father Atreus

and my mother here, who suffers now a second time

the pangs she felt before when giving birth to me!

What have I to do with the marriage of Paris

and Helen? Why is his coming to prove my ruin, father?

Look upon me; one glance, one kiss bestow,

that this at least I may carry to my death

as a memorial of you, though you do not heed my pleading.

(Holding up the baby ORESTES)

Feeble ally though you are, brother, to your loved ones [philos],

yet add your tears to mine and entreat our father for

your sister’s life; even in babes there is a natural sense of evil [kakos].

O father, see this speechless [nêpios] supplication made to you;

pity me; have mercy on my tender years!

Yes, by your beard we two fond [philos] hearts implore your pity,

the one a babe, a full-grown maiden the other.

By summing all my pleas in one, I will prevail in what I say.

To gaze upon yon light is sweetest to humans;

that life below is nothingness, and whoever longs for death

is mad. Better live a life of woe [kakos] than die a death of glory!

CHORUS Ah, wretched Helen! Thanks to you and those marriages of yours

an awful struggle [agôn] has come to the sons of Atreus and their children,.

AGAMEMNON I understand what should move my pity and what should not,

although I love [philos] my own children; I would be a madman otherwise.

It is terrible for me to bring myself to this, woman,

nor less terrible is it to refuse; for I must fare the same.

You see the vastness of the naval host,

and the numbers of bronze clad warriors from Hellas,

who can neither make their voyage [nostos] to Ilium’s towers,

nor raze the far-famed citadel of Troy,

unless I sacrifice you according to the word of Calchas the seer [mantis].

Some mad Aphrodite possesses the host of Hellas

to sail forthwith to the land of the barbarians,

and put a stop to the seizing of wives from Hellas,

and they will slay my daughters in Argos

as well as you and me, if I disregard the goddess’s behests.

It is not Menelaus who has enslaved me to him, child,

nor have I followed any wish of his.

No, it is Hellas, for whom I must sacrifice you whether I wish to or not;

to this necessity I bow my head;

for her freedom must be preserved, as far as any help of yours, daughter, or mine can go;

nor must they, who are the sons of Hellas,

be stripped of their wives by barbarian robbery [biâ].

(AGAMEMNON rushes from the stage)

CLYTAEMNESTRA My child! You, stranger [xenos] ladies!

Woe is me for this your death!

Your father flies, surrendering you to Hades.

IPHIGENEIA Woe is me, O mother! For the same song

has fallen to both of us in our fortune.

No more for me the light of day!

No more the beams of yonder sun!

Oh! Oh!

Woe for that snow-beat glen in Phrygia

and the hills of Ida,

where Priam once exposed a tender babe,

torn from his mother’s arms

to meet a deadly doom,

I mean Paris, called the child of Ida

in the Phrygians’ town [polis].

Would that Priam had never

settled him,

the herdsman reared amid the herds,

beside that water crystal-clear, where are

fountains of the Nymphs

and their meadow rich with blooming flowers,

where hyacinths and rose-buds

blow for goddesses to gather! There one day

came Pallas and Cypris of the subtle heart,

Hera too, and Hermes messenger of Zeus - Cypris,

proud of the longing she causes;

Pallas of her prowess;

and Hera of her royal marriage

with king Zeus -

to decide a hateful strife

about their beauty; but it is my death,

bringing glory

to Danaan maidens, that Artemis has received

as an offering, before they begin the voyage to Ilium.

O mother, mother!

He that begat me to this life of sorrow

has gone and left me all alone.

Ah! woe is me! A bitter,

bitter sight for me was Helen, evil Helen!

I am now doomed to bleed and die,

slaughtered by an impious sire.

Would that Aulis had never received

in its havens here the sterns

of their bronze-beaked ships,

the fleet that was speeding them to Troy;

and would that Zeus had never breathed

on the Euripus a wind to stop the expedition,

tempering, as he does,

a different breeze to different men,

so that some have joy in setting sail,

and sorrow some, and others hard constraint,

to make some start and others stay

and others furl their sails!

Full of trouble then, it seems, is the race of mortals, truly full of trouble;

and it is ever Fate’s decree

that man should find distress.

Woe! great is the suffering [pathos], great is the anguish [akhos],

which you are causing the Danaans, daughter of Tyndareus!

CHORUS I pity you for your cruel [kakos] fate -

a fate I wish you had never met!

IPHIGENEIA O mother that bore me! I see a throng of men approaching.

CLYTAEMNESTRA It is the goddess-born you see, child, Achilles, for whom you came here.

IPHIGENEIA (Calling into the tent) Open the tent-door to me, servants, that I may hide myself.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Why do you seek to flee, my child?

IPHIGENEIA I am ashamed to face Achilles.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Why?

IPHIGENEIA The luckless ending to our marriage causes me to feel ashamed [aidôs].

CLYTAEMNESTRA No time for affectation now in the face of what has happened.

Stay then; reserve will do no good, if only we can -

(Enter ACHILLES.)

ACHILLES Daughter of Leda, lady of sorrows!

CLYTAEMNESTRA No misnomer that.

ACHILLES A fearful cry is heard among the Argives.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What is it? Tell me [sêmainô].

ACHILLES It concerns your child.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Your speak of an evil omen..

ACHILLES They say her sacrifice is necessary.

CLYTAEMNESTRA And is there no one to say a word against them?

ACHILLES Indeed I was in some danger myself from the tumult.

CLYTAEMNESTRA In danger of what, kind sir [xenos]?

ACHILLES Of being stoned.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Surely not for trying to save [sôzô] my daughter?

ACHILLES The very reason.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Who would have dared to lay a finger on your body [sôma]?

ACHILLES The men of Hellas, one and all.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Were not your Myrmidon warriors at your side?

ACHILLES They were the first who turned hostile [ekhthros] to me.

CLYTAEMNESTRA My child, we are lost!

ACHILLES They taunted me as the man whom marriage had enslaved.

CLYTAEMNESTRA And what didst you answer them?

ACHILLES I craved the life of her I meant to wed-

CLYTAEMNESTRA Justly [dikaios] so.

ACHILLES The wife her father promised me.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Yes, and sent to fetch from Argos.

ACHILLES But I was overcome by clamorous cries.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Truly the mob is a dire evil [kakos].

ACHILLES But I will help you for all that.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Will you really fight them single-handed?

ACHILLES Do you see these warriors here, carrying my arms?

CLYTAEMNESTRA Bless you for your kind intent [phrên]!

ACHILLES Well, I shall be blessed.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Then my child will not be slaughtered now?

ACHILLES No, not with my consent at any rate.

CLYTAEMNESTRA But will any of them come to lay hands on the maid?

ACHILLES Thousands of them, with Odysseus at their head.

CLYTAEMNESTRA The son of Sisyphus?

ACHILLES The very same.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Acting for himself or by the army’s order?

ACHILLES By their choice - and his own.

CLYTAEMNESTRA An evil choice indeed, to stain his hands in blood!

ACHILLES But I will hold him back.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Will he seize and take her from here against her will?

ACHILLES Yes, by her golden hair no doubt.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What must I do, when it comes to that?

ACHILLES Keep hold of your daughter.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Be sure that she shall not be slain, as far as I can help her.

ACHILLES Believe me, it will come to this.

IPHIGENEIA Mother, hear me while I speak,

for I see that you are angry with your husband to no purpose;

it is hard for us to be strong amid impossibilities.

It is right [dikaios] for us to thank this xenos for his ready help;

but you must also see to it that he is not reproached by the army,

leaving us no better off and himself involved in trouble.

Listen, mother; hear what thoughts have passed across my mind [noos].

I am resolved to die; and this I wish

to do with honor [kleos], dismissing from me what is ignoble.

Towards this now, mother, turn your thoughts, and with me weigh how well I speak

The whole of mighty Hellas looks to me;

on me the passage over the sea depends; on me the sack of Troy;

on me depends no longer allowing the seizure of women from blessed [olbios] Hellas,

if ever in the days to come Barbarians seek to seize her daughters,

once they have atoned by death for the violation of Helen’s marriage by Paris.

All this deliverance will my death insure, and my fame [kleos]

for setting Hellas free will be a blessed one.

Besides, I have no right at all to cling too fondly to my life;

for you did not bear me for myself alone, but as a public blessing to all Hellas.

What! shall countless warriors, armed with shields,

and countless sitting at the oar, when fatherland is wronged

find courage to attack the foe [ekhthros] and die for Hellas,

and my one life [psûkhê] prevent all this?

What kind of justice [dikaios] is that? Could I find a word in answer?

Now turn we to that other point. It is not right that this man should go to battle

with all Argos or be slain for a woman’s sake.

Better a single man should see the light than ten thousand women.

If Artemis is minded to take this body [sôma],

am I, a weak mortal, to thwart the goddess?

No, that is impossible. To Hellas I give my body [sôma];

I offer this sacrifice and make an utter end of Troy.

This is my enduring monument [mnêmê];

marriage, motherhood, and reputation - all these is it to me.

And it is right, mother, that Hellenes should rule barbarians, but not barbarians

Hellenes, those being slaves, while these are free.

CHORUS You playest a noble part, maiden;

but sickly are the whims of fortune and the goddess.

ACHILLES Daughter of Agamemnon, some god

was bent on blessing me, could I but have won you for my wife.

In you I reckon Hellas happy, and you in Hellas;

for this that you have said is good and worthy of your fatherland;

since you, abandoning a strife with heavenly powers, which are too strong for you,

have fairly weighed advantages and needs.

But now that I have looked into your noble nature,

desire has overcome me to win you for my bride.

Look, for I wish to serve you

and receive you in my halls [oikos]; and witness Thetis, how I grieve [verb from akhos]

to think I shall not save [sôzô] your life by doing battle with the Danaans.

Reflect, I say; a dreadful evil [kakos] is death.

IPHIGENEIA This I say, without regard to anyone.

Enough that the daughter of Tyndareus by her beauty [sôma]

is causing wars and bloodshed ; but you, stranger [xenos],

be not slain yourself, nor seek to slay another on my account;

but allow me, if I can, to save [sôzô] Hellas.

ACHILLES Heroic [aristos] spirit! To this I can

say no more, since you are so minded; for noble

is your resolve; why should one not say the truth [alêthês]?

Yet will I speak, for perhaps you might change your mind;

that you may know then what my offer is,

I will go and place these arms of mine near the altar,

resolved not to permit your death but to prevent it;

for brave as you are, at sight of the knife held at your throat,

you will soon avail yourself of what I said.

So I will not let you perish through any thoughtlessness of yours,

but will go to the temple of the goddess with these arms

and await your arrival there.

(Exit ACHILLES.)

IPHIGENEIA Mother, why so silent, your eyes wet with tears?

CLYTAEMNESTRA I have reason, woe is me! to be sad at heart.

IPHIGENEIA Stop; don’t make me a coward [kakos]; in this one thing obey me.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Say what it is, my child, for at my hands you shall never suffer injury.

IPHIGENEIA Do not cut off the tresses of your hair for me, nor clothe your body [sôma] in black garments.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Why, my child, what is it you have said? Shall I, when I lose you -

IPHIGENEIA “Lose” me, you do not; I am saved [sôzô] and you renowned [with good kleos], as far as I can make you.

CLYTAEMNESTRA How so? Must I not mourn [verb rom penthos] your death [psûkhê]?

IPHIGENEIA By no means, for I shall have no tomb heaped over me.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What, is not the act of dying held to imply burial?

IPHIGENEIA The altar of the goddess, Zeus’s daughter, will be my tomb [mnêmê].

CLYTAEMNESTRA Well, my child, I will let you persuade me, for you speak well.

IPHIGENEIA Yes, as one who prospers and does Hellas service.

CLYTAEMNESTRA What message shall I carry to your sisters?

IPHIGENEIA Do not put mourning clothing on them either.

CLYTAEMNESTRA But is there no fond [philos] message I can give the maidens from you?

IPHIGENEIA Yes, my farewell words; and promise me to rear this baby Orestes to manhood.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Press him to your bosom; it’s your last look.

IPHIGENEIA O you that are most dear [philos] to me! You have helped your loved ones [philos] as you had means.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Is there anything I can do for you [kharis] in Argos?

IPHIGENEIA Yes. Do not hate my father, your own husband.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Fearful are the trials through which he has to go because of you.

IPHIGENEIA It was against his will he destroyed me for the sake of Hellas.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Ah! but he employed base treachery, unworthy of Atreus.

IPHIGENEIA Who will escort me hence, before my hair is torn?

CLYTAEMNESTRA I will go with you.

IPHIGENEIA No, not you; you do not speak well.

CLYTAEMNESTRA I will, clinging to your robes.

IPHIGENEIA Be persuaded by me, mother,

stay here; for this is the better way for you and me alike;

but let one of these attendants of my father conduct me

to the meadow of Artemis, where I shall be sacrificed.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Are you gone from me, my child?

IPHIGENEIA Yes, and with no chance of ever returning.

CLYTAEMNESTRA Leaving your mother?

IPHIGENEIA Yes, as you see, undeservedly. 

CLYTAEMNESTRA Hold! leave me not. 

IPHIGENEIA I cannot let you shed a tear.

(Exit CLYTAEMNESTRA. To the CHORUS)

Be it yours, maidens, to sing a hymn in joyous strains

for my hard lot to the child of Zeus,

Artemis; and let the order for a solemn hush go forth to the Danaans.

Begin the sacrifice with the baskets, let the fire blaze

for the purifying meal of sprinkling, and my father

pace from left to right about the altar;

for I come to bestow on Hellas safety [sôtêriâ] crowned with victory.

Lead me hence,

me the destroyer of Ilium’s town [polis] and the Phrygians;

give me wreaths to cast about me -

here are my tresses to crown -

bring lustral water too.

Dance around the precinct,

dance around the altar in honor of Artemis

Artemis the queen,

the blessed one; for, if it is right,

by the blood of my sacrifice

I will blot out the oracle.

O mother, lady revered! Tears for you

I shall not shed;

for at the holy rites I may not weep.

Sing with me, young women,

sing the praises of Artemis,

whose temple faces Chalcis,

where angry spearmen madly chafe,

because of my name,

here in the narrow havens of Aulis.

O Pelasgia, land of my birth,

and Mycenae, my home!

CHORUS Do you call on Perseus’ citadel,

that town Cyclopean workmen built?

IPHIGENEIA To be a light to Hellas did you rear me,

and so I do not refuse death.

CHORUS You are right; Fame [kleos] will never desert you!

IPHIGENEIA Hail to you, bright lamp of day

and light of Zeus! A different

life, different lot is henceforth mine.

Farewell I bid you, light beloved [philos]!

(Exit IPHIGENEIA.)

CHORUS Behold the maiden on her way,

the destroyer of Ilium’s town and its Phrygians,

with garlands twined about her head,

and drops of lustral water on her,

soon to besprinkle with her gushing blood

the altar of a murderous goddess,

when the shapely neck of her body [sôma] is severed.

For you fair streams

of a father’s pouring and lustral waters are in store,

for you Achaea’s host is waiting,

eager to reach the citadel [polis] of Ilium.

But let us celebrate the daughter of Zeus,

Artemis,

queen among the gods, as if upon some happy chance.

O lady revered, delighting in human sacrifice,

send on its way to Phrygia’s land

the host of the Hellenes,

to Troy’s abodes of guile,

and grant that Agamemnon

may wreathe his head

with ever-remembered fame [kleos],

a crown of fairest glory for the spearmen of Hellas. 

Euripides’ Hecuba
Translated by E. P. Coleridge

Revised by Casey Dué
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THE GHOST OF POLYDORUS, son of HECUBA and Priam, King of Troy

HECUBA, wife of Priam

CHORUS OF CAPTIVE TROJAN WOMEN

POLYXENA, daughter of HECUBA and Priam

ODYSSEUS
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AGAMEMNON

POLYMESTOR, King of the Thracian Chersonese

Setting: Before AGAMEMNON’S tent in the Greek camp upon the shore of the Thracian Chersonese. The GHOST OF POLYDORUS appears.

GHOST I have come from out the depths of the dead and the gates of gloom,

where Hades dwells apart from gods,

I Polydorus, a son of Hecuba, the daughter of Cisseus,

and of Priam. Now my father, when Phrygia’s capital

was threatened with destruction by the spear of Hellas,

took alarm and conveyed me secretly from the land of Troy

to Polymestor’s house, his friend [xenos] in Thrace,

who sows these fruitful plains of Chersonese,

curbing by his might a nation delighting in horses.

And with me my father sent great store of gold by stealth,

so that, if ever Ilium’s walls should fall,

his children that survived might not want for means to live.

I was the youngest of Priam’s sons; and this it was that

caused my stealthy removal from the land; for my childish arm

was not able to carry weapons or to wield the spear.

So long then as the bulwarks of our land stood firm,

and Troy’s battlements remained unshaken,

and my brother Hector prospered in his warring,

I, poor child, grew up and flourished, like some vigorous shoot,

at the court of the Thracian, my father’s friend [xenos].

But when Troy fell and Hector lost

his life [psukhê] and my father’s hearth was rooted up,

and himself fell butchered at the god-built altar

by the hands of Achilles’ murderous son;

then did my father’s friend [xenos] slay me, his helpless guest, for the sake of the gold,

and thereafter cast me into the swell of the sea,

to keep the gold for himself in his house.

And there I lie at one time upon the strand, at another in the salt sea’s surge,

drifting ever up and down upon the billows,

unwept, unburied; but now o’er the head of my dear [philos] mother

Hecuba I hover, having deserted my body [sôma],

keeping my airy station these three days,

ever since my poor mother came from Troy

to linger here in Chersonese.

Meantime all the Achaeans sit idly [hêsukhos] here in their ships

at the shores of Thrace;

for the son of Peleus, Achilles, appeared above his tomb

and stayed the whole host of Hellas

as they were making straight for home across the sea,

demanding to have my sister Polyxena

offered at his tomb, and to receive his prize.

And he will obtain this prize, nor will they who are his friends [philos, plural]

refuse the gift; and on this very day

is fate leading my sister to her doom.

So will my mother see two children dead at once,

me and that ill-fated maiden.

For I in order to win a grave - ah me! - will appear

amid the rippling waves before her bond-maid’s feet.

Yes! I have won this favor from the powers below,

that I should find a tomb and fall into my mother’s hands;

so shall I get my heart’s desire;

wherefore I will go and waylay aged Hecuba,

for there she passes on her way from the shelter of

Agamemnon’s tent, terrified at my spectre.

Woe is you! ah, mother mine! from a palace dragged

to face a life of slavery! how sad your lot,

as sad as it once was blest! Some god is now destroying you,

setting this in the balance to outweigh your former good fortune.

(The GHOST vanishes. HECUBA enters from the tent of AGAMEMNON, supported by her attendants, captive Trojan women.)

HECUBA (chanting) Guide these aged steps, my servants, forth before the house;

support your fellow-slave,

your queen of yore, women of Troy.

Support me, guide me, lift me up,

take hold of my aged hand,

and leaning upon your bended arm as on a staff

I will quicken

my halting footsteps onwards.

O dazzling light of Zeus! O gloom of night!

Why have I been scared

by fearful visions of the night? O mistress earth,

mother of dreams that flit on dark wings!

I am seeking to avert the vision of the night,

[the sight of horror which I saw so clearly in my dreams

touching my son, who is safe [sôzô] in Thrace,

and Polyxena my dear [philos] daughter.]

O gods of the earth! preserve [sôzô] my son,

the last and only anchor of my house,

now settled in Thrace, the land of snow,

safe in the keeping of his father’s friend [xenos].

Some fresh disaster is in store,

a new strain of sorrow will be added to our woe.

Such ceaseless thrills of terror never

wrung my heart before.

Oh! where, Trojan maidens,

can I find the psukhê of inspired Helenus or Cassandra,

that they may interpret for me my dream?

[For I saw a dappled hind mangled by a wolf’s bloody fangs,

torn from my knees by force in a piteous way.

And this too filled me with fright;

over the summit of his tomb appeared

Achilles’ phantom, and for his prize he demanded

one of the Trojan women who have so many toils.

Wherefore, I implore you, powers divine [daimôn, plural],

avert this horror from my daughter, from my child.]

(The CHORUS OF CAPTIVE TROJAN WOMEN enters.)

CHORUS (singing) Hecuba, I have hastened away to you,

leaving my master’s tent,

where the lot assigned me as his appointed slave,

driven away from the city

of Ilium, hunted by Achaeans thence

at the point of the spear;

I bring you no alleviation for your sufferings;

but burdened myself with heavy news,

I am a herald of sorrow to you, lady.

It is said that the Achaeans in full assembly

have determined to offer your daughter

in sacrifice to Achilles; for you know how

one day he appeared standing on his tomb in golden armor,

and stayed the sea-borne ships,

though they had their sails already hoisted,

with this pealing cry, “Where, Danaans,

do you sail so fast,

leaving my tomb without its prize?”

Thereon arose a violent dispute with stormy altercation,

and opinion was divided

in the warrior host of Hellas, some being in favour of offering

the sacrifice at the tomb, others dissenting.

There was Agamemnon, all eagerness in your interest,

because of his love for the frenzied prophetess;

but the two sons of Theseus,

scions of Athens, though supporting

different proposals, yet agreed on the same decision,

which was to crown Achilles’ tomb

with fresh-spilt blood;

for they said they never would set

Cassandra’s love

before Achilles’ valour.

Now the zeal of the rival disputants

was almost equal, until that shifty, smooth-mouthed slicer of words, the son of Laertes,

whose tongue is ever at the service of the mob, persuaded the army

not to put aside the best of all the Danai

for want of a slave-woman’s sacrifice,

nor have it said by any of the dead

who stand beside Persephone that without one thought of gratitude

the Danaans have left the plains of Troy

and deserted their brethren who died

for Hellas.

Odysseus will be here in an instant,

to drag the tender maiden from your breast

and tear her from your aged arms.

To the temples, to the altars with you!

[at Agamemnon’s knees throw yourself as a suppliant!]

Invoke alike the gods in heaven

and those beneath the earth. For either shall your prayers

avail to spare you the loss of your unhappy child,

or you must live to see your daughter

fall before the tomb, her crimson blood

spurting in deep dark jets

from her neck with gold encircled.

HECUBA Woe, woe is me! What words can I utter?

What akhos, what lamentation,

the sorrows of my closing years

and slavery too cruel to bear

or endure! Woe, woe is me!

What champion have I? Sons,

and city - where are they? Aged Priam is no more;

no more my children now.

Which way am I to go,

this or that? Where can I be safe? [sôzô] Where is any

god [theos] or power divine [daimôn] to succour me?

Ah, Trojan women! bringers of evil tidings!

messengers of woe!

you have made an end, an utter end of me; life

on earth has no more charm for me.

Ah! luckless steps, lead on,

lead your aged mistress

to this tent over here. (calling) My child,

come forth; come forth, you daughter of the queen of sorrows;

listen to your mother’s voice,

my child, [that you may know the hideous

rumour I now hear about your life [psukhê]].

(POLYXENA enters from the tent.)

POLYXENA Mother, mother why do you call so loud? what news

is it you have proclaimed, scaring me, like a cowering bird,

from my chamber by this alarm?

HECUBA Alas, my daughter!

POLYXENA Why this ominous address? it bodes sorrow for me.

HECUBA Woe for your life [psukhê]!

POLYXENA Tell all, hide it no longer.

Ah mother! how I dread, indeed dread

the import of your loud laments.

HECUBA Ah my daughter! a luckless mother’s child!

POLYXENA Why do you tell me this?

HECUBA The Argives with one consent

are eager for your sacrifice

to the son of Peleus at his tomb.

POLYXENA Ah! mother! how can you speak of such a horror?

Yet reveal to me all,

yes all, mother.

HECUBA I tell, my child, an ill-boding rumour;

they bring me word that sentence is passed

upon your life by the Argives’ vote.

POLYXENA Alas, for your cruel sufferings! my persecuted mother!

woe for your life of grief! What grievous outrage

some daimôn has sent on you,

hateful, horrible!

No more shall I your daughter

share your bondage,

hapless youth on hapless age attending.

For just as a lion’s whelp of the hills is torn from its mother,

you, alas! hapless will see <..................>

your hapless young shoot

torn from your arms,

and sent beneath the darkness of the earth

with severed throat for Hades,

where with the dead shall I be laid, ah me!

For you I lament with mournful wail,

mother doomed to a life of sorrow!

For my own life, its ruin and its outrage,

never a tear I shed; no, death

has become for me a happier lot than life. 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS See where Odysseus comes in haste,

to announce [sêmainô] some fresh command to you, Hecuba.

(ODYSSEUS enters, with his attendants.) 

ODYSSEUS Lady, I think you know already the intention of the army,

and the vote that has been passed; still will I declare it.

It is the Achaeans’ will to sacrifice your daughter Polyxena

at the mound heaped over Achilles’ grave;

and they appoint me to take the maid and bring her there,

while the son of Achilles is chosen

to preside o’er the sacrifice and act as priest.

Do you know then what to do? Do not be forcibly torn from her,

nor match your might against mine;

recognize the limits of your strength, and the presence of your troubles.

Even in adversity [kakos, plural] it is wise [sophos] to yield to reason’s dictates. 

HECUBA Ah me! an awful trial [agôn] is at hand, it seems,

fraught with mourning, rich in tears.

Yes, I too escaped death where death had been my due,

and Zeus did not destroy me but is still preserving my life, that I may witness

in my misery [kakos] fresh sorrows [kakos, plural] surpassing all before.

Still if the enslaved may ask the free

for things that grieve them not nor wrench their heart-strings,

it is well that you should make an end

and listen to my questioning.

ODYSSEUS Granted; put your questions; that short delay I grudge you not.

HECUBA Do you remember the day you came to spy on Ilium,

disguised in rags and tatters,

while down your cheek ran drops of blood?

ODYSSEUS Remember it! yes; it was no slight impression it made upon my heart.

HECUBA Did Helen recognize you and tell me only?

ODYSSEUS I well remember [memnêmai] the awful risk I ran.

HECUBA Did you embrace my knees in all humility?

ODYSSEUS Yes, so that my hand grew dead and cold upon your robe.

HECUBA What did you say then, when you were my slave?

ODYSSEUS Doubtless I found plenty to say, to save my life.

HECUBA Was it I that saved [sôzô] and sent you forth again?

ODYSSEUS You did, and so I still behold the light of day.

HECUBA Are not you then playing a sorry part to plot against me thus,

after the kind treatment you did by your own confession receive from me,

showing me no gratitude but all the ill you can?

A thankless [without kharis] race! all you who covet honour [timê] from the mob

for your oratory. Would that you were unknown to me,

you who harm your friends and think no more of it,

if you can but say a word to win the mob.

But tell me, what kind of cleverness did they think it,

when against this child they passed their murderous vote?

Was it duty led them to slay a human victim

at the tomb, where sacrifice of oxen more befits?

Or does Achilles, claiming the lives of those who slew him as his recompense,

show his justice [dikê] by marking her out for death?

No! she at least never committed any injury [kakos] against him.

He should have demanded Helen as a victim at his tomb,

for she it was that proved his ruin, bringing him to Troy;

or if some captive of surpassing beauty was to be singled out for doom,

this pointed not to us;

for the daughter of Tyndareus [= Helen] was fairer than all womankind,

and her injury to him was proved no les than ours.

Against the justice [dikê] of his plea I pit this argument.

Now hear the recompense due from you to me at my request.

On your own confession, you did fall at my feet

and embrace my hand and aged cheek;

I in my turn now do the same to you,

and claim the favour [kharis] then bestowed and I implore you,

do not tear my child from my arms,

nor slay her. There are dead enough;

she is my only joy, in her I forget my sorrows;

She is my one comfort in place of many a loss,

she is my city and my nurse, my staff and journey’s guide.

It is never right that those in power should use it out of season,

or when prosperous suppose they will be always so.

For I like them was prosperous once, but now my life is lived,

and one day robbed me of all my bliss [olbos].

Friend [philos], by your beard, have some regard

and pity for me; go to Achaea’s host,

and talk them over, saying how hateful a thing it is

to slay women whom at first you spared out of pity,

after dragging them from the altars.

For among you the self-same law holds good for free

and slave alike respecting bloodshed;

such influence as yours will persuade them.

The same argument, when proceeding from those of no account,

has not the same force as when it is uttered by men of mark.

LEADER Human nature is not so stony-hearted

as to hear your laments and catalogue of sorrows,

without shedding a tear.

ODYSSEUS O Hecuba! Learn from me, nor in your passion

count him a foe who speaks wisely.

Your life [sôma] I am prepared to save [sôzô],

for the service I received; I say no otherwise.

But what I said to all, I will not now deny,

that after Troy’s capture I would give your daughter

to the chiefest of our host because he asked a victim.

For herein is a source of weakness to most states,

whenever a man of brave and generous soul

receives no greater honour than his inferiors [more kakos].

Now Achilles, lady, deserves honour [timê] at our hands,

since for Hellas he died as beautifully as a mortal can.

Is not this a foul reproach to treat a man as a friend [philos] in life,

but, when he is gone from us, to treat him so no more?

Well? what will they say, if once more there comes

a gathering of the army and a contest [agôn] with the foe?

“Shall we fight or be lovers our lives [psukhê, plural],

seeing the dead have no honours [timê]?”

For myself, indeed, even if in life my daily store

were scant, yet it would be all-sufficient,

but as touching a tomb I should wish mine to be an object of respect,

for this gratitude [kharis] endures.

You speak of cruel sufferings; hear my answer.

Among us are aged women and grey old men

no less miserable [adjective of athlos] than you,

and brides bereft noble [aristos] husband,

over whose bodies [sôma, plural] this Trojan dust has closed.

Endure these sorrows; for us, if we are wrong [kakos] in resolving

to honour [verb of timê] the brave, we shall bring upon ourselves a charge of ignorance;

but as for you barbarians, regard not your friends [philos, plural] as friends,

and pay no homage to those that died beautifully,

in order that Hellas may prosper

and that you may reap the fruits of such policy.

LEADER Alas! how cursed [kakos] is slavery alway in its nature,

forced by the might of the stronger to endure unseemly treatment. 

HECUBA Daughter, my pleading

to avert your bloody death was wasted idly on the air;

But you, if in any way endowed with greater power to move than your mother,

make haste to use it, uttering every pleading note

like the tuneful nightingale, to save your soul from death.

Throw yourself at Odysseus’ knees to move his pity,

and try to move him. Here is your plea: he too has children,

so that he can feel for your sad fate.

POLYXENA Odysseus, I see you hiding your right hand

beneath your robe and turning away your face,

so that I may not touch your beard.

Take heart; you are safe from the suppliant’s god in my case,

for I will follow you, alike because I must

and because it is my wish to die; for were I not willing,

a coward [kakos] should I show myself, a woman too fond of her life [psukhê].

Why should I prolong my days? I whose father was king

of all the Phrygians? This was the most important thing in life for me.

Then was I nursed on fair fond hopes

to be a bride for kings, the center of fierce jealousy among suitors,

to see whose home I would make my own;

and over each woman of Ida I was queen; ah me!

a maiden marked amid women and girls,

equal to a goddess, save for death alone.

But now I am a slave. That name first

makes me long for death, so strange it sounds;

and then maybe my lot might give me to some savage master,

one that would buy me for money -

me the sister of Hector and many another chief -

who would make me knead him bread within his halls,

or sweep his house or set me working at the loom,

leading a life of misery;

while some slave, bought I know not whence, will taint my maiden charms,

once deemed worthy of royalty [turannos].

No, never! Here I close my eyes upon the light,

free as yet, and dedicate myself to Hades.

Lead me away, Odysseus, and accomplishe this agôn for me,

for I see nothing within my reach to make me hope or expect

with any confidence that I am ever again to be happy.

Mother mine! do not seek to hinder me

by word or deed, but join in my wish

for death before I meet with shameful and undeserved treatment.

For whoever is not used to taste of sorrow’s cup,

though he bears it, yet it painss him when he puts his neck within the yoke;

far happier would he be dead

than alive, for the loss of a life of honour is a great toil [ponos].

LEADER A wondrous mark, most clearly stamped,

does noble birth imprint on men, and the name goes still further

where it is deserved. 

HECUBA A noble speech, my daughter! but there is sorrow

linked with its noble sentiments. Odysseus, if you must

give this compensation [kharis] to the son of Peleus, and avoid reproach,

do not slay this maiden,

but lead me to Achilles’ pyre

and torture me unsparingly: I am the one that bore Paris,

whose fatal shaft laid low the son of Thetis.

ODYSSEUS ‘Tis not your death, old woman, Achilles’

ghost has demanded of the Achaeans, but hers.

HECUBA At least then slaughter me with my child;

so shall there be a double draught of blood

for the earth and the dead that claims this sacrifice. 

ODYSSEUS The maiden’s death suffices; no need to add

a second to the first; would that we needed not even this!

HECUBA Die with my daughter I must.

ODYSSEUS How so? I did not know I had a master.

HECUBA I will cling to her like ivy to an oak.

ODYSSEUS Not if you will obey those who are wiser [more sophos] than yourself.

HECUBA Be sure I will never willingly relinquish my child.

ODYSSEUS Well, be equally sure I will never go away and leave her here.

POLYXENA Mother, listen to me; and you, son of Laertes,

make allowance for a parent’s natural wrath.

My poor mother, fight not with our masters.

Will you be thrown down, be roughly thrust aside

and wound your aged skin,

and in unseemly wise be torn from me by youthful arms?

This will you suffer; do not so, for it is not right for you.

No, dear mother mine give me your beloved [philos] hand,

and let me press your cheek to mine;

for never, nevermore, but now for the last time

shall I behold the dazzling sun-god’s orb.

My last [telos] farewells now take!

O mother, mother mine! beneath the earth I pass.

HECUBA Yours, my daughter, is a piteous lot, and sad [adjective from athlos] is mine also.

POLYXENA There in Hades’ courts shall I be laid apart from you.

HECUBA Ah me, what shall I do? where shall I end my life?

POLYXENA Though daughter of a free-born father, I am to die a slave .

HECUBA O my daughter, I am still to live and be a slave.

POLYXENA Unwedded I depart, never having tasted the married joys that were my due!

HECUBA Not one of all my fifty children left! 

POLYXENA What message can I take for you to Hector or your aged husband?

HECUBA Tell them that of all women I am the most miserable [adjective from athlos]. 

POLYXENA Ah! bosom and breasts that fed me with sweet food!

HECUBA Wretched [adjective of athlos] are you, my child, for this untimely fate!

POLYXENA Farewell, my mother! farewell, Cassandra! 

HECUBA “Fare well!” others do, but not your mother, no!

POLYXENA You too, my brother Polydorus, who are in Thrace, the home of horses!

HECUBA Yes, if he lives, which much I doubt; so luckless am I every way. 

POLYXENA Oh yes, he lives; and, when you die, he will close your eyes.

HECUBA I am dead; sorrow [kakos, plural] has forestalled death here. 

POLYXENA Come veil my head, Odysseus, and take me hence;

for now, before there falls the fatal blow, my heart is melted

by my mother’s laments, and hers no less by mine.

O light of day! for still may I call you by your name,

though now my share in you is but the time

I take to go between this and the sword at Achilles’ tomb.

(ODYSSEUS and his attendants lead POLYXENA away.)

HECUBA Woe is me! I faint; my limbs sink under me.

O my daughter, embrace your mother, stretch out your hand,

give it again; don’t leave me childless! Ah, friends [philos, plural]! I am destroyed.

[Oh! to see that Spartan woman, Helen, sister of the sons of Zeus,

in such a plight; for her bright eyes have caused

the shameful fall of Troy’s once prosperous [with favoring daimôn] town.

(HECUBA sinks fainting to the ground.)

CHORUS (singing, strophe 1)

O breeze from out the deep arising,

that escorts swift,

sea-faring ships to harbors across the surging sea!

Where will you bear me, the child of sorrow?

To whose house shall I be brought,

to be his slave and chattel?

To some haven in the Dorian land,

or in Phthia, where

men say the Apidanus river, father of fairest streams,

makes the land fat and rich?

(antistrophe 1)

or to an island home,

sent on a voyage of misery by oars that sweep the brine,

leading a wretched existence in halls

where the first-created palm

and the bay-tree put forth their sacred

shoots for dear Latona,

as a memorial of her divine child-birth?

And there with the maids of Delos

shall I hymn the golden head-band and bow

of Artemis their goddess?

(strophe 2)

Or in the city of Pallas,

the home of Athena of the beauteous chariot,

shall I upon her saffron robe

yoke horses to the car,

embroidering them on my web

in brilliant varied shades,

or [shall I embroider] the race of Titans,

whom Zeus the son of Cronos lays to their unending sleep

with his bolt of flashing flame?

(antistrophe 2)

Woe is me for my children!

Woe for my ancestors, and my country

which is falling in smouldering ruin

amid the smoke,

sacked by the Argive spear!

While I upon a foreign shore am called

a slave, leaving Asia,

Europe’s handmaid,

and receiving in its place the chambers of Hades.

(The herald, TALTHYBIUS, enters.)

TALTHYBIUS Trojan women, where can I find Hecuba,

who once was queen of Ilium? 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS There she lies near you, Talthybius,

stretched full length upon the ground, wrapt in her robe.

TALTHYBIUS Great Zeus! what can I say? that you look upon men?

Or that we hold this false opinion all to no purpose,

[thinking there is any race of gods [daimôn, plural],]

when it is chance that rules the mortal sphere?

Was not this the queen of wealthy Phrygia,

the wife of Priam highly blessed [olbios] ?

And now her city is utterly overthrown by the spear,

and she, a slave in her old age, her children dead, lies stretched upon the ground,

soiling her hair, poor lady, in the dust.

Well, well; old as I am, may death be my lot

before I am caught in any foul mischance.

Arise, poor queen!

Lift up yourself and raise that hoary head.

HECUBA (stirring) Ah! who are you that will not let my body [sôma]

to rest? Why disturb me in my anguish, whoever you are?

TALTHYBIUS It is I, Talthybius, who am here, the minister of the Danai;

Agamemnon has sent me for you, lady.

HECUBA (rising) Good friend [most philos], have you come because

the Achaeans are resolved to slay me to at the grave? How welcome [philos] would your tidings be!

Let us hasten and lose no time; lead the way, old sir.

TALTHYBIUS I have come to fetch you to bury your daughter’s corpse, lady;

and those that send me

are the two sons of Atreus and the Achaean host.

HECUBA Ah! what will you say? Have you not come, as I had thought,

to fetch me to my doom, but to announce ill news?

Lost, lost, my child! snatched from your mother’s arms!

And I am childless now, at least as touches you; ah, woe is me!

How did you end her life? Did you show her any reverence?

Or did you deal ruthlessly with her as though your victim were a foe, old man?

Speak, though your words must be pain to me.

TALTHYBIUS Lady, you are bent on earning a double profit of tears from me

in pity for your child; for now too as I tell the sad [kakos] tale

a tear will wet my eye, as it did at the tomb when she was dying.

All Achaea’s host was gathered there

in full array before the tomb to see your daughter offered;

and the son of Achilles took Polyxena by the hand

and set her on the top of the mound, while I stood near;

and a chosen band of young Achaeans

followed to hold your child and prevent her struggling.

Then did Achilles’ son take in his hands

a brimming cup of gold

and poured an offering to his dead sire, making a sign to me

to proclaim silence throughout the Achaean host.

So I stood at his side and in their midst proclaimed,

“Silence, Achaeans! All people be hushed!

Peace! Be still!” Therewith I calmed the host.

Then he spoke, “Son of Peleus, my father,

accept the offering I pour you to appease your spirit,

strong to raise the dead; and come to drink

the black blood of a virgin pure, which I

and the host are offering you; oh! be propitious to us;

grant that we may loose our prows and the cables

of our ships, and, meeting with prosperous voyage from Ilium,

all come to our country and achieve a homecoming [nostos].”

So he spoke; and all the army echoed his prayer.

Then seizing his golden sword by the hilt

he drew it from its scabbard, making a sign to the picked young Argive warriors

to hold the maid.

But she, when she became aware of this, uttered [sêmainô] a speech:

“O Argives, who have sacked my city!

Of my free will I die; let none lay hand on me;

for bravely will I yield my neck.

I beseech you by the gods, leave me free

when you kill me, so I may die free, for to be called

a slave among the dead fills my royal heart with shame.”

At that the people shouted their applause, and king Agamemnon

bade the young men to release the maiden.

[So they set her free, as soon as they heard this last command

from him whose might was over all.]

And she, hearing her captors’ words took her robe and

tore it open from the shoulder to the waist,

displaying a breast and bosom fair as a statue’s;

then sinking on her knee,

one word she spoke more piteous than all the rest,

“Young prince, if it is my breast

you desire to strike, stike, or if at my neck

you wish to aim your sword, behold! that neck is bared.”

Then he, both unwilling and willing in his pity for the girl,

cut with the steel the channels of her breath,

and streams of blood gushed forth; but she, even as she was dying,

took care to fall with dignity,

hiding what must be hidden from the gaze of man.

As soon as she had breathed her last through the fatal gash,

each Argive set his hand to different tasks,

some strewing leaves over the corpse

in handfuls, others bringing pine-logs

and heaping up a pyre; and he, who brought nothing,

would hear from him who did such taunts [kakos, plural] as these,

“You stand still, ignoble wretch [most kakos],

with no robe or ornament to bring for the maiden?

Will you give nothing to her that showed such peerless bravery

and spirit [aristos + psukhê]?” Such is the tale I tell

about your daughter’s death, and I regard you as blessed

beyond all mothers in your noble child, yet crossed in fortune more than all. 

LEADER A terrible suffering has boiled over the race of Priam

and my city, sent upon us by the necessity of the gods.

HECUBA O my daughter! Amid this crowd of sorrows I do not know

where to turn my gaze; for if I set myself to one,

another will not give me pause; while from this again a fresh grief summons me,

finding a successor to sorrow’s throne.

No longer now can I efface from my mind the memory of your sufferings [pathos]

sufficiently to stay my tears;

yet the story of your noble death has taken from the keenness of my grief.

Is it not then strange that poor [kakos] land,

when blessed by heaven with a lucky year, yields a good crop,

while land that is good, if robbed of needful care,

bears but little [kakos] fruit; yet amongst men

the burdensome is never anything but kakos,

and the noble [esthlos] man is never anything but noble [esthlos], never changing

for the worse because of misfortune, but always good?

[Is then the difference due to birth or bringing up?

Good training doubtless gives

lessons in good conduct, and if a man have mastered this,

he knows what is base by the standard of good.]

But these thoughts are the random shafts of my soul’s shooting.

(To TALTHYBIUS)

Go you and proclaim to the Argives

that they touch not my daughter’s body but keep the crowd away.

For when countless host is gathered,

the mob knows no restraint, and the unruliness of sailors

exceeds that of fire, the only evil [kakos] being abstinence from doing evil [kakos].

(TALTHYBIUS goes out. Addressing a servant)

My aged handmaid, take a pitcher

and dip it in the salt sea and bring it here,

that I for the last time may wash my child,

a bride but not a bride, a virgin and not a virgin,

and lay her out - as she deserves, ah! whence can I?

Impossible! but as best I can; and what will that be?

I will collect adornment from the captive women,

my companions in these tents,

if by chance any of them, escaping her master’s eye,

have some secret store from her old home.

(The MAID departs.)

O towering halls, O home so happy once,

O Priam, rich in store of fairest wealth, most blessed of fathers,

and I no less, the grey-haired mother of your children,

how we are brought to nothing, stripped

of our former pride! And in spite of all we vaunt ourselves,

one on the riches of his house,

another because he has an honoured [adjective from timê] name amongst his fellow-citizens!

But these things are nothing; in vain are all our thoughtful schemes,

in vain our vaunting words. He is happiest [most olbios]

who meets no sorrow [kakos] in his daily life.

(HECUBA enters the tent.)

CHORUS (singing, strophe) 

Disaster and suffering

were made my lot in life,

from the moment when Paris first

cut his beams of pine

in Ida’s woods, to sail across the heaving sea

in search of the marriage bed of Helen,

fairest woman on whom the sun-god

turns his golden eye. 

(antistrophe)

For here began the cycle

of toils [ponoi], and, worse than that, relentless necessity;

and from one man’s folly came a universal

curse [kakos], bringing death

to the land of Simois, with trouble from an alien shore.

The strife [eris] that was decided [krinô], the contest which

the shepherd [Paris] judged [krinô] on Ida

between three daughters of the blessed gods,

(epode)

brought as its result war and bloodshed and the ruin of my home;

and many a Spartan maiden too is weeping bitter tears

in her halls on the banks of fair Eurotas,

and many a mother whose sons are slain,

is striking her hoary head and tearing her cheeks,

making her nails red in the furrowed gash. 

MAID (attended by bearers bringing in a covered corpse)

Oh! where, ladies, is Hecuba, the woman of every athlos,

who far surpasses all in tribulation [kakos, plural], men and women both alike?

None shall wrest the crown from her.

LEADER OF THE CHORUS What is it, you wretched bird of boding note?

Your mournful tidings never seem to rest.

MAID It is to Hecuba I bring my bitter news [algos, plural];

no easy task is it for mortal lips to speak propitiously in sorrow’s hour [kakos, plural].

LEADER Look! she is coming even now from the shelter of the tent

appearing just in time to hear you speak.

(HECUBA comes out of the tent.)

MAID Alas for you! most completely wretched queen, ruined

beyond all words of mine to tell; though you look upon the light of life;

you are robberd of children, husband, city; hopelessly undone! 

HECUBA This is no news but insult; I have heard it all before.

But why have you come, bringing here to me

the corpse of Polyxena, on whose burial

Achaea’s host was reported to be busily engaged?

MAID (aside) She knows nothing of what I have to tell, but mourns Polyxena,

not grasping her new sorrows.

HECUBA Ah! woe is me! you are not surely bringing here

the head of Cassandra, the inspired prophetess?

MAID She lives, of whom you speak; but the dead you do not weep is here.

(Uncovering the corpse) Mark well the body [sôma] now laid bare;

is this not this a sight to fill you with wonder, and upset your hopes?

HECUBA Ah me! it is the corpse of my son Polydorus I behold,

whom the Thracian man was keeping safe [sôzo] for me in his halls.

Alas! this is the end of all; my life is over.

(Chanting) O my son, my son,

alas for you! a Bacchic strain I now begin;

just learned, a moment gone,

from an avenging deity.

MAID What! so you know your son’s fate [atê], poor lady.

HECUBA (chanting) I cannot, cannot have faith in this fresh sight I see.

Woe succeeds to woe;

time will never cease henceforth to bring me groans and tears.

LEADER Alas poor lady, our sufferings are cruel [kakos] indeed.

HECUBA (chanting) O my son, child of a luckless mother,

what was the manner of your death? What lays you dead at my feet?

Who did the deed?

MAID I know not. On the sea-shore I found him.

HECUBA (chanting) Cast up on the smooth sand,

or thrown there after the murderous blow? 

MAID The waves had washed him ashore.

HECUBA (chanting) Alas! alas!

I read aright the vision I saw in my sleep,

nor did the phantom dusky-winged escape my notice,

even the vision I saw concerning you,

my son, who are now no more within the bright sunshine.

LEADER Who slew him then? Can you who are versed in dream interpretation tell us that?

HECUBA (chanting) It was my own, own friend [xenos], the Thracian horseman,

with whom his aged father had placed the boy in hiding.

LEADER O horror! What will you say? Did he slay him to get the gold?

HECUBA (chanting) O accursed crime! O deed without a name! beyond wonder!

impious! intolerable! Where are now the laws [from dikê] between guest and host [xenos]?

Accursed monster! How have you mangled

his flesh, slashing the poor child’s limbs with ruthless sword,

lost to all sense of pity!

LEADER Alas for you! how some deity [daimôn], whose hand is heavy on you,

has sent you troubles [ponos] beyond all other mortals!

But I see our lord and master

Agamemnon coming; so let us be still henceforth, my friends [philos, plural].

(AGAMEMNON enters.)

AGAMEMNON Hecuba, why are you delaying to come and bury your daughter?

for it was for this that Talthybius brought me your message

begging that none of the Argives should touch your child.

And so I granted this, and none is touching her,

but this long delay of yours fills me with wonder.

Therefore I have come to send you hence; for our part

there is well performed; if in this there is any place for “well.”

(He sees the body.)

Ha! what man is this I see near the tents,

some Trojan’s corpse? It is not an Argive’s body;

that the garments it is clad in tell me.

HECUBA (aside) Unhappy one! in naming you I name myself;

O Hecuba, what shall do? throw myself here at Agamemnon’s

knees, or bear my sorrows in silence?

AGAMEMNON Why do you turn your back towards me and weep,

refusing to say, what has happened, or who this is?

HECUBA (aside) But should he count me as a slave and foe

and spurn me from his knees, I should but add to my anguish.

AGAMEMNON I am no prophet [mantis] born; wherefore, if I be not told,

I cannot learn the current of your thoughts. 

HECUBA (aside) Can it be that in estimating this man’s feelings

I make him out too ill-disposed, when he is not really so?

AGAMEMNON If your wish really is that I should remain in ignorance,

we are of one mind; for I have no wish myself to listen.

HECUBA (aside) Without his aid I shall not be able to avenge

my children. Why do I still ponder the matter?

I must do and dare whether I win or lose.

(Turning to AGAMEMNON)

O Agamemnon! by your knees,

by your beard and fortunate [with favoring daimôn] hand I implore you.

AGAMEMNON What is your desire? To be set free?

That is easily done.

[HECUBA Not that; give me vengeance on the wicked [kakos],

and evermore am I willing to lead a life of slavery.]

HECUBA It is none of the things that you are thinking, lord.

AGAMEMNON Well, but why do you call me to your aid?

HECUBA Do you see this corpse, for whom my tears now flow?

AGAMEMNON I do; but what is to follow, I cannot guess.

HECUBA He was my child in days gone by; I bore him in my womb.

AGAMEMNON Which of your sons is he, poor sufferer?

HECUBA Not one of Priam’s race who fell beneath Ilium’s walls.

AGAMEMNON Did you have any son besides those, lady?

HECUBA Yes, him you see here, of whom, as it seems, I have small gain.

AGAMEMNON Where then was he, when his city was being destroyed?

HECUBA His father, fearful of his death, conveyed him out of Troy.

AGAMEMNON Where did he place him apart from all the sons he then had?

HECUBA Here in this very land, where his corpse was found.

AGAMEMNON With Polymestor, the king of this country?

HECUBA He was sent here in charge of gold, a most bitter trust!

AGAMEMNON By whom was he slain? What death overtook him?

HECUBA By whom but by this man? His Thracian host [xenos] slew him.

AGAMEMNON The wretch! Could he have been so eager for the treasure?

HECUBA Even so; soon as ever he heard of the Phrygians’ disaster.

AGAMEMNON Where did find him? Or did some one bring his corpse?

HECUBA This maid, who chanced upon it on the sea-shore.

AGAMEMNON Was she seeking it, or bent on other tasks [ponos]?

HECUBA She had gone to fetch water from the sea to wash Polyxena.

AGAMEMNON It seems then his host [xenos] slew him and cast his body out to sea.

HECUBA Yes, for the waves to toss, after mangling him thus.

AGAMEMNON Woe is you for your measureless troubles [ponos, plural]!

HECUBA I am ruined; no evil [kakos] now is left, O Agamemnon.

AGAMEMNON Look you! what woman was ever born to such misfortune?

HECUBA There is none, unless you would name misfortune herself.

But hear my reason for throwing myself at your knees.

If my treatment seems to you deserved,

I will be content; but, if otherwise,

help me to punish this most godless host [xenos],

who has accomplished a deed most damned,

fearless alike of gods in heaven or hell;

who, although he had often shared my table

and been counted first of all my guest-friends [philos, plural]

and after meeting with every kindness he could claim and receiving my consideration,

slew my son, and bent though he was on murder, deigned

not to bury him but cast his body forth to sea.

I may be a slave and weak as well,

but the gods [theos, plural] are strong, and there is custom too which prevails over them,

for by custom it is that we believe in them

and set up bounds of right [dikê] and wrong [a-dikê] for our lives.

Now if this principle, when referred to you, is to be set at nothing,

and they are to escape punishment [dikê] who murder guests [xenos, plural]

or dare to plunder the temples of gods [theos, plural],

then there is no parity in human affairs.
Deem this then a disgrace and show regard for me,

have pity on me, and, like an artist standing back from his picture,

look on me and closely scan my piteous [construction from kakos] state.

I was once queen, but now I am your slave;

a happy mother once, but now childless and old alike,

without a city, utterly forlorn, the most wretched [adjective from athlos] woman living.

Ah! woe is me! where would you withdraw your steps from me?

(as AGAMEMNON is turning away)

My efforts then will be in vain, ah me! ah me!

Why, oh! why do we mortals toil, as needs we must,

and seek out all other sciences,

but persuasion, the only real mistress of mankind,

we take no furthur pains to master completely

by offering to pay for the knowledge, so that any man

might upon occasion convince his fellows as he pleased and gain his point as well?

How shall anyone hereafter hope for prosperity?

All those my sons are gone from me,

and I, their mother, am led away into captivity to suffer shame,

while yonder I see the smoke leaping up over my city.

Further - though perhaps this were idly urged,

to plead your love, still will I put the case -

at your side lies my daughter,

Cassandra, the maid inspired, as the Phrygians call her.

How then, king, will you acknowledge those nights of rapture [adjective from philos],

or what return [kharis] shall she my daughter or I her mother have

for all the love she has lavished on her lord?

[For from darkness and the endearments of the night

mortals reap by far their keenest joys [kharis].]

Hearken then; Do you see this corpse?

By doing him a service you will do it to your brother-in-law.

One thing only have I yet to urge.

Oh! would I had a voice in arms,

in hands, in hair and feet,

placed there by the arts of Daedalus or one of the gods [theos, plural],

that all together they might with tears embrace your knees,

bringing a thousand pleas to bear on you!

O my lord and master, most glorious light of Hellas,

listen, stretch forth a helping hand to this aged woman,

for all she is a thing of nothing; still do so.

For it is ever a good [esthlos] man’s duty to succour the right [dikê],

and to punish evil-doers [kakos, plural] wherever found.

LEADER It is strange how everything falls together in human life!

The laws of necessity determine all,

making the most bitter foes [ekhthros, plural] friends [philos, plural],

and regarding as foes those who formerly were friends.

AGAMEMNON Hecuba, I feel compassion for you and your son and your ill-fortune,

as well as for your suppliant gesture,

and I would gladly see that impious host [xenos]

pay you this penalty [dikê] for the sake of the gods [theos, plural] and justice [from dikê],

could I but find some way to help you without appearing

to the army to have plotted the death

of the Thracian king for Cassandra’s sake.

For on one point I am assailed by perplexity;

the army count this man their friend [adjective from philos], the dead their foe [ekhthros];

that he is dear [philos] to you is a matter apart,

wherein the army has no share.

Reflect on this; for though you find me ready

to share your toil [ponos] and quick to lend my aid,

yet the risk of being reproached by the Achaeans makes me hesitate.

HECUBA Ah! there is not in the world a single man free;

for he is either a slave to money or to fortune,

or else the people in their thousands or the fear of public prosecution

prevents him from following the dictates of his heart.

But since you are afraid, deferring too much to the rabble,

I will rid you of that fear.

Thus; be privy to my plot if I devise mischief

against this murderer, but refrain from any share in it.

And if there break out among the Achaeans any uproar or attempt at rescue,

when the Thracian is suffering his doom,

check it, though without seeming to do so for my sake.

For what remains, take heart; I will arrange everything well.

AGAMEMNON How? What will you do? Will you take a sword

in your aged hand and slay the barbarian,

or have you drugs or what to help you?

Who will take your part? whence will you procure friends [philos, plural]?

HECUBA Sheltered beneath these tents is a host of Trojan women.

AGAMEMNON Do you mean the captive women, the war prizes of the Hellenes? 

HECUBA With their help will I punish my murderous foe.

AGAMEMNON How are women to master men?

HECUBA Numbers are a fearful thing, and joined to craft a desperate foe.

AGAMEMNON A fearful thing, it is true; still I have a mean opinion of the female race.

HECUBA What? Did not women slay the sons of Aegyptus,

and utterly clear Lemnos of men?

But let it be even thus; put an end to our conference,

and send this woman for me safely through the host.

And do you (To servant) draw near my Thracian friend [xenos]

and say, “Hecuba, once queen of Ilium, summons you,

on your own business no less than hers,

your children too, for they also must hear

what she has to say.” (The servant goes out.) Defer awhile, Agamemnon,

the burial of Polyxena lately slain,

that brother and sister may be laid on the same pyre and buried side by side,

a double cause of sorrow to their mother.

AGAMEMNON So shall it be; yet had the host been able to sail,

I could not have granted you this favor [kharis];

but, as it is, since the god [theos] sends forth no favouring breeze,

we must remain, seeing, as we do, that sailing cannot be.

Good luck to you! for this is the interest

alike of citizen and state,

that the wrong-doer [kakos] be punished and the good man prosper.

(AGAMEMNON departs as HECUBA withdraws into the tent.)

CHORUS (singing, strophe 1) 

No more, my native Ilium,

shall you be counted among the towns never sacked;

so thick a cloud of Hellene troops is settling all around,

wasting you with the spear;

you have been shorn of your crown of towers, and you have been blackened

most piteously with filthy soot;

no more, ah me! shall tread your streets.

(antistrophe 1)

It was in the middle of the night my ruin came,

in the hour when sleep steals sweetly over the eyes after the feast is done.

My husband, the music over,

and the sacrifice that sets the dance afoot now ended,

was lying in our bridal-chamber, his spear hung on a peg;

with never a thought of the sailor-throng

encamped upon the Trojan shores; 

(strophe 2)

and I was braiding my tresses

in a headband that bound up the hair

before my golden mirror’s countless rays,

that I might lay me down to rest in my bed;

when through the city rose a din,

and a cry went ringing down the streets of Troy, “O

sons of Hellas, when, oh! when

will ye sack the citadel of Ilium,

and seek your homes?” 

(antistrophe 2)

Up sprang I from my bed, with only a tunic about me,

like a Dorian girl,

and sought in vain, ah me! to station myself at the holy hearth of Artemis;

for, after seeing my husband slain,

I was hurried away over the broad sea;

with many a backward look at my city, when the ship

began her homeward voyage and parted me

from Ilium’s shore;

until alas! I gave way to grief [algos], 

(epode)

cursing Helen the sister of the Dioscuri, and Paris

the baneful shepherd of Ida;

since it was their marriage,

which was no marriage but a curse

by some demon sent,

that robbed me of my country and drove me from my home.

Oh! may the sea’s salt flood never carry her home again;

and may she never set foot in her father’s halls [oikos]!

(HECUBA comes out of the tent as POLYMESTOR, his children and guards enter.)

POLYMESTOR My dear [philos] friend Priam, and you no less,

Hecuba, I weep to see you and your city thus,

and your daughter lately slain. Alas!

there is nothing to be relied on; fair fame is insecure,

nor is there any guarantee that good deeds will not be turned to woe.

For the gods [theos, plural] confound our fortunes, tossing them to and fro,

and introduce confusion, that our perplexity

may make us worship them. But why should I lament these things,

when it brings me no nearer to heading the trouble?

If you are blaming me at all for my absence,

stay a moment; I was away in the very heart of Thrace

when you were brought here; but on my return,

just as I was starting from my home

for the same purpose, your maid fell in with me,

and gave me your message, which brought me here at once.

HECUBA Polymestor, I am held in such wretched plight

that I blush to meet your eye;

for my present evil case makes me ashamed to face

you who did see me in happier days,

and I cannot look on you with unfaltering gaze.

Do not then think it ill-will on my part,

[Polymestor; there is another cause as well,

I mean the custom which forbids women to meet men’s gaze.]

POLYMESTOR No wonder, surely. But what need have you of me?

Why did send for me to come here from my house?

HECUBA A private matter of my own I wish to tell you

and your children. Please,

bid your attendants to withdraw from the tent. 

POLYMESTOR (to his Attendants) Retire; this deserted spot is safe enough.

(The guards go out; to HECUBA)

You are my friend [philos], and this Achaean host is

well-disposed [adjective from philos] to me. But you must tell me [sêmaino]

how prosperity is to succour

its unlucky friends [philos, plural]; for I am ready to do so.

HECUBA First tell me of the child Polydorus, whom you are keeping

in your halls, received from me and his father;

is he yet alive? The rest will I ask you after that.

POLYMESTOR Yes, you still have a share in fortune there.

HECUBA Well said, dear friend [philos]! How worthy of you!

POLYMESTOR What next would you learn from me?

HECUBA Does he have any recollection [memnêmai] of me his mother?

POLYMESTOR Yes, he was longing to steal away hither to you.

HECUBA Is the gold safe [adjective from sôzô], which he brought with him from Troy?

POLYMESTOR Safe [adjective from sôzô] under lock and key in my halls.

HECUBA Keep [sôzô] it there, but do not covet your neighbor’s goods.

POLYMESTOR Not I; May I enjoy what I have, lady!

HECUBA Do you know what I wish to say to you and your children?

POLYMESTOR Not yet; your words maybe will declare [sêmainô] it.

HECUBA May it grow as dear [philos] to you as you now are to me!

POLYMESTOR What is it that I and my children are to learn? 

HECUBA There are ancient vaults filled full of gold by Priam’s line.

POLYMESTOR Is it this you would tell [sêmainô] your son?

HECUBA Yes, by your lips, for you are a righteous man.

POLYMESTOR What need then of these children’s presence?

HECUBA It is better that they know it, in case of your death.

POLYMESTOR True; it is also the wiser [more sophos] way.

HECUBA Well, do you know where stands the shrine of Trojan Athena?

POLYMESTOR Is the gold there? By what marker [noun from sêmainô] can I find it?

HECUBA A black rock rising above the ground.

POLYMESTOR Is there anything else you would tell me about the place?

HECUBA I wish to keep safe [sôzô] the treasure I brought from Troy.

POLYMESTOR Where can it be? Inside your dress, or have you it hidden?

HECUBA It is safe [sôzô] amid a heap of spoils within these tents.

POLYMESTOR Where? This is the station built by the Achaeans to surround their fleet.

HECUBA The captive women have huts of their own.

POLYMESTOR It is safe to enter? Are there no men about?

HECUBA There are no Achaeans within; we are alone.

Enter then the tent, for the Argives are eager

to set sail from Troy for home;

and, when you have accomplished all that is appointed you, you shall return

with your children to that place where you have lodged my son.

(HECUBA leads POLYMESTOR and his children into the tent.)

CHORUS (chanting) Not yet have you paid the penalty [dikê], but maybe you yet will;

like one who slips and falls into the surge with no haven near,

so shall you lose your own life

for the life you have taken. For where the rights of justice [dikê]

and the law of heaven [theos, plural] are one,

there is ruin [kakos] fraught with death and doom.

Your hopes of this journey will cheat you, for it has led you,

unhappy wretch! to the halls of death;

and to no warrior’s hand shall you resign your life.

POLYMESTOR (within the tent) O horror! I am blinded of the light of my eyes, ah me!

LEADER OF THE CHORUS Did you hear, friends [philos, plural], that Thracian’s cry of woe?

POLYMESTOR (within) O horror! horror! my children! O the cruel slaughter.

LEADER Friends [philos, plural], new ills [kakos, plural] are brought to pass in that tent.

POLYMESTOR (within) No, you will never escape for all your hurried flight;

for with my fist will I burst open the inmost recesses of this hall.

Look the missile is launched from a heavy hand!

LEADER Shall we force an entry? The crisis calls

on us to aid Hecuba and the Trojan women.

(HECUBA enters, calling back into the tent.)

HECUBA Strike on, spare not, burst the doors!

You will never replace bright vision in your eyes

nor ever see your children, whom I have slain, alive again.

LEADER Have you foiled the Thracian, and is the stranger [xenos] in your power,

mistress? Is all your threat now brought to pass? 

HECUBA A moment, and you shall see him before the tent,

his eyes put out, with random step advancing as a blind man must;

yes, and the bodies [sôma, plural] of his two children whom I

with my brave daughters of Troy did slay; he has paid me

his penalty [dikê]; look where he comes from the tent.

I will withdraw out of his path and stand aloof

from the hot fury of this Thracian, my deadly foe.

(POLYMESTOR rushes out. Blood is streaming from his eyes.)

POLYMESTOR (chanting) Woe is me! Where can I go, where halt, or where turn?

Shall I crawl upon my hands like a wild four-footed

beast on their track? Which

path shall I take first, this or that,

eager as I am to clutch those Trojan murderesses

that have destroyed me?

Out upon you, cursed daughters

of Phrygia!

To what corner have you fled cowering before me?

O sun-god, would that you could heal

my bleeding orbs,

ridding me of my blindness!

Ha!

Hush! I catch their stealthy footsteps here.

Where can I dart on them

and gorge me on their flesh and bones,

making for myself wild beasts’ meal,

exacting vengeance in requital of their outrage

on me? Ah, woe is me!

Where am I rushing, leaving my babes unguarded

for Bacchanals of hell to mangle,

to be murdered and ruthlessly cast forth upon the hills, a feast of blood for dogs?

Where shall I stay or turn my steps? Where rest?

Like a ship that lies anchored at sea,

so gathering close my linen robe

I rush to that chamber of death, to guard my babes.

LEADER Woe is you! what grievous outrage [kakos] has been wreaked on you!

Fearful penalty for your foul deed has the deity imposed,

whoever he is whose hand is heavy upon you.

POLYMESTOR (chanting) Woe is me! O my Thracian spearmen, clad in armor, a race of horsemen possessed by Ares!

O! Achaeans! O! Sons of Atreus!

To you I loudly call;

come here, by the gods [theos, plural] come!

Does anyone hear me, or will no man help me? Why do you delay?

Women have destroyed me,

captive women have destroyed me.

A fearful fate is mine;

ah me my hideous outrage!

Where can I turn or go?

Shall I take wings and soar aloft to the mansions of the sky,

where Orion and Sirius dart from their eyes a flash as of fire,

or shall I, in my misery,

plunge to Hades’ murky flood?

LEADER It is forgivable, when a man, suffering from evils too heavy to bear,

rids himself of a wretched existence.

(AGAMEMNON and his retinue enter.)

AGAMEMNON Hearing a cry I have come here; for Echo,

child of the mountain-rock, hath sent her voice loud-ringing through the host,

causing a tumult. Had I not known that Troy’s towers were levelled by the might of Hellas,

this uproar would have caused no slight terror.

POLYMESTOR Best of friends [most philos]! For by your voice I know you,

Agamemnon, do you see my piteous state?

AGAMEMNON What! hapless Polymestor, who has stricken you?

Who has rendered your eyes blind, staining the pupils with blood?

Who has slain these children? Whoever he was,

fierce must have been his wrath against you and your children.

POLYMESTOR Hecuba, helped by the captive women,

has destroyed me; no! not destroyed, far worse than that.

AGAMEMNON (addressing HECUBA) What have you to say? Was it you that did this deed, as he claims?

You, Hecuba, that have ventured on this inconceivable daring?

POLYMESTOR Ha! What is that? Is she somewhere near?

Show [sêmainô] me, tell me where, that I may grip her in my hands

and rend her limb from limb, bespattering her with gore.

AGAMEMNON Ho! madman, what would you do?

POLYMESTOR By heaven I entreat you,

let me vent on her the fury of my arm.

AGAMEMNON Hold! banish that savage spirit from your heart

and plead your cause, that after hearing you and her in turn

I may fairly decide what reason there is for your present sufferings.

POLYMESTOR I will tell my tale. There was a son of Priam, Polydorus,

the youngest, a child by Hecuba, whom his father Priam sent to me

from Troy to bring up in my halls,

suspecting no doubt the fall of Troy.

Him I slew; but hear my reason for so doing,

to show how cleverly and wisely I had planned.

My fear was that if that child were left to be your enemy,

he would re-people Troy and settle it afresh;

and the Achaeans, knowing that a son of Priam survived,

might bring another expedition against the Phrygian land

and harry and lay waste these plains of Thrace hereafter,

for the neighbours of Troy to experience

the very troubles we were lately suffering, O king.

Now Hecuba, having discovered the death of her son,

brought me here on this pretext, saying she would tell me

of hidden treasure stored up in Ilium by the race of Priam;

and she led me apart with my children into the tent,

that none but I might hear her news.

So I sat me down on a couch in their midst to rest;

for there were many of the Trojan maidens seated there,

some on my right hand, some on my left, as it had been beside a friend [philos];

and they were praising the weaving of our Thracian handiwork,

looking at this robe as they held it up to the light;

meantime others examined my Thracian spear

and so stripped me of the protection of both.

And those that were young mothers were handling

my children in their arms, with loud admiration, as they passed them

on from hand to hand to remove them far from their father;

and then after their smooth speeches (would you believe it?)

in an instant snatching daggers from some secret place in their dress

they stab my children; while others, like octopus,

seized me hand

and foot; and if I tried to raise my head,

anxious to help my babes,

they would clutch me by the hair; while if I stirred my hands,

I could do nothing, poor wretch! for the numbers of the women.

At last they wrought a fearful deed,

worse than what had gone before; for they took their brooches

and stabbed the pupils of my hapless eyes,

making them gush with blood, and then they fled

through the chambers; up I sprang

like a wild beast in pursuit of the shameless murderesses,

searching along each wall with hunter’s care,

dealing buffets, spreading ruin. This then is what I have suffered

because of my zeal for your reciprocity [kharis], for slaying an enemy of yours,

O Agamemnon. But to spare you a lengthy speech,

if any of the men of former times have spoken ill of women,

if any does so now, or shall do so hereafter,

all this in one short sentence will say;

for neither land or sea produces a race so pestilent,

as whosoever has had to deal with them knows full well.

LEADER Curb your bold tongue, and do not, because of your own woes,

thus embrace the whole race of women in one reproach;

[for though some of us, and those a numerous class, deserve to be disliked,

there are others amongst us who rank naturally amongst the good.]

HECUBA Never ought words to have outweighed deeds

in this world, Agamemnon.

No! if a man’s deeds have been good, so should his words have been;

if, on the other hand, evil, his words should have betrayed their unsoundness,

instead of its being possible at times to give a fair complexion to injustice [what is not dikê].

There are, it is true, clever [sophos] persons, who have made a science of this,

but their cleverness cannot last for ever [until their telos];

a miserable [adverb of kakos] end awaits them; none ever yet escaped.

This is a warning I give you at the outset.

Now will I turn to this fellow, and will give you your answer,

you who say it was to save Achaea double toil

and for Agamemnon’s sake that you did slay my son.

No, villain [most kakos], in the first place,

no barbarian race could ever be friends [philos, plural]

with Hellas. Again, what interest did you have

to further by your zeal? Was it to form some marriage,

or on the score of kin, or why?

Or was it likely that they would sail here again

and destroy your country’s crops? Whom do you expect to persuade into believing that?

If you would only speak the truth, it was the gold

that slew my son, and your greedy spirit.

Now tell me this; why, when Troy was victorious,

when her ramparts still stood round her,

when Priam was alive, and Hector’s warring prospered,

why did you not, if you were really minded to do Agamemnon a service,

then slay the child, for you had him in your palace under your care,

or bring him with you alive to the Argives?

Instead of this, when our sun was set

and the smoke of our city showed [sêmainô] it was in the enemy’s power,

you did murder the guest [xenos] who had come to your hearth.

Furthermore, to prove your villainy [kakos], hear this;

if you were really a friend [philos] to those Achaeans,

you should have brought the gold, which you say you are keeping not for yourself but for Agamemnon,

and given it to them, for they were in need

and had endured a long exile from their native land.

Whereas not even now can you bring yourself to part with it,

but persist in keeping it in your palace.

Again, had you kept my son safe and sound [sôzô],

as was your duty, a fair renown [kleos] would have been your reward,

for it is in trouble’s [kakos] hour that the good most clearly show their friendship [philos, plural];

though prosperity of itself in every case finds friends [philos, plural].

Were you in need of money and he prosperous,

that son of mine would have been as a mighty treasure for you to draw upon;

but now you have him no longer to be your friend [philos],

and the benefit of the gold is gone from you, your children too are dead,

and yourself are in this sorry plight. To you, Agamemnon, I say,

if you help this man, you will show your worthlessness [kakos];

for you will be serving one devoid of honour or piety,

a stranger to the claims of good faith, a wicked host [xenos];

while I shall say you delight in evil-doers [kakos, plural],

being such an one yourself; but I rail not at my masters.

LEADER Look you! how a good cause ever affords men

an opening for a good speech.

AGAMEMNON To be judge in a stranger’s troubles [kakos, plural] goes much against my grain,

but still I must; for to take this matter in hand

and then put it from me is a shameful course.

My opinion, that you may know it, is that it was not for the sake of the Achaeans

or me that you did slay your guest [xenos],

but to keep that gold in your own house.

In your trouble [kakos, plural] you make a case in your own interests.

Maybe among you it is a light thing to murder guests [xenos],

but with us in Hellas it is a disgrace.

How can I escape reproach if I judge you not guilty?

I cannot do it. No, since you did dare

your horrid crime, endure as well its painful [not philos] consequence.

POLYMESTOR Woe is me! Worsted by a woman

and a slave, I am, it seems, to suffer by unworthy [kakos] hands.

HECUBA Is it not just [adverb from dikê] for your atrocious crime?

POLYMESTOR Ah, my children! ah, my blinded eyes! woe is me!

HECUBA Do you grieve? what of me? Do you think that I do not grieve for my son?

POLYMESTOR You wicked wretch! your delight is in mocking [verb from hubris] me.

HECUBA I am avenged on you; have I not cause for joy?

POLYMESTOR The joy will soon cease, in the day when ocean’s flood...

HECUBA Shall convey me to the shores of Hellas?

POLYMESTOR No, but close over you when you fall from the masthead.

HECUBA Who will force me to take the leap?

POLYMESTOR Of your own accord you will climb the ship’s mast.

HECUBA With wings upon my back, or by what means?

POLYMESTOR you will become a dog with bloodshot eyes.

HECUBA How do you know of my transformation?

POLYMESTOR Dionysus, our Thracian prophet, told me so.

HECUBA And did he tell you nothing of your present trouble?

POLYMESTOR No; else you would never have caught me thus by guile.

HECUBA Shall I die or live, and so complete my life on earth?

POLYMESTOR You shall die; and to your tomb shall be given a name -

HECUBA Recalling my form, or what will you tell me?

POLYMESTOR “The hapless hound’s grave [sêma],” a mark for mariners.”

HECUBA It is nothing to me, now that you have paid me penalty [dikê].

POLYMESTOR Further, your daughter Cassandra must die.

HECUBA I scorn the prophecy! I give it to you to keep for yourself.

POLYMESTOR Her shall the wife of Agamemnon, grim keeper of his palace, slay.

HECUBA Never may the daughter of Tyndareus do such a frantic deed!

POLYMESTOR And she shall slay this king as well, lifting high the axe.

AGAMEMNON Are you mad? Are you so eager to find sorrow?

POLYMESTOR Kill me, for in Argos there awaits you a murderous bath.

AGAMEMNON Servants, take him from my sight.

POLYMESTOR Ha! my words gall you?

AGAMEMNON Stop his mouth!

POLYMESTOR Close it now; for I have spoken.

AGAMEMNON Hurry

and cast him upon some desert island,

since his mouth is full of such exceeding presumption.

Go you, unhappy Hecuba, and bury

your two corpses; and you, Trojan women,

go to your masters’ tents, for I perceive a breeze

just rising to waft us home.

God grant we reach our country and find all well at home,

released from troubles here!

(POLYMESTOR is dragged away by AGAMEMNON’S guards.)

CHORUS (chanting) Away to the harbour and the tents, my friends [philos, plural],

to prove the toils of slavery!

For such is fate’s relentless command.

THE END

The Histories of Herodotus  (SELECTIONS)
Translated by Lynn Sawlivich

Revised by Casey Dué and Gregory Nagy

The following selections come from Herodotus’ account of the hostilities between Greece and Persia that culminated in the Persian Wars of 490 and 480 BC. 

Book 1

65. In the kingship of Leon and Hegesikles at Sparta, the Lacedaemonians [= Spartans] were successful in all their other wars but met disaster only against the Tegeans. Before this they had been the worst-governed of nearly all the Hellenes [= Greeks] and had had no dealings with foreignors [xenoi], but they changed to good government in this way: Lycurgus, a man of reputation among the Spartans, went to the oracle at Delphi. As soon as he entered the hall, the priestess said in hexameter: 

You have come to my rich temple, Lycurgus, philos to Zeus and to all who have Olympian homes. I am in doubt whether to pronounce you human or god, but I think rather you are a god, Lycurgus.

Some say that the Pythia also declared to him the constitution [kosmos] that now exists at Sparta, but the Lacedaemonians themselves say that Lycurgus brought it from Crete when he was guardian of his nephew Leobetes, the Spartan king. Once he became guardian he changed all the laws and took care that no one transgressed the new ones. Lycurgus afterwards established their affairs of war: the sworn divisions, the bands of 30, the common meals; also the ephors and the council of elders.

66. Thus they changed their bad laws to good ones, and when Lycurgus died they established a sacred precinct for him and now worship him greatly. Since they had good land and many men, they immediately flourished and prospered. They were not content to live in peace, but, confident that they were stronger than the Arcadians, they asked the oracle at Delphi about gaining all the Arcadian land. She replied in hexameter:

You ask me for Arcadia? You ask too much; I grant it not. There are many men in Arcadia, eaters of acorns, who will hinder you. But I grudge you not. I will give you Tegea to beat with your feet in dancing, and to measure its fair plain with a rope.

When the Lacedaemonians heard the oracle reported, they left the other Arcadians alone and marched on Tegea carrying chains, relying on the deceptive oracle. They were confident they would enslave the Tegeans, but they were defeated in battle. Those taken alive were bound in the very chains they had brought with them, and they measured the Tegean plain with a rope by working the fields. The chains in which they were bound were still preserved in my day, hanging around the temple of Athena Alea. 

67. In the previous war the Lacedaemonians continually contended poorly in battle against the Tegeans, but in the time of Croesus and the kingship of Anaxandrides and Ariston in Lacedaemon the Spartans had gained the upper hand. This is how: When they kept being defeated by the Tegeans, they sent ambassadors to Delphi to ask which god they should propitiate to prevail against the Tegeans in war. The Pythia responded that they should bring back the bones of Orestes son of Agamemnon. When they were unable to discover Orestes’ tomb, they sent once more to the god to ask where he was buried. The Pythia responded in hexameter to the messengers:

There is a place Tegea in the smooth plain of Arcadia, where two winds blow under strong compulsion. Blow lies upon blow, woe upon woe. There the life-giving earth covers over the son of Agamemnon. Bring him back and you will be the patrons of Tegea.

When the Lacedaemonians heard this, they were no closer to discovery, though they looked everywhere. Finally it was found by Likhes, who was one of the Spartans who are called “doers of good deeds.” These men are those citizens who retire from the knights, the five oldest each year. They have to spend the year in which they retire from the knights being sent here and there by the Spartan state, never resting in their efforts. 

68. It was Likhes, one of these men, who found the tomb in Tegea by a combination of luck and sophia. At that time there was free access to Tegea, so he went into a workshop and watched iron being forged, standing there in amazement at what he saw done. The smith perceived that he was amazed, so he stopped what he was doing and said, “Laconian xenos, if you had seen what I saw, then you would really be amazed, since you marvel so at ironworking. I wanted to dig a well in the courtyard here, and in my digging I hit upon a coffin seven cubits long. I could not believe that there had ever been men taller than now, so I opened it and saw that the corpse was just as long as the coffin. I measured it and then reburied it.” So the smith told what he had seen, and Likhes thought over what was said and reckoned that this was Orestes, according to the oracle. In the smith’s two bellows he found the winds, hammer and anvil were blow upon blow, and the forging of iron was woe upon woe, since he figured that iron was discovered as an evil for the human race. After reasoning this out, he went back to Sparta and told the Lacedaemonians everything. They invented some counterfeit charge against him and sent him into exile. Coming to Tegea, he explained his misfortune to the smith and tried to rent the courtyard, but the smith did not want to lease it. Finally he persuaded him and set up residence there. He dug up the grave and collected the bones, then hurried off to Sparta with them. Ever since then, whenever they made trial of each other, the Lacedaemonians were far superior, and they had already subdued most of the Peloponnese.

Book 1: Kyrnos

After the fall of Lydia, the Persians conquered the rest of Asia Minor. The citizens of Phokaia abandoned their city and sailed away to their colony in Corsica, where they fought with the neighboring peoples. 
167. The Carthaginians and the Tyrrhenians drew lots for the men from the Phokaian ships destroyed in Kyrnos.
 The people of Agylla won most of them and led them out and stoned them to death. But later everything from Agylla that passed by the place where the stoned Phokaians lay, whether flocks or beasts of burden or people, became twisted and lame and apoplexied. When the Agyllans sent to Delphi to atone for their offense, the Pythia told them to make great offerings
 to the Phokaians and to institute an agôn of gymnastics and horse races. The Agyllans still maintain these practices. Thus these Phokaians met their death, but the others who fled to Rhegion set out from there and founded a polis in Oinotria which is now called Hyele. They founded it after learning from a man of Posidonia that when the Pythia gave her oracle, she meant to institute the worship of the hero Kyrnos, not to colonize the island Kyrnos.
 Thus it was concerning Ionian Phokaia.

Book 1: Timesios

168. The people of Teos, like the Phokaians, abandoned their native land rather than endure slavery. When the Persian general Harpagos captured their wall by building a mound, they embarked upon their ships and sailed away to Thrace. There they founded the polis of Abdera, which Timesios of Klazomenai had previously established, but he had been driven out by the Thracians and got no benefit from it. He now receives from the Teians in Abdera the timai of a hero.

Book 2: Herakles

44. I saw in Tyre in Phoenicia another sacred precinct of Herakles, of the Herakles called Thasian. I also went to Thasos, where I discovered a sacred precinct that had been established by the Phoenicians when they sailed looking for Europa and settled Thasos. Now this was five generations before Herakles son of Amphitryon was born in Hellas, so my inquiry plainly shows that Herakles is an ancient god. I think that those Hellenes act most correctly who have established and perform two worships of Herakles, sacrificing to one as an immortal, called Olympian, and making offerings
 to the other as a hero.

Book 2: Hesiod, Homer

53. Where each of the gods came from, whether they had always existed, and what outward forms they had, the Hellenes did not know until just yesterday or the day before, so to speak. I think that Hesiod and Homer were 400 years older than me, and no more, and it is they who made the theogony for the Hellenes. They gave names to the gods, apportioned their timai and functions, and declared their outward forms. The poets who are said to be earlier than these men I think are later.
 This part involving Hesiod and Homer is my own opinion.

Book 5: Philippos

47. Philippos of Kroton, the son of Boutakides, also followed Dorieus the Spartan when he went to found a colony in Sicily, and was killed along with him by the Phoenicians and the Egestans. He had been banished from Kroton when he became engaged to the daughter of Telys of Sybaris, but was cheated of his marriage and sailed away to Kyrene. There he joined the Spartan expedition, providing a ship and men at his own expense. Philippos was an Olympic victor and the handsomest Hellene of his day. Because of his beauty he received from the people of Egesta a thing they grant to no one else: they erected a hero’s shrine over his grave and propitiate him with sacrifices.

Book 5: Adrastos

67. When Kleisthenes, turannos of Sikyon, made war upon the Argives, he made the rhapsodes [rhapsôidoi] in Sikyon stop performing in agôn, because Argos and the Argives are everywhere hymned so much in the Homeric epea.
 He also desired to expel from the land the hero whose shrine was in the agora of Sikyon, Adrastos son of Talaos, because he was an Argive. But when he went to Delphi to ask the oracle if he should expel him, the Pythia responded by saying that Adrastos was king of the Sikyonians, but Kleisthenes was just a stone-thrower. The god did not let him do as he wished, so he returned home and tried to think of a way to make Adrastos leave on his own. He thought he had found it, so he sent to Thebes in Boeotia and said that he wanted to bring to Sikyon Melanippos son of Astakos.
 The Thebans agreed. He brought in Melanippos and appointed a precinct for him, setting him up in the strongest part of the prytaneum.
 I should add that Kleisthenes did this because Melanippos had been most hostile [ekhthros] to Adrastos, who had killed his brother Mekisteus and his son-in-law Tydeus.
 After he appointed the precinct, Kleisthenes took the sacrifices and festivals away from Adrastos and gave them to Melanippos. The Sikyonians were accustomed to give Adrastos very great timê because the country had once belonged to Polybos, his maternal grandfather. Polybos had no son, so at his death he gave the rule to Adrastos. So the Sikyonians gave him many timai, including tragic khoroi corresponding to his sufferings [pathos pl.]. They gave this timê not to Dionysus but to Adrastos. Kleisthenes, however, gave the khoroi to Dionysus, and all the rest of the sacrifices to Melanippos.

Book 5: Onesilaos

In 499 the Ionians revolted from Persia.
104. All the Cyprians, except for the Amathusians, voluntarily joined the Ionians in revolt against the Medes. Onesilaos
 son of Khersis son of Siromos son of Euelthon was the younger brother of Gorgos, king of Salamis in Cyprus. This man even previously had urged Gorgos to revolt from the king of Persia, but once he learned that the Ionians had rebelled he tried most urgently to get him to do it. When he could not persuade Gorgos, Onesilaos and his partisans watched for him to go out from the city of the Salaminians, then shut him outside the gates. Gorgos, deprived of his polis, went into exile among the Medes. Onesilaos ruled Salamis and persuaded all the Cyprians to rebel; all, that is, except the Amathusians. When they chose not to obey, he besieged them. 

110. Later the Persians came to the plain of Salamis. The Cyprian kings arranged the Cyprians in order, matching them against the opposing soldiers, and picked out the best of the men of Salamis and Soloi against the Persians. Onesilaos voluntarily took his position against Artybios, the Persian general. 

111. Artybios rode a horse taught to rear up against an armed man. Onesilaos had a squire who was Carian in genos, highly reputed in warfare and otherwise full of courage. When he learned of the horse, Onesilaos said to his squire, “I have learned that Artybios’ horse rears up and kills with his feet and mouth any man he attacks. So you consider and tell me now whether you wish to watch for your chance and strike Artybios or his horse.” His squire said, “My king, I am ready to do either or both or anything you command. But I will speak out what seems to me to be most fitting for your affairs. I say that a king and a general ought to attack a king and a general. If you lay low your man the general, it is a great thing for you. Secondly, if he lays you low—may it not happen!—the misfortune is halved by dying at the hands of a worthy man. And we servants ought to attack other servants, and that horse. Have no fear of his tricks. I promise that he never again shall rise up against any man.”

112. Thus he spoke, and immediately the armies joined battle on land and sea. By sea the Ionians achieved excellence that day and defeated the Phoenicians; among them the Samians were aristoi. On land, when the armies came together and fell upon each other in battle, this is what happened to the generals: When Artybios on his horse attacked him, Onesilaos, by arrangement with his squire, struck Artybios as he bore down on him. Then when the horse kicked at Onesilaos’ shield, the Carian struck with his sickle and cut off its feet. Thus the Persian general Artybios fell there together with his horse. 

113. While the others fought, Stesenor, tyrant of Kourion, played traitor, taking not a small force of men with him. The Kourians are said to be Argive colonists. As soon as the Kourians went over, the Salaminian war-chariots did the same. Once this happened the Persians defeated the Cyprians, and in the rout of the army many men fell, including Onesilaos son of Khersis, the one who had caused the revolt of the Cyprians, and Aristocyprus son of Philocyprus, king of Soloi. This Philocyprus was the one whom Solon, coming to Cyprus, praised [verb of ainos] most among the turannoi. 

114. Because he had besieged them, the Amathusians cut off Onesilaos’ head and brought it to Amathous, where they hung it above the gates. As it hung there empty, a swarm of bees entered it and filled it with honeycomb. When they sought advice about this event, an oracle told them to take the head down and bury it, and to make annual sacrifice to Onesilaos as a hero, saying that it would be better for them if they did this. The Amathusians did as they were told and still perform these rites in my day.

Book 6: Miltiades

34. Until the Phoenicians subdued the Chersonese for the Persians, Miltiades son of Kimon son of Stesagoras was turannos there. Miltiades son of Kypselos had gained the rule earlier in this way: The Thracian Dolonkoi were crushed in war by the Apsinthians, so they sent their kings to Delphi to inquire about the war. The Pythia answered that they should bring to their land as founder the first man who invites them to hospitality [xenia] after they leave the sacred precinct. But as the Dolonkoi passed through Phokis and Boeotia, going along the Sacred Way, no one invited them, so they turned toward Athens.

35. At that time in Athens, Peisistratos held all power, but Miltiades son of Kypselos also had great influence. His house was rich enough to maintain four-horse chariot teams, and he traced his earliest descent to Aiakos and Aigina, though his later ancestry was Athenian. Philaios son of Ajax was the first of that house to be an Athenian. Miltiades was sitting on his porch when he saw the Dolonkoi go by with their foreign clothing and spears, so he called out to them, and when they came over he invited them in for lodging and hospitality [xenia]. They accepted, and after he gave them xenia, they revealed all the story of the oracle to him and asked him to obey the god. He was persuaded as soon as he heard their speech, for he was tired of Peisistratos’ rule and wanted to get out of the way. He immediately set out for Delphi to ask the oracle if he should do what the Dolonkoi asked of him. 

36. The Pythia also bade him do so. Then Miltiades son of Kypselos, previously an Olympic victor in the four-horse chariot races, recruited any Athenian who wanted to take part in the expedition, sailed off with the Dolonkoi, and took possession of their land. Those who brought him appointed him turannos. His first act was to wall off the isthmus of the Chersonese from the polis of Kardia across to Paktye, so that the Apsinthians not be able to harm them by making inroads into their land. The isthmus is 36 stadia across, and to the south of the isthmus the Chersonese is 420 stadia in length. 

37. After Miltiades had pushed away the Apsinthians by walling off the neck of the Chersonese, he made war first on the people of Lampsakos, but the Lampsakenians laid an ambush and took him prisoner. However, Miltiades stood high in the opinion of Croesus the Lydian, and when Croesus heard what had happened he sent to the Lampsakenians and commanded them to release Miltiades. If they did not do so, he threatened to wipe them out like a pine tree. The Lampsakenians went astray in their counsels as to what the utterance [epos] meant with which Croesus had threatened them, saying he would waste them like a pine tree, until at last one of the elders understood and said what it was: the pine is the only tree that once cut down never sends out any shoots; it is utterly destroyed. So out of fear of Croesus the Lampsakenians released Miltiades and let him go. 

38. So he escaped by the intervention of Croesus, but he later died childless and left his rule and property to Stesagoras, the son of his half-brother Kimon. Since his coming to telos, the people of the Chersonese offer sacrifices to him as their founder, as is customary [nomos], instituting an agôn of horse races and gymnastics. No one from Lampsakos is allowed to compete in this agôn.

Book 6: Helen, Astrabakos

Sparta had two kings from rival families that traced their descent from Herakles.
61. While Kleomenes was in Aigina working for the common good of Hellas, Demaretos slandered him, not out of care for the Aiginetans, but out of jealousy and envy. Once Kleomenes returned home from Aigina, he planned to remove Demaretos from his kingship, using the following affair as a pretext against him: Ariston, king of Sparta, had married twice but had no children. He did not allow that he was to blame [aitios], so he married a third time. This is how it came about: He had among the Spartans a philos to whom he was especially attached. This man’s wife was by far the most beautiful woman in Sparta, but she who was now most beautiful had once been the ugliest. Her nurse considered her inferior looks and how she was of wealthy [olbioi] people yet unattractive, and, seeing how the parents felt her appearance to be a great misfortune, she contrived to carry her every day to the sacred precinct of Helen, which is in the place called Therapne, beyond the sacred precinct of Phoebus. Every time the nurse carried the child there, she set her beside the image and beseeched the goddess to release the child from her ugliness. Once as she was leaving the sacred precinct, it is said that a woman appeared to her and asked her what she was carrying in her arms. The nurse said she was carrying a child and the woman bade her show it to her, but she refused, saying that the parents had forbidden her to show it to anyone. But the woman strongly bade her show it to her, and when the nurse saw how important it was to her, she showed her the child. The woman stroked the child’s head and said that she would be the most beautiful woman in all Sparta. From that day her looks changed, and when she reached the right age [hôra] for marriage, Agetos son of Alkeides married her. This man was Ariston’s philos.

62. So love for this woman pricked Ariston, and he contrived as follows: he promised to give his friend any one thing out of all he owned, whatever Agetos might choose, and he bade his friend make him the same promise. Agetos had no fear about his wife, seeing that Ariston was already married, so he agreed and they took oaths on these terms. Ariston gave Agetos whatever it was that he chose out of all his treasures, and then, seeking equal recompense from him, tried to take his friend’s wife. Agetos said that he had agreed to anything but that, but he was forced by his oath and by the deceitful trick to let his wife be taken. 

63. In this way Ariston married his third wife, after divorcing the second one. But his new wife gave birth to Demaretos too soon, before ten [lunar] months had passed. When one of his servants announced to him as he sat in council with the ephors that he had a son, Ariston, knowing the time of the marriage, counted up the months on his fingers and swore on oath, “It is not mine.” The ephors heard this but did not make anything of it. When the boy grew up, Ariston regretted having said that, for he firmly believed Demaretos to be his own son. He named him Demaretos because before his birth all the Spartan populace had prayed that Ariston, the man most highly esteemed out of all the kings of Sparta, might have a son. Thus he was named Demaretos, which means “answer to the people’s prayer.” 

64. Time passed and Ariston died, so Demaretos held the kingship. But it seems that these matters had to become known and cause Demaretos to lose his kingship. He had already fallen out with Kleomenes when he had brought the army back from Eleusis, and now they were even more at odds when Kleomenes crossed over after the Aiginetans who were Medizing.

65. Kleomenes wanted revenge, so he made a deal with Leotykhides son of Menares son of Agis, of the same family as Demaretos. The deal was that Leotykhides would go with Kleomenes against the Aiginetans if he became king. Leotykhides had already become strongly hostile [ekhthros] to Demaretos for the following reason: Leotykhides was betrothed to Perkalos, daughter of Demarmenos, but Demaretos plotted and robbed him of his marriage, stealing Perkalos and marrying her first. From this affair Leotykhides had hostility against Demaretos, so at Kleomenes’ instigation he took an oath against him, saying that he was not king of the Spartans by right, since he was not Ariston’s son. After making this oath, he prosecuted him, recalling that utterance [epos] which Ariston had made when the servant told him he had a son, and he counted up the months and swore that it was not his. Taking his stand on this saying, Leotykhides declared that Demaretos was not Ariston’s son and that he was not rightly king of Sparta, bringing as witnesses the ephors who had been sitting beside Ariston and heard him say this. 

66. They fell to quarreling, so the Spartans resolved to ask the oracle at Delphi if Demaretos was the son of Ariston. At Kleomenes’ instigation this was revealed to the Pythia. He had won over a man of great influence among the Delphians, Kobon son of Aristophantos, and Kobon persuaded the priestess, Periallos, to say what Kleomenes wanted her to. When the ambassadors asked if Demaretos was the son of Ariston, the Pythia judged [krinô] that he was not. All this got out later; Kobon was exiled from Delphi, and Periallos was deposed from her office [timê].

67. So it was concerning Demaretos’ loss of the kingship, and from Sparta he went into exile among the Medes
 because of the following reproach: After he was deposed from the kingship he was elected to office. When it was the time of the Gymnopaidia, Leotykhides, now king in his place, saw him in the audience and, as a joke and an insult, sent a messenger to him to ask what it was like to hold office after being king. He was grieved by the question and said that he had experience of both, while Leotykhides did not, and that this question would be the beginning for Sparta of either immense misery [kakotês] or immense happiness [eudaimonia]. He said this, covered his head, left the theater, and went home, where he immediately made preparations and sacrificed an ox to Zeus. Then he summoned his mother.

68. When she came in, he put some of the entrails in her hands and entreated her, saying, “Mother, appealing to Zeus of the household and to all the other gods, I beseech you to tell me the truth. Who is my father? Tell me the straight story. Leotykhides said in our quarrel that you were already pregnant by your former husband when you came to Ariston. Others say more foolishly that you went in to one of the servants, the ass-keeper, and that I am his son. I adjure you by the gods to speak what is true. If you have done anything of what they say, you are not the only one; you are in company with many women. There is much talk at Sparta that Ariston did not have child-bearing seed in him, or his former wives would have given him children.”

69. Thus he spoke. His mother answered, “My son, since you adjure me by entreaties to speak the truth, I will speak out to you all that is true. On the third night after Ariston brought me to his house, a phantom resembling him came to me. It slept with me and then put on me the garlands which it had. It went away, and when Ariston came in later and saw me with the garlands, he asked who gave them to me. I said he did, but he denied it. I swore an oath that just a little while before he had come in and slept with me and given me the garlands, and I said it was not good of him to deny it. When he saw me swearing, he perceived that this was some divine affair. For the garlands had clearly come from the hero’s precinct that is established at the courtyard doors, which they call the precinct of Astrabakos, and the seers responded that this was the same hero who had come to me. Thus, my son, you have all you want to know. Either you are from this hero and Astrabakos the hero is your father, or Ariston is, for I conceived you that night. As for how your enemies chiefly attack you, saying that Ariston himself, when your birth was announced, denied in front of a large audience that you were his because the ten months had not yet been completed, he uttered that hastily, out of ignorance of such things. Some women give birth after nine months or seven months; not all complete the ten months. I gave birth to you, my son, after seven months. A little later Ariston himself recognized that he had blurted out that utterance because of thoughtlessness. Do not believe other stories about your manner of birth. May the wife of Leotykhides himself, and the wives of the others who say these things, give birth to children fathered by ass-keepers.”

Book 7: Artachaees

In preparation for a second invasion of Greece, the Persians, now under Xerxes, dug a canal around Mt. Athos to avoid the storms on its seaward side.

117. While Xerxes was at Akanthos, it happened that Artachaees, overseer of the digging of the canal, fell sick and died. He was highly esteemed by Xerxes and Achaemenid
 in genos. He was the tallest man in Persia, being just four fingers short of five royal cubits, and had the loudest voice on earth. Xerxes was deeply distressed by his death and gave him a magnificent funeral and burial, with the whole army raising a mound over his grave. Because of an oracle, the people of Akanthos sacrifice to Artachaees as a hero, invoking him by name. Thus King Xerxes lamented the death of Artachaees.

Book 7: Talthybios

133. Xerxes did not send to Athens and Sparta to demand earth,
 because earlier Darius had sent heralds on this same mission, and when they made the demand, the Athenians threw them into a pit and the Spartans cast them into a well, bidding them carry earth and water to the king from there. Therefore Xerxes did not send men to make the demand. I am unable to say what calamitous event befell the Athenians for treating the heralds this way, unless it was the devastation of their land and polis, but I do not think the treatment of the heralds caused that.

134. But the mênis of Talthybios, herald of Agamemnon, did fall upon the Lacedaemonians. In Sparta there is a sacred precinct of Talthybios, and descendants of Talthybios called the Talthybiadae, who are granted the office of conducting all embassies from Sparta. Afterwards the Spartans could get no favorable sacrifices, and this went on for a long time. In grief and dismay, the Lacedaemonians held frequent assemblies and issued proclamation for one of the Lacedaemonians to volunteer to die on Sparta’s behalf. Two Spartans of good birth and highest attainment in wealth, Sperthias son of Aneristos and Boulis son of Nikolaos, volunteered to pay the penalty to Xerxes for Darius’ heralds who had been killed in Sparta. So the Spartans sent them away to the Medes to die. 

135. The bravery of these men deserves admiration, as do their utterances [epea]. On their way to Susa, the Persian capital, they came to Hydarnes, a Persian by genos and the general of the coastal inhabitants in Asia, who gave them hospitality [xenia] and feasted them. Treating them as guests [xenoi], he asked, “Men of Lacedaemon, why do you avoid being philoi of the king? You can look at me and my affairs and see that the king knows how to give timê to men who are agathoi. If you would just give yourselves to the king, since you are reputed by him to be agathoi, each of you would rule the land of Hellas by the king’s gift.” To this they answered, “The advice you give us is not equally good, since you speak partly from knowledge, partly from ignorance. You know about being a slave, but you have no experience of freedom, even to know if it is sweet or not. If you tried it, you would advise us to fight for it not only with spears, but even with axes.” Thus they answered Hydarnes.

136. They went from there up to Susa. When they had an audience with the king, the bodyguards commanded them to fall on their knees and bow before the king. They tried to use force, but the Spartans said they would never do it, even if they were pushed onto their heads, since it was not their custom [nomos] to bow to a human being and that was not their reason for coming. So they got out of doing that, and then said, “King of the Medes, the Lacedaemonians have sent us to pay the penalty for the heralds who were killed in Sparta.” Xerxes replied magnanimously that he would not be like the Lacedaemonians, who confound the customs of all humanity by killing heralds. He said he would not do what he blamed in others, nor would he free the Lacedaemonians from guilt by killing these two. 

137. At first the mênis of Talthybios relented against the Spartans once they did this, even though Sperthias and Boulis returned home. But long afterwards the Lacedaemonians say that it awoke again during the war of the Peloponnesians and the Athenians. In my opinion, what most clearly involved divine intervention in the affair is this: as was just [dikaion], the mênis of Talthybios fell upon messengers and did not abate until it was fulfilled. That it fell upon the sons of those men who went up to the king to appease the mênis—upon Nikolas son of Boulis and Aneristos son of Sperthias—makes it clear to me that the affair involved divine intervention. Aneristos was the one who landed at Tirynthian Halieis and captured it with the crew of a merchant ship. These two were sent as messengers by the Lacedaemonians to Asia, but at Bisanthe in the Hellespont they were betrayed by Sitalkes son of Teres, king of the Thracians, and by Nymphodoros son of Pytheas, of Abdera. They were taken prisoner and carried away to Attica, where the Athenians executed them, and with them Aristeas son of Adeimantos, a Corinthian. This happened many years after the king’s expedition.
 I now go back to my former narrative.

Book 8: Phylakos and Autonoos

After the Persian victory at Thermopylae, all of central Greece lay open to the Persians.
36. When the people of Delphi heard of the barbarians’ approach, they fell into great terror. In their fear they asked the oracle about the sacred [hiera] property, if they should bury it underground or carry it away to another country. The god forbade them to move it, saying that he was able to guard his own. When the Delphians heard this, they then took thought for themselves. They sent their children and women across to Akhaia, while most of the men climbed up to the peaks of Parnassos and carried their goods up to the Korykian cave, and others retired to Amphissa in Lokris. All the Delphians abandoned the city except for 60 men and the minister of the oracle.

37. When the barbarians came near in their approach and saw the sacred precinct from afar, the minister of the oracle, whose name was Akeratos, saw that the sacred weapons, which are unholy for any man to touch, had been carried out of the hall and placed in front of the temple, so he went to tell the Delphians who were there about this portent. When the barbarians in their haste had come to a spot near the sacred precinct of Athena Pronaia, they received portents even greater than the one before. It is a very great marvel that weapons of war should by themselves appear lying outside in front of the temple, but what happened next is the most marvelous of all portents ever. When the barbarians came near the sacred precinct of Athena Pronaia, thunderbolts fell upon them from heaven, two peaks broke off Parnassos and rushed at them with a terrible noise, hitting many of them, and a shout and war-cry came from the sacred precinct of Pronaia. 

38. When all this happened at once, panic fell upon the barbarians. The Delphians saw them fleeing and came down in pursuit, killing quite a number of them. The survivors fled straight to Boeotia, and I have learned that the barbarians who got home said they saw still other divine occurrences: two armed men, larger than human, followed in pursuit, killing them. 

39. The Delphians say that these two are native heroes, Phylakos
 and Autonoos.
 Their areas are near the sacred precinct, that of Phylakos right by the road above the sacred precinct of Athena Pronaia, that of Autonoos near the Kastalian spring, under the peak of Hyampeia. The rocks that fell from Parnassos were still there in my day, lying in the sacred precinct of Athena Pronaia, where they crashed down upon the barbarians. This was the departure of those men from the sacred precinct. 

Book 9: Protesilaos

After Plataea the Greeks defeated the Persian fleet at Mykale, driving the Persians from Europe. Herodotus ends his Histories with the following episode:
114. The Hellenes who had set out from Mykale for the Hellespont first came to anchor at Lekton, driven off course by the winds, then reached Abydos and found the bridges broken up which they thought they would find still intact. Since they had come to the Hellespont chiefly because of the bridges, the Peloponnesians with Leotykhides resolved to sail back to Hellas, but the Athenians and their general Xanthippos
 decided to remain there and attack the Chersonese. So the others sailed away, and the Athenians crossed over from Abydos to the Chersonese and besieged Sestos. 

115. The native Aeolians held the place, and with them were the Persians and a great crowd of the other allies. When they heard that the Hellenes had come to the Hellespont, they came in from the outlying towns and met in Sestos, since its wall was the strongest in the area. Among them came the Persian Oiobazos from the polis of Kardia, carrying there with him the tackle of the bridges. 

116. Xerxes’ governor Artayktes, a Persian and a clever and impious man, was turannos of this province. He had deceived the king in his march on Athens by robbing from Elaious the property of Protesilaos son of Iphiklos. The grave of Protesilaos is at Elaious in the Chersonese, with a sacred precinct around it. There were many goods there: gold and silver bowls, bronze, apparel, and other dedicated offerings, all of which Artayktes carried off by the king’s gift. He deceived Xerxes by saying, “Master, there is here the house [oikos] of a Hellene who waged war against your land, but he met with dikê and was killed. Give me his oikos so that all may know not to wage war against your land.” He thought he would easily persuade Xerxes to give him a man’s oikos by saying this, since Xerxes had no suspicion of what he really thought. When he said that Protesilaos waged war against the king’s land, he had in mind that the Persians consider all Asia to belong to them and to their successive kings. So the king made him the gift, and he carried the goods from Elaious to Sestos, planting and farming the sacred precinct. Whenever he came to Elaious, he would even have sex with women in the sanctuary. When the Athenians besieged him in Sestos, he had made no preparations for a siege, not expecting the Hellenes at all, so that they attacked him off his guard. 

117. As the siege continued into late autumn, the Athenians began to chafe at being away from home unable to capture the wall of Sestos. They asked the generals to lead them back home, but the generals said they would not do so until the wall was captured or the Athenian state summoned them. So they put up with the present state of affairs. 

118. Those inside the wall had now reached such complete misery that they even boiled and ate the cords of their beds. When even those ran out, the Persians, including Artayktes and Oiobazos, ran away during the night, climbing down the rear of the wall where there were fewest of the enemy. When it was day, the people of the Chersonesus signalled from the towers what had happened and opened the gates for the Athenians. Most of them went in pursuit, while some took possession of the polis. 

119. Oiobazos escaped into Thrace, but the Apsinthian Thracians caught him and sacrificed him to their native god in their way, killing those with him in a different way. Artayktes and his followers had set out in flight later, so they were caught a little beyond Aigospotamoi. They defended themselves for a long time until some were killed and the rest taken prisoner. The Hellenes bound them, including Artayktes and his son, and brought them to Sestos. 

120. The people of the Chersonesus say that a portent happened to one of the guards while he was roasting salted fish [tarikhoi]: the salted fish on the fire began to jump and writhe just like newly-caught fish. A crowd gathered in amazement, but when Artayktes saw the portent he called to the man roasting the salted fish and said, “Athenian xenos, have no fear of this portent; it has not been sent to you. Instead Protesilaos of Elaious indicates [sêmainô] to me that even when dead and dried [tarikhos]
 he holds power from the gods to punish one who treats him without dikê. I now wish to impose upon myself a ransom, paying to the god 100 talents in return for the property I took from the sacred precinct, and giving to the Athenians 200 talents for myself and my son, if I survive.” But this promise did not persuade the general Xanthippos. The people of Elaious, seeking vengeance for Protesilaos, asked that he be put to death, and the mind of the general inclined the same way. They led him to the point where Xerxes had bridged the strait, though some say they took him to the hill above the polis of Madytos, nailed him to a board, and hung him aloft, stoning his son to death before his eyes.

121. After they did this they sailed away to Hellas carrying many goods, including the tackle of the bridges to be dedicated in the sacred precincts. Nothing more than this happened that year. 

122. The grandfather of this Artayktes who was crucified was Artembares, who expounded an argument to the Persians which they adopted and proposed to Cyrus, saying, “Since Zeus grants empire to the Persians, and among individuals to you, Cyrus, by deposing Astyages, let us emigrate from the small and rugged land we inhabit and take possession of a better one. Many such lands are our neighbors, and there are many further out, and if we take possession of one of them we will be more wonderful in more ways. It is reasonable for men in power to do this, and when will there ever be a better time than when we rule so many men and all of Asia?” Cyrus listened but did not admire the argument. He bade them do this, but he advised them to prepare to rule no longer but to be ruled instead, for from soft lands tend to come soft men, and the same land cannot produce wonderful fruits and men agathoi at warfare. The Persians confessed their error and took leave, bested by Cyrus’ opinion, and they chose to inhabit an unfertile land and rule rather than sow a plain and be slaves to others. 

Glossary

agathos ‘good, noble’

The most transcultural of the many ancient Greek words that we can render as “noble” is agathos. But there are many others too that we encounter, for example esthlos in the sense of “genuine” and the Classical kalos k’agathos, meaning literally “beautiful and noble”. Still others include khrêstos in the sense of “useful (to society)” and Aristotle’s own favorite word for “noble”, spoudaios, which conveys the basic idea of “earnest, striving for a goal”. When we consider the comparatives and superlatives of agathos, the semantics become even more varied and complicated: besides beltiôn “better” and beltistos “best”, for example, we find pherteros “better” and pheristos “best”. The latter two forms are derived from the verb pherô in the sense of “carry off as a prize”. This concept is a primary symbol of the social status inherent in aristocracy.

agôn, plural agônes: coming together; contest; agony; ordeal; trial

The word agôn at its most basic means any sort of assembly, but it usually has a competitive aspect to it. The English word “agony” comes from this word, and for the hero it means the ordeals he or she undergoes during his or her lifetime. Theseus refers to Herakles’ murder of his wife and sons in madness as an agôn (Euripides, Herakles 1311). Because the hero is a human and mortal, the suffering and ordeals s/he undergoes are an important part of the narrative of her/his life.

Heroes are remembered in ritual re-enactments of their ordeal in seasonally recurring events such as athletic contests (see entry for athlos) and tragic drama (which were also performed as a contest, with three playwrights competing against each other).

agorâ, pl. agorai ‘public assembly, place of public assembly’

In the agorâ most of the political activities of the polis took place. In Athens the agorâ contained the law courts and many other public buildings central to the workings of the Greek democracy.

aidôs shame, sense of shame; sense of respect for others; honorableness

See also nemesis.

Gloria Ferrari Pinney, noting that this complex concept can not be translated with a single word, describes aidôs this way: “aidôs is ‘honor’ as well as ‘shame’; it is a property allied with dikê, which all citizens must display, but it is also an afflication from which virtuous men do not suffer. From textual references we garner not what aidôs is, but what it does as an indispensable mechanism of social order: it keeps under control those who are incapable of exercising agency--by nature, females, children, and slaves--and prevents men who have power from using it in an arbitrary and destructive manner. aidôs works as a constraint or inhibition” (from “Metaphors and Riddles in the Agamemnon,” Classical Philology 92.1 (1997), p. 6). She also argues that the central metaphor for aidôs is a covering of some kind: a curtain, a veil, a mantle.

ainos authoritative utterance for and by a social group; praise, fable; ainigma: riddle

An ainos is a special type of speech, directed especially to those who are capable of understanding it but coded so that those who are not capable will not understand the true meaning. There are three requirements for the listener to understand the ainos correctly: that person must be intellectually capable (sophos, see entry), morally capable (agathos, see entry) and emotionally capable (philos, see entry). The last requirement is particularly important: when Phoenix tells the story of Meleager in scroll 9 of the Iliad, he specifically says that he will tell it because all those who are listening are philoi. The emotional connection of the listener is often the quality tested in the telling of an ainos. That is, the teller of the story is saying: I’m going to tell a story, let’s see if you can get its meaning. In the testing of loyalty that characterizes the second half of the Odyssey, the qualty being tested is the emotional connection of being a true philos. An example is the story of her dream that Penelope tells the disguised Odysseus in scroll 19, where she explicitly asks for an interpretation. 

Another example of an ainos in the Odyssey is the story in scroll 14 that the disguised Odysseus tells his swineherd Eumaios about how Odysseus procured a cloak from him in Troy. Eumaios responds that the stranger has told an excellent ainos. 

The meaning ‘fable’ comes from the association of ainos with Aesop’s Fables. That is, each ‘fable’ had a moral to the story, whcih someone inside the culture who was qualified intellectually, morally, an emotionally, would understand. The tradition changes as these sorts of connections are lost, so that eventually the point, or ‘moral’, of the story has to be added on. 

aitios ‘responsible, guilty’; aitiâ ‘responsibility, guilt; cause, case’

Aeschylus’ Eumenides is a representation of the first murder trial at Athens. The first murder trial is a foundational concept for Greek democracy, which decided disputes in the courts and juries and did not give power to individuals to decide responsibility for crimes. In the play the Furies themselves are set up as protective deities (i.e., Eumenides) for the polis: they are chthonic (earth-dwelling) powers that watch over the processes that determine who is aitios. Similarly, local heroes were imagined to be dispensers and guardians of justice for the community.

akhos ‘grief, public expression of grief by way of lamenting or keening’

The type of grief called akhos is an intense one that can easily change to anger, as we see with Achilles’ grief over the death of Patroklos in the Iliad. The public expression of grief through lament was traditionally performed by women at the funeral for the dead. Two words for this performative lament are goos, which is performed by relatives of the deceased, and thrênos, which is performed by ‘professional’ singers. At the end of the Iliad, we see laments of the goos variety performed by Andromache, Hecuba, and Helen for the dead Hektor. In Scroll 24 of the Odyssey, Agamemnon describes the funeral of Achilles, and he says that the Muses came to sing a thrênos for the dead Achilles. The songs of lament are the first songs sung in remembrance of the dead hero, and are therefore important in defining the kleos of the hero (see glossary entry for ‘kleos’). Lament songs can also rouse feelings of vengeance over this death, and thus in some contexts it is considered dangerous to allow women to lament. Consider the power of the lament of women in rousing men to action in the story of Meleager and Kleopatra in Scroll 9 of the Iliad or the role of the chorus in Aeschylus’ Seven Against Thebes.

alêthês (adjective) ‘true, true things’; alêtheia (noun) ‘truth’

Archaic Greek poetry refers to panhellenic myth and poetry as “truth” [alêtheia] while local versions of stories about gods and heroes are pseudea or “lies.” Such a conception of truth and fiction is at work in the opening lines to the Homeric Hymn to Dionysus: 

For some say that you were born at Dracanum; others say on windy Icarus; 

some say you were born in Naxos, divinely born, snatched from the thigh,

and others say that at the Alpheius river

Semele conceived and bore you to Zeus who delights in thunder.

Still others say, Lord, that you were born in Thebes,

But they lie. The father of gods and men bore you

far from men, hiding you from white-armed Hera. 

As Gregory Nagy argues: “various legitimate local traditions are here being discounted as false in order to legitimize the one tradition that is acceptable to the poet’s audience.” (See Greek Mythology and Poetics [Ithaca, 1990], p.43.)

The Iliad, as panhellenic poetry, - that is, poetry for all Greeks - must assert a version of the Achilles story that supersedes competing local variants. It does this in two ways. First, it leaves out or leaves obscure many local details that would not be common to all versions. Secondly, it often incorporates multiple variants, in order to be all inclusive. 

The archaic Greek concept of truth [alêtheia] is fundamentally connected with the idea of memory, and more specifically, memory by way of song. A-lêtheia means literally “not forgetting.” When a poet asks the Muses for poetic truth, he is asking for total recall by way of song. 

aretê ‘striving for a noble goal, for high ideals; noble goal, high ideals’

The noun aretê is fundamentally connected with the superlative adjective aristos (“best, noblest”; see also agathos).

A key word for the aristocratic ideal is aretê, usually translated as “virtue”. Such a translation does not, as we will see, do full justice to all the implications of this word. As Jaeger has argued (Paideia I 3-14), the ideal of “noble morality”, as conveyed by the word aretê, can best be understood by considering Aristotle’s description, as in Nicomachean Ethics IV 7-9, of the megalopsukhos or “high-minded” man. For Aristotle, such a man has to be aristocratic or noble, that is, kalos k’agathos, literally “beautiful and noble” (cf. Nicomachean Ethics IV 7, 1124a4). 

It is essential to reiterate that Aristotle intends this criterion to be primarily moral, not social, and the same can be said for the criteria of Aristotle’s teacher, Plato, whose own view is encapsulated in a fundamental principle attributed to the words of Socrates himself: most simply put, aretê cannot be taught (Protagoras 320b). 

Aristotle’s emphasis on the moral foundations of aretê is made manifest by the models that he cites for nobility. In Posterior Analytics II 13 (97b15), he describes Achilles and Ajax, premier heroes in the epic poetry of Homer, as the ideal examples of this high-mindedness, this megalopsukhia. Aristotle highlighted the same two heroes in a song that he himself composed: the philosopher’s exquisite artistic composition is addressed to aretê personified as a goddess and instantiated in the aretê of the honorand of the song, Aristotle’s friend Hermeias of Atarneus, “who died to keep faith with his philosophical and moral ideals” (Jaeger I 13). By featuring Achilles and Ajax as premier models in his “hymn to aretê” (lines 13-14), Aristotle “expressly connects his own philosophical conception of aretê with that found in Homer, and with its Homeric ideals Achilles and Ajax” (Jaeger I 13-14). 

In this regard, the etymology of aretê becomes pertinent: the most plausible explanation is that it is derived from the verb ar-numai “strive to achieve”, conventionally combined with direct objects denoting noble goals. We may note that Aristotle’s generic adjective denoting the concept of “noble”, spoudaios, is derived from the verb speudô in the sense of “strive”. It is as if aretê as an “achievement” is the very act of “striving” for that achievement. 

 

aristos ‘best’, superlative of agathos; aristeia: designates the hero’s great epic moments that demonstrate his being aristos

For aristos, see also agathos and aretê.

In the Iliad, when Achilles officially withdraws from battle, he warns his fellow Greeks that they will one day regret that they did not honor “the best [aristos] of the Achaeans.” Achilles’ threat comes all too true, and his own greatness is proven by the magnitude of the devastation that his absence causes. Similarly, when Achilles does return to battle, his aristeia causes countless deaths for the Trojans, including Hektor’s, who was the best of the Trojans. The boasting that Achilles engages in throughout the Iliad is sometimes off-putting to modern readers, but it is important to realize that Achilles boasts are part of his attractiveness for the ancient Greek song culture. Many Greek love songs and laments were sung for Achilles, who, as a youth cut down before marriage, represented the ultimate tragedy for the Greeks.

We may compare the charisma of Muhammad Ali in the documentary When We Were Kings. Muhammad Ali is well known for saying, “I’m the greatest,” and we might think of Achilles declaring that he is the “best of the Achaeans.” From the right person such a declaration is not insufferable arrogance but can be quite attractive. Such a statement, both for Ali and for an ancient Greek hero, is “on the record” - Ali’s statement is preserved though the modern media of film, but the Greek hero’s statement would also be preserved though the poet who “quotes” him in song. Ali’s other statements about himself might also remind us of qualities of Achilles as a hero: “I’m young, I’m handsome, I’m fast, I’m pretty, and I can’t possibly be beat.”

atê, plural atai: veering, aberration, derangement; disaster; punishment for disaster

As you can see from the definition, the meaning of atê includes the a whole range of aspects of committing some wrong. It can mean any of the steps in the process or the whole chain of events: the derangement that results in the wrong choice, the disaster that follows, and even the punishment, divine or human, for the choice that began the chain. When Agamemnon realizes that he does Achilles in Scroll 19 of the Iliad, he says that it was atê which made him take Briseis away: it is only the impending disaster of the burning of the Greek ships that makes Agamemnon realize where he went wrong.

One of the metaphors used for atê is a veering away from a straight path. Another related metaphor is that of a wind storm that blows a ship off course. Consider the wind, breathing, and blowing imagery throughout the Agamemnon (especially in the first choral ode) when the condition of the adverse winds at Aulis begins the atê that will characterize the Greeks behavior during the sack of Troy and will culminate in the ‘punishment’ Agamemnon finds waiting for him as he returns home.

âthlos (aethlos) ‘contest, ordeal’; âthlêtês ‘athlete’

The Greek word for the hero’s labor and for the athlete’s competition is the same: athlos. Our English word “athlete” is derived from this Greek word. According to tradition (Diodorus of Sicily 4.14.1-2), Herakles was the founder of the Olympics, and he competed in every athletic event on the mythical occasion of the first Olympics. On that occasion, he won first prize in every Olympic event. This tradition about Herakles is the perfect illustration of a fundamental connection between the labor of a hero and the competition of an athlete at athletic events like the Olympics. The hero’s labor and the athlete’s competition are the “same thing,” from the standpoint of ancient Greek religious concepts of the hero. In Iliad scroll 19 the labors of Herakles are called athloi, as they are in Euripides’ Herakles, line 827.

In the ancient Olympics, the program of events in athletic competition (called agôn or athlos) was organically linked with concepts of the hero as a sacred being who is worshipped by the local community for his or her powers of blessing the community with fertility and prosperity (when the people are just) and harming it (when the people are unjust). Athletic competition, which had its origin in funeral games held on a seasonally recurring basis in honor of local heroes, was understood by the ancient Greeks to be a reenactment of the ordeals or athloi (plural) of the hero honored by the games.
biâ (biê in the language of Homeric poetry) ‘force, violence’

The following discussion is adapted from G. Nagy, Best of the Achaeans (Baltimore, 1979), pp.45-48:

Among the areas of heroic endeavor that serve as conventional points of comparison when a hero boasts, we actually find biê ‘might’ (e.g., Iliad XV 165) and the equivalent of mêtis ‘artifice, stratagem’ (e.g., Iliad XVII 171). In this connection, we may note that the reference in Odyssey viii 78 to the quarreling Achilles and Odysseus as the “best of the Achaeans” seems to be based on an epic tradition that contrasted the heroic worth of Odysseus with that of Achilles in terms of a contrast between mêtis and biê. The contrast apparently took the form of a quarrel between the two heroes over whether Troy would be taken by might or by artifice. The scholia to Odyssey viii 75 and 77 point to such an epic tradition, where Achilles is advocating might and Odysseus, artifice, as the means that will prove successful in destroying Troy. We may also consider the testimony of the scholia (A) to Iliad IX 347, from which we learn that Aristarchus apparently thought this particular Iliadic passage (IX 346-352) to be an allusion to precisely the same tradition that we are now considering, namely, the rivalry of Achilles and Odysseus as indicated in Odysseyviii 72-82. In Iliad IX 346-352, we find Achilles in the act of rejecting the request of Odysseus that he rescue the hard-pressed Achaeans:

Let him [Agamemnon], Odysseus, along with you

and the other kings

devise a way to ward off the destructive fire from the ships.

He has indeed labored greatly in my absence,

and he has even built a wall and driven a ditch around it

--wide and big it is--and he has fastened stakes inside.

Even so he cannot hold back the strength of Hektor the man-killer.

(Iliad IX 346-352)

In effect, the words of Achilles defiantly and ironically challenge Odysseus, Agamemnon, “and the other kings” (IX 346) to rely on artifice at the very moment when they are desperately in need of his might.

There are still further allusions to the theme of a dispute over might against artifice. Our Iliad preserves, in evocative contexts, the very words which must have signaled the rival means to a common end. The word biê ‘might’, on the one hand, is a conventional Iliadic measure of Achilles’ superiority, as in the following juxtaposition:

presbuteros de su essi: biêi d’ ho ge pollon ameinôn

You [Patroklos] are older; but he [Achilles] is much better in biê

(Iliad XI 787)

The word mêtis ‘artifice, stratagem’, on the other hand, characterizes Odysseus in particular: in the Iliad and the Odyssey, only he is described with the epithets polumêtis ‘of many artifices’ and poikilo-mêtis ‘of manifold artifices’. He is frequently called Dii mêtin atalantos ‘equal to Zeus in artifice’. The polarity of biê ‘might’ and mêtis ‘artifice’ is clearly visible in old Nestor’s advice to his son about the art of chariot racing:

Come, my philos, put in your thûmos every sort of mêtis,

so that prizes may not elude you.

It is with mêtis rather than biê that a woodcutter is better.

It is with mêtis that a helmsman over the wine-dark sea

steers his swift ship buffeted by winds.

It is with mêtis that charioteer is better than charioteer.

(Iliad XXIII 313-318)

In such a traditional celebration of mêtis ‘artifice’ at the expense of biê ‘might’, we see that superiority is actually being determined in terms of an opposition between these qualities.

With these passages serving as background, we now move back to the evidence of IX 346-352, where Achilles is defiantly challenging Odysseus and the other Achaean chieftains to survive the Trojan onslaught without the benefit of his own might. As his speech draws to a close, the final words of Achilles to Odysseus can be understood as conveying an underlying awareness and even bitterness. Let the Achaeans, Achilles tells Odysseus, devise “a better mêtis” to ward off the fire of the Trojans and thus save the Greek ships:

that they should devise in their thoughts another mêtis that is better

and that will rescue their ships and the host of the Achaeans

who are at the hollow ships. For this one [this mêtis],

which they now devised during the time of my anger, does not suffice.

(Iliad IX 423-426)

The reference is to Nestor’s original stratagem to build the Achaean Wall, and this stratagem actually is designated in that context as mêtis (VII 324). Ironically, Nestor’s later stratagem, to send the Embassy to Achilles, is also designated in the narrative as mêtis (IX 93). Ironically too, Odysseus is the one who is pleading for what the Achaeans most sorely need at this point, the might of Achilles. For the moment, the mêtis ‘artifice’ of Odysseus (and Nestor) is at a loss, and the biê ‘might’ of Achilles is implicitly vindicated.

daimôn, pl. daimones ‘supernatural force (= unspecified god or hero) intervening in human life’; eudaimôniâ ‘state of being blessed with a good daimôn’

The word daimôn is most often used of a supernatural force that someone cannot immediately recognize or name. For example, Socrates was apparantly charged and convicted of introducing new daimones and of not believing in the same gods [theoi] that the polis worshipped. The prosecution would not have wanted to name Socrates’ divinities as theoi, and therefore calls them daimones. In Plato’s Apology, Socrates plays on the wording of the legal charge against him when he explains why he has led his life as he has. He claims to have a little daimôn inside of him, that spurs him on to question men’s faith in their own knowledge.

In the language of hero cult, heroes are often referred to as daimones, intervening in the lives of people as talismans of fertility and upholders of justice.

The ritual occasion of warfare collapses the distinction between ‘warrior’ and ‘war god’ - but only at the precise moment when the warrior comes face-to-face with his own martial death. Epic records that moment with the expression “equal to a daimôn”. Compare the following passage from Iliad XVI:

Then Patroklos sprang like Ares with fierce intent and a terrific shout upon the Trojans, and thrice did he kill nine men; but as he was coming on like a daimôn, for a fourth time, then, O Patroklos, was the hour of your end approaching, for Phoebus [Apollo] fought you in fell earnest. Patroklos did not see him as he moved about in the crush, for he was enshrouded in thick darkness, and the god struck him from behind on his back and his broad shoulders with the flat of his hand, so that his eyes turned dizzy. Phoebus Apollo beat the helmet from off his head, and it rolled rattling off under the horses’ feet, where its horse-hair plumes were all begrimed with dust and blood. Never indeed had that helmet fared so before, for it had served to protect the head and comely forehead of the godlike hero Achilles. ... [805] At this his mind went into derangement [atê]; his limbs failed him, and he stood as one dazed.

Just as warriors at the ritual moment of death in battle become identified with the god of war, so brides and grooms on their wedding day can be said “equal to a daimôn” or “like the gods.” Numphê means both ‘bride’ (e.g. Iliad XVIII 492) and ‘goddess’, that is, ‘nymph’(e.g. Iliad XXIV 616).

dêmos, pl. dêmoi ‘district, population of a district; community’

The word dêmos refers to a local community. It is also the word most frequently used to refer to the Athenian democracy.
dikê, pl. dikai 

‘judgment (short-range); justice (long-range)’; dikaios ‘just’ vs. hubris ‘outrage’.

Metaphors of dikê: (1) straight line and (2) thriving cultivation = cultivated field / garden / orchard / grove / vineyard / etc.; hubris is the opposite, that is, (1) crooked line and (2) failing cultivation = desert or overgrowth.

dikê, with its two primary metaphors of (1) the straight line and (2) the thriving cultivation, is basic to the concept of the cult hero. A perfect example of dikê comes from Odyssey xix:

“Lady;” answered Odysseus, “who on the face of the whole earth can dare to chide with you? Your fame [kleos] reaches the firmament of heaven itself; you are like some blameless king, who upholds righteousness [= good dikê], as the monarch over a great and valiant nation: the earth yields its wheat and barley, the trees are loaded with fruit, the ewes bring forth lambs, and the sea abounds with fish by reason of his virtues, and his people do good deeds under him.”

This epic image of the just king as an exponent of dikê, standing in his blooming garden, corresponds to the religious image of the hero in hero-cult, “planted” in the local “mother earth” as a talisman of fertility and prosperity for the community that worships him or her. It corresponds also to this image from Odyssey xi:

“As for yourself, death shall come to you from the sea, and your life shall ebb away very gently when you are full of years and peace of mind, and your people shall be prosperous [olbioi]. All that I have said will come true.”

Here we see the mystical word olbios, which means ‘prosperous’ on the surface but also ‘blessed’ underneath the surface. The deeper meaning has to do with the hero’s achieving an afterlife, rendering him ‘blessed’, while his corpse renders the local population ‘prosperous’. There is a built-in metonymy in the reciprocal relationship linking the ‘blessed’ heroes and the ‘prosperous’ population that worships them.

Cult heroes are agents of dikê, which they uphold negatively by punishing the unrighteous (with sterility and other forms of misfortune) orpositively by rewarding the righteous (with fertility and other forms of fortune). In Aeschylus’ Libation Bearers, the emphasis is on the negative:

I will skewer him with my swift sword and lay him dead. The fury [Erinys] that has no fill of slaughter shall, for her third and crowning drink, drink unmixed blood!

But in the Eumenides, the emphasis (at the end) is on the positive (it is expressed not in terms of hero cult per se but in terms of the cult of the positivized Erinyes):

I advise my citizens not to support and respect anarchy or tyrannical oppression, and not to drive all fear out of the city. For who among mortal men, if he fears nothing, behaves with dikê? If you with dikê fear reverence, you will have a defense for your land and the salvation [sôtêriâ] of your polis, such as none of mankind has, either among the Scythians or in Pelops’ realm. I establish this tribunal, and it will be untouched by desire for profit [kerdos], worthy of reverence, quick to anger, a guard of the land, awake on behalf of those who sleep. I have given you advice [par-ainesis], my citizens, at length about the future; but now you must rise, take a ballot, and make a decision [diagnôsis] about the case [dikê] under the sacred obligation of your oath. The word has been spoken.

Note the long-range “teleology” of heroic dikê in Aeschylus’ Eumenides:

Be persuaded by me not to bear the decision with heavy grief.For you are not defeated; the trial [dikê] resulted in an equal vote, which is in truth [alêtheia] no blight on your timê, since clear testimony from Zeus was available, and the one who spoke the oracle gave evidence proving that Orestes should not suffer harm, despite his actions. Do not be angry, do not hurl your heavy rage on this land, do not make the land fruitless, letting loose your heart’s poison with its fierce sharpness that eats away the seeds. For I do promise you with all dikê that you shall have sanctuaries and sacred hollows in this land of dikê, where you will sit on bright thrones at your hearths, worshipped with timê by the citizens here…

ekhthros ‘enemy [within the community], non-philos’

The distinction between friends and enemies is a very important theme in archaic Greek poetry, especially the wisdom poetry of Hesiod and Theognis. In classical Greek tragedy the ability to recognize (or the failure to recognize) an enemy is also an important tension. In the Libation Bearers, the chorus sings of the treachery of Clytemnestra, who should have been most philos to Agamemnon:

But she who devised this abhorrent deed against her husband, whose children she bore, a burden under her girdle, a burden once philos, but now an enemy [ekhthros], as it seems: what do you think of her? Had she been born a seasnake or a viper, I think her very touch without her bite would have caused anyone else to rot, if boldness and phrenes without dikê could do so. 

What name shall I give it, however tactful I may be? A trap for a wild beast? Or a shroud for a corpse in his bier, wrapped around his feet? No, rather it is a net: you might call it a hunting net, or robes to entangle a man’s feet. This would be the kind of thing a highwayman might posses, who deceives strangers [xenoi] and earns his living by robbery, and with this cunning snare he might kill many men and warm his own phrên greatly.

May such a woman not live with me in my house! 

In Sophocles’ Antigone a critical distinction is determined by the polis between Antigone’s two brothers. Polyneices is determined to be an enemy and is denied burial, while Eteocles is considered philos and given due funeral honors.

epos, pl. epea ‘utterance, poetic utterance’

This is the Greek word from which we get “epic.” Greek epos (epic, as the Greeks themselves called it) is made up of countless epea, or poetic utterances, like “swift-footed Achilles” or “Sing, O goddess, the anger [mênis] of Achilles son of Peleus.”

The basic unit of Homeric epos is the dactylic hexameter. The basic rhythm of this unit is

- u u - u u - u u - u u - u u - -.

- = long syllable, u = short syllable.

Over 15,000 of these hexameter lines make up the Iliad.

eris ‘strife, conflict’

Strife is a prominent theme in archaic Greek literature. This is the word used of the strife between Achilles and Agamemnon in Iliad scroll 1 (lines 6 and 8). In fact it was the goddess of eris personified who set in motion the Trojan War; at the wedding of Peleus and Thetis, Achilles’ parents, she started a rivalry between the goddesses Athena, Aphrodite, and Hera that led to the so-called ‘Judgement of Paris,’ a beauty contest for which the Trojan Paris was asked to decide the winner. Eris is often pictured on the battlefield in the Iliad and she is said to be the sister of Ares, the god of war. Other important instances of eris in Greek literature are that of Hesiod and his brother Perseus in Hesiod’s Works and Days and the strife between Oedipus’ sons Polyneices and Eteocles (cf. Oedipus at Colonus 421ff.).

esthlos ‘genuine, good, noble’; synonym of agathos

See the entry for agathos.

genos ‘stock (“breeding”); generating [of something or someone]; generation’

The term genos encompasses many English words, including people or race (e.g. the genos of Athenians), offspring (the genos of Zeus), gender (genos of women), lineage (Achilles is born of the genos of the Aiakids). Our English term geneaology is derived from it. Genealogy was a very important concept for the ancient Greek song culture and constituted its own genre of poetry and later prose writing. (Compare Hesiod’s Theogony, which is a genealogy of the Greek gods). Ancient Greeks were very interested in tracing their lineage back to the gods and heroes whom they worshipped.

hêrôs, pl. hêrôes ‘hero’

This is the Greek term for a religious figure whose primary characteristic is that he or she was once mortal and died, but acquired powers after death for the community within which the corpse of the hero was buried. Below is a sketch of the nuts and bolts of Greek hero cult.

Relevant facts about ancient Greek hero cults

A. Here is an essential fact about ancient Greek religion (for a working definition of this general term, see item B): not only were the gods worshipped. Heroes too were worshipped. The worship of heroes was very much like ancestor worship. (Compare similar customs in other traditional societies, including the Japanese.)

A1. Besides the word worship, we may use the word cult. As in the expression hero cult. Other relevant concepts: cultivate [as in “cultivating” a field / garden / grove / orchard / vineyard / etc.] and culture [as in the opposition of “cultural” vs. “natural,” that is, “artificial” vs. “natural”]. 

A2. It is a historical fact that the ancient Greeks worshipped heroes throughout the period covered by the texts that we read in the “Heroes” course, starting already with the Homeric Iliad and Odyssey (the oral traditions that culminated in these epics were beginning to crystallize around the eighth century BCE) and ending with the Heroikos of Philostratus (around 200 CE).

A3. Even if we had no epic (Homeric Iliad and Odyssey) or drama (tragedies of Aeschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides) surviving from the ancient Greek world, we would still be fairly well informed, on the basis of non-poetic evidence (prosaic references, inscriptions, archaeological remains of cult sites, etc.) about the historical existence of hero cults in the period extending from (roughly) the eighth century BCE through the third century CE and even beyond.

A4. The 1979 book The Best of the Achaeans (new ed. 1999) was the first book in Classical scholarship to argue, as a central thesis, that the non-poetic evidence about the religious practice of hero-cults can be systematically connected with the existing poetry and with what that poetry says - directly or indirectly - about this religious practice. The book was meant to demonstrate that such non-poetic evidence enhances our appreciation of the poetry, especially the epic traditions of Homer (and the dramatic traditions of Aeschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides). Another central thesis of the book was that the poetry itself provides additional new evidence about the practice of hero cults.

B. For a working definition of ancient Greek “religion,” I suggest simply: the interaction of ritual and myth. A working definition of ritual and myth,:

B1. Ritual. In small-scale societies, what you do in sacred space is marked activity, any kind of marked activity, most obviously worship (cult) and sacrifice, but also including: hunting, athletics, regulated sexual relations, even warfare. 

B1a. Specially difficult for us to understand: sacrifice (killing animals, cooking by fire, and distribution in community) and warfare. Sacrifice is a ritualized admission of human guilt about the human capacity to kill other humans, as in warfare. This formulation was developed by Walter Burkert in a book about the anthropological background of sacrifice: Homo necans (as opposed to Homo sapiens). 

B1b. Working definition of “sacred space”: whatever is set aside by society for communication with the world beyond our everyday world. It is marked space vs. unmarked space. “Sacred” is the best way to describe “marked” in the smallest-scale societies. I try to stay away from words like divine, even supernatural.

B2. Myth. In small-scale societies, what you say in sacred space is marked speech, any kind of marked speech, most obviously worship (cult) and prayer, but also including: oaths, wagers, promises; these are typical speech-acts. In ancient Greece, there were other kinds of speech-acts that we ordinarily would not think of as speech-acts: laments, insults, praise, instruction; in other words, anything formal that is on record, as it were; to say on the record as opposed to off the record; marked vs. unmarked; marked speech is automatically witnessed by the gods or whatever is out there beyond the everyday world, in the sacred world. Myth explains the way things are. In some song cultures, it has maximum truth-value.

B2a. An illustration of the power of the speech-act... “The phrase is a holy being. You see, these songs, when they were turned over to the Earth People, were to be used in a certain way. If you leave out those words, then the holy beings feel slighted. They know you are singing, they are aware of it. But if you omit those words, then they feel it and they are displeased. Then, even though you are singing, whatever you are doing ... has no effect.” - from an interview with a Navajo shaman. 

B3. One of the most fundamental facts about ancient Greek religion is that it tends to be local and localized. For myth to be delocalized, as it tends to be in Homeric poetry (also in most archaic and classical poetry), it has to be separated from ritual.

B4. Everything that you have read so far about ritual and myth involves heroes as well as gods in ancient Greek religion.

C. Fifteen basic facts about hero cults.

#1. Hero cult was a fundamentally local practice, confined to a specific locale. There were literally thousands of hero-cults throughout the locales of the ancient Greek-speaking world. Every locale had its own set of local heroes. (For example, in the “demes” or local districts that constitute the urban / rural complex of Athens, each “deme” has a variety of local cult heroes.) Some of these heroes are well known to us through epic (every hero - major or minor - mentioned in the Iliad and Odyssey was potentially a local hero) and tragedy, while others are never mentioned in any poetry known to us. The local hero of hero cult could be male or female, adult or child. 

#2. Ordinarily, the hero cult was based on the presence of the sôma ‘body’ (corpse) of the hero in the “mother earth” of the given locale. (Occasionally, the presence was limited to only a part of the body - like the head.) Whatever we may think scientifically about the identity of the given corpse in any given case, the locals understood that body (or body-part) to belong to the hero. The practice of venerating bodies or body-parts (or, metonymically, various objects associated with the bodies) continued beyond ancient Greece; an aspect of continuity is the Christian practice of venerating the relics of saints.

#3. The sôma of the dead hero was considered to be a talisman of fertility and prosperity to the community that worshipped the hero. The fertility was viewed in terms of plant life (especially the harvests from the fields, gardens, groves, orchards, vineyards, and so on), animal life (both domesticated and hunted animals), and human life (literally, sexuality and the producing / nurturing of children).

#4. The “marker” of the sôma was the sêma, which ordinarily took the physical shape of a ‘tomb’.

#5. The “marking” of the sôma could also be a sign or signal or token or picture; the word for such a “marking” was also sêma.

#6. The “marking” would be a sacred secret in some situations. The local details of ritual and myth surrounding a given hero cult were held to be sacred in any case; as such, they tended to be considered secret as well. Or, at least, some of the sacred details were screened by the locals as secrets that must not be divulged to outsiders. The “outsiders” were not only the non-locals: they were also those of the locals who had not yet been initiated - the word for which is muô - into the secrets - the word for which is mustêria ‘mysteries’. In Latin, the word for ‘uninitiated’ is profanus ‘profane’ (= ‘standing in front of [= not inside] the sacred space’).

#7. When locals sacrificed to a hero, they would kill a sacrificial animal (victim) and then divide its meat among the participants in the sacrifice, keeping the choice cut of meat, called geras, as an offering to the hero. To give heroes their proper geras was to give them their proper timê ‘honor’. For more on timê, see also below.

#8. Another aspect of sacrificing to the hero was the ritual pouring of liquids, that is, libations; besides such liquids as water, wine, oil, milk, emulsified honey, and so on, the actual blood of the sacrificial victim could also count for the pouring of certain special kinds of libations. For example, the pouring of blood into the earth in order to make physical contact with the corpse of a hero below (sometimes a tube was connected to the mouth of the corpse) was thought to activate the consciousness of the hero, so that the hero could then give advice (= give a diagnôsis) from down below concerning questions of fertility and prosperity. The hero was sometimes given the euphemistic name of ‘healer’ (Iatros, Iasôn = Jason, etc.).

#9. When worshippers sacrificed to a hero, the perspective was directed toward the earth (khthôn); when they sacrificed to a god, the perspective was directed toward the sky (ouranos), except for a special category of gods called “chthonic” (khthonioi), who likewise required the downward perspective. Note the Heroikos of Philostratus: at the beginning, we see how the Phoenician has his gaze fixed upward toward the sky, while the vineyard-keeper has his gaze fixed downward toward the earth under his feet.

#10. When one sacrifices to a hero or a god, the generic term is thuô. When one sacrifices to a hero, the specific term is en-agizô. When one sacrifices to a god, there is no specific term, unless the god is “chthonic” (in which case, en-agizô is the appropriate term). The word en-agizô means literally ‘I take part in the pollution’. In poetry, thuô ‘sacrifice’ is equivalent to the process of giving timê ‘honor’ to a given hero or god. A classic example of timê in the context of hero cult is Homeric Hymn to Demeter 261; see Nagy, The Best of the Achaeans p. 118.

#11. The most common sacrificial animal to be killed and cooked in the cult of a male hero was a ram.

#12. In any sacrifice to a hero, the process was usually visualized as happening beneath earth-level (the sacrifice is directed toward a depression in the earth, as into a pit or bothros). In any sacrifice to a god (with the exception, again, of the chthonic gods), the sacrifice was visualized as happening above earth-level (the sacrifice is directed toward an elevation from the earth, as on an altar or bômos). A classic example is the ritual involving the sacrifice of a black ram at the Pit of Pelops during the night before the Olympics begin and the boiling of mutton at the Altar of Zeus on the next day; see Nagy, Pindar’s Homer pp. 123-124 on the testimony of Philostratus, On Gymnastics 5-6.

#13. The sacred space assigned the hero in hero-cult could be coextensive with the sacred space assigned to the god who was considered the hero’s divine antagonist. A classic example is the location of the body of the hero Pyrrhos in the sacred precinct of Apollo at Delphi; see Nagy, The Best of the Achaeans ch.7 (“The Death of Pyrrhos”).

#14. The hero was considered dead in terms of the place where the hero’s corpse was situated; at the same time, the hero was considered immortalized in terms of the paradise-like place that awaited all heroes after death. Such a paradise-like place, which was considered eschatological, must be contrasted with Hades, which was considered transitional. The name and even the visualization of this otherworldly place varied from hero cult to hero cult. Some of these names are: Elysium, the Islands of the Blessed, the White Island, and so on. Many of these names were applied also to the actual place of the hero cult. For an extended discussion, see Nagy, The Best of the Achaeans ch.10 (“Poetic Visions of Immortality for the Hero”).

#15. Heroes were thought to be capable of coming back to life (anabiônai) not only eschatologically, in their timeless paradise-like abodes, but also sporadically in the present time of their worshippers. Such sporadic “live” appearances were considered to be epiphanies. At the moment of worship, the sacred precinct of the cult hero could become notionally identical to the paradise-like abode of immortalization from which he or she returns to his worshippers. Metonymically, the sacred precinct of the cult hero needed to be a place of cultivation, such as a cultivated field / garden / grove / orchard / vineyard / etc.

See also such terms as hôrâ, kharis, kleos, and olbios.

hêsukhos ‘serene’; hêsukhiâ ‘state of being hêsukhos’

hêsukhos is a word connected with initiation word, similar to olbios. It means something otherworldly for those who are initiated - something like “blissful” vs. the everyday meaning of “serene.” It can apply to the sea when it’s tranquil and not stormy.

hôrâ, pl. hôrai

‘season, seasonality; time; timeliness’

The ancient Greek word for natural time, natural life, natural life-cycle, was hôra. [See also the other definitions: ‘season, seasonality; time; timeliness’. ] The English word hour is derived from Greek hôra.

The goddess of hôra was Hêra (the two forms hôra and Hêra are related to each other). She was the goddess of seasons, in charge of making everything happen on time, happen in season, happen in a timely way, etc.

Related to these two words hôra and Hêra is hêrôs (singular) / hêrôes (plural), meaning ‘hero’.

The precise moment when everything comes together for the hero is the moment of death. The hero is “on time” at the hôra or ‘time’ of death. 

A case in point: Herakles = Hêraklês ‘he who has the kleos of Hêra’. (The Romanized name is “Hercules”)

Quick recap of the narrative of Herakles (based mainly on the retelling of Diodorus of Sicily 4.8-39 [we will not otherwise be reading this 1st-century author in our course]).

The supreme god and king of gods, Zeus, impregnates a mortal woman. The wife of Zeus, Hera, is jealous; she decides to intervene in the life of the hero who is about to be born, Herakles. If this hero had been born on time, on schedule, in time, he would have been the supreme king of his time. But Hera makes sure that Herakles is born not on time, not in time. Herakles’ inferior cousin, Eurystheus, is born ahead of him and thus is fated to become king instead of Herakles. During all of Herakles’ lifetime, Eurystheus persecutes him directly; Hera persecutes him indirectly. The superior hero has to spend his entire lifespan obeying the orders of the inferior king. The orders add up to the Labors of Herakles (in the Classical version, there are twelve: the Nemean Lion, the Lernaean Hydra, the Hind of Ceryneia, the Erymanthian Boar, the Stymphalian Birds, the Augean Stables, the Horses of Diomedes, the Cretan Bull, the Amazon’s Girdle, the Cattle of Geryon, the Apples of the Hesperides, and the Hound of Hades). Herakles’ heroic exploits in performing these Labors (and many others) are the contents of the heroic song, kleos, that is sung about him. Thus Herakles owes his kleos to Hera. Hence his name: ‘he who has the kleos of Hera’. The goddess of being on time makes sure that the hero should start off his lifespan by being not on time and that he should go through life by trying to catch up and never quite managing to do so until the very end. Herakles gets all caught up only at the final moment of his life, at the moment of death. 

At the final moment of Herakles’ heroic lifespan, he experiences the most painful death imaginable, climaxed by burning to death. This form of death is an ultimate test of the nervous system, by ancient Greek heroic standards. Here is how it happens. Fatally poisoned by the semen of a dying Centaur (his ex-wife Deianeira gave it to him in a phial as a “wedding present” on the occasion of the hero’s re-marriage to the girl Iole: the ex-wife had mistakenly thought it was a love-drug that could win back the love of her ex-husband). Burning up on the inside with the excruciatingly painful poison that is consuming his body, Herakles climbs up on top of his funeral pyre, on the peak of Mount Oita, ready to be burned up on the outside. He yearns to be put out of his misery. He calls on his best friend Philoktetes to light his pyre. 

At that precise moment of agonizing death, a flaming thunderbolt from his father Zeus strikes him. He goes up in flames, in a spectacular explosion of fire (the technical Greek term is ecpyrosis). In the aftermath, his friends find no physical trace of him, not even bones. At that same moment, Herakles regains consciousness and finds himself on the top of Mount Olympus, in the company of the gods. He has awakened to find himself immortalized. He is then adopted by the theoi ‘gods’ on Mount Olympus as one of their own (the technical Greek term is apotheosis). Hera now changes identities: from Herakles’ stepmother to Herakles’ mother. I translate from Diodorus of Sicily 4.39: “Hera got into her bed and drew Herakles close to her body. She let him fall through her garments to the ground, re-enacting [= making mimesis of] the genuine birth.”

Characteristics of a hero, from the standpoint of ancient Greek hero cults):

A) unseasonal 

B) extreme, positively (for example, “best” in whatever category) or negatively; in the negative sense, it is easy to see how this is a function of #A. Compare the Celtic notion of warp spasm in Old Irish sagas

C) antagonistic toward the god who seems to be most like the hero; antagonism does not rule out an element of attraction (compare our notion of “fatal attraction”), which is played out in a variety of ways.

Let us return to Herakles, who is a perfect illustration, and his name: ‘he who has the glory [kleos] of Hera’. Our first impression: it seems to us strange that Herakles should be named after Hera, that his kleos should depend on Hera, since he is persecuted by her throughout his heroic lifespan.

But without the unseasonality, without the disequilibrium brought about by the persecution of Hera, Herakles would never have achieved the kleos that makes his achievements live forever in song.

Let us review his heroic characteristics:

A) He is made unseasonal by Hera. 

B) His unseasonality makes it possible for him to perform his extraordinary Labors. He also commits some deeds that are morally questionable (to say the least): for example, he destroys the city of Iole and kills her brothers in order to capture her as his bride--even though he is already married to Deianeira (Diodorus of Sicily 4.37.5). [It is essential to keep in mind that whenever heroes commit deeds that violate moral codes, such deeds are definitely not condoned by the heroic narrative.]

C) He is antagonistic with Hera throughout his lifespan, but he becomes reconciled with her through death, becoming her “son.” As the hero’s name makes clear, he owes his heroic identity to his kleos and, ultimately, to Hera.

hieros ‘sacred, holy’

This word cordons off a space that is reserved for the gods. Temples and their precincts for example are sacred to a specific god. Certain kinds of ritual action often take place in sacred space, and other kinds of action is forbidden. In the beginning of the Oedipus at Colonus, the townspeople of Colonus are upset that Odysseus treads on a grove that is sacred to Poseidon and Prometheus and the founding hero Colonus:

All that I myself know, you will hear and learn. This whole place is sacred [hieros]; 55 august Poseidon holds it, and in it lives the fire-bearing god, the Titan Prometheus. But as for the spot on which you tread, it is called the Bronze Threshold of this land, the Staff of Athens. And the neighboring fields claim Colonus, the horse-rider, for their ancient ruler; 60 and all the people bear his name in common as their own. Such, you see, xenos, are these haunts. They receive their tîmê not through story, but rather through our living with them.

hubris ‘outrage’ (etc.) vs. dikê ‘justice’ (long-range), ‘judgment’ (short-range)

The three categories of hubris: (1) human, e.g. Antinoos, (2) animal, (3) plant (undergrowth or overgrowth, such as excessive wood / leaf production). [Metaphors of dikê: (1) straight line and (2) thriving cultivation = cultivated field / garden / orchard / grove / vineyard / etc.] Hubris is the opposite of dikê, that is, (1) crooked line and (2) failing cultivation = desert or overgrowth.

In epic, heroes are characterized by their hubris. Achilles is compared to a beautiful plant that flourishes in a garden, but too quickly. Likewise Achilles commits acts of atrocious violence that would have been morally repugnant to the ancient Greek song culture. But after death, in cult, heroes are proponants of justice, prosperity, and fertility. They correct in death what went wrong in life.

kakos ‘bad, evil, base, worthless, ignoble’; kakotês ‘state of being kakos; debasement’

Kakos is the polar opposite of agathos (and its superlative form aristos). Compare the following formulation from Euripides’ Herakles. Throughout the first half of this play, King Lykos is said to be kakos:

Yet I consider you wise [sophos] in this one thing that, being the coward [kakos] you are, you fear the offspring of the brave [aristos].

kerdos, pl. kerdea ‘gain, profit; desire for gain; craft employed for gain; craftiness’

kharis, pl. kharites ‘reciprocity, give-and-take, reciprocal relationship; initiation of reciprocal relationship; the pleasure or beauty derived from reciprocity, from a reciprocal relationship; gratification; grace, gracefulness; favor, favorableness’

The concept of kharis can be illustrated by the following excerpt from Philostratus’ Heroikos [this second-century CE text is not one of the readings for our course]. In it a vine-dresser in the sanctuary of the hero Protesilaos describes his relationship with the hero to a visiting Phoenician:

Phoenician: But, vinedresser, do you live a reflective way of life? 

Vinedresser: Yes, indeed, with the handsome Protesilaos.

Phoenician: What connection is there between you and Protesilaos, if you mean the man from Thessaly?

Vinedresser: I do mean that man, the husband of Laodameia, for he delights in hearing this epithet.

Phoenician: But what, indeed, does he do here?

Vinedresser: He lives [zêi] here, and we farm [geôrgoumen] together...

Vinedresser: Let us enter the vineyard, Phoenician. For you may even discover in it something to give cheer [euphrosunê] to you.

Phoenician: Let us enter, for I suppose a pleasant scent [breath] comes from the plants.

Vinedresser: What do you mean? Pleasant? It is divine! The blossoms of the uncultivated trees are fragrant, as are the fruits of those cultivated. If you ever come upon a cultivated plant with fragrant blossoms, pluck rather the leaves, since the sweet scent comes from them.

Phoenician: How diverse [poikilê] is the beauty [hôra] of your property, and how lush have the clusters of grapes grown! How well-arranged are all the trees, and how divine is the fragrance of the place! Indeed, I think that the walkways [dromoi] which you have left untilled are pleasing, but, vinedresser, you seem to me to live luxuriously since you use so much uncultivated land...

Vinedresser: At first, we spent our life in a city, and we were provided with teachers and studied. But my affairs were really in a bad way because the farming was left to slaves, and they did not bring anything back to us. Hence it was necessary to take loans with the field as security and to go hungry. And yes, on arriving, I tried to make Protesilaos my advisor, but he remained silent, since he was justifiably angry at me because, having left him, I lived in a city. But when I persisted and said that I would die if neglected, he said, “Change your dress.” On that day, I heard this advice but did nothing; afterwards, examining it closely, I understood that he was commanding me to change my way of life. From that point on, after I was suitably dressed in a leather jacket, carrying a hoe, and no longer knew my way to town, Protesilaos made everything in the field grow luxuriously for me. Whenever a sheep, a beehive, or a tree became diseased, I consulted Protesilaos as a physician. Since I spend time with him and devote myself to the land, I am becoming more skilled than I used to be, because he excels in wisdom.

Notice how the beauty of the reciprocal relationship between the hero and the worshipper (= the vinedresser) results in divine fragrance and flourishing vegetation.

khoros ‘chorus’ = ‘group of singers/dancers’

The chorus of a tragedy plays an intermediary role between the audience and the characters in the play, providing a lens through which the audience can interpret the drama. They reflect and comment on the action in a way that links them to both the characters with whom they interact on the stage and the real people in the audience, for whom they speak. A chorus can also provide different perspectives on the action, and it is often the chorus that conveys the background information crucial for understanding the events of a play. In the Herakles of Euripides, Herakles returns to Thebes just after he has completed his labors and he is at the very peak of his good fortune and fame. As he returns, the chorus sing and dance a choral ode into which the narrative of his labors are compressed.

kleos plural klea: glory, fame (especially as conferred by poetry); that which is heard

Kleos is the glory a hero receives after death when he is remembered. This remembrance can take many forms: an athletic contest in the hero’s honor (and often at the site of the hero’s tomb); a religious ritual in which the hero’s life is remembered (such as the marriage ritual honoring Hippolytos as described at the end of Euripides’ Hippolytos); a continuing line of descendants (as seen in the case of Anchises in the Homeric Hymn to Aphrodite); or, significantly in a song culture such as ancient Greece, through the performance of a song that tells the story of the hero’s ordeals, such as the Iliad for Achilles. achilles is seen performing these types of songs in Scroll 9 of the Iliad when Odyseus, Ajax, and Phoinix come to his tent and find him singer klea andrôn ‘the glories of men’.

Achilles actually says in the Iliad that he has a choice between this kind of glory and a long but obscure life. He says to his friends: “My mother tells me that there are two ways inw hcih I may meet my end [telos]. If I stay here and fight, I shall not have a return [nostos] alove but my glory [kleos] will be imperishable [‘aphthiton’]; wherea if I go home my name [kleos] will perish, but it will be long before the end [telos] shall take me.” The adjective aphthiton, “imperishable, unwilting” gives the metaphor for kleos of a flower that never wilts or dies but remains forever fresh and fragrant in full bloom; this metaphor can be extended to a young man like Achilles who dies so prematurely.

These rituals are a form of compensation for the hero’s death. Because such a death can never be made up for, the even must recur over and over again, on a seasonal or annual basis. For a modern exmplae of a memorial that incorporates the idea of a seasonal recurring remembrance, compare the St. Gaudens memorial on the Boston Common. This memorial was specifically constructed so that on the Summer Solstice, the faces of the black soldiers, who are not as prominent in the composition as their white officer, are lit up and they are highlighted most of all once a year.

koros ‘being satiated; being insatiable’

In Hesiod, Pindar, Herodotus, and much of Greek tragedy, there is an idea that too much material prosperity is a dangerous thing. Human run the risk of a precipitous fall whenever they are at their greatest heights of good fortune. Compare the following passages from Aeschylus and Pindar for this tension:

Pindar, Pythian 8:

This island, this polis of dikê, did not fall away from the Graces [Kharites], connected as it is to the kleos-making achievements [aretê pl.] of the Aiakidai. It has achieved a perfect fame, [25] going back to the very beginnings. It is a subject of song for many, as its nurturing earth sprouts the greatest heroes [hêrôes] in victory-bringing contests and in violent battles. 

And these things stand out, radiant, for men as well. But I have no time to linger in putting up to view [30] the whole story in its full length, with lyre and pleasurable song, for fear that overindulgence [koros] may come and cause displeasure. No, let my sacred obligation to you get under way right now, my boy, which is speeding straight ahead in front of my feet, and which is the nearest, of all beautiful things, to the here and now, taking flight by way of my craft. 

Aeschylus Agamemnon: 

But let there be such wealth as brings no distress, enough to satisfy 380 a sensible man. For riches do not protect the man who in his insatiability [koros] has kicked the mighty altar of Dikê into obscurity.

kosmos ‘arrangement, order, law and order, the social order, the universal order’

kosmos can encompass many meanings, inncluding ‘cosmos; constitution; beauty of song’ (also ‘beauty of adornment’). This word is in direct contrast with the key word atê, which conveys what can go wrong in the trajectory of the hero (in the genre of epic) and in the trajectory of society as symbolized by the hero (in the genre of tragedy). The word kosmos conveys what must go right both for the hero and for society as symbolized by the hero. In order to have kosmos, society must have dikê. The genre of epic does not ordinarily use words like kosmos or dikê (in the sense of long-range ‘justice’). The genre of wisdom poetry (as in Hesiod and Theognis) does use them. So also does the genre of tragedy.

The historical period of ancient Greece (starting roughly at 600 BCE) is reflected more directly by wisdom poetry and by tragedy than by epic. (The genre of epic screens out references to the perspectives of the historical period.) Wisdom poetry may talk about the ultimate city of dikê and ultimate city of hubris (as we see in the Works and Days of Hesiod), but that is always in terms of prophetic pronouncements about an ultimate future. The “here-and-now” is the Iron Age, with an unpredictable mixture of dikê and hubris.

But there are heroes of justice for each city. The city would worship such heroes as lawgivers. Lawgivers or quasi-lawgivers are heroes of dikê on a local level. They are figures who have been mythologized by their respective communities (even though some of them can be reconstructed as historical figures), and they are credited with having created for the community the sum total of all customary law. In most myths of lawmakers, they are represented as creating all the laws on the occasion of some crisis-point in the state. Compare the key word krisis.

Here are some lawgivers who are venerated as heroes by various different cities:

Sparta: Lycurgus

Athens: Solon

Megara: Theognis

In the historical period, kings had been eliminated for the most part, except in cities like Sparta. Even Sparta was a constitutional monarchy (their word for “constitution” was kosmos: see Herodotus par. 65); it was actually oligarchy. There were real kings in cities like Syracuse, but there they were called turannoi (tyrants) as well. Hieron of Syracuse did not mind being called a turannos; Peisistratos of Athens apparently did mind being called either a king or a turannos.

In Athens, the dynasty of tyrants known as the Peisistratidai was overthrown and replaced by a proto-democracy after 510. This Athenian democracy later underwent a major transformation when Athens took over the domination of eastern Greek city-states that had formerly been dominated by Persia. This happened after the Greeks defeated the Persians in 479. Athens seized the initiative and developed what is now known as the Athenian Empire, taking up where Persia had left off. Thucydides quotes Pericles, the most celebrated exponent of democracy in his time (second half of the fifth century), as saying: our city is a democracy on the inside, a tyranny on the outside.

Already by the time of Aeschylus (first half of the fifth century), most Greek city-states had one of three possible forms of government 1) tyranny 2) oligarchy 3) democracy. In the days of Aeschylus there was a tyranny in Syracuse, an oligarchy in Sparta, and a democracy in Athens

Over the span of one century, the city of Megara experienced all three forms of government. Note that any of the three forms of government could call itself a kosmos.

The poetry of Theognis is a good introduction to tragedy. Nietzsche describes Theognis as the ideal spokesman of Greek nobility. We may think of “nobility” here primarily in moral rather than socioeconomic terms. Theognis’ polis of Megara used to be one of the greatest cities. It was also the mother-polis (= metropolis) of another great city, Byzantium. Theognis 11-14 implies that the Trojan Expedition was launched from Megara.

Here we come to one of the most crucial definitions of the medium of song in the song culture of the ancient Greeks. The context is this: the Muses have just arrived at the wedding of Kadmos, who was considered the prototypical founding hero of the city of Thebes, which was considered the mother-polis (= metropolis). They are quoted as singing the following mystical formula: “whatever is beautiful is philon” - Theognis lines 15-18. In the “code” of this formula, we see encoded the concept of kosmos as simultaneously “universe” and “song” and “constitution.”

To appreciate more the idea of kosmos as a “constitution,” as a corpus of customary laws that were created for a community by a culture hero, read about the kosmos of Lycurgus of Sparta in Herodotus.

The lawgiver as culture hero is an exponent of dikê. Just as dikê is in synchrony with seasonality, with the smooth working of the kosmos as cosmos, so also the ideals of the culture hero, even though that alienates him from the ambiguous world of the present, of the here-and-now. “I am not able to please all,” declares Theognis at line 24, just as Zeus cannot please all when he operates the cosmos with his weather. Similarly Solon: “I cannot please all.”

Let us end by considering the agenda of the song in kosmos. Its “ideology” is this: the beauty of song is both the cause and the effect of social order. That is the essence of kosmos. According to this ideology, song encompasses all social agenda, including the whole range of human emotions (love, hate, grief, anger, fear, pity, and so on). The genre of tragedy, as we will see, aims at kosmos by exploring all these agenda in heroic terms. Looking beyond ancient Greece, we may compare the genre of Classical opera. Mozart’s Queen of the Night aria in The Magic Flute is a splendid example of the cultural impetus to make “kosmos” a reality.

 

krînô ‘sort out, separate, decide, judge’

Compare the word krisis ‘judgment, crisis’, abstract noun derived from krinô ‘judge, distinguish, make distinctions’. Note also:

kritêrion = criterion for judging, distinguishing, making distinctions 

kritikos ‘critical’ (in both senses: ‘crisis-related’ or ‘criticism-related’)

The ability to sort out poetic “truth” from “lies” is a central requirement of both the epic poet and and an epic hero like Odysseus. We can think of Penelope’s dream in Odyssey 19 as a critical test for both the poet and hero. Penelope must sort out whether or not her dream about the geese is one of the true or false variety. Odysseus likewise must use his critical skills to read Penelope’s agenda and interpret her ainos correctly. Finally, the epic poet must choose an ending to Odysseus’ tale. Will Odysseus make the right judgements as he assesses the loyalty of his philoi in Ithaka, or will he trust in a false friend and fail in his nostos? Will the poet tell the “true” story, or will he get it wrong and tell pseudea (lies)?

mantis ‘seer, prophet’

Greek heroes were often believed to have prophetic powers after death. Teiresias is a hero who has prophetic powers even while still alive (in Greek literature such as the Oedipus Tyrannus). He warns Oedipus about his origin and the murder of his father, but Teiresias is harshly rebuked by him. Teiresias is closely associated with god Apollo, with whom Oedipus can be seen to have an antagonistic relationship. As Oedipus gets closer to death in the Oedipus at Colonus, Oedipus’ own prophetic powers increase.

mênis ‘supernatural anger’

There are three basic categories of ANGER that heroes can experience in Homeric and dramatic poetry:

A) mênis - an emotion so powerful that it becomes coextensive with the combined forces of nature in the cosmos, so that the hero’s anger becomes a cosmic sanction: see Leonard Muellner, The Anger of Achilles: Mênis in Greek Epic (Ithaca: Cornell UP 1996). 

B) kholos - an open-ended chemical chain-reaction; it can be visualized as yellow bile or venom; since Hera nursed Thetis who nursed Achilles, the venom of Hera is already flowing in the veins of Achilles even before he ever has his quarrel with Agamemnon: see Joan V. O’Brien, The Transformation of Hera: A Study of Ritual, Hero, and the Goddess in the Iliad (Lanham: Rowman and Littlefield, 1993), especially ch. 4 (“Hera’s Iliadic Venom”).

C) kotos - a time-bomb that ticks away until it explodes at exactly the right moment in the plot of the narrative, which is coextensive with the plotting of the angry hero who is nursing this emotion for its well-timed explosion as a theatrical climax for all to see and to sing about forever. The most celebrated kotos scene in Greek literature is the killing of the suitors by Odysseus in the Odyssey. 

In the Iliad, the most important of these is mênis: see focus passage Iliad I 1ff: “Sing, O goddess, the anger [mênis] of Achilles son of Peleus, which brought countless pains [algos pl.] upon the Achaeans. Many a brave soul [psukhê] did it send hurrying down to Hades, and many a hero did it yield a prey to dogs [5] and birds, and the Will of Zeus was fulfilled.”

Another important kind of heroic anger in the Iliad is kholos. As a prime example, I cite Iliad I 188ff:

The son of Peleus [= Achilles] felt grief [akhos], and his heart within his shaggy breast was divided [190] whether to draw his sword, push the others aside, and kill the son of Atreus [= Agamemnon], or to restrain himself and check his anger [kholos]. While he was thus of two minds, and was drawing his mighty sword from its scabbard, Athena came down [200] from the sky (for Hera had sent her in the love she bore for them both), and seized the son of Peleus by his golden hair, visible to him alone, for of the others no man could see her.

Notice that the akhos ‘grief’ of Achilles here instantly metastasizes into kholos ‘anger’. (Compare the reaction of Meleager in Iliad IX, when he hears the lament of his wife Kleopatra over the imagined destruction of their city. It is first grief and then anger.)

So far we have examined the contexts in which two words for ‘anger’ are different from each other. But there are also contexts where they overlap dramatically. The other kind of heroic anger is kotos - a time-bomb that ticks away until it explodes at exactly the right moment in the plot of the narrative, which is coextensive with the plotting of the angry hero who is nursing this emotion for its well-timed explosion as a theatrical climax for all to see and to sing about forever. In the Iliad, Achilles experiences all three variations on the theme of anger.

Mênis is associated above all with Zeus in the Iliad. But Apollo conceives mênis in Iliad I when his priest Chryseis is mistreated by Agamemnon, and sends a plague upon the Achaeans. The only other mortal that is said to have mênis in the Iliad is Aeneas. It is likely that the Iliad is alluding to an epic song tradition about the mênis of Aeneas. [See G. Nagy, The Best of the Achaeans, p. 73 note 2, and pp. 265-266.]

menos power, life-force, activation (divinely infused into cosmic forces, like fire and wind, or into heroes); a partial synonym of thûmos (see entry); a partial synonym of mênis (see entry).

The joining of menos and thûmos is seen in the Iliad in Achilles’ threatening words to Hektor (Iliad 22.346-347):

I wish that somehow my menos and thûmos impelled me

to slice you up and eat your meat raw, for the things you did.

Both words there point to an inner working, a center of feeling or motivation in the human psyche.

The connection between menos and mênis is seen clearly in the Homeric Hymn to Demeter, which tells the story of Demeter’s grief and anger over the abduction of her daughter Persephone by Hades. Demeter has stopped any plant life from growing on earth because of the loss of her daughter, and so Zeus sends Hermes with this message (lines 347-356):

Hadês! Dark-haired one! King of the dead!

Zeus the Father orders that I have splendid Persephone

brought back up to light from Erebos, back to him and his company, so that her mother

may see her with her own eyes and let go of her wrath and terrible mênis

against the immortals. For she [Demeter] is performing a mighty deed,

to destroy [root phthi-] the tribes of earth-born humans, causing them to be without menos,

by hiding the Seed underground--and she is destroying  [root phthi-] the tîmai

of the immortal gods. She has a terrible anger, and she refuses

to keep company with the gods. Instead, far removed, she is seated inside

a temple fragrant with incense. She has taken charge of the rocky citadel of Eleusis.

Demeter’s mênis, a cosmic anger, has cosmic consequences for the menos, the power to sustain life, for mortals. 

mêtis ‘artifice, strategem, cunning intelligence’

This heroic quality is the mental counterpart to physical strength. The hero best known for his mêtis is Odysseus. For a comparison of Achilles as representing biê (see entry under biâ) and Odysseus as his counterpart with mêtis, see Best of the Achaeans, chapter 3, paragraphs 5-7. On the Trojan side, Hektor is called “equal to Zeus in mêtis” (Iliad 7.47, 11.200), an epithet which reveals that his divine antagonist is Athena, the goddess best-known for her cunning intelligence and in the Hesiodic tradition called the daughter of Zeus and Mêtis personified (see Hesiod’s Theogony 886-900).

moira, plural moirai ‘plot of land; portion; lot in life, fate, destiny’

The idea behind moira is one of proper apportionment. moira is a cut of sacrificial meat, cut along the articulations of the body, so that each cut could be put together into a reconstituted corpus. Different people are dealt different slices of life. A hero’s overall allotment in life can be envisioned as the portion or cut of meat he receives at a sacrifice. Personfied and in the plural, the Moirai are the goddesses in charge of such apportionment, sometimes called the “Fates.”

mûthos ‘special speech; special utterance; myth’

Don’t let the meaning of “myth” fool you into thinking that a mûthos is a fictional story. Quite the opposite--labeling a story or a statement as a mûthos menas that it is “on the record.” For example, when Electra and Orestes are invoking their dead father in their scheme of revenge, Electra describes what she has suffered from her mother and Aegisthus and calls her statement a mûthos (Libation-Bearers 444-452):

My father was murdered just as you say. But all the while I was kept sequestered, 445 deprived of tîmê, accounted a worthless thing. Kenneled in my room as if I were a vicious cur, I gave free vent to my streaming tears, which came more readily than laughter, as in my concealment I poured out my lament in plentiful weeping. 450 Hear my tale [mûthos] and inscribe it on your phrenes.

nemesis the process whereby everyone gets what he or she deserves

Unlike our English menaing of the word nemesis, the Greek concept is one of a reaction to a shameful deed. It encompasses the reaction and the punsihment, social or cosmic, that the action motivates.

Bernard Williams defines nemesis in the Homeric poems this way: “The reaction in Homer to someone who has done something that shame should have prevented is nemesis, a reaction that can be understood, according to the context, as ranging from shock, contempt, and malice to righteous rage and indignation. It should not be thought that nemesis and its related words are ambiguous. It is defined as a reaction, and what it psychologically consists of properly depends on what particular violation of aidôs it is a reaction to. ... When Achilles is described as aidoios nemesêtos, it means that he is, as we well know, touchy about violations of honour, violations that other people’s sense of aidôs should prevent them from making: he has a strong sense of aidôs himself, and it should protect him from slights.” (Shame and Necessity [Berkeley, 1993], p. 80)

A vase painting (Berlin inv. 30036; http://www.perseus.tufts.edu/cgi-bin/image?lookup=1992.07.0633) depcits a personified Nemesis pointing an accusatory finger toward Helen and Aphrodite as Paris comes to take Helen away. Within the Iliad Helen is the only one to say that nemesis exists for her actions in coming to Troy with Paris, but in other traditions and versions, such as the one depicted here, the nemesis that results from her actions is made more plain.

nomos, plural nomoi, local custom; customary law; law

The idea of nomos is what is customarily done by a society. For example, important rituals such as proper burial are frequently referred to as nomoi. The word then comes to mean ‘law’ as a codification of approved practices. 

Sopholes’ play Antigone challenges the definition of nomos when Antigone claims that she is following the ‘unwritten’ laws of the gods rather than the laws of the city and of Creon as its ruler when she buries her brother Polyneikes in defiance of Creon’s ban against his burial. That is, she is following older ‘custom’ (nomos), and not the newly issued ‘decree’ (also nomos). Creon confronts Antigone after she has performed burial rites for her brother by asking her whether she knew about the law (nomos) forbidding his burial (Antigone 446-459):

Creon: You, however, tell me—not at length, but briefly—did you know that an edict had forbidden this?

Antigone: I knew it. How could I not? It was public.

Creon: And even so you dared overstep that law [nomos]?

Antigone: Yes, since it was not Zeus that published that edict for me, and since not of that kind are the laws [nomoi] which Dikê, who dwells with the gods below, established among men. Nor did I think that your decrees were of such force, that a mortal could override the unwritten and unfailing statutes [nomima, from nomos] given us by the gods. For their life is not of today or yesterday, but for all time, and no man knows when they were first put forth. Not for fear of 

any man’s pride was I about to owe a penalty [dikê] to the gods for breaking these.

What happens when the nomoi of human institutions conflict with one another is a central question posed in this tragedy.

In some plays of Euripides (the Bacchae is one example), there is an opposition between nomos as ‘cultural’ and phusis as ‘natural’. There is a debate as to which of these should take precedence. That is, is what is ‘by nature’ better than what is ‘man-made’?

noos designates realm of consciousness, of rational functions; intuition, perception; the principle that reintegrates thûmos (or menos) and psukhê after death.

noos is the rational part of one’s inner self; hence it is often translated “mind,” but it is also a uniting or integrating force between emotions and life-force and can often have the meaning of “sense” as in “good sense.”

The beginning of the Odyssey connects noos and nostos (‘homecoming’) for the hero Odysseus. As the firstlines state, part of the journey home for Odysseus was to come to know the noos of other peoples:

Tell me, O Muse, of that many-sided hero who traveled far and wide after he had sacked the famous town of Troy. Many cities did he visit, and many were the people with whose customs and thinking [noos] he was acquainted; many things he suffered at sea while seeking to save his own life [psukhê] and to achieve the safe homecoming [nostos] of his companions; but do what he might he could not save his men, for they perished through their own sheer recklessness in eating the cattle of the Sun-god Helios; so the god prevented them from ever reaching home. Tell me, as you have told those who came before me, about all these things, O daughter of Zeus, starting from whatsoever point you choose. (Odyssey 1.1-10)

The two words are also related linguistically: they both come from the Indo-European root *nes- ‘return to light and life’; from Indo-European languages other than Greek, we see that this root occurs in myths having to do with Morning Star / Evening Star. Odysseus’ journey back to light and life requires noos for its successful completion. For example, consider the Land of the Lotus-Eaters (Odyssey 9.82-104), where you lose your desire for homecoming by eaing the lotus: if you lose the “implant” of homecoming in your mind, you cannot go home because you no longer know what home is. 

Note the names in the Odyssey built on the word noos: Antinoos, the head suitor, whose name means ‘he who is opposed to bringing back to light and life’ and Alkinoos, the king of the Phaiacians, whose name means ‘he who has the power to bring back to light and life’.

 

nostos return, homecoming; song about homecoming; return to light and life

See also noos.

The famous song about homecoming is of course the Odyssey, the song about the return of Odysseus. Note, however, that there was a song, known as the Nostoi, about the returns from Troy of the other Greek warriors. This epic tradition is preserved only through the summary of Proclus.

In the Iliad Achilles is confronted with a choice between kleos (see entry) and a safe nostos, or homecoming (Iliad 9.413). In the context of the Odyssey, however, Odysseus’ nostos is his kleos. 

Look closely at the moment of nostos for Odysseus when the Phaiacians bring him to Ithaca (Odyssey 13.79-95):

Thereon, when they began rowing out to sea, Odysseus fell into a deep, sweet, and almost deathlike slumber. The ship bounded forward on her way as a four-in-hand chariot flies over the course when the horses feel the whip. Her prow curved as it were the neck of a stallion, and a great wave of dark seething water boiled in her wake. She held steadily on her course, and even a falcon, swiftest of all birds, could not have kept pace with her. Thus, then, she cut her way through the water, carrying one who was as cunning as the gods, but who was now sleeping peacefully, forgetful of all that he had suffered both on the field of battle and by the waves of the weary sea. When the bright star that heralds the approach of dawn began to show. the ship drew near to land.

The surface meaning of Odyssey can be described as a safe return from war, a safe return from the sea; the underlying meaning of Odyssey: safe return from death. The process of nostos can be a mode of immortalization. This will play out in the Odyssey, but not directly, only on the level of metaphor. The word nostos is derived from the Indo-European root *nes- ‘return to light and life’; from Indo-European languages other than Greek, we see that this root occurs in myths having to do with Morning Star / Evening Star. The morning star “that heralds the approach of dawn” which shines as Odysseus comes back to Ithaca indicates that Odysseus is returning from the dead as well as from his journey.

Compare the longing for home (the English word nostalgia is derived from nostos and algea ‘pains’)

oikos house, abode, resting place of cult hero; family line. verb oikeô have an abode

The unmarked meaning of oikos is either a house (the physical structure) or a household, those who live in the house. In hero cult, however, the special meaning is the place where a hero’s body is buried, from which he exerts his powers after death. In the Oedipus at Colonus, it is an oikos at Colonus that Oedipus is seeking. See lines 607-641 when Oedipus asks for an abode, promising that after his death he will help prevent thenian land from the Thebans and Theseus says that he will grant him this, establishing a relationship of kharis (see entry).

olbios ‘blessed, blissful; fortunate’; olbos ‘bliss’ (pictured as material security)

The mystical word olbios means ‘prosperous’ on the surface but also ‘blessed’ underneath the surface. The deeper meaning has to do with the hero’s achieving an afterlife, rendering him ‘blessed’, while his corpse renders the local population ‘prosperous’. There is a built-in metonymy in the reciprocal relationship linking the ‘blessed’ heroes and the ‘prosperous’ population that worships them.

In the Homeric tradition, references to hero cults tend to be implicit, not explicit. That is because the religious practice of hero-cult is fundamentally a local phenomenon while the Homeric tradition is non-local or “pan-Hellenic” (that is, common to a majority of Greek speaking locales). Homeric references to olbioi people whose local earth is in contact with the dead hero imply hero-cult without really revealing the mysteries of the hero cult.

For the hero, initiation into the state of being olbios is a matter of telos, that is, a coming-full-circle. For the hero, telos is death. (Compare the last word of Christ in Christian traditions: tetelestai, which means ‘the telos has arrived’ (this expression is usually translated as ‘it is consummated’). Then the hero becomes seasonal.

For the worshipper of the hero, induction into the mysteries of the hero is a matter of telos, that is, an initiation. For the worshipper, telos is a re-enactment of death. In the following passage from Herodotus scroll I, the mystic meaning of olbios, the key to which is telos, is illustrated by way of two narratives. In the first narrative, notice the word play through the name of the hero Tellos (conveying the idea of telos).

“Athenian xenos, we have heard much about your wisdom [sophia] and your wanderings, that you have gone all over the world philosophizing, so now I desire to ask you who is the most olbios man you have seen.” Croesus asked this question expecting the answer to be himself, but Solon, instead of flattering him, told it as it was and said, “O King, it is Tellos the Athenian.” Croesus marveled at what he had said and replied sharply, “In what way do you judge [krinô] Tellos to be the most olbios?” Solon said, “Tellos was from a prosperous polis and his children were good and noble [agathoi]. He saw them all have children of their own, and all of these survived. His life was well off by our standards, and his death was most distinguished: when the Athenians were fighting their neighbors in Eleusis, he came to help, routed the enemy, and died most beautifully. The Athenians buried him at public expense on the spot where he fell and gave him much timê.” 

When Solon had provoked him by saying that the affairs of Tellos were so olbios, Croesus asked who he thought was next, fully expecting to win second prize. Solon answered, “Kleobis and Biton.” They were Argive in genos, they had enough to live on, and on top of this they had great bodily strength. Both were prize-winning athletes [athlophoroi], and this story is told about them: There was a festival of Hera in Argos, and their mother absolutely had to be conveyed to the sacred precinct by a team of oxen. But their oxen had not come back from the fields in time [hôra], so the youths took the yoke upon their own shoulders under constraint of time [hôra]. They drew the wagon, with their mother riding atop it, traveling 45 stadia until they arrived at the sacred precinct. When they had done this and had been seen by the entire gathering, their lives came to the best fulfillment [ariston telos], and in their case the god made clear that for human beings it is better to be dead than to live. The Argive men stood around the youths and congratulated them on their strength; the Argive women congratulated their mother for having such children. She was overjoyed at the feat and at the praise, so she stood before the image and prayed that the goddess might grant the best thing for humanity to her children Kleobis and Biton, who had given great timê to the goddess. After this prayer they sacrificed and feasted. The youths then lay down in the sacred precinct and went to sleep, and they never got up again; they remained in the pose that they had assumed in reaching their telos. The Argives made and dedicated at Delphi statues of them, since they were aristoi.”

Note the suggestive use of the word telos throughout this passage. It concerns initiation. Telos is defined as ‘coming full circle, rounding out, fulfillment, completion, ending, end; successfully passing through an ordeal; ritual, rite’

The “moral” of Solon’s whole narrative is this: “So count no man olbios before he dies.” On the surface, this seems to mean: “you are only happy when you die - since life is so full of suffering; you might as well be put out of your misery.” Underneath the surface, this means: “you are blessed as a cult hero only after you are dead; then you can bless your worshippers, not before.” Oedipus the King tries to bless his “worshippers” at the beginning of the Oedipus Tyrannus. It does not work.

paskhô suffer, experience, be treated [badly or well]; pathos suffering, experience

In a song culture such as that of ancient Greece, suffering and experience is conveyed through song, which creates that experience anew for the audience. 

When the world of heroes was performed on stage in tragedy, this sharing of pathos is an integral part of the audience’s experience as well. Pathos indicates simultaneously the ‘suffering’ of the hero and the ‘emotional experience’ of the audience in watching the performance of that suffering. Note that linguistically pathos is the passive of drâma--it is the recepetion of what the actors are doing! 

penthos grief, public expression of grief by way of lamentation or keening

See also akhos.

As with akhos, penthos describes both the feeling of grief and its expession through song. A song of lamentation can incorporate both singing and crying, and the weeping, although it may include being choked up with tears flowing and nose running, is considered part of the form of the song. 

Laments and love songs often express similar sentiments. The two types of song can sound very similar because love songs are most often about unrequited love. In ancient Greek song culture, women sang love songs/laments for the hero Achilles, who by his death as a beautiful young man inspired this sort of erotic grief.

philos friend (noun); dear, near-and-dear, belonging to self (adjective); philotês or philia the state of being philos

Being philos is a necessary condition of understanding an ainos (see entry). When Phoenix tells the story of Meleager in Iliad 9, he introduces it as a story that he can tell among them because they are all philoi. The story itself is about degrees of being philos, in which the hero Meleager is beseeched by several people, including the elders of his city, the priests, his father, his mother and sisters, and his nearest-and-dearest friends. The only one who could convince Meleager to return to fighting, though, was the one who was most philos to him, his wife Kleopatra. For more on the ‘ascending scale of affection’ in this story see Best of the Achaeans chapter 6, paragraphs 13-18.

Usually the most philos person is oneself, but in narrative this can take the shape of an alter ego (see therapôn) , as with Achilles and Patroklos in the Iliad. 

polis city, city-state

The polis was the basic social and political (a word derived from polis) organization unit of ancient Greek society. A polis included an urban center, part of which may be fortified, and the surrounding countryside. Citizens of the polis could live either in the urban center or out in the countryside on farms and in smaller settlements.

The importance of the polis as a social organization is particularly evident in Athenian tragedy, which explores questions of the human condition within a polis-like community. This is true even though the subject matter of tragedy comes from a pre-polis song tradition. For example, in Aeschylus’ trilogy the Oresteia, the problem of the intrafamilial murders in the family of Agamemnon is settled only within the institutions of the Athenian polis.

ponos ‘ordeal, labor, pain’

See also agôn, athlos.

Ponos refers to the ordeals or struggles that a hero undergoes, similarly to athlos, but the emphasis in this word is the physical strain or suffering involved. A hero’s struggles and pain, especially at the moment of death, are the focus of re-enactment rituals such as athletic contests and tragic drama.

The hero Herakles is especially connected to the concept of ponos since his famous “Labors” are in fact ponoi, as we see in the Euripidean tragedy Herakles as the Chorus sings about the ordeals he has undergone. The ode gives a compressed retelling of the Labors, and begins by calling them ponoi (Herakles 353-358):

But I sing of the one who went below the earth

Whether I call him the son of Zeus

Or child of Amphitryon

I wish to sing a crown of his 


toils through eulogy,

the striving for excellence [aretê] of his labors [ponoi]

are a glory to the dead.

The less glorious and more painful side of the Labors becomes clear when Herakles calls his murder of his wife and children the “his last bloody labor [ponos] I dared,” (1279). 

pontos ‘sea (crossing)’

Comparing words that are cognate with pontos in other Indo-European languages, (such as the Indic cognate which means ‘path’ and the Latin pons which means ‘bridge’), Émile Benveniste found that the basic meaning of the word is ‘crossing’, with an underlying meaning of a dangerous crossing. For more on this sense of danger as relates especially to the Hellespont (Hellespontos) and the tomb of Achilles which overlooks it, see The Best of the Achaeans (Baltimore, 1979) chapter 20, paragraphs 21-28.

psukhê, plural psukhai, synonym of thûmos (or menos) at the moment of death; essence of life while one is alive; conveyor of identity while one is dead

Having one’s psukhê joined with one’s body is the definition of being alive. After death it is the psukhê which is located in Hades. As we see in Odyssey 11, it is the disembodied conveyor of identity--Odysseus can recognize the dead by seeing their psukhai, but (except for Teiresias), they need the sacrificial blood to be “activated” so that they can communicate with the living Odysseus. Notice also that the psukhê of the dead Patroklos can speak to Achilles in his dreams, as in Iliad 23.62-67:

Here a very deep slumber took hold upon him and eased the burden of his sorrows, for his limbs were weary with chasing Hektor round windy Ilion. Presently the sad spirit [psukhê] of Patroklos drew near him, like what he had been in stature, voice, and the light of his beaming eyes, clad, too, as he had been clad in life. 

Compare this description of the psukhê of Patroklos to the artist’s depiction of it on the Boston Hydria, where it does not seem to be of the same statue, although it is wearing his clothes! (Hint: the psukhê is the small figure above the white-mound tomb of Patroklos--notice that he is still dressed as a warrior.)

In Plato’s Phaedo, the nature of the psukhê and what happens to it after death is a central question that Socrates discusses with his friends right before his own death.

sêma, plural sêmata, sign, symbol, tomb; sêmainô (verb) indicate, use a sêma

A sêma is a visual sign or symbol. Like the verbal ainos, the visual sêma needs to be decoded to be understood correctly. An example of a sêma within poetry is the elaborate Shield of Achilles described in Iliad 18--all of the scenes depicted on the Shield have a specific meaning for the man who carries the shield, Achilles. Thsi device is also used in the tragedy Seven Against Thebes by Aeschylus, in which the shields of the seven leaders attacking Thebes are described. In this play Eteocles, the king of Thebes, gives an interpretation of the sêma on the shields of his opponents, but it is up to us to decide whether his interpretation of these symbols is correct. 

The tomb of a hero is an epecially meaningful symbol, and ‘tomb’ is one of the meanings of sêma. Consider what Hektor says when he challenges the Achaeans to send their best man for a duel (Iliad 7.81-91):

In like manner, if Apollo grant me glory and I slay your champion, I will strip him of his armor and take it to the city of Ilion, where I will hang it in the temple of Apollo, but I will give up his body, that the Achaeans may bury him at their ships, and the build him a tomb [sêma] by the wide waters of the Hellespont. Then will one say hereafter as he sails his ship over the sea [pontos], ‘This is the marker [sêma] of one who died long since a champion who was slain by mighty Hektor.’ Thus will one say, and my fame [kleos] shall not perish.

The tomb will be a way of remembering this duel--notice, however, that Hektor believes the tomb of the dead man will be a sign of his own victory and thus in memory of himself, not the dead man!

In Iliad 23, funeral games are held for Patroklos. The main event is the chariot race. Nestor gives advice to his son Antilokhos, who is competing in the race. He points out that Achilles has designated a certain place as the turning point--that is, as the point where the chariots make a left-hand 180-degree turn and come back to the starting line as the finishing line. Nestor says (Iliad 326-343):

I will give you this certain sign [sêma], which cannot escape your notice. There is a stump of a dead tree-oak or pine as it may be&emdashsome six feet above the ground, and not yet rotted away by rain; it stands at the fork of the road; it has two white stones set one on each side, and there is a clear course all round it. It may have been a tomb [sêma] of someone long since dead, or it may have been used as a turning-post in days gone by; now, however, it has been fixed on by Achilles as the mark round which the chariots shall turn; hug it as close as you can, but as you stand in your chariot lean over a little to the left; urge on your right-hand horse with voice and lash, and give him a loose rein, but let the left-hand horse keep so close in, that the nave of your wheel shall almost graze the post; but mind the stone, or you will wound your horses and break your chariot in pieces, which would be sport for others but confusion for yourself.

Like the possibility mentioned by Nestor, in an athletic contest set up to honor heroes, the very tomb of the hero (shaped in a mound) could in fact be the turning post. 

sôphrôn balanced, with equilirium, moderate; sôphrosunê: being sôphrôn

Especially in tragedy we see that being sôphrôn is a virtue. In Euripides’ Hippolytos, Hippolytos is accused of lacking sôphrosunê in his unilateral devotion to Artemis. In theBacchae, the true worshippers of Dionysos are sôphrôn, but the Theban women and Pentheus are not. Dionysos in this play states (Bacchae 641): A sophos man must practice good temper that is moderate [sôphrôn]. Thus, having a tue understand requires the sort of equilibrium that a correct worship of Dionysos brings.

sôtêr savior (either ‘bringing to safety’ or, mystically, ‘bringing back to life’); sôtêriâ safety, salvation; sôzô (verb) save, be a sôtêr (for someone)

To be a sôtêr is a role that a hero has in his cult powers after death. Through his cult, the hero has the power to bring fertility and prosperity to a community and to protect it from its enemies. A cult hero also has the power to punish the unjust. These are the sorts of things Oedipus promises the citizens of Colonus in Oedipus at Colonus that he will do after his death when he asks them to help him life (OC 457-465):

Oedipus: For if you, xenoi, with the help of the dread goddesses who reign in your deme, are willing to defend me, you will obtain a great savior [sôtêr] for this polis, and trouble [ponoi] for my enemies. 

Chorus: You are worthy of compassion, Oedipus, both you and these maidens. And since to this plea you append your power to be sôtêr of our land, I wish to advise you for your advantage. 

Oedipus: Most philoi, be my patrons [pro-xenoi], and I will bring everything to fulfillment [telos]. 

In the tragedy Alcestis, Alcestis is often said to have ‘saved’ (sôzô) her husband, and in this example, because she died so that he would not have to, we can see the mystical meaning of bringing someone back to life.

sophos skilled, skilled in understanding special language; sophiâ: being sophos

This word is often translated either ‘wise’ or ‘clever’ and Greek poetry can play with the two meanings. In either case, the word has a connection to understanding or using language in a skilful way. Being sophos is one of the requirements for understanding coded speech such as an ainos (see entry).

stasis division in a group; strife; division [=part of an organization, like a chorus]

In its most negative sense, stasis refers especially to civil war or factionalism within the polis. Such division within the city-state made it particularly vulnerable, as we see from the prologue to Euripides Herakles (31-34), in which it is related that Lykos, a foreigner, was able to get power in the city due to its internal strife:

His son, who bears his father’s name, 

(no Theban, but coming from Euboea),

killed Kreon, and having killed him now rules the land,

having fallen on this city when it was sick with strife [stasis].

The internal strife or factions were a particular concern to the Athenian democracy, since it had seen how this could lead the rise of a tyrant (compare the story of how Peisistratos became tyrant in Athens, Herodotus, book 1, paragraphs 59 and following).

telos ‘coming full circle, rounding out, fulfillment, completion, ending, end; successfully passing through an ordeal; ritual, rite’

If telos is thought of in a linear way, it means ‘end’. If it is thought of in a circular way, it means ‘coming full circle’, coming back to the point of origin. At times it can seems to mean both simultaneously. A common notion in Greek literature is that you cannot judge a person’s life until it has been completely lived--that is, until it has reached telos, as we see in Solon’s judgement of who is most olbios (Herodotus, book 1) and in these lines of the Chorus in Aeschylus’ Agamemnon (928-29): “Only when man’s life comes full circle [telos] in prosperity dare we pronounce him blessed [olbios].”

telos also means passing through an ordeal, or an initiation, rite or ritual. This sort of initiation changes the status of the person who has undergone them, and are an initiation into mysteries that are not shared with the un-initiated. Compare Pausanias’ description of the cult of the hero Trophonios and his own personal experience with inititiation. 

thûmos designates realm of consciousness, of rational and emotional functions

See also menos, phrên.

The thûmos is a person’s center of thought and feeling; thus it is translated by various English words, such as ‘heart’, ‘mind’, ‘will’, etc. A god has a thûmos as well as a mortal: Anchises says to Aphrodite once he has discovered that she is a goddess: “And I wish that you in turn may have a kindly-disposed thûmos towards me” (Homeric Hymn to Aphrodite, 102). It can also be used to mean an excessive emotion, especially anger, as when Theseus says to Oedipus (Oedipus at Colonus, 592): “Foolish man, anger [thûmos] amidst woes is not suitable.”

themis, plural themistes, something divinely ordained

themis is “divine law,” or the rule of the divine apparatus plus the sky and celestial forces plus nature and natural forces. In a nominal phrase, “it is themis,” you affirm that all the universe and nature are working. Negatively, the nominal phrase “it is not themis” means that something is wrong, and that means that a cosmic or a social sanction needs to be triggered. If society can’t solve the problem, then the cosmos will. That is what mênis is all about--a osmis anger that will right what is happening that is not themis. By contrast with themis, nomos is a matter of human customs, and therefore customary law, except in Athens, where it also becomes the word for legislated law.  

Themis can be personified as a goddess. A goddess by this name is pictured (London 1971.11-1.1; http://www.perseus.tufts.edu/cgi-bin/image?lookup=1990.14.0031) attending the wedding of Peleus and Thetis, a goddess and a mortal man, who become the parents of Achilles.

therapôn, pl. therapontes ‘attendant, minister; ritual substitute’

Like many of the words in this glossary, therapôn has both a superficial meaning (“attendant”) and a deeper meaning (“ritual substitute”). 

In the Iliad, Patroklos is both Achilles’ attendant and ritual substitute. Patroklos is Achilles’ therapôn, a word which has been shown to convey a relationship of ritual substitution. This relationship becomes fulfilled when Patroklos leads the Myrmidons into battle in place of Achilles, wearing Achilles’ armor. Patroklos’ subsequent death previews in exact detail the way that Achilles will die. Achilles’ death does not take place within the narrative confines of the Iliad itself, but it is nonetheless enacted in the sacrificial death of Patroklos. 

Just as the ritual sacrifice of Patroklos substitutes for the death of Achilles in the Iliad, so the funeral rites for Patroklos substitute for and actually enact the funeral rites for Achilles. As Gregory Nagy notes: “the Iliadic tradition requires Achilles to prefigure his dead self by staying alive, and the real ritual of a real funeral is reserved by the narrative for his surrogate Patroklos.” (See Best of the Achaeans [Baltimore, 1979], p. 113.) Nagy goes on to argue that only retrospectively can we witness the actual wake of Achilles, in the form of a flashback in the Odyssey. But we do get a preview of that wake in the form of Briseis’ lament for Patroklos, Achilles’ ritual substitute.

In the Iliad Greek warriors who die in battle are said to be “substitutes for Ares” (Ares is the god of war). This helps to clarify the relationship between heroes, who are defined by their mortality, and gods, who cannot die. Instead mortals die in their place. We may also connect the idea of ritual substitution to the Alcestis of Euripides, in which Alcestis takes the place of her husband Admetus in death, thereby prolonging his life.

timê, pl. tîmai ‘honor; honor paid to a supernatural force by way of cult’

Tîmai are the honors paid to gods and heroes in cult. Tîmai can take the form of various rituals, including sacrifice and athletic festivals. At the end of the Herakles of Euripides, Theseus, the king of Athens, describes the honors that Herakles will receive if he comes to live in Athens. The language that Theseus uses and the relationship between the Athenian people and Herakles that Theseus describes evoke the relationship between a hero, his worshippers, and the land that the hero protects.

Euripides’ Herakles 1328-1337 

Through all the land to me 

are hallowed fields allotted; these, for the rest of your life,

shall be called after your name by mortals; 1330

and when you die, going to the halls of Hades

With solemn rites and stately monuments

the whole Athenian city [polis] will honor you.

This beautiful crown of good fame [kleos] will my citizens win

from the Greeks, that they helped a noble [esthlos] man. 1335

And I will return this favor [kharis] to you for that

of my salvation [sôtêria]; for now you have need of friends [philoi]

The city of Athens will worship Herakles after he dies: the city will thus “bring him back” (an-agô) every time they sacrifice to him, making him a recipient of timê ‘honor’ (that is, cult-honor). The background of the tragic / epic hero as a cult hero becomes visible here. 

The Iliad is another text in which the language of hero cult brings to the poem a profound religious significance. From the standpoint of the song culture in which the Iliad was composed and performed, the dispute over Briseis between Agamemnon and Achilles in Iliad 1 is about life or death. And even more importantly, it is about immortality, after death, through cult. Achilles’ choice as he formulates it in Iliad 9 is between a homecoming with a long life and kleos - that is, immortality through poetry and cult. The poetic and religious significance of Achilles’ choice is in fact first articulated in connection with Briseis. For in her role as prize, Briseis (along with Helen and Chryseis) is equated in Iliad 1 with timê. Tîmê, generally translated as “honor,” means (in religious contexts) specifically cult honor. If we are to understand the full significance of Briseis’ role as a prize in Iliad 1, we must consider this religious aspect of the word in context. 

When Achilles gives his own reasons for fighting at Troy, timê is his chief concern:

I came to make war here not because the Trojans are responsible [aitioi] for any wrong committed against me. I have no quarrel with them. They have not raided my cattle nor my horses, [155] nor cut down my harvests on the fertile plains of Phthia; for between me and them there is a great space, both mountain and sounding sea. We have followed you, Sir Insolence! for your pleasure, not ours - to gain satisfaction [timê] from the Trojans for your shameless self and for Menelaos. [160] You forget this, and threaten to rob me of the prize for which I have toiled, and which the sons of the Achaeans have given me. Never when the Achaeans sack any rich city of the Trojans do I receive so good a prize as you do, [165] though it is my hands that do the better part of the fighting. When the sharing comes, your share is far the largest, and I, indeed, must go back to my ships, take what I can get and be thankful, when my labor of fighting is done. Now, therefore, I shall go back to Phthia; it will be much better [170] for me to return home with my ships, for I will not stay here dishonored to gather gold and substance for you.

On one level Achilles the warrior seems to be saying that he fights solely for the material possessions that are awarded to him. But a closer look reveals that the acquisition of a prize is closely associated with timê. When Agamemnon takes away Achilles’ prize, his geras, Achilles becomes dis-honored (a-tîmos Iliad 1.171). The loss of material honor in the narrative of the Iliad threatens Achilles’ status as a recipient of cult honors in Greek religious practice.

When the Achaeans fight at Troy for the restoration of Helen they are winning timê for Menelaus (159). Likewise when Achilles refers to his prize (geras) - the loss of which causes him to be without honor (a-tîmos) - he means Briseis. Briseis and Helen and Chryseis are prizes on the level of narrative, but on the level of poetry and cult nothing less than immortality is at stake. In Iliad 1, an argument over a woman who is a prize becomes a struggle between two epic figures for timê. Agamemnon responds to Achilles’ threat to return home by saying that others, including Zeus, will honor him, even if Achilles leaves (timêsousi 174). Achilles then asks for his mother’s help in securing punishment for Agamemnon, because he did not show him any timê (Iliad 1.412). Thetis supplicates Zeus at Achilles’ request, and asks repeatedly for timê:

Father Zeus, if ever I helped you among the immortals, either in word or deed, fulfill for me this wish: Honor [verb from timê] my son, who is the most short-lived of all others. Since as it now stands the lord of men Agamemnon has deceived him. For he took his prize and keeps her, he himself having taken her away. But do you honor [verb from timê] him, wise Olympian Zeus. Give power to the Trojans until the Achaeans honor my son and strengthen him with honor [timê]. (Iliad 1.503-510)

When Agamemnon insists on taking Briseis he attempts to take timê away from Achilles and secure it for himself. But Thetis’ entreaty makes it clear that neither character can win time without Zeus. Here the religious dimension of the word becomes most apparent.

As Nagy has shown, the loss and restoration of timê are fundamentally connected with the grief (akhos 1.188) and cosmic mênis of Achilles. We may compare the wrath of Achilles with the pattern of the Homeric Hymn to Demeter: 

The ákhos of Demeter is instantaneous with the abduction of the Kore (H.Dem. 40, 90-91). Her resulting mênis (H.Dem. 350) causes devastation in the form of cosmic infertility (351 ff.). The timaí ‘honors’ of the Olympians are this threatened (353-354), and it is only with the restoration of Kore that Demeter’s mênis ceases (410), as her ákhos abates (éx°vn: 436). Demeter thereupon gets her appropriate timaí (461), and her anger (468) is replaced with fertility (469, 471 ff.). [G. Nagy, The Best of the Achaeans, p. 80]

Achilles, like Demeter, conceives instantaneous akhos when Agamemnon threatens to take Briseis (1.188). But for Achilles, as Nagy goes on to show, the restoration of timê and the cessation of mênis in connection with the abduction and return of Briseis do not bring an end to akhos; the intervening death of Patroklos brings about permanent akhos.

These three cosmic themes mênis, timê, and akhos are crucial to the plot of the Iliad and the character of Achilles. A similar interplay between the three can be seen in Aeschylus’ Eumenides, the final play of the Oresteia trilogy. At the end of the play Athena acquits Orestes of murder, but placates the Furies by transforming them into protective deities and instituting cult honors for them. The Furies are at first outraged that Orestes has been acquitted and feel that they have been deprived of timê. In the following choral ode they sing of their grief and anger. In alternating stanzas Athena tries to persuade them that in fact they will have even greater timê than they had before. At the end of the passage Athena warns them not to conceive mênis and harm the city, in the same pattern of Achilles and Demeter. 

Chorus: Younger gods, you have ridden down the ancient laws [nomoi] and snatched them from my hands! 780 And I, wretched, deeply angry, and without timê in this land, alas, I will let venom fly from my heart, venom that brings sorrow [penthos] in return for penthos, drops of venom that the land cannot endure. 785 A blight will come from the venom that destroys leaves and destroys children, a blight that speeds over the plain and casts pollution on the land to destroy mortals. O Dikê, Dikê! I groan. What shall I do? I am the laughing-stock of the citizens. 790 I have suffered [paskhô] unbearably. Ah, unfortunate daughters of Night, you have the sorrow [penthos] of a great blight on your timê!

Athena: Be persuaded by me not to bear the decision with heavy grief. 795 For you are not defeated; the trial [dikê] resulted in an equal vote, which is in truth [alêtheia] no blight on your timê, since clear testimony from Zeus was available, and the one who spoke the oracle gave evidence proving that Orestes should not suffer harm, despite his actions. 800 Do not be angry, do not hurl your heavy rage on this land, do not make the land fruitless, letting loose your heart’s poison with its fierce sharpness that eats away the seeds. For I do promise you with all dikê 805 that you shall have sanctuaries and sacred hollows in this land of dikê, where you will sit on bright thrones at your hearths, worshipped with timê by the citizens here.

Chorus: Younger gods, you have ridden down the ancient laws [nomoi] and have snatched them from my hands! 810 And I wretched, deeply angry, and without timê in this land, alas, I will let venom fly from my heart, venom that brings penthos in return for penthos, drops of venom that the land cannot endure. 815 A blight will come from the venom that destroys leaves and destroys children, a blight that speeds over the plain and casts pollution on the land to destroy mortals. O Dikê, Dikê! I groan. What shall I do? I am the laughing-stock of the citizens. 820 I have suffered [paskhô] unbearably. Ah, unfortunate daughters of Night, you have the sorrow [penthos] of a great blight on your timê!

Athena: You are not without timê, goddesses, so do not be moved by your excessive rage 825 to make the land cursed for mortals. I also rely on Zeus - what need is there to mention that? - and I alone of the gods know the keys to the house where his thunderbolt is kept safe. But there is no need of it. So be obedient to me 830 and do not make empty threats against the land; do not threaten that all things bearing fruit will not prosper. Calm the dark waves of your bitter passion, now that you are honored with reverence and abide [oikeô] together with me; when you have the first-fruits of this great land 835 as burnt sacrifices on behalf of children and of conjugal rites [telos pl.], you will approve [ep-aineô] my words forever.

Chorus: That I should suffer [paskhô] this, alas! That I, who have ancient phrenes, should live beneath the earth, alas, bereft of timê and unclean! 840 I am breathing menos and all possible rage. Oh, alas, earth! What is coming over me, what anguish steals into my heart! Hear my heart, mother night, 845 for the deceptions of the gods are hard to fight, and they have nearly deprived me of my ancient tîmai.

Athena: I will indulge your anger since you are older, and in that respect you are surely more sophê than I; 850 yet Zeus has also granted me good phrenes. But as for you, if you go to a foreign land, you will come to love this land - I forewarn you. For as time flows on, the years will be full of timê for these citizens. And you, if you have a seat of timê 855 at the house of Erechtheus, will be honored by a multitude of men and women and you will have more honor than you would ever have from other mortals. So do not set on my land whetstones that hone my peoples’ desire for bloodshed, harmful to young hearts, 860 crazed with passions not of wine; and do not make my people like fighting-cocks so that they kill each other in bold, internecine war. Let there be war from abroad, and without stint, 865 wars that bring a fierce desire for good kleos; but I say there will be no bird-fights in my abode [oikos]. I make it possible for you to choose to do good and to be treated [paskhô] well and with good timê, to share in this land that is most philê to the gods.

Chorus: 870 That I should suffer [paskhô] this, alas! That I, who have ancient phrenes, should live beneath the earth, alas, bereft of timê and unclean! I am breathing menos and all possible rage. Oh, alas, earth! 875 What is coming over me, what anguish steals into my heart! Hear my heart, mother night, for the deceptions of the gods are hard to fight, 880 and they have nearly deprived me of my ancient tîmai.

Athena: No, I will grow tired of telling you about these - you’ll never be able to say that you, an ancient goddess, went away deprived of your timê because of me, a younger goddess, and by the mortal inhabitants of this polis, and that you were bereft of xeniâ in this land. 885 But if you give holy reverence to Persuasion and the honey of my speech is sweet, then you will surely remain here. But if you do not want to stay, it would be contrary to dikê for you to inflict mênis or rage or harm on the people in this city. 890 For it is possible for you to have a share of the land with dikê and with full timê.

turannos (also transliterated tyrannos), plural turannoi (Lydian word for ‘king’): king (from the viewpoint of most Greek dynasties); unconstitutional ruler (from the viewpoint of Greek democracy).

This is the Greek word from whch English gets ‘tyrant’, adopting the point of view of Greek democracy. But that is what is known as the ‘marked’ meaning of the word: the default meaning is ‘king’, as it was in the language from which Greek adopted it. Only in a democracy does it come to mean a usurper of power or anything close to the English meaning of ‘tyrant’.

Sophocles’ play is known as Oedipus Tyrannos and a much debated question is under what terms is Oedipus a turranos. Since he is by birth the son of the king, he would have been in line to ascend to power in Thebes. So inside the play he is a king who gained his position by savoing the city rather than by birth, and this fact could account for the title. But from the democratic audience’s point of view, can we consider Oedipus a turannos under its democratic meaning? A key to the question is the line of a choral song within the play that proclaims “Hubris breeds the turannos.” (See entry for hubris.) This song also deals with questions about proper worship of the gods.

xenos, plural xenoi: stranger who should be treated like a guest by a host, or like a host by a guest; xeniâ: reciprocal relationship between xenoi; when the rules of xeniâ do not work, a xenos results defaulting to the status of simply a ‘stranger’

The relationship between a guest and a host was a very important one in ancient Greek society. It was protected by Zeus himself, under the cult name Zeus Xenios ‘Zeus who protects xenoi’. The respect shown for such a relationship is seen in the confrontation between Diomedes and Glaukos in Iliad 6 (see especially lines 215-236). Although on opposite sides of the war, the xeniâ between their fathers means that they will not fight each other, and instead exchange gifts as a token of and means of reaffirming that relationship.

The treatment of xenoi who appear at one’s house is a central theme in the Odyssey. The obligations of feeding and treating respectfully anyone who comes to your home before even asking them who they are and where they are from are demonstarted by Telemachus in his reception of Athena disguised as Mentês and both Eumaios and penelope in their reception of the disguised Odysseus. The suitors and Polyphemos the Cyclops are examples of bad guests and hosts in the Odyssey. 

Sophocles’ Oedipus Tyrannos plays with the concept of xenos as Oedipus comes to Thebes as a seeming ‘stranger’ while really being a member of the royal family by birth. In the Oedipus at Colonus the proper reception and treatment of Oedipus by Theseus at Athens ensures that Athens will enjoy his powers as a cult hero after death. 

In Euripides’ Alcestis Admetos is very concerned with meeting his obligations of xeniâ with his guest Herakles, even though his wife has just died. The chorus asks him how he can entertain Herakles with his wife having just died, and Admetos explains the reciprocal natue of this relationship (Alcestis 551-560):

Chorus

What would you do, Admetos? With such a grief

Now lying heavy on you, you dare to entertain a guest [xenos]? Are you a fool?

Admetos 

If from my house or city [polis] I should drive

A coming guest [xenos], would you commend me more?

No, you would not: my affliction would not thus

Be less, but I would be more inhospitable;

And this trouble [kakon] would be added to my former troubles [kaka]

that my house would be called hostile [ekhthros] to strangers [xenoi].

I have always found him the best [aristos] of hosts [xenoi]

Whenever I go to the thirsty land of Argos.

� This opening sentence conveys a distinction between two perspectives: (1) a long-term assessment from the standpoint of the present and (2) a shorter-term assessment from the standpoint of a historical cross-section of the ancient Greek past, focusing on the city-state of Athens around the second half of the fifth century BCE. I justify the focus on fifth-century Athens, the Classical setting of “the ancient Greeks,” on the basis of two arguments: (a) that the ultimate form of the Iliad and Odyssey as we know them was decisively shaped in Athens during various historical periods (see my books Homeric Questions [1996] 42-43 and Poetry as Performance [1996] 110-111) and (b) that one of these periods was the second half of the fifth century (HQ 75-76 n. 37 and PP 111 nn. 23 and 24). If these arguments are valid, then the Homeric Iliad and Odyssey achieved canonical status not only from the retrospective standpoint of our present but also from the contemporary standpoint of the Classical period. To this extent, I can justify my reference to the reception of Homeric poetry by “the ancient Greeks themselves.” I choose as representative of the Classical period a statement of Herodotus, which is highlighted in the discussion that follows.


� I seek to defamiliarize, from the start, the English word “hero”, drawing it back to the semantics of Classical Greek hêrôs (plural hêrôes), as analyzed at HQ 47-48. The meaning of the Greek word has two dimensions: (1) myth and (2) ritual; the second dimension is completely absent in the English word “hero.” 


� I offer here a preliminary working definition of the hero, without as yet introducing the dimension of ritual. For the moment, only the dimension of myth is recognized. I will have more to say later on myth and ritual together. I adhere to a “genetic” definition of “hero,” introducing the symbolism of heroic potential as “programmed” by divine genes. I work in female as well as male heroes, a principle of inclusion that becomes much more clear in the dimension of ritual. 


� A basic text is Euripides’ Herakles.


� The “mock death” of Ares has a ritual dimension. The Homeric poems are ambivalent about old-fashioned martial fury as represented by Ares. Ares is not the god of war per se but of old-fashioned war, as exemplified by martial fury.


� Here I am thinking primarily of death in war, but we must not forget the epic theme of death at sea.


� It is important to note the double meaning of Greek telos: (1) end of a line (2) coming full circle.


� The bodies, not the “souls” [psukhai],  of the heroes are their selves.


� In Cypriote dialect, kharites means ‘myrtle blossoms’. - GN


�The word euphêmeô means ‘utter in a proper way’ when it is applied in a sacred context; it means ‘be silent’ when it is applied in a non-sacred context. 


�An Erinys (pl. Erinyes) is a Fury, a supernatural personification of the vengeful anger stored up in those who died.


�Refusal to visualize and verbalize is what mustêrion requires when outside the sacred context. 


�The Greek word translated here as ‘even so’ conventionally introduces an ainos.


�Asklepios, son of Apollo and father of the Iliadic physician Makhaon (Iliad 2.731, 4.194), in one tradition raised Hippolytus from the dead and was struck by a thunderbolt.


�Herakles once sold himself as a slave to Omphale, queen of Lydia, to purify himself of the murder of Iphitos.


�Apollo’s.


�Procne served her husband Tereus the flesh of their son Itys in revenge for Tereus’ rape of her sister Philomela. Tereus pursued them, and the gods saved Procne by turning her into a nightingale forever lamenting her dead son Itys.


�Rivers of the Underworld.


�Thyestes committed adultery with Aerope, wife of Atreus.


�A serpent that can go forward or backward.


�See note 1 for euphêmos.


�Referring to the three generations of the family’s curse: Tantalus served his son Pelops to the gods and was punished as in Odyssey 11.582f.; Pelops’ son Atreus; Atreus’ son Agamemnon.


�Pleisthenes was an ancestor of Agamemnon.


�The river-god of Argos.


�In the metaphorical sense of ‘division’.


�Apollo.


�The ear of Agamemnon.


�In the metaphorical sense of ‘division’.


�The word euphêmos means ‘uttering in a proper way’ when it is applied in a sacred context; it means ‘silent’ when it is applied in a non-sacred context.


�Althaia was the daughter of Thestios, king of Aitolia, and the wife of Oineus. When her son Meleager was a week old, the Fates appeared to her and declared that her son would die when the brand on the hearth was consumed by fire. Althaia took the brand and put it in a chest; but when Meleager, grown to manhood, slew her brothers, she threw it into the fire and her son died. (See Iliad 9.529-99 for a different version of the Meleager story.)


�Nisos was besieged in his polis of Megara by Minos, king of Crete. Nisos’ daughter Scylla, in love with Minos, cut from the head of her father the purple hair on which his life depended, and he was slain by the Cretans.


�The women of Lemnos, jealous of Thracian slave-women, killed their husbands, so that when the Argonauts visited the island they found no men.


�The inner sanctuary of Apollo at Delphi was a narrow cave or vault in which, over a cleft, stood a tripod covered by a slab on which sat the Pythia, priestess of Apollo.


�Hermes.


�Perseus, famous for slaying the Medusa, was the grandson of Akrisios, an earlier Argive king.


�The Greek admits either meaning: “the dead are killing the living man” or “the living man is killing the dead.”


�Within the sacred precinct of Delphi there was an “eternal flame.”


�The chief priestess of Apollo at Delphi was known in the fifth century as the Pythia.


�Phoibos/Phoibê (Phoebus/Phoebe) means ‘radiant like the sun’.


�Pallas is a cult-title of Athena throughout this play.


�The Athenians. Hephaistos and Earth herself were the parents of the hero Erikhthonios, in some versions identified with Erectheus, ancestor of the Athenians.


�The name Omphalos ‘navel’ was given by the Delphians to a stone in the inmost sanctuary of Apollo, which they regarded as marking the exact center of the earth. 


�Hermes is the guide of the living on their journeys, and the conductor of the psûkhai of the dead on their journey to the Underworld.


�The word euphêmos means ‘uttering in a proper way’ when it is applied in a sacred context; it means ‘silent’ when it is applied in a non-sacred context.


�Where the Olympian gods battled the Giants.


�Doing some current propagandizing, Athena confirms her possession of Sigeion, near ancient Troy, which had been won from the city of Mytilene (on Lesbos), by the Athenians early in the sixth century.


�Ixion, king of the Lapiths, murdered the father of his bride, and was given purification by Zeus after having been denied by the other gods. Cf. 718.


�The word ernos ‘seedling’ here is found also in the lamentation of Thetis over the mortality of her son Achilles in Iliad 18.58: ‘and he shot up like a seedling’. See Nagy, Best of the Achaeans p.182.


�To atone for the murder of the dragon at Delphi, Apollo was compelled by Zeus to serve as a slave in the house of Admetus, son of Pheres. When it was time for Admetus to die, Apollo, in gratitude for his kindness, plied the Fates with wine (line 728) and secured their consent that Admetus should be released from death on condition that some one voluntarily die in his place. In Euripides’ Alcestis, his parents refused, so his wife Alcestis chose to die for him.


�Hermes is the god of lucky finds. The Athenians have precious metals in mind, especially silver.


�Kranaos was a mythical founder of the “rocky city” (kranaos ‘rocky’), a favorite name of Athens.


�See note 7 on euphêmos.


�Kyrnos is modern Corsica. Also the name of a son of Herakles. The men from the ship were now prisoners of war. 


�The verb is enagizô ‘to make offerings to a dead hero, to participate in the pollution of’, from agos ‘pollution’. 


�The verb ktizô means both ‘found a city’ and ‘institute a cult’. 


�Verb enagizô.


�Such as Orpheus and Linos. 


�The epic tradition that was banned in Sikyon may have been an equivalent of our Iliad and Odyssey. Or it may have been along the lines of a Seven against Thebes narrative. 


�Herodotus means the corpse of the hero Melanippos.


�The equivalent of a town hall, which is being set aside here as the sacred space for hero cult. 


�The story of Melanippos and Tydeus was part of the Seven against Thebes epic tradition.


�His name means ‘he who benefits the people’.


�Herodotus regularly uses this word for “taking the Persian side”, and frequently uses “Mede” for “Persian”, since the Persians took over the empire of the Medes. 


�Meaning the Persians, as often in the subsequent narrative.


�The Achaemenids were the Persian royal family. 


�Earth and water were tokens of submission. 


�In 430, during the Peloponnesian War, 50 years later. 


�Literally, “Guardian.”


�Literally, “He who has his own noos.”


�Father of Perikles. 


�Tarikhos means “preserved by drying.” “Preserved” in the secular sense = “salted fish”, “preserved” in the sacred sense = “mummified corpse.”
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