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PREFACE

Many of the most interesting and picturesque
legends and fables connected with the Trojan War
are not, as is well known, to be found in 7%e
lliad of Homer.

As these have furnished subjects to the most
famous Greek poets, sculptors, and painters, I
think that they ought to be made familiar to boys,
to whom their romantic and fabulous character is
sure to make them acceptable.

Among the ante-Homeric tales are the Judg-
ment of Paris—the ultimate cause of the Trojan
War ; the Marriage of Peleus and the marine
goddess Thetis; the Birth and education of
Achilles ; and the Sacrifice of Iphigeneia.

Among the post-Homeric fables are the Cam-
paigns and deaths of the Amazon queen, Penthe-
sileia, and Memnon, King of ZAthiopia ; the Death
of Achilles; the Death of Paris, and the Self-

Vi



viil SEISE @ NESETIETAD)

immolation of his faithful wife, (Enone ; the build-
ing of the Wooden Horse ; the tragic fate of the
patriot Laocoon ; the foul Murder of King Priam,
and the Sack and burning of Troy.

These events, the importance of which will be
seen at once, I have had to cull from the whole
range of the classic literature of Greece and Rome ;
and not only from that source, but from the poets
and logographers of a later age, and especially
from the Cyclic poets, the most important of
whom is Quintus Smyrnzus.

It 1s often said, with pardonable exaggeration,
that Homer is the founder, not only of Greek
history, Greek religion, and Greek drama, but
also of Greek art. He did, indeed, give shape and
scope to the vague religious notions and aspirations
of his countrymen ; but his divine epics did not
alone furnish appropriate subjects for the painter’s
and sculptor’s art. It was the mental and moral
type, the 70os, which Homer formed. The gods
of Homer are too vast and indefinite to be easily
transferred to the canvas or the marble. They
“move like the night,” and “storm down the
slopes of Olympos.” They rush between heaven
and earth, “like a meteor sent as a portent to

sailors”’; their shoulders are veiled in cloud, and
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they rise from the hoary sea ‘like a mist” ; and
no effort of the artist can seize them, as they flit
past him in mysterious vagueness. It needed lyric
and still more dramatic poetry to present the gods
and heroes in the flesh, as individual characters, to
the eyes of their worshippers, and therefore it 1s
that the palmy days of sculpture and painting are
not those of Homer, but of Pindar, Sophocles,
and Euripides, and the later Cyclic poets.

WALTER  CORPLANDSEERIRGYS

AtHENEUM CLUB.
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CEARTER &1

Many of you, no doubt, have heard of the long
war between the Greeks and the Trojans at Troy,
a city on the Hellespont (now called the Dar-
danelles). When Paris, a son of King Priam of
Troy, by the command of Zexs (Jupiter), sat in
judgment on the comparative beauty of the three
great goddesses, Hera (Juno), Athene (Minerva),
and Aphrodite (Venus), he gave the prize, a golden
apple, to Aphrodite, because she promised to give
him the most beautiful woman in the world as his
wife.

This woman was Helen, a daughter of the great
god Zeus, and wife of Menelaos, King of Lake-
daimon or Sparta, who was brother to Agamemnon,
the powerful ruler of Mykenai. Paris (also called
Alexandros), a handsome man, went on a visit to
Menelaos and his lovely wife Helen, and was most
hospitably entertained by them. But he basely
repaid their kindness by persuading Helen—
influenced also by Aphrodite,—the Goddess of
Love and Beauty, to desert her home, her husband,
and her little daughter, and sail away with him
to Troy.

Menelaos was, naturally, full of grief and anger

E 2] B
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at the ingratitude and treachery of Paris, and
eager for revenge. He roused all the kings and
chiefs of Greece (the Achaians, which was the
most ancient name of their race), to help him to
get back his beautiful wife, and the treasures
which Paris had meanly taken away with her.
His brother Agamemnon was almost equally
wroth ; and being the greatest of the Grecian
monarchs, he easily persuaded the other kings and
chiefs to enter heartily into the quarrel. They
all equipped their ships and armed a mighty host
of warriors, sailed to Troy, and began the long
siege of that holy city, [/ios, the walls of which
were built, for Laomedon, by the two gods
Poseidon (Neptune) and Apollo.

For nine long years, the Achaians or Greeks
fought there in vain against the Trojans and their
brave allies, the Dardans and the Lykians ; but in
the tenth year, they took the city by stratagem,
after the death of noble Hektor, son of Priam, the
champion and bulwark of Troy.

Of all the great chiefs of the Greeks, the
strongest, bravest, and most famous was Achilles,
son of Peleus and the sea - goddess Thetis.
Agamemnon, indeed, had the chief command,
because he had wider dominions, and led far more
ships and men against Troy. But in other
respects he was far inferior to Achilles; and a
great part of the immortal song of Homer, the
Iliad, is taken up by the record of Achilles’ mighty
deeds.

Peleus, the father of Achilles, was King of
Phthia, in Thessaly, and was son of Aiakos, who
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had reigned in Agina, and who is said by Pindar
to have been carried thither by the golden steeds
of Poseidon; hence Achilles himself was some-
times called digkides, from his grandfather’s
name. Peleus was expelled by his father from
ZAgina, on account of the murder of his brother ;
he fled to Phthia; and as there were no human
inhabitants of the land, Zeus, to please him,
changed the udpunres (the ants), in which the
country abounded, into people, whence the name
of Myrmidons.
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On~E of the most remarkable events in the Heroic
Legends was the marriage of Peleus to the Nereid
Thetis. It 1s much celebrated by the poets.
Thetis was a sea-goddess, a daughter of Nereus,
the wise, unerring ruler of the ZEgean, whom
Homer calls ¢ the Ancient One of the Sea.”” She
was an especial favourite of Hera, by whom she
was brought up. Her beauty and grace were so
remarkable, that the greatest of the gods, Zeus
and Poseidon, both wished to marry her; but they
were diverted from that purpose by an oracle of
Themis, the Goddess of Justice, foretelling that
the son of Thetis would be greater than his father.

One of the lower sea-gods, Profeus, had also
prophesied to Thetis :

Mater eris juvenis, qui fortibus actis
Acta patris vincet, majorque vocabitur illo.

(Thou shalt become mother of a youth, who in brave

deeds will surpass his father, and will be called a greater man
than he.)

In fear of such a result, both Zeus and Poseidon
gave up their suit to Thetis, They determined
that she should marry a mortal, so that the gods
might suffer no harm.
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They fixed on Peleus, who had won great fame
as a wrestler and a wise ruler. Peleus was, of
course, delighted by the prospect of havmg SO
beautlful a wife, who was also a goddess. Not so
Thetis, who, as a goddess, was naturally very
much displeased at being ordered by the gods to
marry a mere mortal. Like all sea deities, she
had the power of assuming any shape she pleased.
But Peleus prayed to Poseidon (Neptune) for
assistance ; and the sea-god Proteus, emerging
from the waves, advised him to lie in ambush
among the rocks, and when he saw Thetis reposing
1in her cave, in the heat of the day, to surprise her
in her sleep, and to bind her with chains.

Cheiron, too, the wisest and worthiest of the
Kentauri (Centaurs), the ¢ Bull-killers,” a wild
tribe, half man, half horse (such as may be seen
in the metopes of the Parthenon at the British
Museum, represented as fighting with the Lapithe,
and who lived in the mountains and in the forests
of Thessaly), was a great friend of Peleus. He told
Peleus not to be alarmed by any form Thetis might
assume, but to hold her fast. When captured by
Peleus, indeed, she first took the form of a blazing
fire, and tried to burn him ; she next fell upon
him as a deluge of water, to drown him ; then she
became, in succession, a fierce bird of prey, a fiery
serpent, and a tigress; but Peleus, scorched,
drenched, and terrified though he was, still would
not let her go. And she, seeing that it was the
will of the gods, at last consented to marry him.

Their wedding was attended by all the im-
mortal gods and goddesses, with the exception
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of Eris, the Goddess of Strife. She was not
invitediiitotiithe feast': “Wbut § not! beingMshiyeor
modest, she went up to Olympos, and was refused
admittance to the hall of assembly; in revenge
for which, she threw a golden apple among them,
inscribed, ¢ Detur pulchriori” (Let it be given to
the fairest). This prize was claimed, as we have
seen, by the three great goddesses, Hera, Athene,
and Aphrodite ; whereupon Zeus, fearing the anger
of those rejected, ordered Hermes (Mercury) to
conduct the three goddesses to Mount Ida, near
Troy—where Paris was then tending the flocks of
his father ‘Priam—and command Paris to judge
between the rival divine beauties; with what
consequences we know. Hera and Athene
vowed eternal hatred against Paris, King Priam,
and the Trojans.

The marriage festivities were splendid. Apollo
of the Golden Lyre was there, and delighted
the ears of the gods and goddesses with his divine
harmonies, glorious and sweet as the music of the
spheres. Cheiron, the bridegroom’s faithful friend,
was permitted to appear at the wedding feast ;
he presented Peleus with a wonderful ashen
spear, brought from Mount Pelion, so long and
heavy that none of the Achaians (the Greeks)
could ever lift it, save Peleus and his son Achilles.
Poseidon gave him the immortal horses, Xanthos
and Balios, whose speed outstripped the wind, and
whose dam was Podarge, the Harpy, and their
sire the West Wind, Zephyr. All the other
gods presented him with beautiful weapons or
other gifts.
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ArtHougH Thetis had been very much averse
to the marriage with Peleus, and cared but little
for her husband, she proved, after the birth of
Achilles, a fond and devoted mother to her little
son, and during his short life watched over him
with the tenderest care. It distressed her greatly
to think that, on the father’s side, he was a
mortal, and that she must soon lose him, her only
joy. So painful was this thought, that she made
a desperate attempt to ensure his immortality. In
the middle of the night, she took the infant boy
from his bed and laid him on the fire, that she
might burn away the mortal element inherited
from his father. One night, however, Peleus had
watched and followed her ; and, when he saw his
baby son roasting in the flames, he screamed so
loudly that Thetis fled in terror.

As she had failed in this attempt to make
Achilles immortal, she sought, at least, to make
him invulnerable. For this purpose she took him
down to Hades, the lower region, the abode of the
souls of the dead; and there, holding him by the
heel of one foot, dipped him in the river Styx.
But, unfortunately, the heel, covered by her hand,
did not touch the dark water, and left a vulner-

7
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able spot, through which, as we shall see, death
was one day to enter his body.

The failure of all her attempts to save her son
from the doom of death so weighed on the mind
of Thetis, that she left her husband, Peleus, and
went to live again with her father, Nereus, and
her sister Nereids, in her old home at the bottom
ofiiche 'sea.’ | But she' never lost ‘sightiiofiics
darling son, and was always ready to come to
him, when he appealed to her by prayer for help
and consolation.

Peleus, when his divine wife had gone to her
former abode in the sea, was left in charge of
the education and welfare of their child. He
made a wise choice in entrusting the boy to
the care of his faithful friend, the sagacious
and virtuous Centaur, Cheiron, who received the
charge with the greatest pleasure. Cheiron took
Achilles to the house of Philyra, his mother, on
Mount Pelion, where he was nursed and taught
with the utmost care and the soundest judgment.

While still a mere infant, his body was made
strong and active by nourishing food and constant
exercise. The Naiads brought him milk, of
which he drank enormous quantities 5 and Cheiron
fed him on the hearts of lions, and on the marrow
of bears, and the flesh of other strong wild animals
of the forest, The effect of this diet was very
remarkable. When he was only six years old, he
could run with the speed of the winds. Brandish-
ing in his hand a small javelin with a short iron
head, he amused himself by fighting with lions.
Bears too he slew, and brought their bodies, still
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warm and palpitating, to gain the approbation of
Cheiron. But, precocious as he was in strength
of body and mind, he was still fond of toys, and
loved to play with his astragals” (knuckle-
bones), and with little carts, in which Cheiron
encouraged him; while the friendly goddesses,
the mighty Hera, Queen of Heaven, and the
divine huntress, Arsemis (Diana), regarded the
little boy with amazement. When they saw him
chasing and catching the swiftest stags, without
dogs, and without the crafty aid of nets, they
predicted what a man Achilles would become.

But Cheiron was not contented with training
him to be a strong and brave warrior. He trained
him also by philosophy to love wisdom, and
taught him the art of medicine. And as he saw
that Achilles was subject to fits of passion, taught
him to play on the ¢ phorminx” or lyre, well
knowing the power of music to soothe the savage
heart. The Muse Calliope, too, bestowed on
Achilles the gift of song, with which he delighted
his comrades. She stood by him, when he was
sleeping, and addressed him thus :

“O Boy! I grant thee the gift of Poetry and
Song, in sufficient measure, that thou mayest make
the banquet sweeter, and soothe the pangs of the
sick and weary! But, for the future, Pallas
Athene and I have decreed that thou shalt become
a glorious warrior, the foremost in the field of
battle. In after times, a great poet shall arise”
(Homer) “to whom I will give full licence to sing
of thy glorious deeds.”

Achilles, who, with all his warlike ferocity, had
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a susceptible and tender heart, would often sing,
to his lyre, of the famous youths of the olden
time, such as Hyacinthus, Narcissus, and Adonis,
who had been of the same age as himself ; and he
recited, not without tears, the sad fates of Hylas
and Abderus. For Hylas was dragged into a
well by the Naiads who had fallen in love with his
marvellous beauty ; nothing was seen or heard of
him afterwards but a lamentable plaint from the
bottom of the well, in answer to the despairing
cry of Herakles. Abderus was torn in pieces and
devoured by the flesh-eating mares of Diomedes.

Under these favourable circumstances, and with
the especial favour of the gods, the boy grew up
to obtain immortal glory.

When he was classed among the Ephebi
(youths from eighteen to twenty years old), a ray
shone from his face, and he increased in stature
and beauty more quickly than a tree planted by a
spring of water,

His mother watched the development of his
mind and body with the greatest interest, and
smiled on him with joy and pride. But her joy
was soon to be dashed, for when he was still
almost a boy the Trojan War broke out.
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Karcuas was the wisest of the Soothsayers who
went with the Greeks to Troy; he foretold
exactly how long the siege would last. He was
not the very first of Grecian Seers ; and it had been
prophesied that whenever he met one superior to
himself, he would immediately die. ~After the war
of Troy, he met the famous Mopsus, at Klaros, in
the grove of the Klarian Apollo, and was defeated
by him because he could not say, offhand, how
many figs there were on a wild fig-tree, and
how many pigs a sow would bring forth. Both
these questions Mopsus answered with perfect
accuracy ; whereupon Kalchas died of grief.

But Kalchas was held in high honour by his
countrymen when he declared that Troy could not
be taken without the aid of Achilles; he was then
implicitly believed. Thetis heard of this oracle,
and was greatly distressed, because she knew that
if her son went to Troy, he would never return.
She therefore tried to hide him. She took him to
the 1sland of Skyros, to the King Lycomedes, who
ciothed him in female garments and placed him
among his virgin daughters. They received him
gladly, and called him Pyrrha, on account of his
auburn hair.

IX
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The Greeks soon heard of his retreat, and sent
envoys, among whom was the wily Odysseus
(Ulysses), asking Lycomedes to give up young
Achilles. The king pretended that he knew
nothing about him, but allowed them to search his
palace. Being very young, Achilles really looked
like a girl, and they could not find him out.
Then Odysseus, the crafty one, invented a
stratagem, which was completely successful. He
placed in the vestibule of the palace, among the
female garments, a breastplate, a shield, and a
spear, and ordered the trumpeters to sound a call
to arms. The Greeks, meanwhile, clashed their
arms together. Achilles heard it, and, thinking
that an enemy was attacking the palace, tore off
his girlish dress, donned the breastplate, and seized
the lance and shield. Odysseus and the Greeks
then entered the room, and begged him to go
with them to Troy. He consented, nothing loth,
for he loved the prospect of war.

Although Achilles knew, from his mother, that
he was doomed to perish in Troy, that did not
deter him. The gods had given him the choice
between a short life of glory, if he went to Troy,
and an obscure long life of ease and pleasure, if
he stayed at home. He chose the path of honour,
as I think every good English youth would do under
similar circumstances.  Thetis, who had, very
naturally, tried to keep him at home, out of
harm’s way, to be her only support and joy, was
terribly grieved ; but she could not turn him
from his noble purpose.

So he started with the Greek army and fleet
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for Troy, leading fifty ships and the Myrmidons,
the subjects of his father Peleus—a small number,
indeed, compared with those of the richer chiefs,
but Achilles himself was worth all the rest, and
wingless Victory ever sat on the crest of his helm.
The aged Peleus bade his dear son always to be the
boldest of all in fight, and to be pre-eminent above
all others. And Peleus’ friend, Menoitios, the
father of Patroklos, charged his son to be the
companion of Achilles, and to take care of him,
saying, ‘“ My child, Achilles is of lineage higher
than thou; thou art the elder, but he is far
the better in strength ; yet, if thou do but speak
to him, gently, a word of wisdom, he will obey thy
counsel, to his own profit.”

The estimate of his character by Horace is
incomplete, only partially true, and by no means
does justice to the young hero :

Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, acer,
Jura negat sibi nata, nihil non arrogat armis.

He was wrathful, implacable, apt to think
himself above all laws, ready to claim everything
by force of arms ; but he was much more than that.
He was an affectionate son ; a fond and faithful
lover of his dear Briseis ; frank, honest, generous,
open - hearted — very different from the wily
Odysseus. Although cruel to his enemies, like
all the warriors of his time, like even the god-
like Hektor, that deau ideal of the hero and the
gentleman, he was susceptible of the affections of
home, family, and friendship. He had a fine
taste for music and poetry. From Cheiron’s
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precepts and example he had learned to despise
riches ; and, though he sacked twenty towns in
the Troad, and brought away the greatest amount
of booty, he kept nothing for himself, save only
his beloved Briseis; and even her he would not
take by force as a prize, but begged her as an
award from the victorious Achaians. When the
wise old Nestor accused their chiefs of injustice, in
not having awarded to Achilles a larger share of
the plunder, Achilles said : ¢ Let it be my reward
to have done the greatest things; let those who
wish for riches abound in them.” Such was his
natural disposition, and the effect of his excellent
education ; he was by far the most just and
honourable of the Achaian Chiefs; in the general
esteem of that warlike host, Achilles was their
foremost leader; and whenever another was
praised, such as Ajax or Diomedes, or Antilochus,
the son of Nestor, as the bravest, strongest,
swiftest, or handsomest of men, it was always added,
& cxecpt Achilles,”
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So, with the great fleet and army of the Achaians
under King Agamemnon, Achilles sailed on the
way to besiege the city of Troy. But the voyage
was interrupted by a terrible calamity. When
they arrived at Aulis, contrary winds prevented
their further progress ; and the camp on shore was
visited by a destructive plague, the cause of which
was unknown to the Achaians. They consulted
the soothsayer Kalchas, who revealed to them the
cause. Agamemnon had once killed a stag in the
sacred grove of Artemis (Diana), and had deeply
offended the goddess by his boastful words, saying
that she herself could not have made a better shot.
Kalchas further announced the dreadful decree of
the goddess, that the only atonement she would
accept was the sacrifice of the lovely daughter of
Agamemnon, Iphigeneia, on her altar at Aulis.
The Achaians were struck with horror at this
terrible announcement ; and Agamemnon declared
that nothing should induce him to slay his beloved
daughter, and that he would rather dismiss the vast
army, and sail back home to Argos. But the Chiefs
gathered round him ; and Menelaos and Odysseus
especially pointed out to him that the Greek warriors
were dying by hundreds every day, of hunger and

I5
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disease ; and that it was his duty to make this
sacrifice for his country’s sake. Unless he con-
sented to do so, Troy could never be taken.
Menelaos also reproached him for not helping
him to get back Helen. Agamemnon at length
yielded ; for he knew that, if he did not, the
Greeks would rebel, and would go to Argos and
destroy him and his whole family. So he sent a
messenger to Argos, to tell his wife, Clytemnestra,
to bring her daughter Iphigeneia, under the pre-
tence that he destined her to be the bride of
Achilles.

Clytemnestra came, with her daughter and her
infant son, Orestes. For some time the fraud
was kept up; but at last one of the attendants
revealed the dreadful truth to Agamemnon’s wife
and daughter. Clytemnestra upbraided him with
the bitterest words, and poor Iphigeneia implored
him not to cut her off in the flower of her youth
and beauty. ¢ Had I,” she said, ““the persuasion
of Orpheus, I would try to soften thy heart ; but
I have only tears.”

Achilles declared that he would defend her from
the Greeks; but he, too, was obliged to yield, for
the Greeks threatened to stone him. The noble
maiden, Iphigeneia, when she saw the distress of
her father, and the Greeks dying around her, con-
sented willingly to save them. It is decreed,”
she said, “that I should die. I wish to die, to
save my country, if I may. Lead me to the
altar ! mine be the glorious fate, to destroy proud
Troy!” Then the priests cut off her hair, and
prepared the dreadful sacrifice.
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At the last moment, when the priest was
about to plunge the knife into her throat, he saw
a stag lying bleeding on the ground; and he
announced that Artemis accepted it, in place of
the noble maid. And now, indeed, all went well :
the plague was stayed, and the goddess sent a
favourable wind, which quickly brought the fleet
to Troy.

Iphigeneia became the favourite priestess of
Artemis at her temple in Tauris, on the shore of
the Euxine, and her story was commemorated by
some of the finest works of Greek poetry and art.
It was remarked that in one of these, painted by
Timanthes the Cynthian, the artist had repre-
sented Kalchas as looking sad and Odysseus
sadder ; and, in the face of Menelaos, had ex-
pressed the most poignant grief that his art could
show ; but when he came to Agamemnon, the father,
his art failed him, and having no means of conveying
the idea of such extreme anguish, he covered the
head with a veil.!

Y History of Greek and Roman Sculpture, by W. C. Perry,
1881.
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WauiLe the Achaians were still detained at Aulis
by the untoward circumstances just related, they
offered a sacrifice, one day, under a certain tree,
from the roots of which a serpent issued, and
devoured eight young birds, with their mother,
sitting in a nest among the boughs. Kalchas ex-
pounded the meaning of this portent, which was,
he said, that they would have to besiege Troy for
nine years in vain, but that in the tenth year
they would capture the city. There was also an
oracle consulted by King Agamemnon, which had
responded by predicting that Troy would fall
in the same year in which the greatest men among
the Greeks should quarrel with one another.
It will be seen whether and how far these
prophecies were fulfilled.

The first nine years of the war did actually
produce no decisive result, but were spent in
laying waste, every year, the surrounding country
about Troy, called the Troad, in which Achilles
bore the most active part.

In the tenth year, which is the date at which
the narrative in Homer’s 7/ad commences, an
event took place that seemed likely to defer, for
some time longer, if not to prevent entirely, the

18
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success of the undertaking ; this was the quarrel
between Agamemnon and Achilles. Homer’s
poem, the I/iad, thus begins with an invocation
to the Muse: ¢Sing, O Goddess, the anger of
Achilles, son of Peleus, which brought innumer-
able woes upon the Achaians; and sent the souls
of countless heroes down to Hades; and gave
their bodies to be devoured by dogs and all kinds
of birds.”

The origin of this quarrel was as follows. When
the town of Thebe, near Troy, was stormed by
the Achaians, the daughter of Chryses, a priest of
Apollo, was taken among other captives; her
name was Astynome, but she was also called
Chryseis, from Chryse, the dwelling-place of her
father, who had sent her to Thebe to attend a
festival of Arwemis (Diana). In the distribution
of the booty—including prisoners of war to be
treated as slaves—after the victory won mainly by
Achilles at Thebe, Chryseis was allotted to King
Agamemnon as his royal share of the plunder.

Her aged father, Chryses, deeply grieved by
the loss of his beloved child, now came to the
Grecian camp, bearing the sacred fillet of Apollo
upon a golden staff. He prayed to all the
Achaians, but especially to Agamemnon and Mene-
laos, the sons of Atreus, saying, “ May the gods
grant you to take the city of Troy, and to return
safely home ! but release to me my dear child, and
accept the costly ransom that I bring ! ”

Then all the other Achaians shouted their
assent — to reverence the priest and release the
damsel ; but not so Atreides Agamemnon, who



20 SRETE S BONSIIETEATD CH.

drave him away with abuse and threats: “Thy
daughter I will not release, till old age come upon
her in my house at Argos. Let me not catch
thee here,” he said, ‘“either lingering now, or
coming again ; lest the staff and the fillet of the
gadiiayail’ thee ‘maught !\ “Bhe*Greckswere
shocked at this impious language; but no one
dared to resist the supreme ruler of the army.

The old man, Chryses, withdrew trembling,
and wandered silently along the shore of the loud-
resounding sea. As he went, he prayed to his
patron deity, Apollo, the God of the Silver Bow :
“ Hear me, O Smintheus!” (This name, which
meant ¢ Mouse-god,” was that by which, in the
Troad, Apollo was worshipped, for destroying the
field-mice which wasted the vineyards.) ¢ Hear
me, thou who rulest over Chryse and sacred Killa !
if ever I built a fair temple to thee, and offered
costly sacrifices to thee, fulfil my wish, and, by
thy darts, make the Danaoi pay for my tears!”

Phoibos Apollo heard him ; and, full of wrath,
came down from Olympos, bearing his silver bow
and his quiver on his shoulder, in which the
unerring deadly arrows rattled as he moved.
Then, from afar, he sent an arrow at the ships, and
all the Greeks heard the dreadful clang of his bow.
First, he attacked the mules, the light-footed dogs,
and then the Greeks themselves; and the funeral
pyres blazed high all through their camp. For
nine days the Divine Archer hurled his deadly shafts
on the army, and the people died. But on the
tenth day, Achilles, by the inspiration of Hera, who
pitied her dear Achaians, called the people to an
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assembly, and spake among them: «“O son of
Atreus! now, I think, we ought perhaps to be
returning home, if we are to be destroyed by war
and by pestilence at the same time. But come, let
us ask some soothsayer or priest, why Phoibos
Apollo is so angry with us ; and whether an offer-
ing of lambs, or of unblemished goats, would
assuage his Wrath H

Upon this rose Kalchas, the son of Thestor—he
who knew the present, the future, and the past—
and made reply : ‘ Achilles, favourite of Zeus!
thou biddest me speak of the wrath of Apollo,
who 1s smiting us terribly from afar. But wilt
thou swear, if I shall speak the truth, to protect
me by word and deed? For I fear that my words
will rouse the wrath of a great ruler, whom all the
Achaians obey ; and the anger of a king is terrible
to a man of low estate.”

Then the swift-footed Achilles made answer :
“O priest of Apollo, speak boldly what thou
knowest ; for I swear by Apollo that, while I live
and behold the light of heaven, no man of all the
Danao1 shall lay hands on thee ; not even if thou
meanest Agamemnon himself, the greatest of the
Achaians.”

Then the noble Seer took heart and spake:
“The god 1s not angry on account of any sacrifice
that we have omitted ; but for his priest’s sake,
because Agamemnon has insulted and threatened
him, and refused the rich ransom that he brought
to set free his beloved daughter. Nor will the Far-
Darter cease to send his unerring shafts at us, until
we have restored the damsel of the sweetly-glancing
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eyes to her father, without a ransom, and have
offered a holy hecatomb at Chryse.”

Then rose the mighty Agamemnon, the wide-
ruling son of Atreus, with fire flashing from his
eyes, and spake to Kalchas: * Thou prophet of
evil | never hast thou spoken to me anything
that 1s pleasant ; for thou delightest ever to augur
evil things. And now, among the Danaoi, thou
dost spread thy lying prophecies; and thou
biddest me restore the damsel to her father, whom
I would fain keep for myself ; for she is dearer to me
than Clytemnestra, my wedded wife; for she 1s
by no means inferior to her in beauty of face and
form, or in gifts of the mind. Yet, for all that,
I will give her back, if so it must be ; for I would
not see my people perishing. But see that ye
forthwith provide for me another prize of value ;
for it is not meet that I, of all the Argives, should
be left without a meed of honour.”

Then the goodly, godlike Achilles answered
him : “Thou haughtiest of men, and greediest !
how can the high-minded Achaians give thee a
prize of honour? seeing that there is no common
stock, but that all the booty, which we have taken,
has been allotted ; nor can we ask it back from
the warriors to whom the Achaians have given it.
But if thou wilt give back the damsel to the god,
we Achaians will repay thee, threefold or four-
fold, when next we sack a well-walled city in the
land of Troy.”

To him the mighty son of Atreus made reply :
“’Think not, O godlike Achilles! strong as thou
art, thus to outwit me and defraud me ! Dost thou
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think to keep 74y prize, and to leave me alone with
empty hands ? If the magnanimous Achaians will
give me a recompense, equal to what I resign,
well 5 but if they give it not, I myself will go and
take a prize from #hee, perhaps, or from Aias
(Ajax), or from Odysseus. But now, let us launch
a black ship on the wine-dark sea, with chosen
rowers, and embark a hecatomb for Apollo, and put
the fair-cheeked Chryseis on board. And let Aias,
or Idomeneus, or goodly Odysseus, or thyself
Peleides, most formidable of men ! do sacrifice for
us, and appease the Far-Darter.”

Then the swift-footed Achilles scowled at him,
and said : “ O thou, clothed in impudence! thou
crafty-minded man! how can the Achaians obey
thy command, to travel or to fight? [/ came not
hither on account of the Trojan spearmen ; for
they have done me no wrong ; they never carried
off my horses or cattle, or wasted my harvests,
in Phthia; for shadowy mountains, and the
wide, roaring sea, lie between us and them. No
I came to gain glory for Menelaos, and for thee—
thou dog-faced man! But of this thou takest no
thought. And now, thou threatenest to take away
my prize ! I never gain a portion equal to thine,
when we sack a well-built town of the Trojans;
mine is the danger, and the labour ; but when the
booty 1s divided, #iou bearest off the largest share,
while I return to my ships with some small prize
—small indeed, but mine own, and dear to me.
Now, I will return home to Phthia ; for I have no
mind to remain here in dishonour, to win wealth
and power for #hee /”
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Then Agamemnon, the King of men, arose in
his fury, and added fuel to the fire of Achilles’
waathsiicaHly, o then i hedsaid, i thoti Bbe st
minded ; I will not ask thee to stay. I have
others by my side who will do me honour. Chief
of all, I have the support of great Zeus, the Lord
of Counsel! Of all the kings, I hate #hee most ;
for thou lovest strife and war ; true, thou art very
strong, but that is a gift of the gods. Flee,
then, with thy ships, and lord it over thy
Myrmidons! I care not for thy wrath. Again I
threaten thee : as now Apollo takes away Chryseis,
my cherished prize, I will go myself to thy tent,
and take away the fair-cheeked Briseis, that thou
mayest learn how far mightier I am than thou.”

Having uttered these fatal words, Agamemnon
sat down, foaming with rage. Then grief and
anger raged in the heart of Achilles; and his
mind was divided, in his breast, this way and that,
whether to draw his mighty sword and slay
Agamemnon, or to restrain his fury, and for the
time abide in patience. 'While thus pondering, he
half drew his sword from its sheath ; but Athene,
sent by Hera, who loved them both, came down
from Heaven, invisible to other mortals, and,
standing behind Achilles, caught him by his golden
hair. None saw the goddess present save himself,
when he turned round, and knew her at once. Her
eyes blazed with an awful light ; but he spake to
her: < Art thou come hither, O Daughter of
Agis-bearing Zeus! to behold the insolence of
the son of Atreus? who, by his own arrogance,

will speedily perish !
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The stern-eyed goddess answered him : «I
have been sent by white-armed Hera to stay thine
anger ; she careth for both of you, for thee and
for him. Draw not thy sword from its sheath,
but revile him, as thou wilt; and I tell thee, now,
the time shall come when he will have to repay
threefold all the wrong that he has done to thee.”

“0O Goddess |” Achilles answered her, I
needs must yield to the bidding of you twain,
Hera and thee; for whoso doth obey the
immortal gods, to him will they listen when he
prayeth to them.” So Achilles disobeyed not,
but thrust back his sword into its scabbard ;
Athene returned to Olympos, to the gleaming
divine palace of her father, the Aigis - bearing
Zeus. Meanwhile, in that same moment, Achilles
turned again to Agamemnon, and reviled him,
saying : * Thou wine-bibber | with the face of a
dog, and the heart of a timid deer! thou hast
never dared to lead thy people to the fight, or to
lie in ambush for the foe, with the other princes
of the Achaians ; no, thou thinkest it far better
to seize the prize won by another man ! taking it
from him who dareth to oppose thee ! Devourer of
thy people, thou rulest over slaves : else were this
outrage thy last. But now I swear—by this royal
staff I swear, which never again shall put forth leaf
or branch as a living tree — that the time will
come when all the Achaians will long for the
aid of Achilles— for thou wilt be powerless to
save them from the man-slaying Hektor— then
shalt thou tear thy heart with vexation, because
thou hast not duly honoured and regarded the best
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among them ; and then I will not help thee, for
all thy splendid gifts, or for all thy prayers and
tears.” He dashed his gold-studded sceptre upon
the ground, and then sat down ; Agamemnon sat
opposite to him.

Then arose the aged Nestor of Pylos, wisest of
men, the clear-voiced orator, from whose lips
flowed gracious, persuasive words, sweeter than
honey ; he had, in his long life, seen two genera-
tions of mortal men pass before him, and was now
ruling over the third in Pylos.

« Alas !’ he said, ¢ what dire disaster has come
upon the land of Achaia! what joy to Priam and
the sons of Priam, when they hear of the fatal
breach between the foremost of the Argives in
council and in war! In the olden time, I lived
with heroes even better than you, and they never
despised my words. I never saw such men as
Peirithoos and Dryas, and Kaineus and Exadios,
and godlike Polyphemos! Mightiest they were 1n
stature of all the sons of men; and they fought
with the wild tribes of the mountains, and utterly
destroyed them. They sent to Pylos for me, and
I played my part in fight, and they listened to my
counsel and obeyed my voice. And now, do ye
twain, likewise, listen to me; for my words are
wise. Do not thou, O Atreides! though thou art
very great, take away from Peleides his damsel,
whom the Achaians gave him as a meed of honour ;
nor do thou, O Peleides, though thou art so
strong, and a goddess bare thee, contend with a
sceptred king, who is higher than thou art, for he
ruleth over more ! ”
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Then King Agamemnon answered him, and
said: ‘ Thou speakest right, old man! But this
fellow would rule us all. Though the deathless
gods have made him a mighty warrior, did they
grant him unbridled licence of speech ?”’

Achilles broke in upon him, and spake thus:
“Coward and slave should I be, did I yield to
thee in all things! Give thy orders to others, and
not to me! I will not, indeed, fight for the fair
girl ; ye Achaians gave her to me, and ye have
taken her away. But do thou, Agamemnon,
beware of taking aught else of what is mine, in
my black ships; quickly then would thy dark
blood flow from my spear!”

Then Peleides went his way to his tents and
his ships, with his dearest friend Patroklos, the
son of Menoitios. And Atreides launched a swift
ship, and placed therein a hecatomb for Apollo,
and the fair-cheeked Chryseis ; and appointed the
goodly Odysseus, him of many devices, to be the
captain ;3 so they embarked, and sailed over the
watery deep, to Chryse. Then, at the bidding of
Atreides, the folk purified themselves, and sacri-
ficed unblemished bulls and goats to Apollo, on
the shore of the barren sea. The sweet savour
rose in curling smoke to heaven.



CHAPEER VI

Bur Agamemnon did not listen to the advice of
Nestor, or forget his threat to Achilles. He bade
the heralds, Talthybios and Eurybates, go to the
tent of Achilles, and take Briseis of the fair cheeks,
and bring her to his own tent. He added, “If
Achilles resist, I myself will come, with more men,
and seize her.”

Then the heralds went, unwillingly, along the
shore of the loud-resounding sea, till they came to
the tents and ships of the Myrmidons, and stood
with silent awe and reverence before King Achilles
—not daring to speak to him, or to ask him any
questions. But he knew their errand, and addressed
them kindly :

“ Welcome are ye, holy heralds! I impute no
blame to you, but to the tyrant who has sent you
to take away my prize, the fair-cheeked damsel
Briseis. Go, then, heaven-born Patroklos! bring
her out, and give her to them, to lead her away.
But ye, sacred heralds, be ye witnesses, before
gods and men, and before that pernicious King
himself, that he shall soon need my arm, to save
him from shame and ruin!”’

And Patroklos obeyed the word of his dear
Lord and friend, and led the fair-cheeked damsel

28
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from the tent, and delivered her to the divine
heralds, to lead her away. So these took her, all
unwilling—for she loved the godlike Achilles—and
went their way along the ships of the Achaians.

But Achilles sat him down, on the shore of the
grey sea, apart from his comrades and gazed over
the Wme—dark waters, and wept bltter tiears. eflihe
mighty Achilles, foremost in every battle, wept
for the loss of his dear Briseis; he wept, and
stretched his hands towards the sea, and prayed
earnestly to Thetis, his goddess-mother :

“O Mother! since thou didst bear me to a
very brief space of life, the Thunderer, great Zeus,
ought at least to have granted me honour ; but
he hath not honoured me at all ; for Atreus’ son
hath taken away my pr1ze and keepeth her by
force aoramst my will |’

Thus prayed he, weeping ; and his dear mother,
sitting by her father in the deep ocean cave, heard
him ; and quickly, through the dark blue waves,
she rose, like a misty cloud, and sat beside him,
stroking his hand, and calling him by his name :
“My child, why weepest thou? Speak plainly,
that we both may know ! ”

Then the swift-footed Achilles answered,
moaning heavily : ¢ Mother! thou knowest all
things ; wherefore should I tell thee? When
we sacked Thebe, the holy city of Eétion, I bore
away the spoil, and the sons of the Achaians
gave the fair-haired Chryseis to Agamemnon, as
his share of the booty. But her dear father
Chryses, the priest of Apollo, came to the ships of
the Achaians, bringing a rich ransom for his
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darling child. Him the son of Atreus, the wide-
ruling Agamemnon, drove away with contumely
and threats. Then the old man prayed to Apollo;
and the Far-Darter heard him, and discharged his
fatal arrows against the Achaians, and they perished
day by day. Kalchas, the wise Seer, revealed the
mind of Apollo ; and I bade the people propitiate
the god, and send back Chryseis to her father.
Then Agamemnon, in a fury, threatened to
take away my prize, the lovely Briseis; and
he hath now fulfilled his threat. But do thou,
O my Mother, guard and avenge me! for I
am thy son. Haste thee to Olympos, and sit
at the feet of Zeus, and call to mind all that
thou hast done to please him. For I have
heard thee tell, in my father’s halls, that thou,
on a time, didst save him, the Son of Kronos, the
Lord of the Storm-Cloud, from a shameful fate,
when Hera, Poseidon, and Pallas Athene con-
spired to bind him. Then, with all speed, thou
didst summon to Olympos the mighty-handed
giant, ¢ Briareus,” as the gods call him, but all
men call him ¢Aigaion,” who is stronger than
his father, Poseidon. Aigaion sat down by
Zeus, and flourished his hundred arms; and the
gods were afraid, and did not bind the mighty
Kronion. Remind him of this ; and ask him to
succour the Trojans, and give the Achaians over
to slaughter, beside their ships, so that they may
know what manner of king is Atreides, who dis-
honours the bravest of the Achaians!”

And Thetis, weeping, answered him: ‘ Alas!
my Son! why did I bear thee? since Fate hath



VII APOLIOSTS PROPITIATED 31

doomed thee to an early death, and hath filled thy
short life with lamentation and sorrow! But I
will go to the snowy heights of steep Olympos, to
supplicate the Loud-thundering Zeus, if perhaps he
will hearken to my prayer. He is now gone to
the noble Ethiopians, beyond the sea; but on the
twelfth day he will return to Olympos, to his
palace of bronze; and then I will go and prefer
my prayer. But do thou continually nurse thy
wrath against the Achaians, and abstain from
murderous war.”’

So she went her away, and left her son, mourning
for the loss of the fair-girdled woman. Mean-
time, Odysseus had come to Chryse, with the holy
hecatomb ; and when he had moored his black
ship in the deep haven, he set forth the victims of
the sacrifice on the sea-shore ; and he brought the
fair-cheeked Chryseis from the ship, and delivered
her, at the altar, into the arms of her rejoicing
father. And Odysseus spake to Chryses, the holy
priest : “O Chryses, Agamemnon, King of men,
hath sent back thy daughter, and offereth here a
holy hecatomb, to propitiate the mighty god,
Apollo of the Silver Bow ! ”

Then Chryses lifted up his hands, and prayed :
“0O God who dost watch over Chryse and holy
Killa, and rulest with power over Tenedos, as
thou didst afflict the army of the Danaoi, to do
me honour, so, now, fulfil my desire, and remove
the noisome pestilence from their ships!” So
spake the priest, and Apollo heard him ; then
they drew back the victims’ heads and necks,
slew them, and cut the choicest pieces of flesh
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from the thighs, and roasted them on sticks of
cleft wood, carefully pouring over them -the
sparkling wine. And when these labours were
done, the rich banquet, to which nothing was
wanting, was prepared ; and they feasted gladly.
And when they had satisfied the desire for meat
and drink, and the attendant youths had filled the
bowls with wine, giving to each his portion, they
sang the beautiful ¢ Pwan,” making sweet music
to gladden the Far-Darter, Apollo ; and the god
was pleased. So they feasted, all day long, until
the sunset, when they lay down by the cables of
the ships and slept.

But when the rosy-fingered Eos (Aurora), Child
of the Morning, appeared in the sky, they set
sail, with a favouring breeze, sent by Apollo, for
the wide camp of the Achaians. Full in the
bellying sail it blew, and the purple waves roared
loudly around the ship’s cut-water ; they quickly
accomplished the voyage, landed, and dispersed
themselves among the tents.

But the heaven-born son of Peleus, the swift-
footed Achilles, sat by his ships, still mourning ;
he went neither to the council, nor to the war ;
but sat, eating his own heart, in dull inactivity,
though longing for battle, and for the clash of
arms. Meanwhile, his dear mother, the silver-
footed Thetis, was not forgetful of the mission she
had undertaken at the prayer of her son.



CHAPTER VIII

WHaEN the twelfth day had come, when Thetis
had said that Zeus would have returned to
Olympos, she rose from her sea-cave, in the early
dawn, and sped in haste to high Olympos.
She found Him of the Thundering Voice, the Son
of Kronos, sitting by himself, upon the topmost
crest of the many-peaked mountain. And she
sat down before him, and clasped his knees with
her left hand, while with her right hand she
touched him beneath the chin, and prayed thus to
the King of Gods and Men :

9@ 'Hather Zeus! if I have ever done thee
faithful service amid the deathless gods, so now
do thou fulfil my desire! Do honour to my
short-lived son, whom Agamemnon hath insulted,
and hath taken away his dearly cherished prize,
the fair-cheeked Briseis. But thou wilt honour
him, O Almighty Zeus, Lord of Wise Counsel !
Grant thou victory to the Trojans, until the
Achaians do honour to my son, and give him
ample recompense ! ”’

But Zeus, 'the Cloud-Gatherer, answered her
not a word; and in fear and desperation, she
clung to him more closely, and once more urged
him : “Give me thy promise to do all this, and

D
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bow thy head ! or else, refuse ; that I may know
how I, of all the gods, am lowest in thy favour!”

Then, at last, the Mighty Thunderer spake,
greatly troubled: «“Truly, this is a sad affair, if
thou wilt make me quarrel with Hera, who is for
ever upbraiding me among the deathless gods,
saying that I help the Trojans in battle. But do
thou depart, at once, lest Hera see us; and I will
consider all these things, to fulfil them. And, lo!
I bow my head to thee, which is the surest token
of my favour: I cannot revoke my words, or fail
to fulfil my promise, when once I have given
assent by the bowing of my head.” Then he
bowed, and the ambrosial locks flowed round his
immortal head ; and all Olympos trembled to 1ts
base. So they parted ; Thetis, well pleased, leapt
from shining Olympos into the sea; and Zeus
retired to his own palace, where he took his seat
on the throne, while all the gods rose up before
him.

Now, Hera was well aware of his meeting with
the goddess Thetis, and she addressed him with
taunting words : “ Thou arch-deceiver! which
of the gods hath taken counsel with thee? Thou
ever lovest to stand aloof from me, and to weave
thy schemes in secret | ”

And the King of Gods and Men made answer :
“ Hera, look not to know all my designs, even
though thou art my wife. What it is proper for
thee to hear, thou shalt know first of all the gods;
but seek not to know my secret purposes, when I
choose to stand aloof from the other gods.”

Then the ox-eyed Queen replied, in anger :
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“Dread Son of Kronos, what is this that thou
hast said ? I greatly fear that thou hast been
won over by the guile of the silver-footed Thetis,
daughter of the Ancient One of the Sea; for in
the early morning she clasped thy knees; and
thou, perhaps, hast promised her to honour her
son, the swift-footed Achilles, and to bring death
and disaster on the Argives.”

Then the Cloud-compelling Son of Kronos
spake again: ¢ Presumptuous one! thou art
ever watching me, nor can I escape thy notice.
But thou canst in no wise prevail against me, but
wilt only be farther from my heart. Be silent,
therefore, and obey my commands; lest all the
deathless gods in high Olympos fail to save thee
from my resistless hands.”

Then the ox-eyed goddess feared, and sat in
mournful silence. But her son, Hephaistos, the
lame god, the divine Artificer, now spake ; for he
pitied his dear mother, the white-armed Hera.

“Verily,” he said, ‘this would be an intoler-
able thing, if ye twain quarrel for the sake of
miserable mortals, and cause dissension among the
mighty gods, and trouble the joy of our goodly
feasts. 'Therefore, my dear Mother, wise as thou
art, speak kindly to our dear Father, lest he up-
braid us again, and disturb the banquet. What if
the great Lord of the Thunderbolt were to dash
us from our seats? for he is far mightier than we
are. Soothe him, then, with gentle words, and he
will be gracious to us again.”

He rose, and placed the double goblet in the
hands of his dear mother, and addressed her
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again : “My Mother ! be of good courage, and
patiently endure, though thou art angry. What
if I should see thee punished? Nor could I, nor
could any one, protect thee. Nay, once before, I
did try to help thee; and he caught me by the
foot, and hurled me from the threshold of Heaven.
All day I sank, and at evening, half lifeless, fell on
Lemnos ; and there the Sintian people cared for
me, and nursed me.”

And Hera, smiling, took the golden goblet
from his hands; and he poured out wine for all
the other gods, going from right to left; and
inextinguishable laughter arose from the blessed
gods, when they saw the lame Hephaistos hobbling
through the halls. So they feasted till the setting
of the sun ; nor lacked they anything, of the rich
banquet, or of the lovely lyre which Apollo played,
while the Muses sang, alternately, with their clear
melodious voices. But when the sun had set, they
went to their own houses, to sleep ; for each of
them had his own palace, skilfully built by the
famous Artificer, Hephaistos. Zeus, too, departed
to his own couch ; and beside him slept the golden-
throned Hera, Queen of Heaven.



CHAPTER IX

ALL the other gods, and men who fight from
chariots, slept through the night ; but sweet sleep
did not come to Zeus, the Lord of Gods and Men.
He lay sleepless, pondering how he might keep
his promise to the silver-footed Thetis, and do
honour to her son Achilles. And it seemed to
him best to send a pernicious Dream from the
Gate of Horn, from which all false dreams come.
So he called to one, and said: “Thou baneful
Dream ! go now to the black ships of the Achaians,
and to the tent of Agamemnon, King of men, and
say to him: ¢Summon all the long-haired Argives
to arms; for now thou mayest take the wide-
streeted city of Troy. The deathless gods,
who hold the Olympian mansions, are no longer
divided in their counsels, but all have yielded
to the prayers of Hera, and quick doom hangeth
over the Trojans.””

And the Dream went, with all speed, to
Agamemnon, son of Atreus, and stood over his
head, in the likeness of Nestor, son of Neleus,
the wisest of men, in whom Agamemnon trusted
most of all the Chiefs. And thus spake the
baneful Dream : ¢ Sleepest thou, O ‘son of
Atreus? It is not well for a Counsellor, to

37
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whom the Army is entrusted, to sleep all night.
Listen now to me; for I am a Messenger from
Zeus, the Thunderer, who careth for thee and
pitieth the Achaians. He commandeth thee to
call the long-haired Achaians to arms; for now
thou mayest take the wide-streeted city of
Troy.”

Thus spake the deluding Dream, and left
Agamemnon there with hopes that were not to
be fulfilled ; for he fondly thought that he would
take the holy city on that very day. So he rose,
and donned his bright tunic, newly made, and his
ample cloak, and bound his fair sandals on his
smooth and shining feet; and over his shoulders
he threw his silver-studded sword-belt, and took
in his strong hand the imperishable sceptre of his
sires, and went down to the ships of the mailed
Achaians.

And now the bright Dawn, the rosy-fingered,
climbed high Olympos, heralding the Daylight
to Zeus and all the deathless gods. And King
Agamemnon sent forth the clear-voiced heralds,
to summon the long-haired Achaians to the
Assembly, and the people gathered in all haste.
But first, the great Council of the Chiefs met
near the ship of the godlike Nestor, the Pylian
King; to them Atreides spake, with crafty
words :

“Hear me, great Chiefs of the Achaians!
A dream from Zeus came to me in the
ambrosial night, in form most like to glorious
Nestor ; and it rebuked me, saying, ¢Sleepest
thou, son of wise Atreus, the tamer of horses?
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thou, who art burdened with so many cares, and
to whom this mighty host is entrusted ! I come
to thee straightway from Zeus, who careth for
thee, and biddeth thee arm the Achaians speedily ;
for now thou mayest capture the wide-streeted
city of holy Troy.” Thus spake the Heaven-sent
messenger of Zeus. Let us, therefore, straight-
way summon the long-haired Achaians to arms.
But first, I will make trial of them, and counsel
them to sail homeward in their well-benched ships;
but do ye hold them back.”

Then Nestor, the wise King of sandy Pylos,
rose and made harangue: <“O my friends,
great Chiefs and Rulers of the well - greaved
Argives | if any other man had told us of this
vision, we might have thought it false, and paid
no heed to it. But now it hath appeared to the
foremost of the Achaians; and we cannot doubt
it. Then let us straightway arm the sons of the
Achaians.”

Then he left the Council; and the other
sceptred kings rose up and followed him, and
the people gathered round them. And as the
clustering bees pour forth, in swarms, from some
hollow rock, and settle on the bright flowers of
Spring, so, from their ships and tents, the count-
less tribes of men came hastening to the Assembly.
And great Rumour ("Ocoa), the messenger of
Zeus, was among them, and urged them to go.
Dire was the tumult and confusion; and the
great earth resounded as the mighty host sat
down ; the nine heralds could hardly restrain
them from tumult, or make them sit on the
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benches, and listen to the Kings, who are the
foster-sons of Zeus.

Then the great Lord, Agamemnon, stood up,
bearing the Sceptre, which the divine Artificer,
Hephaistos, once wrought for great Zeus, who
gave it to Hermes, the slayer of Argos; and /e
gave it to Pelops; and Pelops to Atreus, Shepherd
of the People; and Atreus, when he was dying,
gave it to Thyestes, rich in flocks; and Thyestes
gave it to Agamemnon, wherewith to rule over
Argos and all the Islands. Leaning on this
sceptre, he harangued the Achaians :

“Friends! heroes, servants of Ares! now
hath Zeus, the Son of Kronos, entangled me in
a grievous fate — hard-hearted as he is! who
erewhile promised me that I should not return
home until I had destroyed well-fortified Ilios !
But now he biddeth me return to Argos, in dire
disgrace, after losing so many of my people. And
this will be a shame to our sons, to hear that the
great Achaian people have fought, in vain, against
an enemy weak and few in number. For if we
were to swear a truce, and we Achaians should
arrange ourselves in companies of ten, at a ban-
quet, and a Trojan were to be chosen to pour out
the wine for each ten, many of the decades would
be without cup-bearers ; so numerous are we, and
so few the Trojans who live within the city. But
they have allies from many other cities and towns;
valiant spearmen, who hinder me from taking the
citadel of holy Troy. Nine years have passed ;
and our ships, with the rigging, are rotting on the
shore ; while, in our homes, our wives and children
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are eagerly awaiting us. Then come, let us flee,
in our black ships, to our dear native land; for
never can we take the wide-streeted city of the
Trojans.”

Thus spake Agamemnon; and the hearts of
the multitude were deeply stirred ; and the vast
assembly swayed to and fro, like the waves of the
Icarian Sea, raised high by the east or by the south .
wind, when it descends upon them from the clouds
of Father Zeus. The whole assembly rose and
ran, shouting, to the ships; and each man en-
couraged his neighbour to knock away the shore-
props, and to drag the swift ships into the bright
salt sea.

Then would the Argives have sailed away,
dishonoured, to their native land, leaving Helen
to the Trojans. But Hera, ever watchful over
her beloved Argives, spake angrily, on Olympos,
to Athene: “O ye Gods! O Daughter of ZAgis-
bearing Zeus! thou Unwearied One! shall the
Argives, in very deed, flee over the broad-backed
sea, leaving Helen to Priam, for whom many a
valiant hero hath bit the dust, far from his native
land? But do thou fly quickly to the mail-clad
Achaians, and speak persuasive words to stay
them from launching their ships on the wide salt
Sea'!

Then Athene rushed down from the lofty peaks
of Olympos, and came speedily to the ships of the
Achaians ; there she found Odysseus, great in
counsel as Zeus himself, standing alone, nor did
he lay hand on his decked ship; for grief and
shame consumed his heart. And the stern-
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eyed goddess stood by him, and addressed him
thus :

“O godlike Odysseus, son of great Laertes,
Odysseus of many wiles! will ye, indeed, flee
homeward, in your many-benched ships, and leave
the godlike Helen to be a prize and boast to
Priam and his sons? I bid thee go speedily to
the great army of the Achaians, and hold back
each man, with kindly words, from drawing his
curved ship down to the sea.”

And Odysseus, the man of many devices,
knew the voice of the Heavenly Maid; and,
throwing off his mantle, he began to run, while
his herald, Eurybates, picked up the mantle. He
came first to the great son of Atreus, even the
King Agamemnon, and received from him the
imperishable sceptre of his fathers, with which he
took his way to the ships.

Wherever he found a leader, or a man of
weight, he stood by him and restrained him with
friendly words: «“O my good fellow, I would
not terrify zhee, like a meaner man ; but do thou
sit quietly, and make others sit still! Thou
knowest not the real purpose of Agamemnon ;
for ye all heard not what he spake in the Council ;
beware then of his anger, lest he deal hardly Wlth
you; for proud is the mind of a king, one
nurtured by Zeus.”

But when he came to a man of the common
herd, and found him shouting and hastening to
launch the ships, him did Odysseus hold back
forcibly, with the sceptre, chiding him with angry
words : “Thou wretched man! sit still, and
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listen to thy betters ! thou art not a warrior, but
a man of naught, of whom no account is taken.
We cannot all be kings; the rule of many is an
evil thing ; let there be one Lord, to whom the
wise Son of Kronos has given the sceptre, that he
may hold the sway over us.”

And the Achaians were afraid, and obeyed the
voice of Odysseus; they hastened back to the
Assembly, with a noise like that of the loud-
roaring sea on the beach. All the rest sat down,
and held their peace. Thersites, alone, went on
brawling, with intemperate words, jeering against
the Chiefs, so that he might make the people
laugh. He was, by far, the ugliest man of all the
army before Troy. Bandy-legged and lame was
he, with a misshapen head, upon which grew no
ha1r but only a thin down He was especially
hateful to Achilles and Odysseus, whom he loved
to revile ; and now he poured forth his ribaldry
on the goodly son of Atreus. Thus he spake, in
a loud voice, to the great Ruler of the People :
““O thou Lord Atreides! art thou still unsatisfied ?
Surely, thy tents are full of rich bronze, and many
women are in them, whom we Acha1ans give to
thee, whenever we have sacked a city. What dost
thou yet lack ? Is it gold, which one of the horse-
taming Trojans may bring thee, as a ransom for
his son? Or is it a maiden, whom I, or another
man, perhaps, may have taken among the captives?
It is not right that trouble should be caused among
the Achaians by one who is their King. O ye
weaklings, ye shameful cowards, ye Achaians not
men but women, how is it that ye endure such
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treatment ! Let nothing keep us now from re-
turning home, and leaving this man here, to gorge
himself with prizes if he can—that he may learn
whether our aid be of any use to him, or not! It
is thou, O Atreides, that hast insulted Achilles, who
is a far better man than thyself. Surely Achilles
is one by no means wrathful, but rather negligent
and careless ; or else, this outrage were thy last ! ”

So Thersites reviled the great Shepherd of the
People. But goodly Odysseus was aware of him,
and came to his side, and rebuked him with angry
words: ¢ Thersites! rash and random prater, loud-
mouthed orator, as thou art, I bid thee keep silence,
nor think thou alone to contend against mighty
Kings ; for surely, of all that came to Troy, there
is no baser man than thou art. It is not meet that
such a one as thou should speak of the Chiefs,
insultingly, as thou dost, and look for a safe return
home! Now I will speak to thee plainly, and my
words shall be fulfilled. If ever again I find thee
thus raging against the Chiefs, then, may I lose my
head, and be no more called the father of Tele-
machus, if I strip not off thy mantle and thy tunic,
and send thee, with many a blow, naked, weeping
and howling, to the ships ! ”

With that, Odysseus smote Thersites, with the
sceptre, on his back and shoulders ; and a big tear
fell from the eyes of Thersites, who sat down,
smarting, helpless, and wiping his eyes. The
others around him, though sorry that they were
not to sail home, laughed at him, and said to
one another : ¢ Truly, Odysseus hath done great
things, in council and in war; but this is the
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best thing that he hath done, in that he hath
stopped the mouth of this railing prater.”

Then Odysseus addressed Agamemnon, and
reminded him of the divine oracle, according to
which the Greeks were to take sacred liroysin
the tenth year. “So come ye,” he said to the
assembly ; “remain here, ye well-greaved Achaians,
till we shall have sacked the holy Ilios!” Thus
he spake to them ; and the fickle people shouted
applause, which echoed terribly from the ships along
the shore.

Then the wise Nestor rose, and advised Aga-
memnon to separate the divisions of the army, to
arrange them by nations and clans and tribes, and
to let each chief be in command of his own country-
men, and allow them to fight in their national
manner. “So wilt thou learn,” he said, ¢ who, of
thy captains and their men, are brave, and who
are cowards.” And Agamemnon fiercely exhorted
and threatened them : “ Whomsoever I shall see
near the ships and seeking to shirk the fight, for
him there shall be no escape from the dogs and
birds.”

Then Agamemnon sacrificed a bull to Zeus,
and called all the Chiefs around him. There were
Nestor ; Idomeneus of Crete ; the twain Aliantes ;
Diomedes, the son of Tydeus ; and Odysseus, equal
to Zeus in counsel ; while Menelaos, the Spartan
King, husband of Helen, came uninvited, as he
knew the toil and anguish that his brother Aga-
memnon endured upon his account. Agamemnon
stood forth among them, and prayed : “ O Zeus,
most glorious and mightiest ! God of the Storm-
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Cloud ! grant that the sun may not set before I
have burned the palace of King Priam, and pierced
the heart of Hektor with my sword!” Thus he
prayed ; but Kronion would not hear him, but
made continual increase of his labour. And Nestor
also spake : “O noble son of Atreus! let us no
longer be idly talking here, but let the heralds,
among the ships, gather the host together ; and
let us go through the ranks of the well-greaved
Achaians, that we may the more quickly rouse
them to fierce battle.”

Then the clear-voiced heralds went forth, and
summoned the long-haired Achaians to the fight ;
and the Chiefs, the foster-sons of Zeus, gathered
round Agamemnon. And the mighty goddess
Athene was amongst them, bearing the holy
egis, immortal and indestructible, wherefrom
waved a hundred tassels of pure gold, each one
worth a hundred oxen. She passed through the
ranks, and aroused in every man’s heart the love
of battle ; so that fighting seemed to them sweeter
than to depart to their dear native land.

Meantime, the great Achilles kept aloof from
war ; he sat, with his dear friend Patroklos, i1dle in
his tent, while the Myrmidons lay around, thirsting
for the war-cry, but amusing themselves with
games and sports.
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In obedience to the summons of their leaders, the
great host of the Achaians assembled on the plain of
the flowing river Skamandros (Scamander), innumer-
able as the leaves and flowers in the season of Spring.
And 1n the midst of them stood the great Ruler,
Agamemnon ; his head and eyes like those of
Loud-thundering Zeus ; his waist like that of the
Man-slaying Ares (Mars) ; and with a breast like
that of Poseidon (Neptune), the Ruler of the Sea.
As the mail-clad Argives marched on, and rushed
across the plain, the earth groaned beneath them.

Now, Zigis-bearing Zeus sent his messenger, Iris,
to the Assembly of the Trojans, with the voice of
Polites, son of Priam, their sentinel at Priam’s
gate, and spake thus to Hektor : ¢ This is no time
for idle words, for stern war is already upon you.
But to thee, O Hektor, do I especially speak ; and
do thou obey my voice! As thou hast many
allies, of diverse nations and tongues, let each
Chief marshal and command his own people, and
lead them forth to war.”

And the glorious Hektor knew the voice of the
messenger, and hastened to obey. He straight-
way dissolved the Assembly. The gates of Troy

were then thrown open, and the Trojan host
47
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rushed forth, with a mighty din. The blameless
Hektor, with his glancing helmet, was foremost of
all, and led the bravest and strongest of the men ;
Aineias (Aneas), son of the goddess Aphrodite,
born amidst the peaks of Ida, led the Dardans ;
and of the other leaders of the allies, the most
famous were Sarpedon, son of Zeus, and blameless
Glaukos, who led the Lykians, from distant Lykia,
by the swift-eddying Xanthos.

And, as the countless hosts advanced, to meet
each other in deadly conflict, the Trojans marched
with noisy shouts, like the clamour of the cranes,
when they fly to the streams of Okeanos, in the
early morning, screaming, and bringing death and
destruction to the Pigmy men ; but the Achaians
came on in silence, breathing dauntless courage.

But when they came near to each other, the
goodly Alexandros (Paris) went before the front
rank of the Trojans, and brandished his spear, and
challenged all the Argive Chiefs to single combat.
When the warlike Menelaos, whom Paris had so
deeply wronged by carrying off his wife, the beau-
tiful Helen, saw Paris there, he was glad, thinking
that he should now punish the false traitor for his
wickedness. So he leaped from his chariot, in his
clanging armour, and advanced to meet the chal-
lenger. And Paris saw him; and pale fear got
hold of him, like to a man who has trodden on a
serpent, in a wooded valley among the mountains ;
and he shrank back among the lordly Trojans.

His brother Hektor saw him, and reproached
him with scornful words: ¢ Base deceiver of
women, beautiful in appearance and favour, but
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coward at heart! would that thou hadst never
been born, or that thou hadst died unwedded !
Now thou seest what kind of man is he, whose
lovely wife thou hast carried off by stealth. Of
no avail will be thy sounding lyre, thy beauteous
face and curling hair, or all the gifts of golden
Aphrodite, when thou liest grovelling in the dust.”

And the goodly Alexandros answered him :
“ Hektor, thou rightly chidest me, and not more
than I deserve. 74y heart is ever undaunted, and
keen as the axe, which cutteth the strong oak, in
the hands of a skilful shipwright. But reproach
me not for the lovely gifts of golden Aphrodite ;
for no man can obtain them by wishing for them,
for they are among the precious gifts of the blessed
gods. But if thou desirest that I should do battle
with the valiant Menelaos, make the Trojans and
the Achaians sit down 5 and set me and Menelaos
in the midst, to fight for Helen and for all the
treasures which were taken away with her. And
whichever of us twain shall be the victor, let him
bear away the woman, and the treasure, and take
them home.”

So spake he, and they all kept silence; but
Menelaos of the loud war-cry stood forward
amongst the Greeks, and made harangue :
“ Hearken now to me, for my heart hath endured
the greatest grief. Whosoever of us twain shall
fall, there let him lie. But now bring a goodly
sacrifice, a white ram and a black ewe, for the
Earth and for the Sun; and another for Loud-
thundering Zeus; and summon hither the great
King Priam, that he may take the pledge ; for his

E
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sons are reckless and faithless ; young men’s hearts
are too frivolous and fickle, but an old man looketh
to the future and the past.”

And Hektor sent heralds to the city, to fetch
two lambs, and to summon Priam ; while Aga—
memnon sent Talthybws for'ta) fam; Now Iris, in
Troy, came to Helen, in the semblance of Laod1ke
Paris’ sister, fairest of Prinins daughters, wife of
Helikaon, the son of Antenor. She found Helen
weaving a great purple web, on which she was
embroidering the battles of the Argives and the
Trojans. The swift-footed Iris came near her,
and said : “Come hither, dear Lady, come with
me, to see the wondrous deeds of the horse-
taming Trojans and the mail-clad Argives; for
now the battle is suspended, while Alexandros,
and Menelaos dear to Ares, will fight alone with
their spears, for thee; and thou wilt be the fair
wife of the victor.” So Iris spoke, and put into
Helen’s bosom a longing for her former husband,
and for her darling daughter. Then Helen veiled
her face, and went straightway to the Skaian Gate,
letting fall a tear; and her two handmaidens,
Athre and Klymene, followed her.

On the tower above the Skaian Gate, she found
the Trojan Elders, Panthoos, Thymmtes Lampos,
Hiketaon, Oukalegon and Antenor; these, on
account of their age, had ceased from war, but
were still good orators, with voices like the grass-
hoppers (cicadae) which sit upon a tree, and send
forth their lily-like voice ; so sat the Elders of the
Trojans on the Tower. When those ancient
Sages saw the fair Helen coming to them, they
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were astounded, and whispered one to another :
“ No wonder that the Trojans and the Achaians
have suffered so many things for such a glorious
woman ! But, fair as she is, let her sail away,
and not stay here to trouble us and our children
afterius.’’

But the aged King Priam addressed her kindly :
“ Dear Daughter | come hither, and see thy former
husband and kinsmen! I do not blame #Aee, but
the gods, and especially Aphrodite, by whom this
sad war has been brought upon us. But tell me
who 1s that huge Achaian warrior? Many are
tallerithan ‘he, but! I haveinever! seentafmantso
statelyand  royal’’ W And' the fairiibleleniditlie
daughter of Zeus, replied : “O venerable Father
of my Lord! would that death had been my lot,
when I followed thy son to Troy, and left my
home and husband, and my dear young daughter,
and all the loved companions of my girlhood !
But that was not to be, and therefore I mourn and
weep. The man of whom thou speakest is Atreides,
the wide-ruling monarch Agamemnon, who is both
a stately king and a doughty warrior ; he is the
brother of Menelaos my husband—shameless thing
shatt Lam |

Then the aged Priam asked her about the
other Achaian Chiefs, Odysseus, and the gigantic
Aias (Ajax), the bulwark of the host; and the
godlike Idomeneus; and the lovely Helen told
him all, and said : ““I see all the other bright-eyed
Achaians, and could tell their names; but two I
see not, even mine own brothers, horse-taming
Kastor and the boxer Polydeukes (Pollux); per-
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adventure they came not with the Achaians; or if
they came, they fight not, for fear of the revilings
which men heap on me—shameless that I am!”
She knew not that the earth already covered them,
in Lakedaimon, their dear native land. Now the
aged Priam drove out through the Skaian Gate,
with Antenor by his side ; and, when he had come
to the Achalans and the TrOJans he descended
from his chariot, and stood on the FEarth, the
bounteous grain-giver. Then Agamemnon, the
King of men, and Odysseus, the man of many
devices, rose up ; and the stately heralds brought
[ the holy oath- oH’ermgs to the gods, and mixed
the ruddy wine in the krazer (the mixing-bowl),
from which they gave portions to the Achaian and
the Trojan chiefs. Agamemnon raised his hands
to Heaven and prayed : “O Father Zeus, most
great and glorious! O Sun, who seest and
hearest all things! O ye Rivers, and thou,
Mother Earth! be ye all witnesses to our
oaths! If Alexandros shall kill Menelaos, then
let him keep Helen and all her possessions
but if the yellow-haired Menelaos slay Paris,
then let the Trojans give back Helen and her
treasures !

Then the lordly Agamemnon slew the lambs,
and prayed again to Zeus. But Priam spake unto
the Achaians and the Trojans: “I verily will
return to breezy llios; for I cannot bear to see
my son engaged in deadly conflict with the war-
loving Menelaos.”

Then the goodly Alexandros, lord of the fair-

haired Helen, put on his beautiful armour. First
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he set the splendid greaves upon his legs, fastened
round the ankles with silver clasps ; then he donned
the corslet, which he had borrowed from his brother
Lykaon; and he threw over his shoulders the
silver-studded sword-belt with his sword, and took
up his mighty shield ; and upon his beauteous
head he placed the helmet, with a horse-hair crest,
and the plume nodded terribly ; and he took a
strong spear 1n his hand.

Then he and Menelaos stood face to face, on
the ground which Hektor and Odysseus had meted
out ; and they brandished their spears, with wrath
against each other. Alexandros drew the lot to be
the first to cast his long-shafted spear ; he threw
it, and it struck the round shield of Atreides
Menelaos, but did not pierce it; for the point of
the spear was turned.

Then Menelaos, poising his lance, prayed to
Zeus s 1O ilather " Zeus I grant 't mie s toittalce
vengeance on goodly Alexandros, who did me
such foul wrong—~me, who had shown him so
much kindness!” e said, and hurled his strong
spear, which struck the bright shield of the son of
Priam ; and the sharp point passed through it,
and through his breastplate, and rent the tunic,
close to the side of his body; but Paris swerved
from it, and shunned the black fate of death.
Then Menelaos drew his sword from the silver-
studded sheath, and smote on the helmet of
Alexandros, but the sword was shattered, and fell
in pieces from his hand. Then he looked up to
heaven, and exclaimed : O Father Zeus! thou
art the most cruel of all the gods ! ™
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So saying, he caught Alexandros by his horse-
hair crest, and dragged him towards the well-
greaved Achaians, and the embroidered strap of
the helmet went nigh to strangle him. But
Aphrodite, daughter of great Zeus, who loved the
beauteous Alexandros, drew near him, and tore the
strap of leather; and the helmet came away,
empty, in the strong hand of the son of Atreus.
Full of wrath, he hurled it towards his trusty
companions, and they took it up. He then rushed
back again, to slay his enemy ; but golden-haired
Aphrodite, being a goddess, easily caught up Paris,
and hid him in thick darkness, and carried him
into Troy, to his high and fragrant chamber.

Aphrodite, the golden Goddess of Love, then
went to summon Helen, in the likeness of an old
woman, a wool-comber, who had worked for
Helen in ILakedaimon, and whom she greatly
loved. She found the white-armed Helen on
the high tower, and spake: ¢Come hither to
Alexandros, who sends for thee; he is there in
the fragrant chamber, shining in beauty—

Not like a warrior parted from the foe,
But some fair dancer from the public show.”
Pope’s Translation of the I/iad.

But Helen’s heart was greatly moved ; she
knew the golden Aphrodite, saw her fair neck
and sparkling eyes, and called her by her name:
“O thou strange Goddess! wouldst thou again
deceive me? Now Menelaos hath conquered
Alexandros, and will carry me home—accursed as
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I am! And now do #tAox no more return to
Olympos, but leave the dwelling of the gods,
and go and sit by Paris, till he make #4ee his wife
—or perchance, his slave! But 7/ will not go to
him; for all the Trojan women would justly
blame me hereafter; 1 have innumerable griefs
within my heart.”

Then was the bright goddess sore displeased,
and spake harshly to her : “Beware ! thou foolish
woman ! lest in my wrath I leave thee, and hence-
forth hate thee, as I have loved thee until now!”
Aphrodite spake, and Helen, daughter of great
Zeus, trembled and obeyed, wrapping her beautiful
garments about her ; and the goddess led her to
the fragrant chamber in the palace, and set her on
a chair before the goodly Paris.

But Helen looked askance at her lord, and
chode him with bitter words : “ Would that thou
hadst never come back from the fight, but hadst
perished by the arm of the warrior who was
once my husband! Thou didst boast thyself to
be a better man than Menelaos! Go then, and
challenge him again, to meet thee face to face once
more | ”

Yet Helen, though she could not but despise
Paris, soon became reconciled to him, partly from
a remnant of her former love for him, and partly
from her fear of Aphrodite.

In the meantime, Menelaos was raging through
the field in search of him. Nor could any of the
Trojans find him, or they would have given him
up; for they hated him like death, as the cause of
all their sufferings.
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And King Agamemnon said to the Trojans:
“Now that the Ares-loving Menelaos hath
conquered Alexandros, do ye give back to us
Helen and all her treasures!’ But this was not
to be.



CHARTER X

Now, the goddesses Hera and Athene were ill
pleased with the turn which affairs were taking ;
for they feared that the Achaians, having gotten
Helen, would sail away, without destroying the
city of Priam, which they hated with a deadly
hatred. They were furiously angry with Father
Zeus for favouring the Trojans; for he had
said : “This would be pleasing to me, if the city
of King Priam remained unharmed, and Menelaos
took back the Argive Helen. For of all the cities
on the bosom of Earth, the grain-giver, holy Ilios
i1s the dearest to my heart.”

Then Hera, his wife, attacked her Lord with
bitter taunts ; and Zeus, in great wrath, answered
her : “How then, good Lady, have Priam and
his sons offended thee so greatly, that thou
longest to sack and burn the great city of Troy?
Perhaps, if thou wert to enter the gates and
devour Priam and all the Trojans raw, thou
wouldst be satisfied 7 ”’

But he yielded to her, nevertheless, and sent
Athene to make the Trojans break the truce.
She, like a shining star, shot down from Olympos,
and leapt into the midst of the Trojan and
Achaian warriors. Then, in the likeness of

57
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Antenor’s son, Laodokos, she sought out Pandaros,
the skilful archer; and she spake to him artful
words: ¢ Listen to me, wise son of Lykaon, and
send a swift arrow at Menelaos; for thou wilt so
win glory and rich gifts from all the Trojans,
and especially from Alexandros, if he shall see
Menelaos dead and burned on the funeral pyre.”
Then Pandaros, in his folly, easily beguiled,
opened his quiver and took out a feathered arrow,
and laid it upon the cord ; and vowed to Apollo,
the Son of Light, a goodly hecatomb of lambs at
his home in holy Zeleia. Then he drew the bow-
string to his breast, and arched the great bow,
and the sharp shaft sped on its way amidst the
crowd. But Athene had marked him, and stood
before Menelaos, warding off the piercing dart, as
a mother wardeth off a fly from her slumbering
child. And she guided it so that it should strike
the golden buckle of the metal girdle, which
Menelaos wore as a protection against darts. So
the arrow only grazed the outermost flesh of the
King ; yet the dark blood flowed from the wound.
The Lord Agamemnon, secing this, took his
brother by the hand, and groaned aloud ; but the
yellow-haired Menelaos encouraged him, and said :
“Be of good cheer, dear Brother ! and let not the
Achaians be dismayed ; the swift arrow did not
pierce a vital part, but was stopped by my belt,
and by my girdle of bronze, the sure defence
against darts.” And Agamemnon was comforted,
and sent his herald, Talthybios, to call the excellent
leech Machaon, the son of Asklepios (Aesculapius),

whom he found among the shield-bearing warriors
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who had followed him from Trikke, in Thessaly.
And the herald called him to see Menelaos, who
was wounded ; and Machaon went to him, drew
out the arrow, loosed the belt, and examined the
grievous wound. He sucked out the blood from
it, and spread soothing unguents upon it, such as
the good Cheiron had shown to his father,
Asklepios ; and the wound was soon healed.

Meantime, the horse-taming Trojans were
coming on in battle array ; and the Achaians, too,
armed themselves for the fight; and the great
King Agamemnon was not slow or backward, but
very eager to begin the fray. The mail-clad
Achaians and the Trojans quickly met in deadly
strife ; and the Chiefs on both sides, aided by their
gods, performed prodigies of valour, until count-
less dead lay stretched upon the field.

And those Chiefs whom he found eager he
encouraged with friendly words: ¢ Ye noble
Argives, falter not nor fail in your stern, impetuous
valour ; for Zeus, the great Guardian of Oaths,
will be no helper of traitors—whose flesh the birds
shall eat, and whose wives and children we will
bear away in our ships!”

But when he found any man shrinking from
the grievous battle, him Agamemnon chode
with bitter taunts: “O thou vile coward! hast
thou no shame, that thou standest, dazed and full
of fear, like a timid fawn? dost thou wait to see
the Trojans come down close to our ships? dost
thou hope that then we shall be protected by the
Son of Kronos, with his mighty arm, if we do not
fight for ourselves 7
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He came next to the brave Cretan warriors, and
found their Chief, Idomeneus, with Meriones, to
whom he spake kindly words : “Idomeneus, more
than all the other Danaoi do I honour thee,
both in war and at the feast. When all the other
long-haired Achaians drink only their allotted
portion, #y cup, like mine, is ever full.” And the
noble Cretan answered Atreides: “I promised to
be a faithful helper to thee: I will keep my
pledge.””  Then he passed on to the twain
Aiantes, who were forming their close battalion of
foot soldiers, like a thick black cloud rising from
the sea and driven forward by the west wind.
Then he found Nestor, the aged Pylian King, who
was skilfully setting his followers in battle array.

Nestor first ranged the chariots in the front ;
and behind these, the foot soldiers, to be a bulwark
to the rest; but the weak and the cowardly he
placed between, in the middle, so that they must
fight, whether they would or not. ¢ And let no
man, trusting in his horsemanship,” said Nestor,
“drive his chariot before the front rank ; lest he
be caught in the throng of the others. But when
a warrior, standing on his own car, can reach a
chariot of the enemy, let him boldly thrust at
him with the spear; for so, in the olden time,
have armies been conquered, and cities have been
captured and levelled with the dust.”

Atreides Agamemnon rejoiced, and said to the
aged Nestor: “Would that thy strength were equal
to thy spirit |—that the lot of feeble old age had
fallen upon other men, and that thou wert still
among the young!” He went on, and found
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Menestheus the charioteer, the son of Peteos, in
the midst of the Athenians ; and near him was the
wily Odysseus, with the Kephallenians; these were
standing still, and waiting to see some other
battalion advance to the battle. And Agamemnon
spake to Menestheus with angry words : < O son
of " 'Peteos, of the ‘stock oft Zeus! andl theu,
Odysseus, thou wily man! why stand ye here
idle and shrink from war? Foremost are ye at
the feast, and ye gladly eat roast meat, and linger
over the honey-sweet wine ; but now ye would
gladly see ten battalions of the Achaians in front
of you!”

And Odysseus, the crafty one, looked sternly
at him, and said : “ What a word hath passed the
hedge of thy teeth! When once we have roused
fierce Ares against the horse-taming Trojans,
then shalt thou see the dear sire of Telemachos
fighting against the front ranks of the Trojans.
Idle as the wind are thy words!”

And Agamemnon was glad when he saw him
angry, and spake to him with soothing words :
“O Heaven-born son of Laertes, Odysseus of many
devices, gladly do I revoke my words, and will
make thee amends hereafter ; for I know that thy
heart 1s well disposed.”

Then he went on to others; and found great
Diomedes standing idle by his chariot, in the
space between the battalions, ard with him
Sthenelos, the son of Kapaneus; and him he
chode with winged words: O Diomedes, son of
the sage and warlike Tydeus, why dost thou stand
gazing at the bridges of the army? Thy father,
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they say—for I never saw him-—did not shrink
from the clash of arms, but was ever in front of
his dear companions. And we know that the
Achaians sent him as ambassador to Thebes, where
he found the sons of Kadmos feasting in the halls
of great Eteokles. And he had no fear, though
alone among so many, but challenged them all to
trials of strength, and beat them all by the aid of
Athene. And when the horse-goading Kadmeians,
being wroth, set an ambush of fifty youths, under
godlike Maion and Autophonos, both mighty
men of valour, he slew them all but one, even
Maion, whom he sent home, obeying an oracle
from the gods.”

And great Diomedes answered him not a word,
for he respected the rebuke of the King; but
Sthenelos, the son of glorious Kapaneus, spake
angrily and said :  Atreides | why dost thou, who
knowest how to speak wisely, utter idle lies?
We say, that we are better men than our fathers ;
for with a smaller force we took the seven-gated
city of Thebes, following the omens of the gods,
and trusting in the aid of Zeus. And #hey perished
in their insolence.”

But the strong Diomedes frowned at him, and
said, « Little Father! be silent, and listen to my
words. I blame him not for urging us to fight.
For Ais will be the glory, if we take holy Ilios ; and
Jis the shame and sorrow, if we fail.”

And as the mighty sea waves, driven by the
strong west wind, break with loud bellowing on
the shore, so, in serried ranks, the Achaians
moved to battle. But the Trojans—like the
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countless sheep which stand in the courtyard
of some wealthy man, bleating incessantly in
answer to their lambs, and waiting to be milked—
came on with discordant cries; for they came
from many lands, and spake with different tongues.
These were urged on by great Ares, and those by
the fierce-eyed Athene. And Terror was there,
and Panic, and Strife, the insatiate Sister of
murderous Ares ; she, humble at first, soon riseth,
and striketh heaven with her head, while her feet
are on the ground.

Then they joined battle, and dashed their
shields together, with a mighty din; then were
heard the triumphant shouts of the victors and the
groans of the dying. A fearful slaughter was
made on both sides.

And Odysseus was foremost in the battle ; and
seeing his brave comrade, Leukos, fall by the keen
javelin of Antiphos, the son of Priam, he rushed
to the front rank and slew Demakoon, another
son of Priam.

Then the Trojans, and even the glorious
Hektor, drew back, and the Argives shouted in
triumph.  But Apollo was looking down from
Pergamos, with grief at the slaughter of the
Trojans ; and he cried aloud and said :

“Ye men of Troy! arise and face the
Argives! They are not made of stone or iron,
but of yielding flesh. And remember that
Achilles, the great son of fair-haired Thetis, no
longer fighteth, but abideth full of wrath in his
tents.”

Then the Trojans returned, with full courage,
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to the fight. And on the other side, the fierce-
eyed Athene, the Trito-born goddess, urged on the
Achaians ; so the murderous battle was renewed,
and many Achaians and many Trojans lay side
by side in the blood-stained dust.
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Tue warlike Pallas Athene put resistless force
into the heart of Diomedes, son of Tydeus, and
made him foremost among the Argive Chiefs.
She caused a flame to flash from his shield and
helmet, glowing like the Summer Star when he
riseth from among the streams of Okeanos.

And the two sons of Dares, the noble and
wealthy priest of Hephaistos, met the raging
Diomedes face to face—they in their chariot, while
he remained on foot. And Thegeus first hurled
his long spear against Tydeides, but it passed
harmless over his shoulder. Then, 'in  turn;
Tydeides cast his spear, and smote Thegeus in the
breast, and he fell headlong from his car. Then
Idaios, not daring to protect the body of his
brother, leapt from his chariot and ran; and
Hephaistos wrapped him in a mist, and saved him,
for the sake of his aged priest.

The fierce-eyed Pallas seized the hand of
furious Ares, and spake gently to him: ¢ Ares,
Ares! thou blood-stained pest to mortal men! let
us now leave the Trojans and Achaians to fight
it out alone ; and let great Zeus give the glory to
whom he will ; but we twain will give way, lest
we rouse his wrath against us.”

F
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Then she led Ares, all unwilling, from the
field, and set him by the high-banked Skamandros.

Agamemnon and Idomeneus and Menelaos slew
many of the bravest of the Trojans, whom Ares no
longer aided. Therakles, son of the skilful crafts-
man Harmonides—the worker loved by Athene
before all others, for that he was skilled in all
manner of curious work—was smitten in the
buttock by Meriones; he it was who built the
well-balanced ships of Alexandros, which brought
woe to T'roy and to himself, for he regarded not
the oracles of the gods.

And Tydeides rushed upon the Trojan
battalions ; and they dared not meet him, for all
that they were so many, and he but one. And
when Pandaros, the famous son of Lykaon, saw
him storming like a whirlwind over the plain, and
driving the Trojans before him, he bent his
crooked bow, and launched an arrow at him,
and struck him in the shoulder. Then Pandaros
shouted to the Trojans in triumph : ¢ Rouse your-
selves, ye high-hearted Trojans! the best of the
Achaians is wounded ; not long will he endure
the sharp dart, if indeed Apollo sent me here
from Lykia.” The great Diomedes, however, was
not subdued by the sharp arrow. He called aloud
to Sthenelos, the son of Kapaneus, “Quick, dear
son of Kapaneus, and draw the bitter dart from
my shoulder!” And quickly brave Sthenelos
leapt from his shining car, and drew forth the
arrow, and the blood spurted from the wound.
Then he prayed to Athene, daughter of Agis-
bearing Zeus : “If ever thou didst aid my father
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in the stress of battle, O unwearied Maiden! do
thou befriend me now! Grant me to slay this
man, who boasteth that not for long shall I see
the light of day !

Athene heard him, and put fresh strength into
his limbs, and spake to him winged words :  Fear
not, Diomedes, to fight the Trojans; for I have
given thee thy father’s courage. Lo! I take the
mist from thine eyes, that thou mayest distinguish
between gods and men. But do thou not fight
against any of the deathless gods, save only
Aphrodite, the Cyprian Queen ; her only mayest
thou smite with the sharp bronze.” And the
keen-eyed Athene left him ; but he went back
into the throng with threefold courage. And as
a lion, whom the shepherd hath slightly wounded,
leaps into the fold, scattering and slaying the
sheep, so the furious Diomedes raged among the
Trojans.

But when the brave Aineias, son of golden
Aphrodite, saw Tydeides making sad havoc of
the Trojan warriors, he went his way among the
bristling spears, and sought the good archer
Pandaros ; and when he found him said to him :
“ Pandaros, where now is thy famous bow, in
handling which no man, here or in Lykia, can
rival thee? Pray now to Zeus, and send an
arrow at this man, whosoever he i1s, who hath loosed
the knees of many a brave Trojan! Surely some
god must be angry with the Trojans for lack of
sacrifices ; and the anger of a god is a fearful
thing.”

The noble son of Lykaon answered him: « By
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his shield and the crest on his helmet, I guess that
he 1s the great son of Tydeus; and yet I am not
sure that he is not a god. But if it be the man
I mean, then, surely, some immortal god is stand-
1ng by hlm, W1th a mist around his shoulders, and
1s warding off my useless darts. I have already
sent a shaft against him, and struck him on the
shoulder, right through his corslet ; and yet I
pierced not the tender flesh. And, alas! I have
no chariot near, though in my father Lykaon’s
house, there are eleven well-built cars; and that
brave warrior, the aged Lykaon, urged me to take
one of them to the war; but I, fool that I was,
did not hearken to h1m and I took down my
bow from its peg, and came on foot to lovely
Ilios, to please the noble Hektor. If ever I return
to my dear home, then will I break this bow with
my own hands and cast it into the fire.”

Noble Aineias, leader of the horse-taming
Dardans, answered him : “Speak not thus idly,
but mount my car, and thou wilt see of what
mettle are the horses of King Tros, which the
great Thunderer, Zeus, gave him in exchange for
his fair son Ganymedes. Whether we be victorious
or have to flee, they will bear us safely back to
Troy.}:

Lykaon’s noble son replied : « Take thou the
reins ; for the horses know thy hand and thy voice ;
and I will meet great-hearted Diomedes with my
spear.”’

Sthenelos, the son of the presumptuous Kapaneus
—of him whom Zeus struck by lightning, when
he was scaling the walls of Thebes, because he
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boasted that not even the fire of the Great
Thunderer could stop him—saw the two Trojan
heroes coming, and he spake to the bold son of
Tydeus : < Dear friend, I see two valiant warriors,
eager to attack thee; even Pandaros, Lykaon’s
son, and Aineias, born of the golden Aphrodite to
high-hearted Anchises. Therefore, let us retreat,
lest thou, too, lose thy life.”

And the dauntless Diomedes frowned at him,
and spake thus: “Talk not to me of flight! It
1s not in my heart to flinch or skulk, and Pallas
Athene bids me not to fear. I will not mount
the chariot, but will go, even as I am, on foot, to
meet them. And do thou mark well my words !
If the great goddess, Athene, grant me to slay
them both, then do thou leap upon their chariot
and drive it to the Achaian host; for the horses
are of the breed which All-seeing Zeus gave to
Tros, in return for Ganymedes his son.”

While they thus talked, the Trojan heroes drew
near ; and first the noble son of Lykaon spake :
O thou strong and wily son of haughty Tydeus,
my arrow overcame thee not! Now I will make
trial with my lance!” So saying, he hurled his
long-shafted spear ; and it passed right through the
shield of Diomedes, and struck his breastplate.
Pandaros shouted in triumph: ¢ Thou art wounded
in the belly; not long wilt thou hold up thy
head ; and great glory is mine!”’

But the mighty Diomedes, undismayed, replied :
“Thou hast missed, and hast not smitten me.
And one of you twain shall fall and glut the
murderous God of War.” So he spake, and
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hurled his javelin ; and Athene guided the deadly

bronze right through the face of Pandaros, near
the eye. And he dropped from his chariot, and
death overshadowed him.

Then Aineias leaped down, and bestrode his
fallen friend, like a lion trusting in his strength ;
for he feared lest the Achaians should carry the
body away. 'Then Tydeides took up a huge
stone, such as two men, as men now are, could
not move ; but he lifted it with ease, and threw it
at Aineias. And it fell on the top of his thigh-
bone—on the socket or cup in which the thigh-
bone turneth—and tore both the skin and the sinews.
Then the noble hero Aineias fell on his knees, and
black night covered his eyes; and he would have
perished utterly, had not his dear mother, the
golden Aphrodite, daughter of Zeus, seen him
and come to save him. She raised him in her
white arms, and covered him with a fold of her
shining garment, to protect him from the darts of
the enemy.

Meantime, the son of Kapaneus, the worthy
Sthenelos, remembering the behest of Diomedes,
leapt up on the chariot of Aineias, and drove the
glorious horses of Tros to the Achaian ranks.

But Diomedes, when he saw the white-armed
Aphrodite bearing off her dear son from the field,
was by no means overawed. He rushed upon her,
with his cruel blade, knowing that she was a weak
and timid goddess, and not like those who rule
in the battle—no Athene! no Enys (Bellona)'!
stormer of cities, the companion of bloodthirsty

Ares! So the undaunted son of Tydeus feared
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not to follow her through the press, and to thrust
at her with his spear. And the point of his
lance passed right through the ambrosial garment
which the blooming Charites (Graces) themselves
had. woven for her; and it wounded her weak
hand, at the base of the palm ; so that the divine
ichor, the blood of the immortals, flowed out.
For the blessed gods eat no bread and drink
no wine such as we mortals use, and they are
bloodless.

Then, with a loud scream, Aphrodite dropped
her dear son, Aineias ; but Phoibos Apollo saw it
all, and he took him up, and bare him away in his
arms, concealed in a dark cloud. The bold Tydeides
shouted after Aphrodite as she fled away, and said
to her : “ Daughter of Almighty Zeus! do thou
retire from war and battle ! Go away and seduce
weak women ; for if thou wilt mingle with fight-
ing men, thou shalt learn to shudder at the very
name of war!”

And the terrified goddess, bewildered and
smarting with the pain she felt, withdrew. Swift
Iris came to her, and led her away from the
crowd, full of anguish, and her lovely skin was
dyed with the ichor from her wound. On her
way she found Ares, the famous God of War,
sitting by the Skamandros, to the left of the
battlefield, with his fleet horses, and with his huge
spear, leaning against a cloud. Then she knelt
before him, and implored him, saying, ¢ Oh, dear
Brother, save me! Lend me thy horses, that I
may speed to high Olympos, the dwelling of the
gods! For I suffer from a painful wound, dealt
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by a mortal, who would, I think, fight even great
Zeus himself ! ”

She spake, and Ares gave her his chariot ; and
she mounted thereon, sore stricken at heart ; and
Iris sat by her side, and took the reins, and lashed
the willing horses, and they quickly came to high
Olympos. There the lovely Aphrodite fell upon
the knees of her dear mother, Dione ; and Dione
caressed her with her hand, and called her by her
name : “ Dear child, who now, of all the gods, hath
thus evil treated thee, as if thou hadst done some
wrong in the sight of all men?”’

The beauteous Aphrodite answered her :  The
haughty Diomedes, son of Tydeus, wounded me
when I was carrying off my son, Aineias, from
the field, who is the dearest to me of all. And
the strife is no longer between the Trojans and
Achaians alone ; for the Danaoi are waging war on
the Immortals.”

And Dione soothed her, and said : ¢ Bear up,
dear child, for all thy grief ; for many of us have
suffered like things from mortal men. Otos and
Ephialtes, those mighty giants, imprisoned Ares,
the great God of War, in a vessel of bronze for
thirteen months. So also the son of Amphitryon,
the godlike Herakles, wounded Hera, wife of
Zeus and Queen of Heaven, with a three-barbed
arrow, in the right breast. And the same man
smote the fearful Aides (Pluto) in Pylos, among
the Dead, at the gate of the infernal regions, with
a dart, and caused him the keenest anguish.
And now the fierce-eyed Athene hath sent great
Diomedes against z4ee ; blind fool that he is ! who
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knoweth not that he who fighteth with the gods
1s of no long life, nor do his children prattle on
his knees on his return to his own home. So let
the mighty son of Tydeus beware, lest Aigialeia,
his wedded wife, should one day rouse up her
servants from their beds, bewailing her dear lord,
the best of the Achaians.”” Then she wiped away
the ichor from the wound, and caused Aphrodite’s
pain to cease.

But Hera and Athene looked on, mockingly,
and addressed the Son of Kronos with bitter
taunts ; and the fierce-eyed Athene was the first to
speak : “O Father Zeus! wilt thou be angry
with me for what I say? No doubt the Cyprian
Queen was seeking to join some Achaian woman
to the Trojans, whom she passionately loves ; and
in caressing her, with her delicate hand, hath torn
it on a golden buckle ! ”

The Great Father smiled, and called the
golden Aphrodite to him, and said: It is not
for thee, my child, to meddle with the tasks of
war, but with those of love and marriage ; leave
the feats of arms to Ares and Athene.”

Meanwhile, Diomedes of the loud war - cry
rushed furiously upon Aineias, though he knew
that Apollo himself was shielding him with his
arms—so eager was he to slay the Trojan Prince,
and to despoil him of his splendid armour. Thrice
he rushed at him, and thrice the great god beat
him back. But when, the fourth time, he again
came on like a god, the Far-Darter shouted at
him, with a terrible voice: “Beware, Tydeides !
of matching thyself against the gods! for there is
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no comparison between the race of the deathless
gods and mortal men.”

Then Diomedes shrank back a little, fearing
the wrath of the Far-Darter ; and Apollo bare
away Aineias to his temple in holy Pergamos.
There Leto (Latona) and her daughter, the holy
Artemis (Diana), Lover of the Chase, tended him,
in the sanctuary, and healed his wounds. But
Apollo made a phantom of Aineias, in his armour,
round which the Trojans and Achaians fought
furiously, and many, on both sides, bit the ground.
Then Apollo shouted aloud, calling on impetu-
ous Ares: ‘Ares, Ares! bloodthirsty scourge of
mortal men! wilt thou not take away this
furious man, this Tydeides, who would fight with
Zeus himself 7

Then baleful Ares went among the Trojans, in
the likeness of the Thracian leader, swift Akamas,
and cried : “How long, ye sons of Priam, the care
of Heaven |—how long will ye see your comrades
slain by the Achaians? Aineias, the peer of great
Hektor, has fallen, and many around him are
slain.”

The noble Lykian Prince, Sarpedon, harshly
rebuked the godlike Hektor: “ Where now, O
Hektor, is the spirit which once was thine?
Thou boastedst that without us, thy allies, thou
couldst hold the city, with thy brothers and thy
sisters’ husbands. Where are #ey? they are
cowering like hounds before a lion ; and we, thine
allies, alone are fighting. I myself came from
distant Lykia, on the eddying Xanthos, leaving
wife and child and all my vast possessions ; and I
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urge on my Lykian warriors, and fight, myself,
though I have nothing here to gain or to
lose.”

So spoke the glorious Sarpedon, and touched
the noble son of Priam to the quick ; and he leapt
from his chariot, in full armour, brandishing two
spears, and roused his men to ficht. And soon
they rallied, and faced the Achaians, who stood
their ground in battle array.

And furious Ares veiled the field of battle in
dark clouds, to help the Trojans, obeying the
behest of Phoibos Apollo, God of the Golden
Sword, that he should rouse the Trojans when he
saw Pallas Athene departing. And now, Apollo
brought forth Aineias from his rich temple, and
filled his heart with courage. And Aineias took
his place again among his comrades, who rejoiced
to see him alive and well, and full of martial
vigour.

And against them the twain Aiantes, those
mighty men of war, and the wily Odysseus, and
the terrible Diomedes, urged on the Danaoi to the
battle, though they were, of themselves, in no fear
of the Trojans. And Atreides, King of men,
made harangue and said : “Brave comrades! bear
a stout heart, and quit ye like men, and fear to
dishonour yourselves in each others’ eyes Ty iiliice
brave man is safer than the coward ; for in flight
is neither safety nor glory.”

Then, rushing forward, he smote Deikoon,
son of Pergasos, the high-spirited friend of
Aineias, who was honoured as the sons of Priam,
for he was ever foremost in the fight. Him



76 ETR B ONES WTINTA D CH.

Atreides pierced through the belly, and he fell
with a mighty crash.

Aineias slew two mighty champions of the
Achaians, even Krethon and Orsilochos, sons of
Diokles, a wealthy man of Phere, the grandson
of the river Alpheios; these two godlike heroes
Aineias slew with his spear, and they fell, like two
tall pines. And Menelaos pitied them, when he
saw them fall ; and he went to the front rank,
brandishing his spear. But Antilochos, son of
wise Nestor, went and stood by Menelaos,
Shepherd of the Host; for he greatly feared lest
he should fall by the hand of Aineias. But
Aineias, brave as he was, was not minded to face
the twain heroes ; so these dragged away the two
corpses to the ranks of the Achaians.

And now, Menelaos, returning to the fight,
slew the mighty warrior Pylaimenes, peer of
Ares ; and Antilochos hurled a great stone at
Mydon, his charioteer, and smote him on the
elbow, and he dropped the reins. But Antilochos
flew at him, and drove his sword through his
temple, and he fell headlong in the dust.

But great Hektor was aware of them, athwart
the ranks, and rushed upon them with loud shouts,
followed by all the strength of the Trojan battalions.
And Ares and the awful Enyo (Bellona) led them
on ; Ares brandishing his huge spear, and ranging
round noble Hektor. Tydeides shuddered as he
saw them, and spake: ¢ Comrades! no wonder
that noble Hektor 1s thus bold, since there is
always some god near him, who guardeth him
from evil ; even as now I see Ares there, in the



xi1  TLEPOLEMOS AND SARPEDON 77

likeness of a man. Let us then slowly retreat,
but with our faces to the foe, and let us beware
of fighting against the gods!”

Then Hektor slew Menestheus and Anchialos,
riding in one chariot, brave warriors, who knew
the joy of battle. And Aias saw them fall, and
pitied them ; and he rushed forward, and smote
Amphion, son of rich Selagos, of Paisos ; and his
armour clattered loudly as he fell. And the
glorious son of Telamon ran forward, with a cry,
to strip him of his beautiful armour; but the
Trojans poured their bright javelins upon him,
like rain from a thunder-cloud. And Aias
dragged out his spear from the corpse, but could
not despoil it of the armour, so thick was the
flight of spears against him. Great and brave and
haughty as he was, he feared the multitude that
pressed upon him, and shrank back.

So toiled they in the furious fight. And
Tlepolemos, son of Herakles, peer of the gods, a
tall and valiant man, was led by resistless Fate
against the heaven-born Sarpedon. When these
twain, the son and the grandson of Cloud-com-
pelling Zeus, came near to one another, Tlepolemos
spake first: ‘Sarpedon, chief of the Lykians !
why dost thou crouch and skulk, like one un-
versed in war ? How do men say that thou art
a son of Aigis-bearing Zeus, since thou canst not
compare thyself with the men of olden days, who
were born of the Thunderer? What a man was
the terrible Herakles, my father, who came to
Troy to capture Laomedon’s mares, with only six
ships and a small following ! and yet he sacked
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the holy city of Ilios, and laid it waste. But thou
art a man of feeble spirit—no defence for the
Trojans. Strong as thou art, thou shalt fall by
my hand, and go down to the Gates of Hades.”

The valorous Sarpedon, leader of the Lykians,
answered him : ¢ Thy father destroyed holy Ilios
through the folly of the haughty Laomedon, who
treated him ill, and gave him not the steeds which
he came so far to fetch. But to thee black death
is near, and my spear shall gain great glory, and
send thy soul to Tartaros.”

Thus spake they, and threw their long spears
at the same moment. The spear of Sarpedon
struck Tlepolemos, son of Herakles, in the neck,
and passed right through ; and darkness veiled his
eyes ; the lance of Tlepolemos struck Sarpedon
in the thigh, and grazed the bone; but his
father Zeus warded off the doom of death. And
as they bore away Sarpedon from the battle, no
man marked the spear which was dragging from
his thigh along the ground. The Achaians bore
away the dead body of Tlepolemos.

The goodly patient Odysseus saw it, and his
great spirit was stirred within him. He bethought
him, whether to follow Sarpedon, son of Zeus, or
to turn upon the common herd of Lykians, and to
take their lives. And Athene bade him turn his
fury upon the crowd. Many of them he slew,
and would have slain still more ; but great Hektor
marked him, and rushed to the front of the battle,
in his flashing armour, and terrified the Danaoi.
Sarpedon rejoiced, when he saw the noble Hektor
coming, and said to him: “O son of Priam! let
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me not fall into the hands of the Danaoi; but
bear me into the city, that I may die there ; since
I may not again see my home, my wife and my
little son.” But Hektor hastened on, and spake
no word to the wounded Lykian Chief; so eager
was he to drive back the Danaoi, and to slaughter
them. But the comrades of Sarpedon carried him
to the shade of a mighty oak tree of Zeus, and
made him sit; and brave Pelagon drew the ashen
spear from his thigh. Darkness still veiled his
eyes; but the north wind blew upon him and
refreshed his fainting soul.

Now the Argives neither turned their backs
on Ares and mail-clad Hektor, nor did they
advance to meet them; but slowly retreated,
through fear of Ares.

Who, then, of the Argives, was slain by noble
Hektor and the bronze-clad Ares? By their
hands fell noble Teuthras, and the charioteer
Orestes, Trechos the Aitolian spearman, Oinomaos
and Helenos, and rich Oresbios with the varie-
gated girdle, who came from Hyle, on the shores
of the Kephisian lake in Boiotia.

But when the white-armed Hera saw the havoc
they were making among the Argives, she spake
to Athene: “O ye Gods! O thou Daughter of
Zeus, unfaltering Maiden! was it for this that
we promised Menelaos that he should lay low the
strong-walled city of Troy—if we allow malignant
Ares thus to rage ? Let us twain then mingle in
the battle !

So did she speak, and the fierce-eyed Maid
assented. And Hera, Queen of Heaven, went
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herself to harness her divine horses, of the golden
frontlets. And lovely Hebe, ever young, fixed
the eight-spoked wheels of bronze to the iron
axle-tree ; the felloes were of gold, indestructible,
with tires of bronze ; the naves of the wheels were
of silver, revolving on both sides of the car. And
the chariot itself was plaited tight with gold and
silver thongs, and two rails ran round about it.
The silver pole projected from the car, and to the
end of it lovely Hebe bound the beautiful yoke of
gold, under which great Hera placed the wind-
swift horses, longing for strife and war.

And the fierce-eyed Athene, daughter of Zeus,
cast off her soft and many-tinted vesture, which
her own hands had wrought, and donned the tunic
of Loud-thundering Zeus, and armed herself for

rievous war. Around her shoulders she threw

her tasselled zgis, on which are Panic and Strife,
high Courage, and chilly Rout, and the dreadful
head of the monster Gorgon, grim and horrible,
fearful to look upon, the portent of Almighty
Zeus. And Athene set upon her mighty head
her four-crested golden helm, with bosses all
round it, adorned with figures of the warriors of
a2 hundred cities. Then she mounted the chariot,
sparkling like fire, and grasped the mighty spear,
with which she chastiseth the heroes with! whom
she, the daughter of a terrible sire, 1s angry.

And Hera seized the reins, and plied the lash.
The Gates of Heaven, which are guarded by the
blooming Hours, flew open of themselves ; and
the chariot passed through, and sped to high
Olympos, on the summit of which they found
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Zeus, the Son of Kronos, sitting apart from all
the other gods.

And the white-armed goddess, Hera, spake to
her almighty Spouse, and said : <O Father! art
thou not wroth with Ares, for his frantic deeds?
Seest thou not what a crowd of noble Achaians he
hath recklessly destroyed, to my great sorrow ?
It 1s the Cyprian Aphrodite, and Apollo of the
Silver Bow, who have roused this lawless madman,
while they look on, greatly pleased, and take their
ease. Wilt thou be angry with me, if I smite
him, and chase him from the field?

And the Cloud-Gatherer answered her : ¢ Go,
then, and set Athene, driver of the spoil, upon
him ; she knoweth best how to punish him.”

And the white-armed goddess obeyed his
words, and lashed her willing horses ; and they
flew between the earth and the starry heaven.
Far as a watchman can see from a tower, over
the wine-dark sea, so far leapt at a bound the
loud-neighing horses driven by Hera.

When they came to the junction of the rivers
Simoeis and Skamandros, the goddess drew the
reins and stopped the divine horses. Then she
unyoked them from the chariot, and hid them in
a thick mist; and the river Simoeis caused am-
brosial grass to spring up for them to graze upon.
And the twain glorious goddesses moved along,
with the gait of timid turtle-doves, eager to help
the Danaol. And when they came to where the
most valiant of the Chiefs were gathered round
great Diomedes, like lions or savage boars of the
forest, then Athene, in the form of Stentor of

G
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the brazen voice—whose cry was louder than that
of fifty common men—shouted to the Argives :
“Fie on you, shameless cowards! As long as
noble Peleides fought for you, no Trojan dared
to issue from the gates of Dardanos; but now
they are fighting near the hollow ships !

Thus roused she the fainting courage of the
Argives. And she found great Diomedes, standing
by his horses, trying to cool the wound that the
archer Pandaros had dealt him ; and he was weary
with raising his belt and wiping away the clotted
blood beneath it.

And the white-armed goddess, Hera, began to
chide him fiercely, saying, “ How little 1s the son
of Tydeus like his noble father! low in station,
indeed, was he, but a mighty warrior. He went
once on an embassy to Thebes; and I counselled
him to feast peaceably with the Kadmians in their
halls, and not to fight; but he, with the valiant
soul of the men of yore, challenged all their noblest
youths, and beat them easily, because I helped
him. But as for thee, though I stand beside
thee and bid thee fight bravely, either thou
art weary, or terror hath seized thy heart. If
that be so, thou art no true son of the gallant
Tydeus.”

The sturdy Diomedes answered her: I
know thee, Daughter of ZEgis-bearing Zeus;
and therefore I will tell thee all that is in my
heart. No depressing fear hath got hold of
me ; but I am mindful of thy command, not to
ficht with any of the blessed gods, save only
Aphrodite. Her I wounded, and drave her from
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the field. Therefore it is that I fall back, with
all the Argives, because I see the murderous Ares
raging in the fight.”

Then the fierce-eyed goddess was glad, and
spake to him winged words : “O son of Tydeus,
dear to my soul, fear not Ares, or any other of
the deathless gods ; for I will help thee. And,
first, at Ares drive thy car, and fight him, hand
to hand ; and be not in awe of the mad furious
god—that compound of every evil thing, the re-
creant turncoat, who so lately promised me and
Hera to fight against the Trojans, and to help the
Argives.”

Then she pulled Sthenelos down from the chariot
and herself mounted up beside Tydeides ; and the
axle groaned beneath the weight of the goddess
and the gigantic hero. And she drave straight
against the bloodthirsty Ares, who was stripping
the armour from huge Periphras, the glorious son
of Ochesias, the best of all the Aitolians. Athene
now put on her head the helmet of Hades, which
made her invisible to Ares, as she did not wish
that he should see her.

But when the baneful Ares saw great Diomedes
coming towards him, he left the dead body of
huge Periphras, lying on the ground, and made
for Tydeides. First, Ares thrust his spear at
Diomedes, over the yoke of the chariot, to take
away his life ; but the fierce-eyed goddess seized
the spear with her hand, and made it pass harm-
lessly over the car. Then Tydeides of the loud
war-cry thrust at Ares ; and Pallas Athene drave
the spear, low down, into the belly of the dreadful
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god, and it rent his white flesh, and wounded him
sorely. Then Ares cried out, as loudly as the
united battle-cry of nine or ten thousand warriors.
Trojans and Argives listened, trembling, to the
mighty roar of the wounded god! And the son
of Tydeus saw huge Ares passing away, amid the
clouds, like a gloomy mist after heat, driven by a
stormy wind !

Quickly, then, the fearful Ares reached Olympos,
the dwelling of the deathless gods ; and came,
moaning, to the side of Zeus, and showed him the
immortal ichor flowing from his wound ; and
spake with woeful words to his Almighty Father :

« O Father Zeus! art thou not wroth, to see
the outrageous deeds which we gods inflict upon
one another, for the sake of mortal men? We
are all angry with thee, for begetting that truculent
Maiden, even Athene, who is ever planning in-
famous deeds. All the rest of the Immortals obey
thy voice; only Aer thou never chidest — this
pernicious, headstrong maiden, because she 1s
thy daughter. And now she has moved Tydeides,
the haughty Diomedes, to rage against the im-
mortal gods ! The Cyprian Queen, even laughter-
loving Aphrodite, hath he wounded in the wrist ;
and me, even me, the God of War, he hath
attacked and smitten!”’

But the Loud-thundering Zeus looked askance
at Ares, and said : ¢ Thou shifting recreant ! come
not whimpering to me! Of all the Olympians,
I hate thee most ; for thou lovest strife and war.
The spirit of thy mother, too, even Hera, 1s
stubborn and intolerable ; and I can hardly con-
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trol /Zer. Nevertheless, as thou art my son, I will
no longer see thee in pain. If any other god but
myself had been thy father, thou wouldst have
been the lowest of the heavenly gods.”

Then Zeus commanded Paieon, the physician
of the gods, to heal Ares; and Paieon laid sooth-
ing ungents upon his wound, and healed him
quickly, for he was not of mortal race. And
Hebe, ever young and fair, bathed him, and clad
him in a shining robe ; and he sat down again by
Zeus, rejoicing 1n his recovered health.

And the twain goddesses, even Hera of Argos
and Athene of Alalkomenai (her birthplace in
Boiotia), returned to the palace of great Zeus,
having stayed the ravages of Ares.
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Now that the gods had left the field, the fortune
of battle swayed from side to side, as the Trojans
and Achaians hurled their javelins at one another
in the plain between Simoeis and Xanthos.

Telamonian Ailas, a tower of defence to the
Achaians, showed his comrades the way to victory.
He smote the foremost warrior of the Thrakians,
even the mighty Akamas, the goodly son of
Eussoros ; him the sharp bronze pierced in the
forehead, and dark night veiled his eyes. Then
Joud - shouting Diomedes slew Axylos, son of
Teuthramos, a rich man of Ariste, dear to his
countrymen, the most hospitable of men ; but no
one of all his friends was there to save him
from dire destruction at the hands of the terrible
Diomedes. And the son of Tydeus also slew
Axylos’ charioteer, Kalesios ; and the twain passed
down together to Hades. And many others fell,
on either side, and bit the dust.

But Menelaos of the loud war-cry took one
man captive, even Adrastos. His horses had
taken fright, and rushed madly across the plain;
and the chariot ran against a tamarind tree and
broke the end of the pole; and Adrastos was
rolled out on to the ground. And when he saw

86
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the auburn-haired Menelaos coming at him with
his long-shafted spear, he clung to his knees and
implored him with piteous words: < Take me
alive, great son of Atreus ! and accept a countless
ransom, which my father will gladly give from his
rich treasure—gold and silver and wrought iron
—if he hears that I am still alive ! ”

And Menelaos was moved to pity, and was
about to bid his comrades lead Adrastos captive to
the ships; when Agamemnon came running to
him, and called to him gently: “O my dear
Menelaos | why art thou so tender towards our
enemies ! Have they wrought good thmgs for thee
and for thy house? Nay, not one of them must
escape from our hands, not even the youngest child.”

Then, with changed mind, Menelaos thrust
Adrastos from him ; and Agamemnon drave his
spear into his side, and killed him.

Nestor, with his far-reaching voice, called
loudly to the Argwes ““ Friends and Warr1ors'
let no man tarry in the rear to strip the fallen;
but press on, to slay your enemies!” And his
words stirred the heart of every man. And now
would the Argives have chased the Trojans to
their city, had not the wise Augur, Helenos, son
of royal Priam, drawn near to noble Hektor
and goddess-born Aineias, with spirit- stirring
words :

“ Hektor and Aineias! the burden of the war
rests chiefly upon you ; for ye are the foremost
of the Trojans and Dardans, in war and in counsel.
Therefore be steadfast, and stand your ground,
and rally the host at the gates, before they flee to
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the arms of their wives, and become a mock to the
enemy. And when ye have aroused them, we will
‘remain here to meet the Danaoi; but do thou,
Hektor, go to our dear mother, Hekabe siand b1d
her repair, with the aged women, to the temple of
the fierce-eyed Athene. And let her lay the most
beautiful and graceful garments, which she herself
most highly values, on the knees of fair-haired
Athene ; and let her sacrifice twelve glossy kine
of one year old, which have never felt the goad ; and
let her earnestly implore the mighty daughter of
great Zeus to have pity on our wives and little
children. Then, perhaps, she will keep back the
terrible Tydeides from holy Ilios, who has shown
himself to be by far the best of the Achaians;
hardly did we fear the great prince Achilles, the
son of a goddess, so much! So terrible 1s he,
and none of us can resist him.”

Great Hektor did not disregard his brother’s
counsel. ILeaping from his chariot, and brandish-
ing two sharp spears, he reviewed h1s troops and
roused them to the battle. Then they turned and
faced the foe ; and the Achaians retreated and
ceased from ﬁghtmg, for they thought some god
had come down from Heaven to rally the Trojans,
so firm a front they showed.

The noble Hektor spake to the Trojans, and
said : “ Ye high-spirited Trojans and famous
allies!| be men, my friends, and summon up all
your courage! I, meanwhﬂe will go to holy
Ilios, and bid our Councillors and our wives pray
to the blessed gods, and vow to them glorious
hecatombs.”
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Now Glaukos, the son of Hippolochos of
Xanthos, the Lykian Prince, and the brave
Tydeides, met in the space between the two hosts,
eager for a fight; and when they had come near
one another, Diomedes was the first to speak :

“ Who art thou ? thou boldest of men! Never
have I seen thee before. But thou art the hardiest
of the Trojan host, since thou darest to face my
long-shafted spear. Wretched are the parents of
those who encounter me. But if thou art one of
the blessed gods, I fight not with zAem. Not for
long did murderous Lykourgos live, who chased
the nurses of youthful Dionysos (Bacchus) with an
ox-goad, through the lovely groves of Nysa ; then
the terrified god plunged beneath the ocean-wave,
and fair-haired Thetis took him to her bosom, and
saved him from the raging Lykourgos. And all
the gods were angry with him ; and Zeus, the Son
of Kronos, struck him with blindness, and he did
not long survive. So I beware of fighting with
the blessed gods, who live at ease. But if thou
art a man, and feedest on the fruits of Earth,
the grain-giver, then come on, and meet thy
doom.”

And noble Glaukos, the great Lykian Prince,
gave him answer :  Thou mighty son of Tydeus!
why askest thou me of my race and lineage? The
generations of mortal men are as the leaves of the
forest, scattered by the winds of heaven ; but the
budding trees put forth new foliage in the lovely
spring-tide ; so one generation of men passeth
away, and another followeth.

“ In horse-pasturing Argos, there is the city of
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Ephyre” (since named Corinth), * where dwelt
King Sisyphos, son of Aiolos, the craftiest of mortal
men. And he had a son named Glaukos; and
the son of Glaukos was the famous hero called
Bellerophon, .as the slayer of the Corinthian
Belleros. He slew also the invincible monster
Chimaira, a creature, of divine origin, with the
head of a lion, the tail of a serpent, and the mid-
body of a goat. Then he defeated the Solymi ”’
(who were the earliest inhabitants of Lykia); “and
that, he said, was the greatest of his feats. And
thirdly, he conquered the Amazons, the equals of
men.

« Now, the wife of Bellerophon bare him three
children—Isandros, Hippolochos, and Laodameia,
the mother of the godlike Sarpedon. The elder
son, Isandros, fell in a battle against the Solymi ;
and the daughter was slan by the shafts of
Artemis of the golden reins. But brave Bellero-
phon incurred the anger of the gods, and wandered
alone in the Eleian plains” (in Cilicia, near the
town of Mallos, between Pyramos and Sinaros),
<« and avoided the converse of men.

« T am the son of Hippolochos, who sent me
to Troy, and bade me always to be the best of
all men, and not to shame my glorious forefathers,
who were of the noblest blood of Ephyre and
spacious Lykia. Such is the race and lineage I
can boast.”

And Diomedes of the loud war-cry heard him
gladly, and fixed his spear in the Earth, the grain-
giver, and spoke with gentle words to the great
chief of the Lykians : ¢ So, then, noble Glaukos !
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we are hereditary guest-friends, through my grand-
father, Oineus, who hospitably entertained the
mighty Bellerophon for twenty days. Moreover,
they exchanged splendid gifts; Oineus gave a
shining purple girdle, and Bellerophon a double
cup of gold, which I have left in my house. But
of my father, Tydeus, I have no remembrance;
for I was but a little one when he went to Thebes,
and perished with the Achaian host. Wherefore,
we twain are dear guest-friends, thou in Lykia,
and I in Mid-Argos. Let us, then, avoid each
other’s spear! There are Trojans enough for me
to slay ; and for thee, multitudes of other Achaians,
whom thou mayest kill if thou canst! But let us
exchange arms, that all men may know that we
are hereditary guest-friends.”

And, descending from their chariots, they clasped
each other’s hands in token of good faith. But
great Zeus clouded the mind of the noble Glaukos,
so that he gave arms of gold, worth a hundred
oxen, for arms of bronze, worth only nine !

And now we must speak of Hektor, the noble
Trojan Prince, who, after Achilles, was the most
famous warrior of the two hostile armies. Achilles,
indeed, was the son of a goddess, even silver-footed
Thetis ; while Hektor’s mother, Hekabe, was a
mortal woman.

Well knowing the dangers to which he was
exposed, and how soon he might fall in battle,
Hektor now bethought him of his lovely wife,
Andromache, and his little boy, Astyanax. When
he came to the Skaian Gate, the Trojan women
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came running to him, with eager questions about
their husbands, sons, and brothers; and sorrow
filled their hearts. Among them came his fond
and generous mother, Hekabe, leading by the
hand the fairest of her daughters, Laodike, and
she called him by his name, and spoke : ¢ Dear
Son! why hast thou left the field? Do the
Achaians press thee hard ? Dost thou come to
make prayers to Father Zeus, from the Citadel ¢
But come, I will bring thee honey-sweet wine,
that thou mayest pour out a libation to Almighty
Zeus, the Son of Kronos, and refresh thyself with
a draught.”

But Hektor answered her: ¢ Bring me no
luscious wine, dear Mother ! lest thou rob me of
my strength and courage. Nor dare I make a
libation to Zeus, with hands unwashen and soiled
with blood. But go thou to the Temple of
Athene, driver of the spoil; and lay the finest
robe, the most precious to thyself, upon her
knees ; and vow to sacrifice twelve fat kine to
her ; and beg her to have mercy on the Trojans,
and on their wives and little children! So, per-
haps, she will hold back the terrible warrior,
Tydeides, from sacred Ilios. And I will go and
seek out Paris; would that the earth would
swallow him up! for Zeus hath cherished him
to be the bane of his country, and of his father,
Priam.”

Then Hekabe went to her ambrosial chamber,
and took the finest of her embroidered robes, the
work of Sidonian women, which shone like a star ;
and went, with other aged women, to the Temple
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of Athene. And the fair-cheeked Theano, daughter

of Kisseus, the priestess, wife of Antenor, opened
the temple gates, and took the shining robe, and
laid it upon Athene’s knees, and prayed to the
great daughter of Zeus. But the goddess did not
grant her prayer.

But Hektor went his way to the fair palace of
Alexandros (Paris), and found him in his chamber,
polishing his beautiful armour, and proving his
curved bow. Then, when Hektor saw him, he
reproached him with bitter words: “ O thou
strange man! thou dost not well to nurse thy
spite against the Trojans, who are now perishing
before the city, and all for thy sake! Rise, then,
now, lest the city be burned with fire |

And the goodly Alexandros answered : It is
not so much by reason of my wrath against the
Trojans, but I would fain indulge my sorrow. My
wife, too, hath urged me to the battle. Tarry
then awhile, and I will don my armour; or go
thou before, and I will follow.”

Then the divine Helen, daughter of great Zeus,
came and spoke gently to Hektor, and said : <O
Brother ! Brother of vile me, who am a dog—would
that, when my mother bare me, the storm-wind
had snatched me away to a mountain, or a billow
of the loud-roaring sea had swept me away, before
all these evil things had befallen me! Would that
I had been mated with a better man than Paris,
whose heart is not sound, and never will be. But
come, my Brother, and sit by me ; for thou verily
hast suffered most for me, who am a dog, and for
the grievous sin of Paris, upon whom, surely,
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Zeus is bringing evil days; he will be, hereafter,
a song of scorn in the mouths of future men,
through all time to come.’’

But noble Hektor answered her: «If thou
lovest me, dear Helen, bid me not stay; for I
go to succour my friends, who long for me in
my absence. But do thou try and rouse this
husband of thine, and bid him overtake me. As
for me, I shall first go to my home, and to my
wife and my little son ; for who knoweth whether
I shall ever return to them again ?”’

So spake the glorious Hektor, and went his
way to his own well-furnished house ; but he
found not Andromache there; for she had gone
to the tower, with her fair-robed nurse and with
her boy, all bathed in tears. Hektor asked the
servants, whither the white-armed Andromache
was gone; and the busy matron of the house
replied : “ She is gone to the tower of holy Troy ;
for she heard that the Trojans were defeated,
and the Achaians victorious.” Then Hektor re-
turned, by the same way, down the wide streets,
and came to the Skaian Gate.

And his peerless wife, even Andromache,
daughter of the high-minded Eétion, King of
Kilikia—she whom he had won by countless gifts
—_came running to meet him. And with her
came the handmaid, the nurse, bearing in her
arms Hektor’s tender boy, Astyanax, beautiful
as the morning star. And Hektor smiled, and
looked on his darling boy, while Andromache
stood beside him, weeping. And she clasped his
hand, and called him by his name: “ O my dear
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Andromache and Astyanax meet Hektor prepared for war.
Page 94.
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Lord, thy dauntless courage will destroy thee!
Hast thou no pity for thy infant child, and for
thy hapless wife, who soon will be a widow? It
were far better for me to die, if I lose #hee; for
nevermore can I know comfort, but only pain and
sorrow. For I shall be utterly alone. I have
neither father nor mother ; for Eétion, my royal
sire, was slain by great Achilles. And all my
seven brothers went down to Hades on the self-
same day! they too were slain by swift-footed
Peleides. But my mother was smitten in her
father’s halls, by the gentle arrows of the archer
Artemis. Lo ! now, #hox art all in all- to me,
father, mother, brother, and dearly loved husband !
Come, then, take pity on us, and abide on the
tower, and make not thy boy an orphan, and thy
wife a widow ! ”

And the glorious Hektor of the glancing helm
answered her, and said : “ Dear Wife ! I too think
of all these things. But how can I shun the
battle, like a coward, to be the mock of the
Trojans, and of the Trojan dames with trailing
robes? I, who have always fought in the van
of battle, and won glory for my father and my-
self 7 I know that the day will come, when sacred
Ilios shall be levelled with the ground, and Priam,
and the people of Priam, shall perish. But it is
not so much the fate of Priam, and of my mother,
Hekabe, and of my brethren, which fills my soul
with anguish ; but it is 4y misery, dear one, in
the day when some Achaian warrior shall bear
thee away, weeping, and rob thee of thy freedom.
Thou, alas! wilt abide in Argos, and ply the loom,
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the slave of another woman ; or bear water from
the Hypereian fount, being harshly treated ! And
one will say, as he looketh upon thee: ¢This was
the wife of Hektor, the foremost of the horse-
taming Trojans in the war round Ilios.” But may
the deep earth cover me, ere I hear thee crying in
the day of thy captivity | ”

So spake he, and held out his arms to take his
darling boy. But the child shrank, crying, and
nestled in the bosom of his well-girdled nurse;
for he feared the horse-hair crest, nodding terribly
from the brazen helmet. Then the fond parents
laughed ; and Hektor doffed his helmet, and laid
it on the ground. And he kissed his dear child,
and fondled him, and prayed thus to Zeus :

“O Zeus! and all ye Gods! grant that this,
my son, may like me be foremost to fight among
the Trojans, and rule as a King in Ilios; so that
men may say: ¢ He is far better than his father’ ™

Thus speaking, he laid the child in the fragrant
bosom of his dear wife Andromache ; and he pitied
her, and caressed her with his hand, and called her
by her name : “ Dear one ! be not thus utterly cast
down. No man can slay me till my hour of destiny
is come. But no man, when once he hath been
born, can escape his fate, be he a brave man or
a coward. Go thou to thy house, to the distaff
and the loom, and make thy maidens ply their
labours. But men shall engage in war, and I the
first of all in Troy.”

So spake Hektor of the glancing helmet, and
went his way. And his dear wife went to her
home, looking back at him as she went, shedding
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bitter tears. And she found her maidens there,
and with them she bewailed her Lord, while yet
he lived; for they feared that he would never
again return from battle.

And the goodly Alexandros donned his beauti-
ful armour, and hastened after his brother, whom he
overtook, and he made excuse for his long tarrying.
And Hektor answered him : “No man can justly
speak lightly of thy deeds, for thou art strong;
but thou art slack and careless, and I am grieved
when I hear shameful things said of thee by the
Trojans, who for thee bear so much toil. But let
us be going.”
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So the twain brothers, the glorious Hektor and
the goodly Paris, went forth to the battle. And
Paris slew Menesthios, of Arne, son of Areithoos ;
and Hektor smote noble Eioneus in the neck, and
relaxed his limbs in death. And Glaukos, captain
of the Lykian allies, cast his spear at Iphinoos, and
pierced his shoulder ; and he fell from his chariot,
and his limbs were loosened.

But when the fierce-eyed Athene saw the
Trojans making havoc of the Achaians, she rushed
down from the peaks of Olympos, to sacred Ilios.
And Apollo, who favoured the Trojans, saw her
from Pergamos, and hastened to meet her ; and
they met by the beech tree, and Apollo of the
Silver Bow addressed her : ¢ Why dost thou come,
O Daughter of the Loud-Thunderer? Is it to
bring victory to the Danaoi? for thou hast no
pity on the Trojans. But hearken unto me, and
let us stop the battle for this day—hereafter they
shall fight again.”

And the fierce-eyed goddess answered him :
“ Be it so, Far-Darter ! for this was my purpose
when I came from high Olympos. But how
thinkest thou to make the war to cease ?”’

Then King Apollo spake : Let us rouse the
98
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valiant spirit of horse-taming Hektor, to challenge
one of the Danaoi to deadly single combat.” And
the fierce-eyed Maid assented to his words.

And the dear son of royal Priam, Helenos, the
wise Augur, who knew the counsel of the gods,
drew near to Hektor, and spake thus to him:
“ Dear Brother, who art peer of Zeus in counsel,
wouldst thou listen to me? Make the Trojans
and the Achaians sit down ; and do thou challenge
the bravest of the Achalans to meet thee in single
combat. I hear the voice of the deathless gods,
that it 1s not yet thy lot to die.”

And the great Hektor rejoiced at his words; and
going into the throng, he held back the companies of
the Trojans with his spear, holding it in the middle,
and made them all sit down. And Agamemnon
made the well-greaved Achaians sit down. And
Athene and Apollo, in the form of vultures, sat on
a lofty tree, and watched the hosts. And Hektor
stood between the two armies, and spake : ¢ Hear
me, ye Trojans and Achaians! Amongst you are
the great Chiefs of the Achaians. Now let one of
these be your champion, to fight with me, Hektor ;
and I call Zeus to witness, that if he slay me, you
shall let him carry off my armour, but give my
body to the Trojans, that they may render to me
the honour of the funeral pyre. But if the Far-
Darter shall grant me glory, that I may slay A:m,
then will I strip him of his armour, and hang it in
the Temple of Apollo ; but his hfeless body I will
give back to the long—ha1red Achaians, that they
may bury him, and build him a barrow by the
Hellespont.”
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Thus spake the glorious Hektor ; but all were
silent ; for they were afraid to meet him. Then,
at last, Menelaos, groaning deeply, reproached the
Achaians, and said : ¢“O ye women of Achaia, no
longer men ! surely this will be an everlasting
shame to us, if none of the Danaoi dare to fight
with the noble Hektor! But I myself will arm
me ; for the issues of victory are with the gods.”

And he began to put on his dazzling armour.
And now wouldst thou, Menelaos, have yielded up
thy life at the hands of Hektor; but the great
Ruler, Agamemnon, rose up and stayed thee:
« Art thou mad, O foster-son of Zeus? Draw
back, though with grief and pain; and think not
to fight with Hektor, the man-slaying son of
Priam ; for he is a far better man than thou;
even godlike Achilles feareth to meet this man
in battle. Go then and sit down ; and we will
choose another champion.”

And the fair-haired Menelaos obeyed his
brother’s words, and his henchmen gladly took
off his bright armour. And the wise Nestor
arose, and upbraided all the Achaian Chiefs : « Fie
on us! Shame and lamentation have come upon
us all. Surely the aged Peleus, the goodly King
of the Myrmidons, would deeply groan, if he
heard that we are all cowering before great
Hektor ; he would pray that his soul might leave
his body and go down to Hades. Would to
Zeus, and to Athene and Apollo, that I were
young, as when the Pylians met the Arcadians
in battle, and Ereuthalion, the squire of King
Lykourgos of Arcadia, wearing the divine armour
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of Areithots, of the iron mace, before the walls
of Pheia, by the waters of Iazrdanos, challenged
all our host ; and they were afraid and trembled.
Then I, the youngest of all, stood up and fought
with him, and Athene gave me great glory ; for he
was the tallest man, and of the greatest bulk, that I
have ever slain. Would that I were still so young
and strong ! But of you, leaders of the Achaians,
not one has heart enough to meet great Hektor.”

‘The wise old man’s reproaches filled the Achaian
Chiefs with shame ; and nine of them rose up, ready
to fight ; namely, Agamemnon, King of men ; and
the stalwart Diomedes ; and Idomeneus, and his
brother in arms, Meriones, equal in fight to
murderous Ares ; and Eurypylos, and Thoas, and
the wily Odysseus, and two others. Then Nestor
spake again : “ Now cast lots for him that shall
be champion.” Then each man marked his lot,
and threw it into Agamemnon’s helmet ; and all
men prayed that the lot might fall on Aias or
Diomedes or the King of rich Mykenai. Then
Nestor shook the helmet, and the lot of ias
(Ajax) leapt out ; and the herald placed it in the
hand of mighty Aias, and he was glad; for he
said : I think that I shall vanquish goodly
Hektor.” And they all prayed to the Son of
Kronos, to give victory to Aias, or to grant unto
each of them equal glory and renown.

Then huge Aias donned his bright armour of
bronze, and came forth like the War-God Ares
when he goeth to battle. The Achaians were glad,
but the Trojans trembled ; and even the brave
Hektor felt his heart beat quicker in his breast.
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But he would not shrink from the combat, seeing
that he had himself challenged all the Achaians.
And Aias came on, bearing a mighty shield, like
a tower, which Tychios, the cunning leather-
worker, had made for him, of sevenfold hides
of lusty bulls, all overlaid with bronze. And he
stood near godlike Hektor, and spake: “Now
shalt thou see what manner of men the Danaoi
have among them, even now when Achilles, the
lion-hearted, hath left us in his wrath. But do
thou begin the fight ! ”

And Hektor answered him : ¢ Great Aias, son
of Telamon, sprung from Zeus! speak not to
me as if I were a poor weak boy, or a woman !
for I too have knowledge of war and slaughter.
I know how to charge into the midst of the
chariots, or, at close quarters, to join in the wild
dance of Ares.” He said, and hurled his long-
shafted spear, and struck the sevenfold shield of
Aias ; it passed through six folds, but was stopped
by the seventh.

Then Aias, sprung from Zeus, threw his pon-
derous lance at the shield of mighty Priam’s son.
It passed right through the bright shield, and
through the well-wrought corslet, and rent his
chiton (tunic) ; but he swerved aside, and escaped
gloomy death. Then the two fell upon each
other, like ravening lions, or wild boars; and
Hektor smote the shield of Ailas with his spear,
but the sharp point was turned by the stout
buckler. Then Aias leapt upon him, and drove
his spear at Hektor’s neck, making a wound from

which the dark blood flowed.



e THE BERAEDS MNATERVENE: 103

* But Hektor, undismayed, took up a great stone
from the ground, and with it smote the boss of
Aias’ shield. And Aias heaved up a far bigger
stone and threw it on the buckler of Hektor, and
it fell on him like a huge millstone, and stretched
him on his back ! But Apollo raised him, and set
him on his legs again.

Then they would have furiously attacked each
other with their swords, had not the Achaian
herald, Talthybios, and the Trojan herald, Idaios,
intervened and stopped the fight, holding their
staves of office between the god-like warriors ; and
Idaios spake to them : *Fight no longer, brave

ouths ; for Zeus loveth you both ; and we know
well what gallant warriors ye are. Night 1s upon
us, whose commands it behoveth us to obey.”

And the Telamonian Aias answered : “ Let
Hektor say those words; for it was he who
challenged us.”

And Hektor of the shining helmet said : ¢ Aias,
since thou hast received strength and wisdom from
the gods, and dost excel all the Achaians in the
fight, let us now cease from battle for the day,
and hereafter we will fight again, until the gods
shall give victory to one of us. Go now, and
rejoice thy friends and kinsmen by the ships, and
I will gladden the hearts of Trojan men and long-
robed dames in the holy city of King Priam. But
now let us exchange costly gifts, that Trojans and
Achaians may say of us, that we, having met in
this heart-gnawing strife, have parted like good
friends.” He spake, and gave to Aias a silver-
studded sword ; and Aias gave him a purple belt.
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So they parted, and went their way ; the one to
the ships of the Achaians, and the other to the
holy city of Troy. And the Trojans rejoiced that
Hektor had escaped unhurt from the unapproach-
able hands of mighty Aias.

And the Achaians brought Aias, rejoicing
in his victory, to King Agamemnon, who made
sacrifices to the immortal gods, and prepared a
rich banquet for the Chiefs. He paid especial
honour to Aias by giving him large slices of the
chine of the ox. And when they had put away
the desire of meat and drink, then the aged Nestor,
wise in counsel, rose and made harangue : “ Since
cruel Ares hath spilt the dark blood of many long-
haired Achaians, let us make a truce, at the dawn ;
and let us kindle a pyre for all the corpses, and
build a barrow on the plain, above the pyre. And
let us, at the same time, build high towers on the
shore, with a wall, around our ships, to be a
bulwark for them and for ourselves; and let us
dig a deep trench, near the wall, to hinder the
proud Trojans from attacking us.”

Meantime, in the lofty city of Ilios, near
Priam’s gate, there was a great assembly of the
Trojans ; and Antenor spake to them and said :
“Ye Trojans and Dardans! ye know that we
are fighting wrongfully, having broken the oaths
which we made to the Achaians. Then let us
give up Argive Helen, and her wealth, as we
covenanted to do, if Menelaos should conquer
Alexandros.”

Then up rose Alexandros, the Lord of fair-
haired Helen, and spake in reply: ¢ Antenor!
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thy words are not pleasing to me ; and if thou art
serious, then surely the gods have taken away thy
wits. I too will speak ; and I say that I will #oz
give back my wife ; but the wealth I brought from
Argos I will willingly restore, and will add to 1t
of mine own.”

And Priam, peer of the gods in counsel, then
spake : “Now eat your suppers, every man of
you ; and keep watch; but when the Dawn, the
rosy-fingered, shall bring back the light to gods
and men, let Idaios bear the words of Alexandros
to Agamemnon and Menelaos; and ask them
whether they are willing to refrain from battle
until we have buried our dead.”

They all obeyed, and took their supper. In
the morning, at dawn, Idaios, the herald, went to
the ships of the Achaians, and spoke thus to the
two sons of Atreus: ¢ Priam, and all the noble
Trojans, bade me deliver to you what Alexandros
sayeth : that he will give back all the wealth he
brought to Troy, but the wife of Menelaos he
will not give back, although the Trojans bid him
do so. Also, they bade me ask, whether ye are
willing to make a truce, till we have buried our
dead?”

And they all kept silence. But at last the loud-
voiced Diomedes spake: “Let us in no wise
accept the substance of Alexandros, nor even
Helen herself; for surely the doom of destruc-
tion hangeth over the perjured Trojans.” Then
all the Danaoi shouted applause ; and King Aga-
memnon spake to Idaios: “Of the other part of
thy message, thou hearest what they say; but I
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grudge you not the burying of your dead, for it
seemeth an evil thing to rob them of their funeral
rites. And let Zeus, the Loud-Thunderer, the
Lord of Hera, be witness to this.”

Then, on either side, the two hosts collected
the bodies of the slain, and sought for wood
wherewith to burn them on the funeral pyres.
And when the glorious sun rose from the waters
of the gently-flowing Okeanos, the men of the two
armies, in sight of each other, after cleansing their
dead from the dust and clotted gore, laid them
upon the waggons ; but King Priam forbade all
loud cries and wailings. So, in mournful silence,
the Trojans burned their dead, and returned to
holy Troy. The Achaians made a barrcw over the

yre on which their dead were burned, and then
built a wall to protect their ships, and dug a deep
fosse beside it.

But the mighty Shaker of the Earth, Poseidon
(Neptune), was greatly moved in spirit, when he
beheld these works of the Achaians. He spake to
Father Zeus: *Seest thou what a mighty wall
those proud Achaians have erected around their
ships, and have offered no holy hecatomb to the
gods? The fame thereof will spread far and
wide as the light of Dawn, the rosy -fingered,
reacheth. And the walls of Troy, which I and
Phoibos Apollo built round the city for King
Laomedon, will be utterly forgotten.”

And Zeus, the Cloud-Gatherer, rebuked him,
and said : “O Mighty Earth-Shaker ! a feebler
god than thou might fear this work of the
Achaians ; but thine is the widespread fame ; and
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when the long-haired Danaoi have sailed home in
their ships, then do thou rend the great wall
asunder, and wash it, this way and that, into the
sea, and cover the beach again with sand ! ”’

Now, the Achaians, having finished all the
bulwarks of their ships, slaughtered oxen by their
tents and took their supper. And Jason’s son,
Euneos, sent ships from Lemnos, freighted with
a thousand measures of wine; and the long-
haired Achaians bought the wine for bronze and
iron, kine and hides and captives. And all night
long the Danaoi feasted; and, in the city, the
horse-taming Trojans. But Zeus, the Lord of
Wise Counsel, foreboded evil to them, with loud
and fearful thunderings. Then, pale with fear,
they poured wine on the ground, and did not dare
to drink till they had made libation to great
Kronion. And now great Zeus remembered his
promise to Thetis, to avenge Achilles on Aga-
memnon, which he seemed to have forgotten.
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Anp when the saffron-robed Dawn had arisen
from the streams of Okeanos, and brought light
to gods and men, then the Loud-thundering
Zeus called an assembly of the gods on the
heights of many-ridged Olympos.

« Hear me!” he said, “ye Gods and God-
desses ! and I will reveal my purposes ; and let no
one dare to thwart me! That god or goddess
whom I shall see bringing succour to the Trojans
or to the Danaoi shall never return to high
Olympos : I will hurl him or her down to the
deepest gulf beneath the earth, as far below Hades
as Heaven is above the Earth! Then will ye
know that I am far mightier than all the other

ods together. Or come! make trial of me!
Let fall a golden rope from Heaven ; and let all
the gods and goddesses lay hold of it, and try
to drag me down to Farth! Yet could ye not
prevail! But I, if I were so minded, could draw
you up, with Earth and Ocean. Then would I
bind the rope about the top of Olympos, and
leave you all, with ecarth and ocean, suspended in
the air.”

So saying, Zeus mounted his chariot, to which
were yoked his bronze-shod horses with their

108
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flowing manes ; and he clothed himself with gold,
and took his well-wrought golden whip, and
lashed his proud steeds, to start them ; and they
sped on, between heaven and earth. And he fared
straight to Ida with its many springs, the nurse of
wild beasts, and to Gargaros, where he hath a
sacred precinct and a fragrant altar. There Zeus
sat on the mountain top, and viewed the city of
the Trojans, and the black hollow ships of the
Achaians.

Meantime, the Achaians took their meat in
haste, and armed for the fight. The Trojans, too,
though small in number, armed themselves in the
city, eager to fight for their wives and children.
Then the two hosts met; and spear clashed
against targe, and shield pressed on shield, and
loud rose the din of battle ; then one might hear
the groans of the wounded and the dying ; and
the ground was drenched with blood.

So, all the morning, the arrows flew, on either
side, and the people fell. But at mid-day, when
the golden sun was high in the heavens, Father
Zeus took his golden scales, and weighed the fates
of the mail-clad Achaians and the horse-taming
Trojans, against one another. And the scale of
the Achaians sank to earth, and that of the
Trojans rose towards the wide heaven. And the
King of Gods and Men thundered terribly from
Mount Ida, and sent his lightning into the midst
of the Achaians; and they were greatly troubled :
pale terror filled their hearts.

And the valiant Idomeneus, and lordly Aga-
memnon, and the twain Aiantes no longer stood



110 THE BOY’S ILIAD CH.

their ground ; Nestor of Gerenia alone stood firm,
but he too was in grievous straits ; his horse was
fordone, for Alexandros, Lord of fair nHelen,
had smitten it with an arrow in the skull, and
thrown the other steeds into confusion.  But
while the godlike old man was trying to cut the
traces with his sword, the chariot of Hektor came
thundering through the tumult. Then surely
would the old man have been slain ; but the loud-
shouting Diomedes saw his peril, and called aloud
to Odysseus, the man of many devices : “Thou
Heaven-born son of Laertes! why fleest thou like
a coward ? Stay till we drive back the furious
foe!” But the patient Odysseus gave no heed,
and hastened to the hollow ships.

But Diomedes, though deserted by his fellow
Chiefs, would not leave the aged Nestor in the
lurch ; but bravely stood before his horses, and
spake : “Old man ! thou art hard beset by many
younger warriors, and thy age is feeble, and thy
steeds are slow. Come up, then, into my chariot,
and see the fleet horses which I took from Aineias,
the wise counsellor in war! And we will go
together straight against the Trojans ; that Hektor
himself may know how I, too, can hurl my spear.”’

And the wise Nestor obeyed his word ; and
mounting the chariot of Tydeides, he took the
reins, and lashed the noble steeds, and they drew
near to Hektor. And Tydeides hurled his heavy
spear, missing Hekror, but striking his charioteer,
Eniopeus, son of Thebaios. Then Hektor, though
sorely grieved by the death of his faithful squire,

was compelled to leave him there, and to look for
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another bold charioteer ; and he found Arche-
ptolemos, the son of Iphitos, and gave him the
shining reins.

But the great Thunderer, the Father of Gods
and Men, saw the mad onset of Tydeides, and was
angry. And he thundered awfully, and hurled
lightning and a sulphurous flame before the horses
of Diomedes; and they were greatly terrified.
And the aged Nestor, in his terror, dropped
the shining reins from his hands, and spake
to Diomedes: “Come now, Tydeides, quickly
turn thy horses, with the uncloven hooves, to
flight ; dost thou not see that the Son of Kronos
1s giving glory to Hektor ? Hereafter, perhaps,
he will give honour to #s; but no one, however
brave, can fight against Zeus; for he is the
mightiest, by far.”

And Tydeides of the loud war-cry answered
him: <« All that thou sayest, old man, is just and
true ; but sore grief taketh hold of my heart.
For Hektor one day may say: ¢ Tydeides fled
before me to the ships.” Thus may he boast, and
then, may the wide earth open and swallow
me'l

Nestor comforted him and said: “Be not
afraid of that, thou son of wise Tydeus ; though
Hektor should call thee a coward, for we will
not listen to him ; nor the Trojan dames, whose
husbands thou hast made to bite the dust.” He
spake, and turned the noble steeds to flight;
and the Trojans rushed after them, hurlin
their deadly darts. And great Hektor of the
glittering helm shouted after him, and mocked
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him: “Once, O Diomedes, did the Danaol set
thee in the highest place, with plenty of meat and
wine ; but now they will despise thee, for thou art
but a woman, after all! Away, slight girl ! never
shalt thou climb our towers or carry off our
wives | 7’

The proud soul of Tydeides was filled with
doubt and anguish, as he heard - these words
thrice was he minded to turn his chariot and meet
his exulting foe ; and thrice the great Zeus, Lord
of the Storm-Cloud, thundered from Mount Ida,
and gave a sign of victory to the Trojans. And
Hektor shouted aloud to his warriors : ¢ Trojans
and Dardans and Lykians, who love to ficht hand
to hand ! show yourselves to be men ! for I see
that the Son of Kronos will now grant me great
glory, and hurl destruction on the Danaoi. Their
walls are low and weak : our coursers will easily
jump the fosse which they have digged around
them. When once I am in the midst of the
hollow ships, then will I burn them, and make
havoc of the men.”

Then he called to his divine horses : “Xanthos,
and thou, Aithon, and goodly Lampos ! see that ye
pay me back for your keep; and for all the honey-
sweet corn which Andromache, the daughter of
high-minded Ection, hath set before you ; and for
the wine, which she mingled for you, even sooner
than for me, her lusty spouse! Now put forth

our utmost speed, that I may seize the famous
golden shield of Nestor, and strip from Diomedes’
shoulders the rich corslet which Hephaistos
wrought ! With these spoils, I might hope, this
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very night, to send the Achaians in their black
ships home.”

But the goddess Hera heard his boasting, and
moved uneasily upon her throne, and made
Olympos shake. And she spake thus to Poseidon,
the great Ruler of the Sea: ‘“How now, thou
Shaker of the Earth ? hast thou no pity on the
Danaoi, who make rich offerings to thee, in
Helike” (on the north coast of the Peloponnesus)
““and at Argai’’ (in Achaia)? ¢ We gods who are
friends of the Danaoi, if we had the will, could
drive back the Trojans, and leave great Zeus alone
on Ida’s height.” But the great Earth-Shaker,
Poseidon, answered her: ¢“O Hera! rash in
speech, what words are these? Never may I
see us in strife with Zeus! for he is stronger far
than all of us together!” Thus communed the
twain mighty gods with one another. '

In the meantime, great Hektor, peer of Ares,
to whom Zeus gave glory, had driven the Achaians
beyond their wall ; and the space between it and
the ships was filled with the horses and the warriors
of the Achaian host. Then Hera, anxious for her
beloved Greeks, stirred the heart of Agamemnon
to try and revive the courage of the Achaians.
Carrying a purple cloak in his strong hand, he
went to Odysseus’ strong black ship, which was in
the midst of the fleet; and standing there, he
cried aloud to the trembling Achaians, and was
heard in all the other ships along the strand.

“Qut upon you, ye Argives! base cowards,
brave in semblance only! Where are now the
boasts ye uttered in Lemnos, when ye were full of

I
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the flesh of oxen, and drank dark wine from
golden goblets ?  Then ye boasted, that each of
you would face twenty, or a hundred, Trojans;
and now ye flee before one man, even Hektor,
who threatens to burn our ships with fire!”
Then he prayed aloud to Father Zeus: <O Zeus!
didst thou ever before visit a mighty king with
such blindness, and take away his glory? Yet I
never passed an altar of thine, on my way hither,
without sacrificing a victim thereon. Pity us, and
at least allow us to escape!”

And Zeus, the Thunderer, heard this piteous
appeal, and had pity on him ; and sent an eagle,
holding a young fawn in his claws ; and the bird
of Zeus let fall the fawn, near the beautiful altar of
Zeus the Lord of Oracles ; and when the Achaians
saw that the eagle had come from Zeus, they took
courage, and longed once more for the joy of
battle.

And no one could say that he went into the
ficht before Tydeides, who was the first to drive
his fleet horses across the trench. He first slew a
Trojan warrior, even Agelaos, the son of Phrad-
mon, plunging his strong spear into his back, as
he turned in flight. Next to mighty Diomedes
came the sons of Atreus, Menelaos and Aga-
memnon ; then the valiant twain Aiantes; then
Idomeneus and his faithful brother in arms,
Meriones, peer of the murderous Ares; and then
Eurypylos, son of Euaimon.

After these came the famous Cretan archer
Teukros, son of Telamon and Hesione. He
stood with his stretched bow behind the broad



v o HEKRTORITWOUNDS S FEUKROS | 1y’

shield of the great Aias; and when he had dis-
charged his bow, he would hide beneath the shield,
like a child in the lap of its mother ; so Teukros
slew many of the foremost Trojans with his deadly
arrows. When Agamemnon saw him thus making
havoc of the foe, he rejoiced, and went to him,
and said : ¢ Dear Teukros, shoot ever thus, so
that thou mayest save the Danaot1, and bring glory
to thy father Telamon ! If Atgis-bearing Zeus and
Athene grant me to destroy the rich city of Troy,
then will I give thee a meed of honour, a tripod
or a chariot, or a woman to be thy wife.” And
Teukros answered him : I need no urging, noble
Agamemnon, being myself most eager to slay.
Eight barbed arrows have I sent off, and all are
buried in the flesh of young Trojan warriors ;
only that mad dog, Hektor, I cannot hit.” So
saying, he discharged another arrow straight at
Hektor ; him indeed he missed, but struck another
son of Priam, the noble Gorgythion, whose mother
was Kastianeira, in beauty like a goddess s and his
head drooped like a poppy-flower in a garden,
heavy with the showers of spring. Then Teukros
sent another arrow at Hektor ; but Apollo turned
1t away, and it struck Archeptolemos, Hektor’s
charioteer, who fell and yielded up his life.
Hektor, though sorely grieved at heart, was forced
to leave the body of Archeptolemos there; and
called to Kebriones, his own brother, to take
the reins. Then Hektor leapt down from his
splendid car, and, with a fearful shout, hurled a
great stone at Teukros, just as he was laying an

arrow on the bow-string ; and the rugged stone
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struck Teukros on the collar-bone, and he fell on
his knees, and the bow dropped from his hand.
But Aias, seeing his brother Teukros fall, ran to
him and covered him with his mighty shield, till
his companions bore away the wounded archer to
the ships.

And now great Zeus, mindful of his oath to
Thetis, gave fresh courage to the Trojans; and
they drove the terrified Achaians back to the deep
fosse. And great Hektor strode in their midst,
glorying in his strength ; and like a fleet hound,
which chaseth a lion or a wild boar, so Hektor
pressed hard on the Achaians, slaying the hindmost
as they fled. But when they had retreated behind
the palisade and ditch, they halted by their swift
ships, and called to one another, and prayed
earnestly to Zeus.

Then the white-armed goddess, Hera, was
moved with compassion for her darling Achaians,
and spake winged words to Athene : ‘ Alas, alas !
Child of Zgis-bearing Zeus! are we twain to
allow the Danaoi to perish at the hands of one
man, this furious madman Hektor, who hath
wrought us so many evils 77’

And the fierce-eyed goddess Athene answered
her : < Would that this fellow might yield up his
life to the Argives in this, his native land! But
my own father, even Zeus, is full of wrath, and
obstinate ; and he it is who continually thwarts
my purposes. And yet, how often did I save his
son, even Herakles (Hercules), sore wearied with
the labours set him by Eurysthenes! Had I but

known all this, when he was sent to Hades to
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bring away fell Kerberos, the three-headed hound

of Hell, he would never have escaped from the
black waters of the Styx. But now Zeus hateth
me, and fulfilleth the wishes of Thetis, who kissed
his knees and touched his beard, and persuaded
him to honour her son, Achilles. Yet the day will
come when he will once more call me his own
dear bright-eyed Maid. MNow I will go to the
house of Zeus, and don my armour ; and do thou
prepare the chariot, and we will see if Hektor of
the shining helm will rejoice at the appearance of
us twain in the field of battle.”

She spake, and the white-armed Hera assented
thereto. And the great daughter of Kronos, even
Hera, with her own hands harnessed the steeds
with the golden frontlets ; and Athene, the great
daughter of Loud-thundering Zeus, threw off her
many-coloured woven vesture, the work of her
own hands, and donned the tunic of great Zeus,
and put on bright armour for the fight. Then
she mounted the fiery chariot, and seized the heavy
spear with which she vanquisheth the heroes who
excite her wrath. Then Hera started the divine
horses with her whip ; and they passed through
the Gates of Heaven ; these open of themselves,
and are guarded by the Hours, the beautiful
goddesses, to whom the care of Heaven and
Olympos is committed.

But when Father Zeus saw them issuing from
the gates he was wroth, and called Iris, his
golden-winged Messenger. Go, swift Iris, and
send them back! It were not good for them, if
they and I were to engage in fight. But if they
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obey not, then will I lame their horses, and hurl
them from their chariot, and shatter it; and not
even ten years shall heal the wounds which T will
tear open with my thunderbolts. The grey-eyed
one shall learn what it is to contend with her own
father ! But as for Hera, I am not surprised at
her, nor so angry ; for she always loveth to oppose
me, whatever I decree.”

So spake the Thunderer ; and swift Iris sped from
Ida to Olympos with his message. ¢ Whither are
ye going, and why doth wrath thus fill your
hearts ? The Son of Kronos straitly chargeth you
to give no succour to the Achaians. And if ye
obey not, he will dash your chariot in pieces, and
inflict sore wounds upon you, which ten years
shall hardly heal.”

Thus spake swift Iris, and departed; and
Hera said to Athene: “ Alas! no longer can we
contend with Zeus, for the sake of mortals. Let
them live or die, as Fate ordaineth ; and let /Am
decide between the Danaoi and the Trojans, as
seemeth him good.” Then the goddesses turned
back to Olympos; and the Hours unyoked the
horses with flowing manes, and tied them to their
ambrosial mangers. And the great goddesses
went up and sat on their golden thrones, sore
grieved at heart. Zeus returned from Ida in his
flaming chariot, and came to the meeting of the
gods. And Poseidon, the Earth-Shaker, unyoked the
divine horses, and spread a cover over the chariot.
And far-seeing Zeus sat upon his golden throne, and
great Olympos shook. But Hera and Athene kept
silence, till Zeus observed them, and spake :
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“Are ye not weary of slaying the Trojans,
whom ye hate so bitterly? But my hands are so
invincible, that not all the gods combined could
turn me from my purpose. And if now I had
hurled my thunderbolt against you twain, ye would
never have returned to high Olympos.”

And Athene held her peace, though furious
with her father Zeus. But Hera could not
restrain her anger. “O Son of Kronos, what a
word hast thou spoken! We know how great
1s thy might; but we have pity on the Danaoi,
who are suffering a grievous fate.”

And the great Cloud-Gatherer answered her :
“ My ox-eyed Queen! to-morrow, since thou
wilt have it so, thou shalt see me making still
greater havoc of the Achaians; for I will not
keep back impetuous Hektor from the battle.
No, not until the son of Peleus, the swift-footed
Achilles, shall arise again, when the Achaians are
already 1n grievous flight amidst the prows of
their ships, around the body of Patroklos. I care
not for thy anger, not even if thou shouldst go
to the lowest boundary between earth and sea,
where dwell Iapetos and Kronos, in deepest Tar-
taros ; they have no joy'in the light of Hyperion,
the Sun God, or in the refreshing breezes. I care
not whither thou goest, or what thou doest ; for
there is not a more shameless thing than thou
antl:

And Hera answered not a word.

Meantime, the glorious sun sank beneath the
ocean, and night drew a black veil across the
earth, to the grief of the victorious Trojans, and
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to the relief of the hard-pressed Argives. And
great Hektor, dear to Zeus, summoned an assembly
in an open space, near to the flowing river, away
from the ships and the unburied dead. He held
a mighty spear, full eleven cubits long, in his
hand, and spoke thus to the Trojans, the Dardans,
and allies :

“I had hoped to make still greater havoc of
the Achaians; but murky Night has come too
soon for us, but as a safeguard for the Argives
and their ships. But now let us feed our horses
and prepare our supper ; and let oxen and sheep
be brought from the city, and sweet wine and
corn from your houses. And keep many fires
burning, all night long, in our camp and in the
city ; lest the Achaians steal away, in the dark-
ness, over the broad-backed sea. I pray to Zeus
and all the gods, to drive away these dogs, whom
the gloomy Fates have sent for our destruction.
For this night let us keep careful watch, and
to-morrow we will renew the fight. Then shall I
learn whether the strong Tydeides will drive me
back from the ships, or I shall slay him and bear
away his gory spoils.”

And all the Trojans shouted applause. They
unyoked their sweating steeds, and feasted on the
oxen and sheep from the city, and the corn and
the honey-sweet wine from their houses, and sacri-
ficed a pure hecatomb to the deathless gods. The
rich savour and odour thereof rose to Heaven ; but
some of the immortals would not receive it ; for
they hated sacred Ilios, and Priam, and all his

people.
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A thousand fires blazed on the plain ; and in
the glow sat the watchful guards. And the horses
munched the white barley; and they all waited for

the coming of the golden-throned, rosy-fingered
Dawn.



@EIARPTER X VI

Tur Trojans kept watch all night, full of high
hopes for the morrow. But dire panic and palsied
fear filled the hearts of the Achaians. And the
son of Atreus, King Agamemnon, was stricken to
the heart with sorrow ; he sent through the ranks,
and bade the heralds summon each Chief by name
to an assembly, but not to cry aloud.

And when they had met together, Atreides
rose up, weeping like a fountain which pours down
a dark stream of water from an overhanging rock ;
and spake to his sorrowing friends : “ Ye Leaders
and Chiefs! hard - hearted and deceitful is the
Son of Kronos; for once he promised that I
should not return home till I had laid waste the
well-built Ilios ; but now he biddeth me return
to Argos, defeated and dishonoured, with the
loss of many of my people. This is the pleasure
of the mighty Zeus. Let us then obey his will,
and depart to our dear native land—for we shall
never take the well-built city of the Trojans.”

Thus spake he, weeping ; and all kept silence,
being dumb with grief. But Diomedes, good at
shouting, rose and said: “ Agamemnon ! it 1s
just that I should answer thy foolish words, here
in this assembly ; wherefore, be not wroth with

122



cH. xvi AGAMEMNON REBUKED 1913

me ! Thou didst declare that I was not warlike,
but a coward ; how truly, all the Argives know.
The great Zeus hath, indeed, given to thee a
sceptre of rule above all others; but he hath 7oz
given thee courage, in which lieth the highest
power. Dost thou really think that the sons of
the Achaians are cowards? If thy heart so
inclineth thee, deparsz; go thy way, for thou
hast many ships from royal Mykenai; but all
the other Argives will remain here, until we sack
the holy Ilios. Or if they too will flee, then we
twain, I and Sthenelos, will remain; for we came
by order of the gods.”

And all the Achaians shouted applause. Then
Nestor, wisest of men, arose and spoke to them :
“ Tydeides, thou art mighty in council and in
war ; and no one will gainsay thy words. Though
so young a man, thou givest sound advice. But
I, who am far older, will declare my mind ; and
not even the Lord Agamemnon will despise my
counsel. But now let us prepare the evening
meal, and place sentinels along the fosse, outside
the wall. Lead the way, great Agamemnon ! and
make ready a feast for the Councillors—that is thy
place and thy duty, for thy tents are full of
wine, which the ships bring from distant Thrace.
And, in the Assembly, thou shalt listen to him
who giveth the wisest counsel. This night will
destroy or save us.”

Thus spake Nestor, and they willingly obeyed.
And the sentinels, in their armour, went forth ;
even Thrasymedes, Nestor’s son, and the warlike
Askalapios, and Ialmenos, and Meriones, and
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Aphareus, and Deipyros, and Lykomedes, son of

Kreion. These seven chiefs led each five score
young men, bearing long spears, and took their
posts, between the fosse and the wall.

And great Atreides led the Councillors to his
tent, and feasted them abundantly ; and when
they had put away the desire of meat and drink,
Nestor, weaver of wise counsel, again made
harangue, saying :

« Most noble Atreides, King of men! thee
it behoveth to hear wise counsel from another,
and to carry it out; for where thou leadest, all
shall follow. But I think no man will have a
better plan than that which I have long revolved
in my mind, since that fatal day when thou didst
dishonour a man whom even the deathless gods
admire, and didst take away his prize, the fair-
cheeked Briseis. But, even now, let us think
how we may appease his wrath, by rich gifts and
kindly words.”

And Agamemnon, King of men, replied :
“ Rightly and justly hast thou rebuked me for my
folly! Fool that I was, to offend one whom Zeus
loveth | for a friend of Zeus is worth a multitude
of other men. It is for his sake, I know, that the
Achaians are perishing. But I will now pay an
ample recompense, by costly gifts beyond all
telling ; and these I will name to youall. T will
give him seven tripods, untouched by fire, and
twelve bright caldrons ; twelve swift noble horses,
the winners of rich prizes; and seven Lesbian
women, skilled in handiwork, and beautiful, whom

I chose from the spoils which Achilles himself
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captured in the lovely isle of Lesbos. And I will

return to him the fair-cheeked daughter of Briseus,
pure and untouched, as when I first received her.
These things I offer him a# once; and if, by the
favour of the gods, we take the great city of
Priam, then we will load his ship with bronze and
gold ; and let him choose twenty Trojan women,
the most beautiful of all except the lovely Helen
of Argos, the daughter of Zeus. And if we reach
the wealthy city of Argos, I will honour him as my
son, even as my boy, Orestes. Three daughters
of mine dwell in my fair halls ; even Chrysothemis,
Laodike, and Iphianassa. ILet him choose which-
ever he will, without gift of wooing; and as a
dower, I will give him seven populous cities,
Kardamyle, and Enope, grassy Hire, sacred Pherai,
Antheia, rich in grass, fair Aipeia, and Pedasos,
famed for vines; these are near the sea, on the
confines of sandy Pylos ; and there dwell men rich
in cattle, who will honour him as a god. Let him
then lay aside his anger, and be ruled by me, seeing
that I am of higher rank, and older in years.”

Then Nestor, the brave knight of Gerenia,
arose, well pleased, and spake: “By no means
worthless, O noble son of Atreus, are the gifts
which thou wilt offer to Achilles. Come then, and
let us, with all speed, send chosen men to Achilles’
tent, whom I will now appoint. Let Phoinix,
dear to Zeus, be the chief; and let mighty Aias,
and cunning Odysseus, follow him ; and for heralds
I name Odios and Eurybates. And let us all
keep silence, that we may pray to Zeus to have
mercy upon us.”
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Then the heralds poured water on their hands,
and the young men filled the goblets brimming
high with wine, and offered a libation and dis-
tributed a portion to each man, in the cups; and
when they had drunk to their hearts’ content,
they came forth from Agamemnon’s tent ; and
the Gerenian Nestor gave a charge to each, but
chiefly to Odysseus, how they might best prevail
on the noble son of Peleus.

So they moved along the shore of the loud-
resounding sea, praying to the great Earth-Shaker,
that they might persuade the mind of noble
Ajakides” (Achilles). And they soon came to
the camp of the Myrmidons, and found their great
leader, playing on the curiously wrought phorminx
with a silver band, which he had taken from
Eétion’s city ; and he sang to it of the glorious
deeds of ancient heroes. And near him sat
Patroklos, in silence. And Aias and Odysseus
came forward, and stood in the presence of the
noble Peleides. And the swift-footed Achilles
rose quickly, with the lyre in his hand, and greeted
them kindly, and said : I bid you welcome ; for
ye are friends, the dearest to me of all the Achaians;
dear are ye to me even in my wrath.” And he
made them sit on chairs, with purple carpets, and
cried aloud to Patroklos: «Bring larger goblets
and stronger wine, and give each man a cup; for
they are the dearest of men to me.”

‘And Patroklos obeyed ; and on the slaughter-
bench he laid the back of a sheep, and a fat goat,
and the chine of a hog, rich in fat ; and he sliced
the meat, and roasted 1t on spits, and served 1t on
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platters ; and Patroklos laid bread on the table, in
beautiful baskets. And great Achilles served his
guests with meat ; and afterwards sat down opposite
to goodly Odysseus. And when the desire of meat
and drink had passed from them, Aias made a sign
to Phoinix ; and the goodly Odysseus observed it ;
and, rising with a cup in his hand, he pledged
Achilles, and spake :

“ Neither here, nor in the tent of Agamemnon,
do we lack abundant provision for glad feasts.
But now, our hearts are set on other things, and
not on dainty food ; for sore destruction lies before
us. We are in dire anxiety, and in doubt whether
we can even save our black ships without thy help,
O thou beloved of Zeus! Close to our wall, the
high-hearted Trojans have pitched their camp ;
and the Son of Kronos favours them by signs of
good omen ; and Hektor, trusting in Zeus, rageth
furiously, and feareth neither god nor man. He is
praying for the speedy coming of the golden-
throned Dawn, the rosy - fingered ; and hath
threatened to burn our ships with devouring
flames, and to make havoc of the Achaians. Arise,
then, O mighty son of Peleus, and save us from
the war-cry of the Trojans! Thou wouldst thy-
self be sorry, if Hektor should make good his
boast, and we should perish here, far away from
our dear native land. Remember the command of
thy father, Peleus, when he sent thee forth from
Phthia: My son, Hera and Athene will give
thee strength ; but do thou curb thy proud soul ;
for gentleness is better than violence ; and avoid
contentious strife, that the Argives may honour
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thee the more” Hast thou forgotten the old
man’s charge? Come, now, and at last put away
thine anger, and save us! Agamemnon offereth
thee the richest gifts, as recompense ; and will give
thee his own daughter in marriage ; and will restore
Briseis, unharmed and pure ; and make thee lord
of seven rich and populous cities, on the borders of
sandy Pylos, where men will honour thee as a god.
But even if thou hatest Agamemnon too much,
yet have pity on the Achaians, and win from them
exceeding glory! Surely thou mayest slay this
Hektor ; for he will come near to thee, because he
thinketh that no one is equal to himself in might.”

Then the swift-footed Achilles answered him
and said : “O Zeus-sprung son of Laertes, wily
Odysseus, I will speak openly to thee; for I hate
that man, like Hell, who hath one thought in his
heart and uttereth another ! Not me shall the son
of Atreus persuade, since we get no thanks for
our endless toil in the battlefield ; equal honour
is given to the coward and to the brave man, and
death cometh alike to the sluggard and the zealous
worker. Nor have I any profit from ever risking
my life in battle. ~As the mother hen bringeth to
her brood each mouthful that she findeth, suffering
want herself, so I have watched through many a
sleepless night, fighting daily. I have destroyed
twelve towns from my ships, and eleven from the
land, and have found much treasure, and many
women in them all; but I gave all to Atreides,
who was abiding idle in his tents. And he would
give some little to the other Princes, and let them
keep their prizes; but he kept almost all for
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himself. And from me, of all the Achaians, he
hath taken away my darling maiden, and keepeth
her. Why is it that we make war on the Trojans?
Is it not for the sake of fair Helen, the wife of
Menelaos? Are, then, the sons of Atreus the only
men who love their wives? Surely, every sound-
minded man will love and cherish his own ; and I,
too, loved Briseis with all my heart, though she
was but my captive and my slave.

¢ Let Agamemnon, then, who hath robbed me
and deceived me—Ilet him not think to prevail
over me by gifts. Let him take counsel with thee
and the other Chiefs, how best to save the ships
from fire. Agamemnon hath done many things
without my help ; he hath built a wall, and dug a
deep ditch; but he will not keep out the man-
slaying Hektor. When  was with the Achaians,
Hektor would hardly come to the Skaian Gate and
the beech tree ; and once, when he met me alone,
he narrowly escaped. But now, I have no wish to
fight with noble Hektor. For to-morrow I will
launch my black ships, and thou shalt see me sail-
ing over the Hellespont; and if it be the good
pleasure of the Earth-Shaker, Poseidon, in three
days I shall reach fertile Phthia, where are my rich
possessions.  And I shall bear more with me—red
gold, and bronze, and grey iron, and fair women,
and all that I have gained by lot. Only my most
cherished prize, the fair-cheeked Briseis, shall I
leave behind me, whom Agamemnon, in his in-
solence, hath taken from me!

I charge you to tell him, truly, what I say;
that the Achaians may be angry with him, if he

K
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dares to despoil another man among them, as he
hath done me. Verily, he could not look me in
the face, though he has the forehead of a dog. 1
will take no counsel with him, for he hath cheated
me most wickedly ; never again shall he beguile
and cozen me. Let him go; for Zeus hath
deprived him of his wits. I despise his gifts, and
value him less than a hair. If he would give me
twenty times all his possessions, and all the revenues
of rich Orchomenos, or Egyptian Thebes of the
hundred gates, and other gifts as numerous as the
grains of sand on the sea-shore, never should he
prevail upon me, until I have avenged myself for
all his injuries. I would not wed the daughter of
Atreides, even were she as beautiful as golden
Aphrodite, and skilled in handiwork as bright-eyed
Athene. For if, by the favour of the gods, I
reach my home in safety, Peleus my father will
give me a wife, one of the daughters of the Princes
of Hellas and Phthia ; of them I will take to wife
whomsoever I please. She shall be my helpmeet,
and may, one day, enjoy with me the possessions
of the aged Peleus. Life is of more worth than
all the wealth of well-built Troy, than all the
treasures of Phoibos Apollo’s shrine in rocky
Pytho! For cattle, or flocks of sheep, may be
gained by a foray; and chestnut horses may be
bought ; but nought can bring back a man’s life,
when once the vital breath hath passed his lips !

“ As for me, my goddess-mother, silver-footed
Thetis, hath placed before me twain fates. If I
remain here, fighting against the Trojans, then I
may never return to my dear native land, but I
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shall gain immortal glory. But if I now go home,
I lose my high renown, but my life will long con-
tinue. But yox I advise to sail homeward ! For
ye will never take steep Ilios, seeing that the hand
of Zeus is over the city, and the people are brave.
Go ye, then, and bear my answer to the Achaians;
and let them devise some better counsel, whereby
to save their ships and folk. But let Phoinix
abide with me, and, if he be willing, return with
me to-morrow to our dear native land.”

Thus spake Achilles; and for awhile, they all
kept silence, being greatly astonished by his stern
refusal. At last, the old knight Phoinix answered
him, bursting into tears: “If, indeed, thy mind
be set upon returning home, how can I be left here
alone ? The aged Peleus sent me to thee from
Phthia, when thou wert an inexperienced youth,
unskilled in war and in debate. He sent me to
thee, dear son, to teach thee all these things, and
to guide thy words and actions. When I fled
from the wrath of my father, Amyntor, and passed
through the wide plain of Hellas, and came to
fertile Phthia, the mother of sheep, King Peleus
received me as a son. He also gave me much
wealth, and made me ruler of the Dolopes. It
was | that reared thee to thy present glory ; and
thou didst honour and love me as thy chosen com-
panion. As the blessed gods gave me no children,
I made thee my son, O godlike Achilles, that thou
mightest save me from dire destruction. There-
fore, curb now thy proud heart; for even the
gods will yield, when men approach them rever-
ently, with incense and prayer, with drink-offering
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and burnt-offering for sin. The prayers of the
penitent are the daughters of Holy Zeus, and they
follow the steps of feet-footed Sin, to heal the
mischief. See then, O godlike Achilles, that thou
reverence the daughters of Zeus, who bend the
hearts of the pious. If King Atreides still nourished
his wrath against thee, and offered thee no splendid
gifts, I would not ask thee to forgive him and save
the Argives. But now, he offereth much treasure,
and sendeth to thee us, the best of the Achaians,
ol e dearest iof all tol thyself. Iherefoteldo
not thou dishonour us, though at first thou hadst

ood reason to be wroth. Come, now! accept
the gifts! and the Achaians will honour thee as a
god!”

But Achilles answered him and said : Phoinix,
my second father, beloved of Zeus! I need no
such honour as thou offerest. Zeus will honour
me, so long as I still draw breath and my
limbs are strong. Trouble me not by tears and
lamentations ; neither ask me to do the will of the
King Atreides! And do not thou cherish Aim,
my enemy, lest thou, too, be hated by me. Stay
thou here, and be as a king with me; and these
others shall bear my answer to the Achaians. To-
morrow 1 will consider whether to remain or to
depart.”

Then the godlike Achilles kept silence, but
nodded to his dear friend Patroklos to prepare a
couch for Phoinix, that the others might depart.
Aias saw the nod, and understood it. He turned
to the wily Odysseus, and said to him : ¢ Heaven-
born Odysseus, now let us depart, and tell the bad



xvi ENVOYS RETURN IN SORROW 133

news to the Danaoi, who are anxiously awaiting
our return; since we can in no way accomplish
our purpose. Achilles hath roused his proud soul
to fury—hard-hearted man! Little careth he for
the love of his comrades, who worshipped him
above all other men! A man will take a recom-
pense for the death of a brother or a son, and for
a great price will let the slayer remain safely in his
own country. But thy wrath, Achilles ! is implac-
able on account of one damsel, though we offer
thee seven of the fairest maidens, and boundless
other gifts! Meet us, then, in a kindly spirit ;
for, lo! we are thy guests, sent by all the Danaoi,
who would fain be nearest to thy heart.”

And Achilles answered : O Heaven-born son
of Telamon, thou great prince of the people, all
that thou sayest cometh almost from mine own
heart. But wrath seizeth me, when I remember
how insolently /e treated me before the Argives,
as if I were some vile vagabond. But bear my
message to Atreides, and tell him that I will take
no part in bloody war until the noble Hektor, the
son of wise Priam, come to my tents, even the
tents of my people, the Myrmidons, slaughtering
the Argives, and blackening the ships in the fire.
And I think that even Hektor will pause before
my tents.”’

Thus he spake; and having poured out a
libation, the envoys went along the shore, and
great Odysseus led the way.

Patroklos, meantime, had bidden the hand-
maidens to prepare a warm couch for Phoinix ;
and great Achilles slept in the recess on one side
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of his well-built hut; and on the other side, his
friend Patroklos. .

And when the envoys, Aias and Odysseus, came
to the camp of Atreides, where the Achaians were
assembled, Agamemnon, King of men, eagerly
questioned them ; and Odysseus told him the
answer that Achilles had sent. Then were the
Achaians long dumb with sorrow, till great
Diomedes said to the King Agamemnon: I
would that thou hadst never sent offers of gifts to
the haughty son of Peleus; for now he will be
more arrogant than ever. But let him go or stay,
fight or refrain from battle, as his heart shall bid
him. In the morning, do thou, Agamemnon,
draw up the forces of thy people, horsemen and
foot, and urge them to the battle; and do thou,
thyself, fight in the front rank ! &
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Now, all the other Chiefs of the Achaians were
holden all night by gentle sleep ; but Agamemnon,
the great Shepherd of the People, slept not, but
lay wakeful, pondering many things in his mind,
and his spirit trembled within him. He looked
over the wide plain of Troy, and saw the fires
blazing before Ilios, and heard the sound of flute
and pipe, and the din of many men. And he
turned his eyes again to the ships and the host of
the Achaians. Then, in despair, he tore out great
locks of his hair, and offered them to Zeus, and
groaned in his noble heart.

And Dawn, the rosy-fingered, left her couch
beside Tithonos—on whom she had conferred
eternal life, but not eternal youth—and brought
back sweet light to gods and men.

And Zeus sent forth the fell Goddess of Discord
to the camp of the Achaians, with the dread =gis,
the sign of bloody war, in her hands ; and she took
her stand on the ship of Odysseus, which lay in
the centre of the long array of vessels. And she
cried aloud with her shrill and horrible voice, and
steeled the heart of each of the Achaians with
mighty strength ; so that war seemed sweeter to
them than a return to their own dear country.

I35
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And the mighty son of AtreuAs shouted his

commands to the host to arm themselves ; and he
too put on his bright armour of shining bronze.
On his broad chest he put a flashing breastplate,
the gift of Cinyras, Apollo’s son, priest of the
Paphian Aphrodite; in it were wrought ten
courses of black kyanos (Lapis lazuli), twelve of
gold, and twenty of tin; and dark blue-black
serpents writhed up to the neck. His mighty
gold-studded sword, in a silver scabbard, was
suspended by chains of gold. Around his wide
shield, which covered the whole man, were ten
circles of bronze, with bosses of white tin and one
of kyanos; and on the shield was the awful
Gorgon’s head, glaring frightfully, with Fear and
Terror by her side. A silver baldric, attached to
the shield, had upon it, coiled up, a three-headed
snake, of kyanos. Agamemnon’s helmet was
surmounted by four crests, with nodding plumes
of horse-hair. In his hand was his bronze-headed
spear. Hera and Athene sent a thunder-clap
to honour the coming forth of the rich King of
Mykenai.

The Chiefs gave orders to their charioteers to
keep near the fosse, along which they ranged
themselves a little in front of the chariots and
horses. Loud - thundering Zeus, the Son of
Kronos, aroused confusion, and sent down rain
like drops of blood, for a sign that many strong
men were to go down to Hades. Meanwhile, the
Trojans, on the high ground of the plain, gathered
around great Hektor ; among them were noble
Polydamas and godlike Aineias, and the three sons
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Agamemnon in his armour and Goddess of Discord.-
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of Antenor, namely, Polybos, Agenor, and the fair
young warrior Akamas, divinely beautiful. And,
in the front rank, the godlike Hektor carried his
round shield ; and as a baneful star, which now
shineth between the clouds, and now again is
hidden by them, so he was now foremost, and then
turned to give his commands to those in the rear.
His bright bronze armour shone as the lightning
of Agis-bearing Zeus.

And as two bands of reapers, from opposite
51des mow down the wheat or barley in a rich
man’s field, and draw nearer and nearer to each
other's so the Trojans and Achalans advanced ;
then they rushed upon each other like ravening
wolves, without a thought of recreant flight. The
sight was well - pleasing to the baleful Eris
(Discord), who alone was present to behold it,
for all the other gods sat peacefully in their
palaces, or in the dells of Olympos; and they all
blamed the cloud-girt Son of Kronos, because he
gave great glory to the Trojans.

But about the mid-day hour, when the wood-
man, weary of felling great trees, taketh his sweet
food, the valiant Danaoi broke through the enemy’s
battalions. Agamemnon rushed through first, and
slew Bienor and his charioteer, Oileus ; the latter,
quitting his chariot, had bravely faced Atreides,
but the King’s spear pierced his forehead, and
scattered his brains upon the ground. Agamemnon
stripped these two of their corslets, and left their
bodies there. He then hastened on to kill Isos
and Antiphos, two sons of Priam ; Isos held the
reins, and Antiphos fought by his side. Aga-
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memnon, well knowing who they were—for great
Achilles had once brought them as prisoners from
Ida to the ships—struck Isos in the breast, and
dashed Antiphos from his chariot, smiting him
close to the ear. None of the Trojans were able
to save them, but themselves fled before the
Argives.

Many others did the mighty Agamemnon slay.
And as the woods fall when a fire seizeth upon
them, so did the fleeing Trojans fall ; and many
chariots rattled away without their drivers ; for
these lay on the earth, dearer to the vultures than
to their wives.

But Zeus was wroth, when he saw the havoc
which lordly Agamemnon was making of the
Trojans ; and he drew away Hektor from the
storm of darts and the dust of the fight. Yet the
son of Atreus pursued, ever slaying the hindmost
of the flying Trojans; but, when he came to the
steep wall of the city, the Great Father of Gods
and Men descended from Heaven, and sat
upon the crests of Ida, with a thunderbolt in his
hand. And he called to golden-winged Iris, and
sent her with a message to Hektor: Tell him
that so long as he seeth Atreides raging in the front
rank, he must hold himself aloof from the fight ;
but when Agamemnon is wounded, with spear or
arrow, and mounteth his chariot, then shall Hektor
slay the Argives, till he cometh to the well-built
ships, and the sun goeth down.”

And Iris sped swiftly, and delivered her
message ; and Hektor leapt down from his
chariot, shaking his two spears, and roused his men
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to fight ; and they turned and faced the Achaians ;
but Agamemnon rushed on, eager to slay yet
more.

Tell me, ye heavenly Muses, who inhabit the
palaces of Olympos! who first dared to meet the
man-slaying Agamemnon ? It was Iphidamas, son
of great Antenor, who was reared in rich Thrace,
the mother of sheep, by his grandfather Kisseus,
the father of the fair Theano. Kisseus, indeed, tried
to keep him in his halls, and gave him his beautiful
daughter in marriage ; but when Iphidamas heard
of the arrival of the Achaians, he went to Troy by
land. He it was who met the great Atreides face
to facee. And Atreides hurled his spear, but
missed ; and Iphidamas thrust his spear into the
girdle of Agamemnon, but the point of the spear
was turned. Then Agamemnon tore the spear
from the hand of Iphidamas, and smote him on
the neck with his sword. And he fell, and slept
the sleep of death, far from his people and his
newly wedded wife, for whom he had given a
hundred oxen, and promised a thousand goats and
sheep.

And the eldest son of Antenor, Kotn, who saw
his dear brother fall, covered his eyes for sorrow.
He stood on one side, and thrust his spear into
the arm of Atreides, beneath the elbow. Aga-
memnon shuddered, but still rushed on, and
wounded Koén, and cut off his head. But when
the wound of Agamemnon grew dry, and the
blood ceased to flow, keen anguish came upon him.
He mounted his chariot, and ordered his charioteer
to drive to the hollow ships, being sore stricken at
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heart. And he cried with a loud voice to the
Danaoi: “ My friends, great Chiefs of the Argives !
do ye save the ships from the fire! For the
Great Counsellor, Zeus, suffereth me no longer to
fight the Trojans.”

And when Hektor saw that Agamemnon had
left the field, he cried aloud to his followers : « Ye
Trojans, Lykians, and Dardans! the best man of
the ‘enemy hath departed ; and Zeus hath granted
me great glory. Therefore, my friends, re-
member your former valour, and drive the
single-hooved horses against the Argives, that ye
may win the greater glory !” Thus spake he, and
roused their spirit to fight with might and main.
As when a hunter setteth on his white - teethed
hounds against a boar or lion, so did mighty Hektor
set on the high-spirited Trojans against the Danao.
He himself rushed into the fight, like the roaring
wind, when it stirreth up the purple sea ; and first
he slew Assaios, then Autonoos, Opites, Opheltios,
and Dolops, son of Klytios, and Agelaos, Oros,
and Hipponoos, the stalwart in battle ; all these
Chiefs he slew ; then he smote the common herd,
and scattered them, as the west wind scattereth the
spray of ocean.

And now would all the Achaians have fled to
the hollow ships, and their ruin would have begun,
had not Odysseus cried to the valiant son of
Tydeus: “O great Diomedes ! how is it that we
have forgotten our former valour? Come, my
friend, and stand by me; shameful were it if
Hektor of the glancing helmet were to burn our

ships!””  Then Tydeides answered him : <1 will
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indeed stand my ground, but small will be our
proﬁt for Zeus of the Storm-Cloud loveth to give
victory to the Trojans, and not to us.’

Having spoken thus, he struck Thymbraios in
the breast with his heavy spear, and hurled him
from his chariot ; and Odysseus slew his brave
companion, Molion ; then they rushed on, fierce
as two wild boars. Havmg stayed the ﬂlght of
the Achaians, they slew, in one chariot, the two
sons of Mercps, the skdful soothsayer of Eetlote
who had tried to keep them from the war, but
they would not obey him.

Zeus, looking down from Ida, held level
the scales of the opposing hosts, and made them
more nearly equal to each other. Hektor, when
he observed Diomedes and Odysseus makmg havoc
of his men, rushed forward, shouting loudly, and
the Trojans followed him. D1omedes shuddermg
at the sight, said to Odysseus : “Lo' hiere s
mighty Hektor, rolling hke Ruin upon us; but
let us stand our ground and ward off hlS on-
slaught.” Thus saying, he hurled his long-shafted
spear at Hektor’s head ; it struck the top of his
crest, but the point was turned aside by the three-
fold helmet, a gift of Phoibos Apollo. Great
Hektor sprang back, and for the moment was
stunned ; he sank, leaning on one hand, and
darkness came over his eyes.

But Tydeides, looking at the flight of his spear
beyond, saw it fix itself in the ground, while
Hektor, recovering his breath, arose and got into
his chamot and escaped black fate. Then mighty
Tydeides followed him, mocking him and shout-
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ing : “Thou dog! once more hast thou fled from
death by the help of Phoibos Apollo, the bright
Archer, to whom thou prayest ! ”

But Alexandros (Paris), Lord of the fair Helen,
leaning against a pillar, aimed an arrow at great
Diomedes, while he was stripping off the armour
of Agastrophos and the arrow went through the
right foot of Tydeides, and pinned it to the ground.
And Paris, sweetly laughing, mocked him: el
have hit thee—the dart flew not in vain! I would
that it had pierced thy belly, and taken thy life
away.” And brave Diomedes, undismayed, made
answer :

« Thou wretched archer ! proud of thy bow—
reviler and slanderer—thou ogler of girls! never
wouldst thou dare to meet a man, face to face, in
full armour! Thou hast grazed my foot; but I
care no more than if a woman, or a feeble boy, had
struck me ; for vain is the arrow of a worthless
coward.”

Then the far-famed warrior Odysseus came to
Diomedes, and stood before him, while he pulled
the sharp arrow from his foot. And he mounted
his chariot, and ordered the charioteer to take him
back to the ships; for he was sick at heart. So
Odysseus was left alone ; not one of the Achaians
dared to stay with him; and he communed thus
with his dear soul : ¢ Alas for me! what will
become of me? It is an evil thing to flee ; and
still worse if I am caught here all alone, for Zeus
hath put to flight all the other Argives. But well I
know that only cowards fear to fight, but the hero
stands his ground, whether to kill or to be killed.”
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Meanwhile, the Trojans gathered round him,
like young men and dogs, hunting, round a boar,
as he whetteth his white tusks, and they await his
terrible onslaught. And first, Odysseus wounded
the noble Deiopites in the shoulder; next, he
slew Thoon, and Ennomos, and Chersidamas ; and
wounded Charops, son of Hippasos, brother of
noble Sokos. And godlike Sokos came near, to
help his brother, and spake : <O famous Odysseus,
unwearied in guile and toil! to-day shalt thou
either boast of having killed two worthy sons of
Hippasos, or fall beneath my spear ! ”

So saying, he hurled his great spear, and struck
the round shield of Odysseus ; and the keen spear
passed through the shield and corslet, and tore the
flesh upon his ribs; but Athene stopped it from
piercing his bowels, and he knew that his end was
not yet come. Then he cried aloud to Sokos :
“ Wretched man that thou art! black fate is come
upon thee ; and thou wilt give glory to me, when
thou fallest beneath my spear, and thy soul goeth
down to Hades.”

And Sokos turned to flight ; but Odysseus
drove his spear right through his back, and he
fell with a mighty crash.

Then he drew the spear of Sokos from his side,
and the blood spouted from the wound, and it
grieved his spirit. The Trojans, when they saw
him bleeding, thronged close about him. But he
retreated, and thrice he called aloud to his com-
panions. And Menelaos heard him, and spake to
Ailas: “O Aias, Zeus-nurtured son of Telamon !
I hear the shout of the stout-hearted Odysseus. 1
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fear that he is cut off by the Trojans, being alone,
and is suffering some evil, brave as heissilBet s
hasten into the throng of battle ; for it is better to
save him.”

So saying, he led the way, and they found
Odysseus close beset by the Trojans, like a wounded
stag beset by bloodthirsty jackals. He fleeth
till his blood is spent, and then the jackals tear
him, in a dense mountain forest ; but when the
god bringeth thither a fierce lion, the jackals flee,
or the lion rendeth them. In like manner were
the Trojans gathered round Odysseus, but he held
them at bay with his strong spear ; and when Aias
appeared on the ground, bearing his mighty shield
like a tower, the Trojans fled in terror, in all
directions ; and warlike Menelaos took Odysseus
by the hand, and the charioteer drove up the
horses.

Of all this, great Hektor knew nothing at all §
for he was fighting on the left, near the river
Skamandros, where the slaughter was greatest.
And a ceaseless cry arose around wise Nestor and
the warlike Idomeneus. And Hektor wrought
terrible havoc with his spear, and dealt dire de-
struction upon the ranks of the young warriors.
But the noble Achaians would not have given way,
had not Alexandros, Lord of the beautiful Helen,
with a three-barbed arrow from his bow, checked
Machaon, the son of Asklepios, in his onset, by
wounding him in the shoulder.

Then Idomeneus cried to the wise Nestor : ¢ O
Nestor, pride of the Achaians! take Machaon
in thy chariot, and drive him to the ships;
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for a physician or surgeon is better than other
men to cut out arrows, and to apply the healing
unguents.”  And the good Gerenian knight
mounted his chariot, with Machaon, and lashed
the willing horses, which sped to the hollow ships,
where they longed to be.

And Kebriones, Hektor’s brave charioteer, saw
the Trojans fleeing on the other side, and said :
““O Hektor | here indeed we face the Danaoi ; but
on the other side of the field I see that Telamonian
Aias 1s driving off the Trojans in confusion, both
men and horses. I know him by the broad shield
over his shoulders. ILet us then drive our chariot
thither into the thickest of the fight, where the
battle cry is loud and ceaseless.”

But now Zeus, from his lofty throne, struck
terror into the heart of Aias; and he turned his
sevenfold shield of bull-hide round upon his back,
and looked fearfully upon the throng before him.
He turned himself about like a wild beast, slowly
giving ground ; and as when men and dogs chase
the tawny lion from the fold, nor suffer him to
seize the fattest of the herd, so Aias unwillingly
retreated, sore afraid for the ships of the Achaians.
And now he would remember his impetuous valour,
and turn upon the pursuing Trojans; and then,
again, he would retire before them ; but he stopped
them from reaching the fleet ships, while their
spears stuck in his broad shield and in the earth,
longing to surfeit themselves with his blood.

When Eurypylos, the illustrious son of Euaimon,
saw Aias thus oppressed by the spears and the
cloud of arrows, he went to his aid. He cast his

L
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bright spear at the leader, Apisaon, son of Phausios,
and slew him. But the archer Alexandros saw Eury-
pylos stripping this man of his armour, and shot
an arrow, which hit him in the right thigh. Then
Eurypylos went back to his comrades, and shouted
loudly to them: “O ye leaders of the Argives!
stand here, and defend the son of Telamon, for
he is sore pressed with darts!”’ Thus spake the
wounded Eurypylos ; and they closed around him,
and held up their sloping shields above their heads ;
and Aias came to meet them ; then the opposing
ranks fought like raging fires.
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MEeanNTIME, the chariot had borne wise Nestor
and the wounded Machaon out of the battle. And
Achilles, standing by the stern of his great ship,
for he was watching the rout of the Argives, saw
them coming, and called to him Patroklos, his
chosen friend. Patroklos came out from the tent,
and asked Achilles: ¢ For what reason dost thou
call me?” Achilles answered him: “ O son of
Menoitios, my dearest friend ! now I think that
the Achaians will gather round my knees, with
prayers ; for intolerable stress hath come upon
them. But go thou, and ask Nestor whom he 1s
bringing wounded from the battle ; his back is
like that of Machaon, the wise physician ; but I
could not see his eyes, for the horses sped so
quickly past.”

Then Patroklos ran past the ships, and came
to Nestor’s tent. Here the charioteer, Eurymedon,
had unyoked the horses, and the men were drying
the sweat from their doublets, standing before the
breeze on the shore. The twain entered the tent and
sat down ; and the fair Hekamede, whom Achilles
had captured in Tenedos, and who had been given
as a prize to Nestor, set a table, and placed on
it a bronze vessel, with onions as a relish to the

147
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wine, and sweet honey, and sacred barley. And
she brought a four-handed cup of embossed gold,
with golden figures of two doves feeding, which,
when it was full, most men would hardly lift, but
old Nestor raised it easily ; in this she mixed
Pramnian wine with grated goat’s milk cheese, and
white barley.

When they had quenched their thirst, they dis-
coursed pleasantly with one another. Patroklos
stood at the entrance of the tent; and Nestor,
when he saw him, took him by the hand, and
bade him sit down. But Patroklos refused, say-
ing : “No time have I, noble old man, for sitting
down ; for one who is much to be feared hath sent
me. I come to ask, who is the wounded man
whom thou bringest home; but I see myself
that it is Machaon. Now, I will return and tell
Achilles, for well thou knowest what a terrible man
he is; for often he blameth even the innocent.”
Then the Gerenian knight spake again: “ Why
should Achilles pretend to be sorry for the wounded
Achaians? Wounded are strong Diomedes, and
Odysseus, and Agamemnon, and Eurypylos ; and
now I have brought this other, Machaon, wounded
by an arrow. But Achilles, valiant as he 1is, hath
neither care nor pity for the Danaoi. Is he waiting
till our ships are burnt, and we all lie dead, one
upon another ? Would that 7 were still in the full
strength of my youth, as in the war between the
Pylians and the Eleians !

Then old Nestor related some of his own deeds
of prowess many years before, adding, ““Such a
man was /. But, O my friend, do thou now
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remember the command of thy father Menoitios,
when he sent thee from Phthia. The goodly
Odysseus and I were then in the house, and the aged
Peleus was sacrificing to Zeus. We stood at
the door, and heard all ; but Achilles sprang up,
brought us in, and seated us on chairs. Peleus
gave counsel to his son ; and Menoitios, thy father,
said to thee, Patroklos, at thy parting : € Achilles
is of loftier lineage than thou; thou art older,
but remember that he is far mightier and higher
in rank.” Dost thou think of that? But now
I bid thee speak to Achilles, reasonably and
gently, and he will perhaps listen to thy words.
If he is held back by some oracle of a god, or
if his goddess-mother has brought him some
message of Zeus, let him, at any rate, send ziee
forth, with the rest of the Myrmidons, and lend
thee his beautiful armour to wear in the battle,
so that the Trojans may perhaps take thee for
Achilles ! ”

And Patroklos, being young and of a noble
spirit, felt his heart stirred by this proposal, hoping
thereby to earn for himself much glory. He ran
back past the ships to speak to Achilles; but on
his way met Eurypylos, limping from his cruel
wound. Patroklos pitied him, and said : “Abh,
ye wretched Chiefs of the Danaoi! doomed are
ye to feed the swift dogs of Troy! Tell me,
Eurypylos, will the Achaians be able to drive
back noble Hektor? or will they fall beneath his
Spear 2

Eurypylos answered : “The Danaoi can make
no defence, but will perish in the midst of their
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black ships. All the bravest are lying wounded
in the ships and tents; and the strength of the
Trojans 1s continually waxing. But do thou
help me now, and take me to my ship; and
cut the arrow from my thigh, and lave it with
warm water. Thou hast learnt the art of medicine
from Achilles, who was taught by the righteous
Centaur, Cheiron.”

And Patroklos, though eager to carry the mes-
sage of Gerenian Nestor to Achilles, would not
desert the wounded Eurypylos ; but, putting one
arm round his waist, supported him to the tent.
Then he cut out the arrow, and washed the wound,
and laid upon it the root of a bitter herb, which
soothed his pain; and the wound began to dry,
and the blood no longer flowed.
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MEzaNTIME, the Trojans and Achaians had fought
confusedly about the rampart and the fosse, which
would not long protect the ships, as they had been
built in spite of the immortal gods, and no costly
hecatombs had been offered upon account of them.
But so long as Hektor lived, and while Achilles
refrained from battle, and Troy was not yet cap-
tured and sacked, so long were the wall and fosse
made by the Danaoi to stand firm on the sea-shore.

Their destruction was to come in the after-time ;
but now, the Argives were closely pent behind the
fosse and wall, in fear of Hektor; for he was
rushing around, like a furious raging wind. He
urged his followers to cross the dyke; but their
horses were afraid, and stood at its edge, loudly
neighing ; for sharp stakes were fixed in its sides and
bottom, and it was hard to leap over. Polydamas
therefore advised Hektor to lead the men across on
foot ; this counsel pleased Hektor, who, in full
armour, leapt from his chariot, and the other
Trojan Chiefs did likewise. Hektor divided his
force into five companies; he and Polydamas,
with Kebriones, commanded the first, which was
the largest and best; the second was led by
Paris, Alkathoos, and Agenor; Helenos and

I5I
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Deiphobos, sons of Priam, with Asios led the third,
and Aineias, son of Anchises, with Archelochos
and Akamas, two sons of Antenor, commanded the
fourth. Sarpedon, son of Zeus, with Glaukos and
Asteropaios, led the Lykian allies. The Chiefs all
went on foot, except Asios, who refused to leave his
horses and chariot, and drave by the left flank to a
gate, which the Achaians had left open to receive
any of their comrades flying from the battle.

Here Asios and his followers, Ismenos, Orestes,
Adamas, son of Axios, Thoon, and Oinomaos,
burst through, thinking to reach the ships. But
they found their way barred by two of the bravest
men, even strong Polypoites, son of Peirithoos,
and Leonteus, peer of baleful Ares. When
these brave warriors saw the Trojans attacking
the wall, and the Danaoi crying out and fleeing,
they sallied forth, and fought in front of the gates
most fiercely ; while the Danaoi, on the wall, and
on the strong towers, were hurling down stones,
which fell in multitude like snow-flakes, upon the
heads of the assailing Trojans. And Asios, son of
Hyrtakos, groaned aloud, and uttered harsh com-
plaints against Zeus. O Father Zeus,” he cried :
“thou surely lovest a lie ; for I thought that the
Achaian heroes could in no way stand against us ;
but now they are like the swarms of nimble wasps
or busy bees, which abide at the entrance to their
hollow nests, and drive away those who come
near them, defending their offspring.” The two
Danaian Chiefs, indeed, fought stoutly; Poly-
poites drave his spear through the helmet of
Damasos, piercing his head and scattering his brain
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on the ground ; and Leonteus cut down several
others, even Hippomachus, Antiphates, Menon,
and Orestes.

But the bravest of the young warriors who
followed Hektor and Polydamas, and were most
eager to force the wall and burn the ships, were
stopped by a portent from Zeus, and stood hesi-
tating at the edge of the fosse. For a mighty
Eagle appeared on their left hand, high up in the
air, holding in his claws a monstrous blood-red
Snake, still struggling. And the Snake writhed,
and bit the Fagle in the breast, near the neck siand
the bird, in sore pain, dropped the Snake among
the Trojans, and flew away down the wind. And
the frightened Trojans shuddered, when they saw
the glossy, shimmering scales of the Snake in the
midst of them ; for they knew that it was an evil
omen from HAigis-bearing Zeus.

Then the prudent Polydamas stood by Hektor,
and said : “ O Hektor ! thou art ever rebuking
me in the Assembly, though I counsel wisely ; and
though none may oppose thee in council or in war,
yet I will speak my mind. Let us not go forward
and fight at the ships ; for when we were eager to
cross the moat, this eagle appeared to us on the
left hand, bearing a monstrous snake, and the
snake hurt him in the breast; and the eagle did
not carry it home to his nest. And so we, though
we break through the wall, shall return in dis-
order and confusion, leaving many of the Trojans
behind us.”

And Hektor of the bright helmet was angry,
and looked askance at him, and said : “If thou
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speakest seriously, then the deathless gods them-
selves have disturbed thy wits. Dost thou forget
the promises of Loud-thundering Zeus, when he
nodded with his mighty head? For me, I care
not for birds, long of wing, whether they fly to the
right, to the rosy-fingered Dawn and the Sun, or
to the left, to misty darkness. Let us trust
Almighty Zeus, the Father of Gods and Men !
The Best of Omens is to Fight for our Country !
Thou needst have no fears ; for if all of us perish,
thou wilt remain, for thy heart is unwarlike ;' but
mark my words, if thou avoidest the battle, or
persuadest others to refrain from i, thy blood
shall flow around my spear.”

So saying, Hektor led them on, and they fol-
lowed with a mighty roar. And Loud-thundering
Zeus senta blast from Ida, which blew the dustagainst
the ships, and damped the courage of the Achaians,
and gave glory to Hektor and the Trojans. These,
confiding in the favour of Zeus and in their own
strength, now attacked the wall and the supports
of the towers. They dragged down the pinnacles
and the sheltering parapets, and prized up the
buttresses ; yet the Achaians did not retreat, but
tried to close up the breaches with their shields of
bull-hide, and hurled down darts and stones on the
Trojans below.

But the two Aiantes like towers moved incess-
antly along the wall, and spake to the Achaians,
inspiring courage. The Chiefs they addressed with
soft words, but others with bitter taunts: LG
Friends!” they said, “ we cannot be all equal in
war ; but now there is work for all, and for men
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of every degree. Let no man retreat to the ships,
or listen to him who suggesteth flight ; but go
forward, and encourage others; and perhaps
Olympian Zeus will grant us to drive back the foe
to their city.”

Thus did these two rouse the spirit of the
Achaians, and urge them to fight. And as in the
winter, when Zeus the Counsellor lulleth the
winds and sendeth forth his snow without ceasing,
until he hath covered hill and plain, the grassy
meadows and the rich ploughed lands, and only the
rolling waves of the sea keep off the snow—so
flew the stones and darts from the Trojans to
the Achaians, and from the Achaians to the
Trojans.

But never would even glorious Hektor have
broken through the wall or gates, had not the
great Counsellor, Zeus, sent forth his noble son,
Sarpedon, against the Argives, like a lion against
oxen with crumpled horns. The princely Lykian
hero carried a round shield of well-hammered
bronze, on which many bulls-hides were fastened by
golden studs. Shaking two spears, he sped on
his way like the lion of the mountains coming
to attack the sheep and the homestead of the
shepherds. So did godlike Sarpedon attack the
wall, and break through the battlements ; and he
spake to Glaukos, son of Hippolochos: “ Why
are the highest honours bestowed on #s twain—the
most honourable seats in the Council, and the
richest meals and the fullest cups of wine, in
Lykia ? and why do all men look on us as gods ?
Why have we large domains on the river
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Xanthos, with orchards and cornfields? Ought
we not, therefore, to fight in the front ranks of
the Lykians, that they may say, ¢Our Kings are
no inglorious men ! they eat, indeed, fat sheep,
and drink the choicest of honey-sweet wines, but
they are also men of might, and encounter fierce
battle, standing in the front rank ?> O my Friend !
if, after this battle, we could be unfading and
immortal, I would not be foremost in the fight,
nor urge thee on! But now we are compassed
about by a thousand forms of death, which no
mortal can avoid. Come, then, let us go forward,
and prove whether we shall give glory to our foes,
or they to us!”

And Glaukos obeyed his words; and these
twain advanced, leading the strong Lykian host.
But Menestheus, son of Peteos, trembled when he
saw these warriors coming against his tower, carry-
ing destruction in their course. He looked along
the line of the Achaian wall, for some leader who
might ward off the peril from him; and he saw
the two Aiantes, greedy of war, and Teukros lately
come from his tent. But Menestheus could not
make them hear his voice, so great was the din of
clashing shields and spears and swords, and the
noise of closing gates, which were being shut to
keep out the Trojans. So he sent the herald
Thootes, to call Aias, son of Telamon, or still
better, the twain Alantes, to stave off the impend-
ing ruin. ‘ But if the twain,” he said, ‘“are too
much oppressed by war and toil, at least let one of
them come, the son of Telamon, and with him

Teukros, the skilful archer.” And Thottes ran
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to the Aiantes, and said : ¢ Menestheus, the son of
Peteos, biddeth you go to him, if only for a little
while, to help him ; for the leaders of the Lykians,
fierce of old in battle, are pressing him very sore.
Then Aias, the son of Telamon, with Teukros,
leaving the son of Oileus, the Lokrlan Alassat h1s
post with Lykomedes, went to the high tower
where Menestheus and those with him were Oppos-
ing the Lykians, who were already climbing up
the battlements of the wall. They rushed against
each other, on each side, like a whirlwind, and
fought over the wall. Aias killed Epikles With a
huge jagged stone, which he hurled from above,
crushing the bones of his head ; Teukros, Wlth
an arrow from his bow, Wounded Glaukos in
the shoulder, who withdrew himself quietly, that
the enemy mlght not boast over him ; Sarpedon,
though much grieved, forgot not the j _]oy of battle.
Sarpedon hurled his spear at Alkmaon, son of
Thestor, who fell headlong, his brlght armour
rattling upon him ; and then he seized the battle-
ment, and with hlS strong hands tore it down,
opening a way for the Lykians to follow him.
But Aias and Teukros met him. Teukros shot
an arrow at him, which hit the shining baldric
of his shield ; but Zeus warded off the fate of
death from hlb dear son ; and when Aias’ spear
struck his shield, it did not pass through,
Sarpedon was roughly shaken by it and fell back
a little, hoping still to win much glory. Then,
running to and fro among his Lykians, he shouted
to them: “O Lykians, why 1s your impetuous
valour thus relaxed? It is hard for me, though
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I be brave, to break through the wall alone and
lay open a way to the ships. Press on, then,
close behind me ; for better is the work of many

men than of one man only.” And they, fearing
his reproaches, pressed more vigorously behind
their King.

On the other side, the Argives had once
more strengthened the battlement, and a terrible
struggle began; for the gallant Lykians could
not burst through the wall, nor could the Danaoi
drive them back. Neither side would give way ;
and of such as turned aside, many were wounded
as they left their backs exposed. And asa faithful
workwoman maketh even her wool and the weight,
in her scales, and balanceth them, when she would
earn a poor wage to feed her little children, so
even were the forces in this battle, until Zeus gave
still greater glory to Hektor, the son of Priam.
He now, with a mighty voice, cried aloud : «“Up,
ye horse-taming Trojans! Break through the wall!
Rush on, and cast divinely kindled fire into the
ships!” They heard him, and rushed straightway
against the wall, and climbed up to the battlements
and to the towers.

Then noble Hektor took up a huge stone,
thick below but pointed above—a stone such as
no two of the best men, as they now are, could
easily raise up with a lever, into a waggon
—_and wielded it alone. And he bare it to
the high double gate; and, planting himself
firmly with his legs apart, he struck the gate
-1 the middle. And the stone fell inside, by
reason of its weight, and the locks and hinges
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gave way, and the mighty portal was burst asunder !
The noble Hektor leapt in, with a face like
sudden darkness, but clothed in his shining mail,
and holding two spears in his hands. And no one
but a god could have stopped him, when once he
was within the walls, for his eyes blazed with
fire.
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Tur Loud-thundering Zeus, having brought
Hektor and the Trojans close to the ships, left
them to endless toil and strife. He himself
turned his flaming eyes from Troy to the
lands of the horse-dealing Thrakians, and the
Mysians, famous in close fight, and the Hippo-
molgoi, who drink mares’ milk, and the Abioi,
justest of the human race. He no longer re-
garded holy ey i for dhe thought that none
of the gods would dare to help the Trojans or
the Danao.

But the wide-ruling Poseidon, the Earth-
Shaker, kept no careless watch, as he sat on
the highest crest of woody Samothrake, from
which he could look over the plain and city
of Troy, and the ships of the Achaians He
pitied the Achaians, whom the Trojans were
slaying, and he was wroth with Zeus for giving
glory to Hektor. So he went down the rocky
hill, and it shook, and the woodland trembled
beneath his footsteps. In four long strides he
reached his bright golden palace beneath the lake
in Aigai, in Boiotia, where he ordered his servants
to yoke his swift bronze-shod horses with golden
manes. And he himself donned his raiment of

160



cu. xx POSEIDON ROUSES ACHAIANS 161
gold, and grasped his well-made golden whip, and

mounted his chariot, and drave over the waves.
The sea-monsters played around him on all sides,
for they knew their Lord ; and the waves divided
gladly, and the axle of the chariot was not wetted
as the divine horses ran swiftly and bare him on
towards the ships of the Achaians.

Now between Tenedos and craggy Imbros,
there is a vast cave in the depths of the sea.
There he stayed his chariot, and unyoked the
horses, and gave them ambrosial food, and tethered
their feet with golden fetters which cannot be
broken ; and then he went to the Achaian camp.

The Trojans, meantime, were following Hektor,
raging like flame or storm, crying aloud, and hop-
ing to burn the ships and slay the bravest of the
Achaians. But Poseidon, Girdler of the FEarth,
came forth from the deep salt sea, in form and
voice like Kalchas, the famous Seer ; and he spake
to the twain Aiantes : “ Ye Aiantes, ever eager for
battle! ye twain can save the Achaians, if ye
cast off chilly fear and remember your ancient
valour. I myself have no dread of the un-
approachable arms of the Trojans, although they
have swarmed over your great wall. One thing
alone I fear : that some evil may befall us from
Hektor, who rages like a destroying fire, and
boasts as if he were the son of Zeus. O may
some god inspire you to hold your ground,
yourselves, and to make others do so! thus
would ye drive him back from the ships, even
though Olympian Zeus roused him to the fight.”
Then Poseidon struck them both with his wand,

M
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and infused great valour into their hearts, and
made their limbs strong and active; he then
sped away, like a hawk which swoops from above
a rock, in chase of some other bird. It was the
son of Oileus who first knew the god, and said
to the other Aias, the son of Telamon : ¢ Aias!
that was not Kalchas, but one of the deathless
Olympian gods! I knew him by his feet and
knees, as he turned away. And now I am more
eager for battle than ever.” And Telamonian
Aias answered him and said: “ My hands, too,
are eagerly grasping the spear, and my heart is
full of wrath, longing to fight; I would gladly
meet even Hektor himself in single combat.”

But the limbs of the Achaians were weakened
and relaxed by their long toil; and their souls
were sorely grieved by the sight of the Trojans
climbing over the walls. Gazing upon them, they
shed big tears, thinking that now they could not
escape sad death. Then Poseidon, coming among
them, called to him the heroes Leitos and Peneleos,
the Boiotians, Thoas the Aitolian, Deipyros, and
Meriones, and Antilochos, son of Nestor, and
reproached them with winged words : ““Shame on
you, Achaian youths! to you I trusted to save
the ships. A monstrous and unheard-of thing
it is, that the Trojans come against our walls.
Hitherto, they fled before us like hinds, weak
and timid, before wolves; they knew not the
joy of battle. But now, they are fighting far
from their city near the hollow ships, through
the fault of our leader and the slackness of our
people. It may be that wide-ruling Agamemnon
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is the cause of all this evil, in that he disgraced
the fleet son of silver-footed Thetis. Yet we
must not, on that account, refrain from battle.
If ye were timid weaklings, I would not blame
you for holding back ; but the best Chiefs of the
Achaian host are with you ; therefore I am indeed
wroth with you. Then let each man feel shame
in his own heart ; for terrible is the struggle which
lieth before us.”

Thus did the great Earth-Shaker, speaking as
one of themselves, urge on the Achaian Chiefs.
And they gathered round the two Aiantes, form-
ing a band that neither the murderous Ares, nor
Athene, Rouser of the Nation, would despise.
They were the choicest warriors who stood
against Hektor, in close array, spear by spear,
and shield by shield, and helmet by helmet, and
man by man. So close were they to one another,
that the horse-hair crests touched as they nodded,
and their spears crossed each other. And both
sides had joy in the battle.

For Hektor also led his Trojans on in close
order, like a huge stone thrust from the crest of a
hill by the winter’s flood ; unchecked it rolls, till
it reacheth the plain, and then it rolls no more.
So Hektor seemed to be easily winning his way
through the tents and ships, with much slaughter
of the Achaians. But when he met the close
battalion, in which were the two Aiantes, he was
checked and driven back. Then he cried aloud :
“O ye Trojans and Lykians and Dardans, who
fight at close quarters, stand your ground! for
the Danaoi will not long resist ; quickly will they
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flee before my spear, if indeed the King of Gods
and Men, the Loud-thundering Lord of Olympos,
hath roused me to fight.”

Thus he inspired courage afresh into the hearts
of all. And his brother Deiphobos, son of Priam,
proudly strode among them, intent on valorous
deeds.  Meriones attacked him, striking the circle
of his bull’s-hide shield, but did not pierce it, for
the long shaft snapped at the ring. Deiphobos
had feared that thrust, but Meriones drew back
among his comrades, wroth at missing, and at
losing his spear; he went back to the tents for
another spear, which he had left there.

Meanwhile, the others fought at close quarters,
and there was an incessant din of conflict.
Teukros first slew Imbrios, the son of rich Mentor,
whose wife, Medesikaste, was a daughter of King
Priam. Imbrios fell to the ground like a tall ash
tree, on the crest of a hill, hewn down by the
bronze axe; and his armour rang with a loud
sound, as he fell. Then Hektor aimed a lance at
Teukros, which missed him, but struck Amphi-
machos in the breast. When Hektor rushed for-
ward to strip Amphimachos of his helmet, Aias
aimed his spear at Hektor ; it did not pierce his
body, but struck the boss of his shield with such
tremendous force as to throw him back. Then the
Athenians, Stichios and goodly Menestheus, bare
the dead body of Amphimachos from the field ;
but the two Aiantes raised up that of Imbrios, and
stripped it of his armour ; and the son of Oileus
cut off the head, and rolled it like a ball, through
the throng, till 1t came to the feet of Hektor.
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Now, Amphimachos was the grandson of
Poseidon, who was exceedingly wroth when he
saw him slain by Hektor. So the angry god
urged on the Danaoi still more, and prepared
fresh sorrows for the Trojans. He came to the
tent of Idomeneus, in the likeness of Thoas, King
of the Aitolians, and thus addressed him: “O
thou, Counsellor of the Cretans! what hath become
of the Achaian threats against Troy?”  And
Idomeneus answered : ““No man among us is to
blame ; none yield to chilly fear ; but it seemeth
good to mighty Kronion that we should perish
here, far away from our dear homes. Still do
thou, O Thoas, as thou wert always staunch and
true, call on the Achaian warriors to stand firm :
cry aloud to them all.”

And Poseidon answered : “May that man
never depart from Troy, but lie here to be the
sport of dogs and birds, who this day shirks the
battle! Come then, take up thine arms, and we,
though we are but twain, may gain some advantage.
For the union of men, going in company together,
giveth courage even to the timid and the weak.”

Then the god, Poseidon, went to where was
the thick of the fighting; while Idomeneus, re-
turning to his own tent, put on his brilliant
armour, grasped two heavy spears, and came forth
again to the battlefield. And as he went he
met his good comrade Meriones, and said to him :
“O dearest of my companions, why hast thou left
the battle?” And Meriones answered : “I am
going to fetch a spear from thy tent, for my own
I have broken on the shield of proud Deiphobos.”
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And Idomeneus, the mighty leader of the Cretans,
answered : “Spears thou wilt find, one or even
twenty, many of which I have taken from the
Trojans.” Meriones said to him: “I will not
forget my ancient valour, but will stand forth
among the foremost. And I know that though
the other mail-clad Achaians may forget my
valorous deeds, thou knowest them well.”

And the great leader of the Cretans answered
him : “ Well do I know thy valour! For if the
best men of the Achailans were chosen for an
ambush, in which the brave man and the coward
are plainly seen—the colour of the brave man
never changeth, but that of the coward changeth
often, and he kneeleth, now on one knee, and now
on the other, and his heart beateth loudly in his
breast—if, I say, such a choice were made, no
one would think lightly of shee! And in battle
no weapon would strike on the nape of thy neck,
or on thy back, but in thy breast or thy belly.
But let us no longer loiter here, talking like
children ; but do thou go and fetch a strong
spear ! ” And Meriones obeyed his word.

And even as baleful Ares, and his dear son
and charioteer, Terror, go forth from Thrace to
fight the Ephyri or the high-minded Phlegyans,
so did Idomeneus and Meriones rush to the battle.
But first Meriones asked : “Son of Deukalion !
into what part of the throng shall we make our
charge?” |~ Then Idomeneus answered him :
« There are others to direct the centre — the
twain Alantes and Teukros the best of archers,
valiant too at close quarters. They will give
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great Hektor trouble enough, however keen he
be ; he will not easily overcome those three, or
burn the ships, unless Zeus himself send down
a burning torch upon them! For the great
Telamonian Aias would yield to no mortal man
who eateth of Demeter’s” (Ceres’) “corn. Noteven
to Achilles would he yield in close fight, though
no one could in swiftness of foot compare with
him. Let us then go to the left of the army,
that we may quickly know whether we shall gain
glory from our foes, or they from us.”

And when the Trojans saw Idomeneus, in his
glorious bright armour—Iike the blazing fire of
Hephaistos or the lightning which Zeus shoots from
Olympos, coming on—they shouted, and pressed to-
wards him, and the battle was renewed most fiercely.

Hard-hearted must that man be, who could
have looked without grief on this fearful strife !
It was the two mighty gods, Sons of Kronos,
Loud -thundering Zeus and Poseidon, Girdler of
the Earth, who were contending here. Zeus
would give victory to Hektor and the Trojans,
though he did not wish to destroy the Achaians
utterly, but only to give glory to the goddess
Thetis and her mighty son Achilles. Poseidon,
on the other hand, came secretly forth from the
hoary sea, and stirred the hearts of the Achaians
to the battle. These two gods were sons of the
same crafty Kronos, born in the same place ; but
Zeus was the elder and knew more. Therefore,
Poseidon did not dare to help the Achaians openly ;
but, in a human form, he ranged through the host
and cheered them on.
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Then Idomeneus, though his hair was already
grey with age, havmg roused the Danaoi to ﬁght
again, leapt amongst the Trojans, inspiring great
terror. And he first slew Othryoneus, of Kabesos,
who came to Troy to ask Priam for the hand of
Kassandra, one of the fairest of his daughters.
He offered no gifts of wooing, but gave a promise
to Priam that he would drive the Achaians from
the land of Troy. And Priam consented to give
her to him; and Othryoneus fought bravely,
trusting in the promise of the King. But now,
Idomeneus mocked the dead Othryoneus, saying,
“] congratulate thee, Othryoneus, above all men,
if thou shalt keep thy word to Priam, who
prom1sed to give thee his daughter! We, too,
would give thee the fairest daughter of Afra—
memnon, from Argos, if thou wouldst help us
to take the citadel of King Priam.” Then he
dragged him by the foot, through the throng.

Asios came up, marchmg in front of his chariot,
and minded to cast his spear at Idomeneus ; but
Idomeneus was too quick for him, and drove his
spear right through the neck of Asios, who fell
backward, like the fall of a mighty oak, or a
poplar, or a lofty pine. And his charioteer lost
his head, and did not think to turn away his
horses; so he too was pierced with a spear by
Antilochos; then Deiphobos, fearing for his friend,
drew near, and cast his spear at Idomeneus. But
Idomeneus crouched beneath his shield, and the
spear flew over him ; it struck Hypsenor son of
Hippasos, in the liver, and loosened his knees ;
and Deiphobos shouted aloud, boasting over hlm
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“Asios 1s avenged! and on his way to Hades,
strong Guardian of the Gate, he will rejoice that
I have sent him a companion ! ”

All the Achaians were grieved at this boast,
and especially Antilochos, who covered his dear
comrade with his shield, and, with the help of
Mekistos and goodly Alastor, bore him to the
ships. But Idomeneus relaxed not in his force,
strving yet'! to  kill\' more |« of iithel ™ lirofanis,
or else himself to perish while defending the
Achaians. Then fell the hero Alkathoos, son-
in-law of Anchises, having married his eldest
daughter Hippodameia, whom her father and
her lady mother loved exceedmgly, for she sur-
passed all other maidens in beauty, skill, and
wisdom. Now Poseidon helped Idomeneus to
conquer him, by blinding his bright eyes and
binding his strong limbs; and Idomeneus, with
his spear, rent the coat of mail worn by Alkathoos,
and pierced his heart. Then Idomeneus cried
out in triumph to Deiphobos and said:
“Now stand up thyself against me, that thou
mayest learn what sort of man I am; for I am
the son of Deukalion, the son of Minos, the
son of Zeus!”

And Deiphobos hesitated, whether to meet
Idomeneus alone, or summon to his aid another
great-hearted Trojan. And he thought it better
to fetch Aineias, whom he found by himself,
behind the crowd, for he was angry with Priam,
because Priam did not give him the honour that
was his due. And Deiphobos spake to Aineias :
“O great Counsellor of the Trojans! come and



170 PHE/BOY S ILIAD CH.

succour thy sister’s husband, if thou carest at all
for thy kinsman Alkathoos, who was kind to thee
when thou wert a child! For now Idomeneus
hath spoiled him of his arms.”

And the spirit of Aineias was roused, and he
went to seek Idomeneus. But Idomeneus was not
dismayed ; he stood firm, giving no ground, await-
ing the attack, while he called on his friends,
Askalaphos and Aphareus, Meriones and Anti-
lochos, with winged words: ¢ Come and help
me; for I am alone, and I greatly fear the
onset of swift-footed Aineias; for he is in the
flower of youth, which is the greatest helper.”
Thus spake he; and they all, with one accord,
came to him and stood with their bucklers close
together.

On the other side, Aineias called on his com-
rades, Deiphobos, and Paris, and noble Agenor,
great Chiefs of the Trojans. They rushed against
each other, with their long spears, quite close to
Alkathoos ; but the twain opposing heroes, Aineias
and Idomeneus, above all the rest, strove to pierce
one another’s flesh. Aineias cast first at Idomeneus,
who carefully watched him and avoided the spear,
and it fell quivering into the ground. But that
which Idomeneus threw, missing Aineias, hit
Oinomaios in the belly, breaking through his
corslet 5 and he fell, clutching the dust with his
hand. Then Idomeneus drew forth his long spear
from the body, but could not spoil Oinomaios of
his beautiful armour, because he was hard pressed
by the darts of the Trojans; and, on account of
his age, his feet no longer served him in a charge
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or in retreat ; but in close combat he could still
hold off the ruthless day of doom. As he slowly
left the field, Deiphobos, who cherished a bitter
hatred against Idomeneus, cast a spear at him,
which missed him, but struck Askalaphos, a son
of Enyalios (Ares), in the shoulder, and he fell
in the dust.

The loud-voiced God of War, Ares, knew not
that his son had fallen; for he was lying on a
peak of Olympos, under the clouds, detained there
by Zeus, who also kept the other Immortals from
the battle.

Then Deiphobos tore off the helmet of
Askalaphos; but Meriones struck the arm of
Deiphobos, and the bright casque fell clanging to
the ground ; and they led him from the din of war.
Godlike Aineias struck Aphareus in the throat,
and death, the destroyer, overwhelmed him.
Antilochos spied out Thootn, and aimed at him,
and cut the artery of his neck, as he turned away ;
and he fell, stretching out his hands to his dear
comrades. And while Antilochos was stripping
him of his armour, the Trojans gathered round
him, and struck his broad shield ; but they could
not pierce his flesh, for the great Earth-Shaker
protected the son of Nestor on every side. And
as Antilochos was slowly making his way through
the crowd of foes, Adamas, the son of the slain
Asios, struck the middle of his shield with his
bronze spear ; but again Poseidon warded off the
shaft from the life of Antilochos. And Adamas
fell back among his comrades ; but Meriones, the

Achaian, followed, and wounded him in the belly,
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near the navel, where a wound is most destructive
to miserable mortals.

And Helenos, son of Priam, smote Deipyros
on the forehead with a great Thrakian sword, and
his helmet rolled on the ground; one of the
Achaians picked it up; but darkness veiled the
eyes of Deipyros. Then, when Menelaos Atreides
saw him fall, he turned upon Prince Helenos,
shaking his huge spear; while Helenos fitted a
keen arrow to the string of his polished bow, and
discharged it at Menelaos; but it glanced off from
his corslet, and pierced not to his flesh. Then
Atreides of the loud war-cry aimed his spear at
Helenos, and sent its point right through his hand,
which held the polished bow. Helenos drew back
among his comrades ; and the high-minded Agenor
drew out the spear, and dressed the wound of
his hand with twisted sheep’s wool. And
Peisandros rushed at Menelaos, and struck his
shield ; but the point was turned and broke in
the iron socket. Then the twain fought hand in
hand ; Menelaos with his silver-studded sword,
and Peisandros with an axe. Peisandros struck
the horse-hair crest of Menelaos ; but Menelaos
struck the other on the forehead, above the nose,
and crushed his bones ; and his eyes fell bleeding
to the ground.

Menelaos stood over him, exulting: “O ye
Trojans, ever covetous of war, ye too shall suffer
loss and shame, which ye inflicted on me—ye base
dogs—having no fear of Loud-thundering Zeus,
the Protector of Guests! O ye who, unprovoked,
carried off my lawful wife, and much wealth of
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mine, now ye strive to burn our hollow ships,
and slay the Achaian heroes. O <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>