
 

 
 

 



Original Copyright 1907 by Alfred J. Church.   Distributed by Heritage History 2010 2 

Conditions and Terms of Use 

Copyright © Heritage History 2010 

Some rights reserved  

This text was produced and distributed by Heritage History, an 

organization dedicated to the preservation of classical juvenile history 

books, and to the promotion of the works of traditional history authors.  

The books which Heritage History republishes are in the 

public domain and are no longer protected by the original copyright. 

They may therefore be reproduced within the United States without 

paying a royalty to the author.  

The text and pictures used to produce this version of the work, 

however, are the property of Heritage History and are subject to certain 

restrictions. These restrictions are imposed for the purpose of protecting 

the integrity of the work, for preventing plagiarism, and for helping to 

assure that compromised versions of the work are not widely 

disseminated.  

In order to preserve information regarding the origin of this 

text, a copyright by the author, and a Heritage History distribution date 

are included at the foot of every page of text. We require all electronic 

and printed versions of this text to include these markings, and that 

users adhere to the following restrictions.  

1. You may reproduce this  text for personal or educational purposes as  

long as the copyright and Heritage History version are included. 

   

2. You may not alter this text or try to pass off all or any part of it as 

your own work. 

   

3. You may not distribute copies of this text for commercial purposes.  

   

4. This text is intended to be a faithful and complete copy of the original 

document. However, typos, omissions, and other errors may have 

occurred during preparation, and Heritage History does not guarantee 

a perfectly reliable reproduction.  

Permission to use Heritage History documents or images for 

commercial purposes, or more information about our collection of 

traditional history resources can be obtained by contacting us at 

Infodesk@heritage-history.com. 

 

TABLE OF CONTENTS 

OF HOW THE WAR WITH TROY BEGAN ........................ 3 

THE QUARREL ................................................................ 3 

WHAT THETIS DID FOR HER SON .................................. 6 

THE DUEL OF PARIS AND MENELAUS ............................ 7 

HOW THE OATH WAS BROKEN .................................... 10 

THE GREAT DEEDS OF DIOMED ................................... 11 

CONCERNING OTHER VALIANT DEEDS ....................... 13 

OF GLAUCUS AND DIOMED .......................................... 14 

HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE ....................................... 16 

HOW HECTOR AND AJAX FOUGHT .............................. 19 

THE BATTLE ON THE PLAIN ......................................... 22 

THE REPENTANCE OF AGAMEMNON ........................... 26 

THE EMBASSY TO ACHILLES ........................................ 28 

THE STORY OF OLD PHOENIX ...................................... 31 

THE ADVENTURE OF DIOMED AND ULYSSES ............... 33 

THE WOUNDING OF THE CHIEFS ................................. 36 

THE BATTLE AT THE WALL ......................................... 39 

THE BATTLE AT THE SHIPS .......................................... 41 

THE DEEDS AND DEATH OF PATROCLUS ..................... 44 

THE ROUSING OF ACHILLES ........................................ 47 

THE MAKING OF THE ARMS ......................................... 50 

THE QUARREL ENDED .................................................. 52 

THE BATTLE AT THE RIVER ......................................... 54 

THE SLAYING OF HECTOR ........................................... 56 

THE RANSOMING OF HECTOR...................................... 60 

THE END OF TROY ........................................................ 62 

 

mailto:Infodesk@heritage-history.com


CHAPTER I 

OF HOW THE WAR WITH TROY BEGAN 

Once upon a time there was a certain King of Sparta 

who had a most beautiful daughter, Helen by name. There was 

not a prince in Greece but wished to marry her. The King said 

to them: "Now you must all swear that you will be good 

friends with the man whom my daughter shall choose for her 

husband, and that if any one is wicked enough to steal her 

away from him, you will help him get her back." And this they 

did. Then the Fair Helen chose a prince whose name was 

Menelaüs, brother of Agamemnon, who reigned in Mycenae, 

and was the chief of all the Kings of Greece. After a while 

Helen's father died, and her husband became King of Sparta. 

The two lived happily together till there came to Sparta a 

young prince, Paris by name, who was son of Priam, King of 

Troy. This Paris carried off the Fair Helen, and with her much 

gold and many precious stones.  

Menelaüs and his brother Agamemnon sent to the 

princes of Greece and said, "Now you must keep your oath, 

and help us to get back the Fair Helen." So they all came to a 

place called Aulis, with many ships and men. Others also who 

had not taken the oath came with them. The greatest of these 

chiefs were these:— Diomed, son of Tydeus; Ajax the Greater 

and Ajax the Less, and Teucer the Archer, who was brother of 

Ajax the Greater, Nestor, who was the oldest man in the 

world, the wise Ulysses, and Achilles, who was the bravest 

and strongest of all the Greeks, and with him his dear friend 

Patroclus.  

For nine years the Greeks besieged the city of Troy, 

but they could not break through the walls; and as they had 

been away from their homes for all this time, they came to be 

in great want of food and clothes and other things. So they left 

part of the army to watch the city, and with part they went 

about and spoiled other cities. Thus came about the great 

quarrel of which I am now going to tell.  

CHAPTER II 

THE QUARREL 

The Greeks took the city of Chrysé and divided the 

spoils among the chiefs; to Agamemnon they gave a girl 

named Chryseïs, who was the daughter of the priest of Apollo, 

the god who was worshipped in the city. Then the priest came 

bringing much gold, with which he wished to buy back his 

daughter.  

First of all he went to Agamemnon and his brother, 

then to the other chiefs, and begged them to take the gold and 

give him back the girl. "So," he said, "may the gods help you 

take the city of Troy, and bring you back safe to your homes."  

All the other chiefs were willing, but Agamemnon 

cried, "Away with you, old man. Do not linger here now, and 

do not come again, or it will be the worse for you, though you 

are a priest. As for your daughter, I will carry her back with 

me when I have taken Troy."  

So the old man went out in great fear and trouble, and 

he prayed to Apollo to help him. And Apollo heard him. Very 

angry was the god that his priest should suffer such things, and 

he came down from his palace on the top of the mountain 

Olympus. He came as night comes across the sky, and his 

arrows rattled terribly as he went. Then he began to shoot and 

his arrows carried death, first to the dogs and the mules, and 

then to the men. For nine days the people died, and on the 

tenth day Achilles called an assembly.  

When the Greeks were gathered together he stood up in 

the middle and said: "Surely it would be better to go home 

than to stay here and die. Many are slain in battle, and still 
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more are slain by the plague. Let us ask the prophets why it is 

that Apollo is angry with us."  

Then Calchas the prophet stood up: "You wish to know 

why Apollo is angry. I will tell you, but first you must promise 

to stand by me, for King Agamemnon will be angry when he 

hears what I shall say."  

"Say on," cried Achilles: "no man shall harm you while 

I live, no, not Agamemnon himself."  

Then Calchas said: "Apollo is angry because when his 

priest came to buy back his daughter, Agamemnon would not 

listen to him. Now you must send back the girl, taking no 

money for her, and with her a hundred beasts as a sacrifice."  

Then King Agamemnon stood up in a rage and cried:  

"You always prophesy evil, ill prophet that you are. 

The girl I will send back, for I would not have the people die, 

but I will not go without my share of the spoil."  

"You think too much of gain, King Agamemnon," said 

Achilles. "Surely you would not take from any man that which 

has been given him. Wait till Troy has been conquered, and 

then we will make up to you what has been lost three times 

over."  

"Do not try to cheat me in this way," answered 

Agamemnon. "My share I will have at once. If the Greeks will 

give it to me, well and good; but if not, then I will take it from 

one of the chiefs, from you, Achilles, or from Ajax, or from 

Ulysses. But now let us see about the sending back of the girl."  

Then Achilles was altogether carried away with rage 

and said: "Never was there a king so shameless and so greedy 

of gain. The Trojans never did harm to me or mine. I have 

been fighting against them for your sake and your brother's. 

And you sit in your tent at ease, but when the spoil is divided, 

then you have the lion's share. And now you will take the little 

that was given me. I will not stay here to be shamed and 

robbed. I will go home."  

"Go," said Agamemnon, "and take your people with 

you. I have other chiefs as good as you, and ready to honour 

me, as you are not. But mark this: the girl Briseïs, who was 

given to you as your share of the spoil, I will take, if I have to 

come and fetch her myself. For you must learn that I am 

master here."  

 

 
 

ATHENE SUPPRESSING THE FURY OF ACHILLES  

Achilles was mad with anger to hear this, and said to 

himself, "Now I will slay this villain where he sits," and he 

half drew his sword from its scabbard. But at that instant the 

goddess Athené stood behind him and seized him by his long 

yellow hair. And when he turned to see who had done this, he 

perceived the goddess—but no one else in the assembly could 

see her—and said: "Are you come to see this villain die?" 

"Nay," she answered, "I am come to stay your rage. Queen 

Hera and I love you both. Draw not your sword, but say what 

you will. Some day he will pay you back three times and four 

times for all the wrong he shall do."  

Achilles answered: "I will do as you bid; for he who 

hears the gods is heard by them." So he thrust back his sword 

into the scabbard, and Athené went back to Olympus. Then he 



Original Copyright 1907 by Alfred J. Church.   Distributed by Heritage History 2010 5 

turned to Agamemnon and cried: "Drunkard with the eyes of a 

dog and the heart of a deer, hear what I tell you now. See this 

sceptre that I have in my hand. Once it was the branch of a 

tree; now a king carries it in his hand. As surely as it will 

never more shoot forth in leaves, so surely will the Greeks one 

day miss Achilles. And you, when you see your people falling 

by the swords of the Trojans, will be sorry that you have done 

this wrong to the bravest man in your army." And he dashed 

the sceptre on the ground and sat down.  

Then the old man Nestor stood up and would have 

made peace between the two. "Listen to me," he said. "Great 

chiefs of old, with whom no one now alive would dare to 

fight, were used to listen to me. You, King Agamemnon, do 

not take away from the brave Achilles the gift that the Greeks 

gave him; and you Achilles, pay due respect to him who is the 

King of Kings in Greece."  

So spoke Nestor, but he spoke in vain, for Agamemnon 

answered: "Peace is good; but this fellow would lord it over 

all. The gods have made him a great warrior, but they have not 

given him leave to set himself up above law and order. He 

must learn that there is one here better than he."  

And Achilles cried: "You better than me! I were a 

slave and a coward if I owned it. What the Greeks gave me, let 

them take away if they will. But mark this: if you lay your 

hands on anything that is my own, that hour you will die."  

Then the assembly was broken up. After a while 

Agamemnon said to the heralds: "Go now to the tent of 

Achilles, and fetch thence the girl Briseïs. And if he will not 

let her go, say that I will come with others to fetch her, and 

that it will be worse for him."  

So the heralds went, but it was much against their will 

that they did this errand. And when they came to that part of 

the camp where Achilles and his people were, they found him 

sitting between his tent and his ship. And they stood in great 

fear and shame. But when he saw them he spoke kind words to 

them, for all that his heart was full of rage. "Draw near, 

heralds. 'Tis no fault of yours that you are come on such an 

errand."  

Then he turned to Patroclus and said: "Fetch Briseïs 

from her tent and give her to the heralds. Let them be 

witnesses of this evil deed, that they may remember it in the 

day when he shall need my help and shall not have it."  

So Patroclus brought out the girl and gave her to the 

heralds. And she went with them, much against her will, and 

often looking back. And when she was gone, Achilles left his 

companions and sat upon the sea-shore, weeping aloud and 

stretching out his hands to his mother Thetis, the daughter of 

the sea. She heard his voice where she sat in the depths by the 

side of her father, and rose from the sea, as a cloud rises, and 

came to him where he sat weeping, shaking him with her hand, 

and calling him by his name.  

"Why do you weep, my son?" she said.  

And he told her what had been done. And when he had 

finished the story, he said: "Now go to Olympus, to the palace 

of Zeus. You helped him once in the old time, when the other 

gods would have put him in chains, fetching the great giant 

with the hundred hands to sit by his side, so that no one dared 

to touch him. Remind him of these things, and ask him to help 

the Trojans, and to make the Greeks flee before them, so that 

Agamemnon may learn how foolish he has been."  

His mother said: "Surely, my son, your lot is hard. 

Your life must be short, and it should be happy; but, as it 

seems to me, it is both short and sad. Truly I will go to Zeus, 

but not now; for he is gone with the other gods to a twelve 

days' feast. But when he comes back, then I will go to him and 

persuade him. Meanwhile do you sit still, and do not go forth 

to battle."  

Meanwhile Ulysses was taking back the priest's 

daughter to her father. Very glad was he to see her again, and 

he prayed to his god that the plague among the Greeks might 
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cease, and so it happened. But Achilles sat in his tent and 

fretted, for there was nothing that he liked so much as the cry 

of the battle.  

CHAPTER III 

WHAT THETIS DID FOR HER SON 

When the twelve days of feasting were over, Thetis 

rose out of the sea and went her way to Olympus. There she 

found Zeus sitting alone on the highest peak of the mountain. 

She knelt down before him, and her left hand she laid upon his 

knees, and with her right hand she caught hold of his beard. 

Then she made this prayer to him:—  

"O father Zeus, if I have ever helped thee at all, now 

give me what I ask, namely, that my son Achilles may have 

honour done to him. Agamemnon has shamed him, taking 

away the gift that the Greeks gave him. Do thou, therefore, 

make the Trojans prevail for a while in battle, so that the 

Greeks may find that they cannot do without him. So shall my 

son have honour."  

For a long time Zeus sat saying nothing, for he knew 

that great trouble would come out of this thing. But Thetis still 

held him fast by the knees and by the beard; and she spoke 

again, saying: "Promise me this thing, and make your promise 

sure by nodding your head; or, else, say outright that you will 

not do it. Then I shall know that you despise me."  

Zeus answered: "This is a hard thing that you ask. You 

will make a dreadful quarrel between me and the Lady Hera, 

my wife, and she will say many bitter words to me. Even now 

she tells me I favour the Trojans too much. Go, then, as 

quickly as you can, that she may not know that you have been 

here, and I will think how I may best do what you ask. And 

see, I will make my promise sure with a nod, for when I nod 

my head, then the thing may not be repented of or undone."  

So he nodded his head, and all Olympus was shaken.  

Then Thetis went away, and dived down into the sea. 

And Zeus went to his palace, and when he came in at the door, 

all the gods rose up in their places, and stood till he sat down 

on his throne. But Hera knew that Thetis had been with him, 

and she was very angry, and spoke bitter words: "Who has 

been with you, O lover of plots? When I am not here, then you 

take pleasure in hiding what you do, and in keeping things 

from me."  

Zeus answered: "O Hera, do not think to know all of 

my thoughts; that is too hard for you, even though you are my 

wife. That which it is right for you to know, I will tell you 

before I tell it to any other god; but there are matters which I 

keep to myself. Do not seek to know these."  

But Hera was even more angry than before. "What say 

you?" she cried. "I do not pry into your affairs. Settle them as 

you will. But this I know, that Thetis with the silver feet has 

been with you, and I greatly fear that she has had her way. At 

dawn of day I saw her kneeling before you; yes, and you 

nodded your head. I am sure that you have promised her that 

Achilles should have honour. Ah me! Many of the Greeks will 

die for this."  

Then Zeus answered: "Truly there is nothing that you 

do not find out, witch that you are. But, if it be as you say, 

then know that such is my will. Do you sit still and obey. All 

the gods in Olympus cannot save you, if once I lay my hands 

upon you."  

Hera sat still and said nothing, for she was very much 

afraid. Then her son, the god who made arms and armour and 

cups and other things out of silver and gold and copper, said to 

her: "It would be a great pity if you and the Father of the gods 

should quarrel on account of a man. Make peace with him, and 

do not make him angry again. It would be a great grief to me if 

I were to see you beaten before my eyes; for, indeed, I could 

not help you. Once before when I tried to come between him 
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and you, he took me by the foot and threw me out the door of 

heaven. All day I fell and at evening I lighted in the island of 

Lemnos."  

Then he thought how he might turn the thoughts of the 

company to something else. There was a very beautiful boy 

who used to carry the wine round. The god, who was a cripple, 

took his place, and mixed the cup, and hobbled round with it, 

puffing for breath as he went, and all the gods fell into great 

fits of laughter when they saw him. So the feast went on, and 

Apollo and the Muses sang, and no one thought any more 

about the quarrel.  

But while all the other gods were sleeping, Zeus 

remained awake, thinking how he might do what Thetis had 

asked of him for her son. The best thing seemed to be to 

deceive Agamemnon, and make him think that he could take 

the city of Troy without the help of Achilles. So he called a 

Dream, and said to it: "Go, Dream, to the tent of Agamemnon, 

and tell him that if he will lead his army to battle, he will take 

the city of Troy."  

So the Dream went, and it took the shape of Nestor, 

whom the King thought to be the wisest of the Greeks, and 

stood by his bedside and said: "Why do you waste your time in 

sleep? Arm the Greeks, and lead them out to battle, for you 

will take the city of Troy."  

And the King believed that this false dream was true.  

CHAPTER IV 

THE DUEL OF PARIS AND MENELAUS 

On the day after the False Dream had come to him 

Agamemnon called all his army to go out to battle. All the 

chiefs were glad to fight, for they thought that at last the long 

war was coming to an end. Only Achilles and his people 

stopped behind. And the Trojans, on the other hand, set their 

army in order.  

Before they began to fight, Paris, who had been the 

cause of all the trouble, came out in front of the line. He had a 

panther's skin over his shoulders, and a bow and a quiver slung 

upon his back, for he was a great archer; by his side there hung 

a sword, and in each hand he carried a spear. He cried aloud to 

the Greeks: "Send out the strongest and the bravest man you 

have to fight with me." When King Menelaüs heard this, he 

said to himself: "Now this is my enemy; I will fight with him, 

and no one else." So he jumped down from his chariot, and ran 

out in front of the line of Greeks. But when Paris saw him he 

was very much afraid, and turned his back and ran behind the 

line of the Trojans.  

Now the best and bravest of the Trojans was a certain 

Hector. He was one of the sons of King Priam; if it had not 

been for him the city would have been taken long before. 

When he saw Paris run away he was very angry, and said: "O 

Paris, you are good to look at, but you are worth nothing. And 

the Greeks think that you are the bravest man we have! You 

were brave enough to go across the sea and steal the Fair 

Helen from her husband, and now when he comes to fight with 

you, you run away. The Trojans ought to have stoned you to 

death long ago."  

Paris answered: "You speak the truth great Hector; I 

am, indeed, greatly to be blamed. As for you, you care for 
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nothing but battles, and your heart is made of iron. But now 

listen to me: set Menelaüs and me to fight, man to man, and let 

him that conquers have the Fair Helen and all her possessions. 

If he kills me, let him take her and depart; but if I kill him, 

then she shall stay here. So, whatever may happen, you will 

dwell in peace."  

Hector was very glad to hear his brother Paris speak in 

this way. And he went along the line of the Trojans, holding 

his spear in the middle. This he did to show that he was not 

meaning to fight, and to keep his men in their places that they 

should not begin the battle. At first the Greeks made ready 

spears and stones to throw at him, but Agamemnon cried out: 

"Hold your hands; great Hector has something to say."  

Then every one stood still and listened. And Hector 

said: "Hear, Trojans and Greeks, what Paris says, Paris, who is 

the cause of this quarrel between us. 'Let Menelaüs and me 

fight together. Every one else, whether he is Greek or Trojan, 

shall lay his arms upon the ground, and look on while we two 

fight together. For the Fair Helen and her riches we will fight, 

and the rest will cease from war and be good friends for 

ever.' "  

When Hector had spoken, King Menelaüs stood up and 

said: "Listen to me, for this is my affair. It is well that the 

Greeks and Trojans should be at peace, for there is no quarrel 

between them. Let me and Paris fight together, and let him of 

us two be slain whose fate it is to die. And now let us make a 

sacrifice to the gods, and swear a great oath over it that we 

will keep our agreement. Only let King Priam himself come 

and offer the sacrifice and take the oath, for he is more to be 

trusted than the young men his sons."  

So spoke Menelaüs; and both the armies were glad, for 

they were tired of the war.  

Then Hector sent a messenger to Troy to fetch King 

Priam, and to bring sheep for the sacrifice. And when the 

herald was on his way, one of the gods put it into the heart of 

the Fair Helen as she sat in her hall to go out to the wall and 

see the army of the Greeks. So she went, leaving the 

needlework with which she was busy, a great piece of 

embroidery, on which the battles between the Greeks and the 

Trojans were worked.  

Now King Priam sat on the wall, and with him were 

the other princes of the city, old men who could no longer 

fight, but could take counsel and make beautiful speeches. 

They saw the Fair Helen as she came, and one of them said to 

another: "See how beautiful she is! And yet it would be better 

that she should go back to her own country, than that she 

should stop here and bring a curse upon us and our children."  

But Priam called to her and said: "Come hither, my 

daughter, and see your friends and kinsmen in yonder army, 

and tell us about them. Who is that warrior there, so fair and 

strong? There are others who are even a head taller than he is, 

but there is no one who is so like a king."  

"That," said Helen, "is Agamemnon, a brave soldier 

and a wise king, and my brother-in-law in the old days."  

And King Priam cried: "Happy Agamemnon, to rule 

over so many brave men as I see in yonder army! But tell me 

who is that warrior there, who is walking through the ranks of 

his men, and making them stand in good order? He is not so 

tall as Agamemnon, but he is broader in the shoulders."  

"That," said Helen, "is Ulysses of Ithaca, who is wiser 

than all other men, and gives better advice."  

"You speak truly, fair lady," said one of the old men, 

Antenor by name. "Well do I remember Ulysses when he came 

with Menelaüs on an embassy. They were guests in my house, 

and I knew them well. And when there was an assembly of the 

Trojans to hear them speak on the business for which they 

came, I remember how they looked. When they were standing, 

Menelaüs was the taller; but when they sat down, then Ulysses 

was the nobler of the two to look at. And when they spoke, 

Menelaüs said but a few words, and said them wisely and 
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well; and Ulysses—at first you might have taken him to be a 

fool, so stiffly did he hold his staff, and so awkward did he 

seem, with his eyes cast down upon the ground; but when he 

began to speak, how grand was his voice and how his words 

poured out, thick as the falling snow! There never was a 

speaker such as he, and we thought no more about his looks."  

Then King Priam asked again: "Who is that mighty 

hero, so big and strong, taller than all the rest by his head and 

shoulders?"  

"That," said Helen, "is Ajax, a tower of strength to the 

Greeks. And other chiefs I see whom I know and could name. 

But my own dear brothers, Castor, tamer of horses, and 

Pollux, the mighty boxer, I see not. Is it that they are ashamed 

to come on account of me?"  

So she spoke, not knowing that they were dead.  

And now came the messenger to tell King Priam that 

the armies wanted him. So he went and Antenor with him, and 

they took the sheep for sacrifice. Then King Priam, on behalf 

of the Trojans, and King Agamemnon, on behalf of the 

Greeks, offered sacrifice, and made an agreement, confirming 

it with an oath, that Menelaüs and Paris should fight together, 

and that Fair Helen with her treasure should belong to him 

who should prevail.  

When this was done, King Priam said: "I will go back 

to Troy, for I could not bear to see my dear son fighting with 

Menelaüs." So he climbed into the chariot, and Antenor took 

the reins and they went back to Troy.  

Then Hector for the Trojans, and Ulysses for the 

Greeks, marked out a space for the fight, and Hector put two 

pebbles into a helmet, one for Paris and one for Menelaüs. 

These he shook, looking away as he did so, for it was agreed 

that the man whose pebble should first fly out of the helmet, 

should be the first to cast his spear at the other. And this might 

be much to his gain, for the spear, being well thrown, might 

kill his adversary or wound him to death, and he himself 

would not come into danger. And it so happened that the 

pebble of Paris first flew out. Then the two warriors armed 

themselves, and came into the space that had been marked out, 

and stood facing each other. Very fierce were their eyes, so 

that it could be seen how they hated each other. First Paris 

threw his spear. It hit the shield of Menelaüs, but did not 

pierce it, for the point was bent back. Then Menelaüs threw his 

spear; but first he prayed: "Grant, Father Zeus, that I may have 

vengeance on Paris, who has done me this great wrong!" And 

the spear went right through the shield, and through the 

armour that Paris wore upon his body, and through the tunic 

that was under the armour. But Paris shrank away, so that the 

spear did not wound him. Then Menelaüs drew his sword, and 

struck the helmet of Paris on the top with a great blow, but the 

sword was broken into four pieces. Then he rushed upon Paris 

and caught him by the helmet, and dragged him towards the 

army of the Greeks; neither could Paris help himself, for the 

strap of the helmet choked him. Then, indeed, would Paris 

have been taken prisoner and killed, but that the goddess 

Aphrodité helped him, for he was her favourite. She loosed the 

strap under his chin, and the helmet came off in the hand of 

Menelaüs. The King threw it among the Greeks, and, taking 

another spear in his hand, ran furiously at Paris. But the 

goddess covered him with a mist, and so snatched him away, 

and set him down in his own house at Troy. Everywhere did 

Menelaüs look for him, but he could not find him. It was no 

one of the Trojans that hid him, for they all hated him as death.  

Then said King Agamemnon in a loud voice: "Now 

must you Trojans keep the covenant that you have made with 

an oath. You must give back the Fair Helen and her treasures, 

and we will take her and leave you in peace."  
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CHAPTER V 

HOW THE OATH WAS BROKEN 

Now, if the Trojans had kept the promise which they 

made, confirming it with an oath, it would have been well with 

them. But it was not to be. And this is how it came to pass that 

the oath was broken and the promise not kept.  

Among the chiefs who came from the countries round 

about to help King Priam and the Trojans there was a certain 

Pandarus, son of the King of Lycia. He was a great archer, and 

could shoot an arrow as far and with as good an aim as any 

man in the army. To this Pandarus, as he stood waiting for 

what should next happen, there came a youth, a son of King 

Priam. Such indeed, he seemed to be, but in truth the goddess 

Athené had taken his shape, for she and, as has been before 

said, the goddess Hera hated the city of Troy, and desired to 

bring it to ruin.  

The false Trojan came up to Pandarus, as he stood 

among his men, and said to him: "Prince of Lycia, dare you to 

shoot an arrow at Menelaüs? Truly the Trojans would love you 

well, and Paris best of all, if they could see Menelaüs killed 

with an arrow from your bow. Shoot at him as he stands, not 

thinking of any danger, but first vow to sacrifice a hundred 

beasts to Zeus, so soon as you shall get back to your own 

country."  

Pandarus had a bow made out of the horns of a wild 

goat which he had killed. It was four feet long from end to 

end, and on each end there was a tip of gold on which the 

bow-string was fixed. While he was stringing his bow, his men 

stood round and hid him; and when he had strung it, he took 

an arrow from his quiver, and laid it on the string, and drew 

back the string till it touched his breast, and then let the arrow 

fly.  

But though none of the Greeks saw what Pandarus was 

doing, Athené saw it, and she flew to where Menelaüs stood, 

and kept the arrow from doing him deadly hurt. She would not 

ward it off altogether, for she knew that the Greeks would be 

angry to see the King whom they loved so treacherously 

wounded, and would have no peace with the Trojans. So she 

guided it to where there was a space between the belt and the 

breastplate. There it struck the King, passing through the edge 

of the belt and through the garment that was under the belt and 

piercing the skin; and the red blood gushed out, and dyed the 

thighs and the legs and the ankles of the King, as a woman 

dyes a piece of white ivory to make an ornament for a king's 

war-horse.  

Now Agamemnon was standing near, and when he saw 

the blood gush out he cried: "Oh, my brother, it was a foolish 

thing that I did, when I made a covenant with the Trojans, for 

they are wicked men and break their oaths. I know that they 

who do such things will suffer for them. Sooner or later the 

man who breaks his oath will perish miserably. Nevertheless, 

it will be a great shame and sorrow if you, my brother, should 

be killed in this way. For the Greeks will go to their homes 

saying: 'Why should we fight any more for Menelaüs, seeing 

that he is dead?' And the Fair Helen for whom we have been 

fighting these many years will be left behind; and one of these 

false Trojans will say when he sees the tomb of Menelaüs: 

'Surely the great Agamemnon has not got that for which he 

came. For he brought a great army to destroy the city of Troy, 

but Troy still stands, and he and his army have gone back: 

only he has left his brother behind him.' "  

But Menelaüs said: "Do not trouble yourself, my 

brother, for the wound is not deep. See here is the barb of the 

arrow." Then King Agamemnon commanded that they should 

fetch Machaon, the great physician. So Machaon came, and 

drew the arrow out of the wound, and wiped away the blood, 

and put healing drugs upon the place, which took away all the 

pain.  
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After this King Agamemnon went through the army to 

see that it was ready for battle. When he found any one 

bestirring himself, putting his men in order, and doing such 

things as it was his duty to do, him he praised; and if he saw 

any one idle and slow to move, him he rebuked. When all was 

ready, then the host went forward. In silence it went; but the 

Trojans, on the other hand, were as noisy as a flock of sheep, 

which bleats when they hear the voice of the lambs.  

CHAPTER VI 

THE GREAT DEEDS OF DIOMED 

Many great deeds were done that day, and many chiefs 

showed themselves to be valiant men, but the greatest deeds 

were done by Diomed, and of all the chiefs there was not one 

who could be matched with him. No one could tell, so fierce 

was he, and so swiftly did he charge, in which host he was 

fighting, whether with the Greeks or with the sons of Troy. 

After a while the great archer Pandarus aimed an arrow at him, 

and hit him on the right shoulder. And when Pandarus saw that 

he had hit him, for the blood started out from the wound, he 

cried out in great joy: "On, men of Troy; I have wounded the 

bravest of the Greeks. He will soon either fall dead in his 

chariot, or grow so weak that he can fight no longer."  

But Diomed was not to be conquered in this fashion. 

He leapt down from his chariot, and said to the man who drove 

the horses: "Come and draw this arrow out of the wound." And 

this the driver did, and when Diomed saw the blood spirt out 

from the wound he prayed to the goddess Athené: "O goddess, 

stand by me, as you did always stand by my father. And as for 

the man who has wounded me, let him come within a spear's 

cast of me, and he will never boast again." And Athené heard 

his prayer, and came and stood beside him, and took away the 

pain from his wound, and put new strength into his hands and 

feet. "Be bold, O Diomed, and fight against the men of Troy. 

As I stood by your father, so will I stand by you."  

Then Diomed fought even more fiercely than before, 

just as a lion which a shepherd has wounded a little when he 

leaps into the fold, grows yet more savage, so it was with 

Diomed. And as he went to and fro through the battle, slaying 

all whom he met, Aeneas, who was the bravest of the Trojans 

after Hector, thought how he might best be stopped. So he 

passed through the army till he came to where Pandarus the 

archer stood. To him he said: "Where are your bow and 

arrows? Do you see this man how he is dealing death wherever 

he goes? Shoot an arrow at him; but first make your prayers to 

Zeus that you may not shoot in vain."  

Pandarus answered: "This man is Diomed. I know his 

shield and his helmet; the horses too are his. Some god I am 

sure, stands by him and defends him. Only just now I sent an 

arrow at him, yes, and hit him in the shoulder. I thought that I 

had wounded him to the death, for I saw the blood spirt out; 

but I have not hurt him at all. And now I do not know what I 

can do, for I have no chariot here. Eleven chariots I have at 

home, and my father would have had me bring one of them 

with me. But I would not, for I was afraid that the horses 

would not have provender enough, being shut up in the city of 

Troy. So I came without a chariot, trusting to my bow, and lo! 

it has failed me these two times. Two of the chiefs I have hit, 

first Menelaüs and then this Diomed. Yes, I hit them, and I 

saw the red blood flow, but I have not harmed them. Surely if 

ever I get back to my home, I will break this useless bow."  

Then Aeneas said to him: "Nay, my friend, do not talk 

this way. If you have no chariot, then come in mine, and see 

what horses we have in Troy. If Diomed should be too strong 

for us, still they will carry us safely back to Troy. Take the 

reins and the whip, and I will fight; or, if you would rather, do 

you fight and I will drive."  
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Pandarus said: "It is best that the horses should have 

the driver whom they know. If we should have to flee, they 

might stand still or turn aside, missing their master's voice."  

Now Diomed was on foot, for he had not gone back to 

his chariot, and his charioteer was by his side. And the man 

said to him: "Look there; two mighty warriors, Pandarus and 

Aeneas, are coming against us. It would be well for us to go 

back to the chariot, that we may fight them on equal terms." 

But Diomed answered: "Do not talk of going back. I am not 

one of those who go back. As for my chariot, I do not want it. 

As I am, I will go against these men. Both of them, surely, 

shall not go back, even if one should escape. And if I slay 

them, then do you climb into the chariot and drive it away. 

There are no horses in the world as good as these, for they are 

the breed which Zeus himself gave to King Tros."  

 

 
 

DIOMED CASTING HIS SPEAR AGAINST ARES  

While he was speaking the two Trojan chiefs came 

near, and Pandarus cast his spear at Diomed. It pierced the 

shield and also the belt, so strongly was it thrown, but it went 

no further. But Pandarus cried: "Aha! you are hit in the loin. 

This wound will stay you from fighting." "Not so," said 

Diomed, "you have not wounded me at all. But now see what I 

will send." And he threw his spear, nor did he throw in vain, 

for it passed through the warrior's nose and teeth and tongue, 

and stood out under his chin. And the man fell from his 

chariot, and the armour clashed loudly upon him. But Aeneas 

would not leave his comrade. He leapt from the chariot and 

stood with shield and spear over the body, as a lion stands over 

the carcase of some beast which it has killed. Now Diomed 

had no spear in hand, neither could he draw out from the dead 

body that which he had thrown. Therefore he stooped and took 

up from the ground a big stone—so big was it that two men 

such as men are now could scarcely lift it up—and threw it at 

Aeneas. On the hip it struck him and crushed the bone, and the 

hero fell upon his knees, and clutched at the ground with his 

hands, and everything grew dark before his eyes. Thus had he 

died, but for his mother, the goddess Aphrodité. She caught 

him up in her arms, and threw her veil over him to hide him. 

But Diomed did not like that he should escape, and he rushed 

with his spear at the goddess and wounded her in the arm, and 

the blood gushed out—such blood as flows in the veins of 

gods, who eat not the food nor drink the drink of men. She 

dropped her son with a loud shriek and fled up into the sky. 

And bold Diomed called after her: "You should not join in the 

battle, daughter of Zeus. You have to do not with men but with 

women." But Apollo caught up Aeneas when his mother 

dropped him. Even then Diomed was loath to let him escape, 

for he was bent on killing him and stripping him of his arms. 

Three times did he spring forward, and three times did Apollo 

put back his shining shield. And when he came to the fourth 

time, Apollo called out to him in an awful voice: "Beware, 

Diomed; do not think to fight with gods." Then Diomed fell 

back, for he was afraid. But Apollo carried Aeneas to the 

citadel of Troy, and there his mother Latona and his sister 

Artemis healed the hero of his wounds. But he left an image of 

the hero in the midst of the battle, and over him the Greeks 

and the Trojans fought, as if it had been the real Aeneas.  
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CHAPTER VII 

CONCERNING OTHER VALIANT DEEDS 

Now among the chiefs who came to help King Priam 

and the Trojans there was a certain Sarpedon, who was Prince 

of Lycia, and with him there was one Glaucus who was his 

cousin. When Sarpedon saw how Diomed was laying waste 

the army of the Trojans, and that no man was willing to stand 

up against him, he said to Hector: "Where are your boasts, O 

Hector? You used to say that you could keep the city of Troy 

safe, without your people, and without us, who have come to 

help you. Yes, you and your brothers and your brothers-in-law 

would be enough, you said; but now I look about me, and I 

cannot see one of them. They all go and hide themselves, as 

dogs before a lion. It is we who keep up the battle. Look at 

me; I have come far to help you, even from the land of Lycia, 

where I have left wife and child and wealth. Nor do I shrink 

back from the fight, but you also should do your part."  

These words stung Hector to the heart. He jumped 

down from his chariot, and went through the army, telling the 

men to be brave. And Ares brought back Aeneas with his 

wound healed, and he himself went back with Hector, in the 

shape of a man. And even the brave Diomed, when he saw 

him and knew that he was a god, held back a little, saying to 

his companions: "See, Hector is coming, and Ares is with him, 

in the shape of a man. Let us give way a little, for we must not 

fight with gods; but we will still keep our faces to the enemy."  

Just then a great Greek warrior, who was one of the 

sons of Hercules, the strongest of men, was killed by Sarpedon 

the Lycian. This man cried out to Sarpedon: "What are you 

doing here? You are foolish to fight with men who are better 

than you are. Men say that you are a son of Zeus, but the sons 

of Zeus are braver and stronger than you. Are you as good as 

my father Hercules? Have you not heard how he came to this 

city of Troy, and broke down the walls and spoiled the houses, 

because the King of Troy cheated him of his pay? For my 

father saved the King's daughter from a great monster of the 

sea, and the King promised him a team of horses, but did not 

keep his promise. And you have come to help the Trojans, so 

they say; small help will you be to them, when I have killed 

you."  

Sarpedon answered: " 'Tis true that your father broke 

down the walls of Troy, and spoiled the houses; the King of 

the city had cheated him and he was rightly punished for it. 

But you shall not do what he did; no, for I shall kill you first."  

Then the two warriors drew their spears. At the same 

moment they threw them, and both of them hit the mark. The 

spear of Sarpedon went right through the neck of the Greek, so 

that he fell down dead; and the spear of the Greek hit 

Sarpedon on the thigh of the left leg and went through it close 

to the bone. It went very near to killing him; but it was not his 

fate to die that day. So his men carried him out of the battle 

with the spear sticking in the wound, for no one thought of 

drawing it out, so great was their hurry. As they were carrying 

him along, Hector passed by, and he cried out: "O Hector, do 

not let the Greeks take me! Let me, at least, die in your city 

which I came to help; for to Lycia I shall not go back, nor shall 

I see again my wife and my child." But Hector did not heed 

him, so eager was he to fight. So the men carried him to the 

great oak tree, and laid him down in the shade of it, and one of 

them drew the spear out of the wound. When it was drawn out 

he fainted, but the cool north wind blew on him and refreshed 

him, and he breathed again.  

At this time the Greeks were being driven back; many 

were killed and many were wounded. For Hector, with Ares 

by his side, was so fierce and strong that no one dared to stand 

up against him. When the two goddesses, Hera and Athené, 

who loved the Greeks, saw this, they said to Zeus: "Father, do 

you see how furiously Ares is raging in the battle, driving the 

Greeks before him? May we stop him before he destroys them 
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altogether?" Zeus said: "You may do what you please." Then 

they yoked the horses to Hera's chariot and went as fast as they 

could to the earth. Very fast they went, for every stride of the 

horses was over as much space as a man can see when he sits 

upon a cliff and looks over the sea to where the sky seems to 

come down upon it. When they came to the plain of Troy, they 

unharnessed the horses at a place where the two rivers met. 

They covered them and the chariot with a mist that no one 

might be able to see them, and they themselves flew as doves 

fly to where the Greeks and Trojans were fighting. There Hera 

took the shape of Stentor, who could shout as loud as fifty men 

shouting at once, and cried: "Shame, men of Greece! when 

Achilles came to battle the Trojans scarcely dared to go 

beyond the gates of their city, but now they are driving you to 

your ships." Athené went to Diomed, where he was standing 

and wiping away the blood from the wound which the arrow 

had made. "You are not like your father; he was a little man, 

but he was a great fighter. I do not know whether you are 

holding back because you are tired or because you are afraid; 

but certainly you are not like him."  

Diomed knew who it was that was speaking to him, 

and answered: "Great goddess, I am not holding back because 

I am tired or because I am afraid. You yourself said to me: 'Do 

not fight against any god; only if Aphrodité comes into the 

battle, you may fight against her.' And this I have done. Her I 

wounded on the wrist and drove away; but when Apollo 

carried away Aeneas from me, then I held back. And now I see 

Ares rushing to and fro through the battle, and I do not dare to 

go against him."  

Then said Athené: "Do not be afraid of Ares. I will 

come with you, and you shall wound him with your spear, and 

drive him away from the battle."  

Then she pushed Diomed's charioteer with her hand, 

but the man did not see who it was that pushed him. And when 

he jumped down from the chariot she took his place, and 

caught the reins in her hand, and lashed the horses. Straight at 

Ares she drove, where he was standing by a Greek whom he 

had killed. Now Athené had put on her head the helmet of 

Hades, that is to say, of the god who rules the dead; Ares did 

not see her, for no one who wears the helmet can be seen. And 

he rushed at Diomed, thinking to kill him, and threw his spear 

with all his might. But Athené put out her hand and turned the 

spear aside, so that it flew through the air and hurt no one. 

Then Diomed thrust his spear at Ares, and Athené leant all her 

weight upon it, so that it pierced the god just below the girdle. 

And when Ares felt the spear, he shouted with the pain as loud 

as an army of ten thousand men shouts when it goes forth to 

battle. And Diomed saw him rise up to the sky as a thunder-

cloud arises.  

And this was the greatest of the deeds of Diomed, that 

he wounded Ares, the god of war, and drove him out of the 

battle.  

CHAPTER VIII 

OF GLAUCUS AND DIOMED 

And now the Trojans, in their turn, were driven back, 

for they could make no stand against the Greeks. Now there 

was one of the sons of King Priam who was a very wise 

prophet, and knew all that men should do to win the favour 

and help of the gods, and his name was Helenus. This man 

went up to Hector, and said to him and to Aeneas, who was 

standing near him: "Make the army fall back and get as close 

to the walls as may be, for it will be safer there than in the 

open plain. And go through the ranks, and speak to the men, 

and put as much courage into them as you can. And when you 

have done this, do you, Hector, go into the city, and tell your 

mother to gather together the daughters of Troy, and go with 

them to the temple of Athené, taking with her the most 

precious robe that she has, and lay the robe on the knees of the 

goddess, and promise to sacrifice twelve heifers, and beseech 
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her to have pity on us and to keep Diomed from the walls. 

Never did I see so fierce a man; even Achilles himself was not 

so terrible as he is, so dreadful is he and so fierce. Go, and 

come back as soon as you can, and we will do what we can to 

bear up against the Greeks while you are away."  

So Hector went through the ranks, bidding the men be 

of good courage; and when he had done this he went into the 

city.  

And now the Trojans had a little rest. The way in 

which this happened shall now be told.  

Sarpedon and Lycian had a cousin, Glaucus by name: 

the two were sons of brothers. This Glaucus, being one of the 

bravest of men, went in front of the Trojan line to meet 

Diomed. When Diomed saw him, he said: "Tell me, mighty 

man of valour, who you are, for I have never seen you before; 

for this is a bold thing that you have done to come out in front 

of your comrades and to stand against me. Truly those men 

whose children come in my way in battle are unlucky. Tell me 

then who you are, for if you are a god from heaven, then I will 

not fight with you. Already to-day have I done enough fighting 

with them, for it is an unlucky thing to do. King Lycurgus, in 

the land of Thrace, fought with a god, and it was a bad thing 

for him that he did so, for he did not live long. He drove 

Bacchus, the god of wine, into the sea. But the other gods were 

angry with him for this cause, and Zeus made him blind, and 

he perished miserably. But if you are no god, but a mortal 

man, then draw near that I may kill you with my spear."  

Glaucus said: "Brave Diomed, why do you ask who I 

am, and who was my father, and my father's father? The 

generations of men are like the leaves on the trees. In the 

spring they shoot forth, and in autumn they fall, and the wind 

blows them to and fro. And then when the spring comes others 

shoot forth, and these also fall in their time. So are the 

generations of men; one goes and another comes. Still, if you 

would hear of what race I come, listen. In a certain city of 

Greece which is called Corinth there dwelt a great warrior, 

Bellerophon by name. Some one spoke evil of this man falsely 

to the King of the city, and the King believed this false thing, 

and plotted his death. He was ashamed to kill him, but he sent 

him with a message to the King of Lycia. This message was 

written on a tablet and the tablet was folded up in a cover, and 

the cover was sealed. But on the tablet was written: 'This is a 

wicked man; cause him to die.' So Bellerophon travelled to 

Lycia. And when he was come to the King's palace, the King 

made a great feast for him. For nine days did the feast last, and 

every day an ox was killed and eaten. On the morning of the 

tenth day the King said: 'Let me see the message which you 

have brought.' And when he had read it he thought how he 

might cause the man to die. First he sent him to conquer a 

great monster that there was in that country, called the 

Chimaera. Many men tried to conquer it, but it had killed them 

all. It had the head of a lion, and its middle parts were those of 

a goat, and it had the tail of a serpent; and it breathed out 

flames of fire. This monster he killed, the gods helping him. 

Then the King sent him against a very fierce tribe of men, who 

were called the Solymi. These he conquered after much 

fighting, for, as he said himself, there never were warriors 

stronger than they. After this he fought the Amazons, who 

were women fighting with the arms of men, and these also he 

conquered. And when he was coming back from fighting the 

Amazons, the King set an ambush against him, choosing for it 

the bravest men in the whole land of Lycia. But Bellerophon 

killed them all, and came back safe to the King's palace. When 

the King saw this, he said to himself: 'The gods love this man; 

he cannot be wicked.' So he asked him about himself, and 

Bellerophon told him the whole truth. Then the King divided 

his kingdom with him, and gave him his daughter to wife. 

Three sons he had, of whom one was the father of Sarpedon 

and one was my father. And when my father sent me hither he 

said: 'Always seek to be the first, and to be worthy of those 

who have gone before.' This, then, brave Diomed, is the race 

to which I belong."  
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When Diomed heard this he was very glad, and said: 

"It is well that we did not fight, for we ought to be friends, as 

our fathers were before us. Long ago Œneus entertained 

Bellerophon in his house. For twenty days he kept him. And 

when they parted they gave great gifts to each other, the one a 

belt embroidered with purple, and the other a cup of gold with 

a mouth on either side of it. Now Œneus was my grandfather, 

as Bellerophon was yours. If then you should come to Corinth 

you will be my guest, and I will be yours if I go to the land of 

Lycia. But now we will not fight together. There are many 

Trojans and allies of the Trojans whom I may kill if I can 

overcome them, and there are many Greeks for you to fight 

with and conquer, if you can. But we two will not fight 

together. And now let us exchange our armour, that all men 

may know that we are friends."  

So the two chiefs jumped down from their chariots and 

exchanged their armour. And men said afterwards that 

Glaucus had lost his wits, for he gave armour of gold in 

exchange for armour of brass, armour that was worth a 

hundred oxen for armour that was worth nine only.  

CHAPTER IX 

HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE 

When Hector passed through the gates into the city, 

hundreds of Trojan women crowded round him, asking what 

had happened to their sons or husbands. But he said nothing to 

them, except to bid them to pray that the gods would protect 

those whom they loved. When he came to the palace there met 

him his mother, Queen Hecuba. She caught him by the hand, 

and said: "O Hector, why have you come from battle? Have 

the Greeks been pressing you hard? or have you come, maybe, 

to pray for help from Father Zeus? Let me bring a cup of wine, 

that you may pour out an offering to the god, aye, and that you 

may drink yourself and cheer your heart."  

But Hector said: "Mother, give me no wine, lest it 

should make my knees weak, and take the courage out of my 

heart. Nor must I make an offering to the gods with my hands 

unwashed. What I would have you do is this—gather the 

mothers of Troy together, and take the most beautiful and 

precious robe that you have, and go with them and lay it upon 

the knees of Athené, and pray to her to keep this terrible 

Diomed from the walls of Troy. And do not forget to promise 

a sacrifice of twelve heifers. And I will go and call Paris, and 

bid him come with me to the battle. Of a truth I could wish 

that the earth would open her mouth and swallow him up, for 

he is a curse to his father and to you his mother, and to the 

whole city of Troy."  

 

 
 

HECTOR CHIDING PARIS  

Then Queen Hecuba went into her palace, and opened 

the store where she kept her treasures, and took out of it the 

finest robe that she had. And she and the noblest ladies that 

were in Troy carried it to the temple of Athené. Then the 

priestess, who was the wife of Antenor, received it from her 

hands, and laid it upon the knees of the goddess, making this 

prayer: "O Lady Athené, keeper of this city, break, we beseech 
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thee, the spear of Diomed, and make him fall dead before the 

gates of Troy. If thou wilt have pity on the wives and children 

of the men of Troy, then we will offer to thee twelve heifers 

that have never been made to draw the plough."  

So the priestess prayed; but Athené would not hear. 

And indeed, it was she who stirred up Diomed to fight so 

fiercely against Troy and had given him fresh strength and 

courage.  

Meanwhile Hector went to the house of Paris. It stood 

on the citadel, close to his own house and to the palace of 

King Priam. He found him cleaning his arms and armour, and 

the fair Helen sat near him, with her maids, busy with 

needlework.  

Then Hector thought to himself, "If I tell him that he 

went away from the battle because he was afraid, then I shall 

offend him and do no good: I will try another way." So he 

said: "O Paris, is it right that you should stand aside and not 

fight in the battle because you are angry with your 

countrymen? The people perish, and the fight grows hotter and 

hotter every minute about the city. Rouse yourself and come 

forth before Troy is burnt up. For, remember, it is you that are 

the cause of all these troubles."  

Then Paris answered: "O my brother, you have spoken 

well. But it was not because I was angry that I came away 

from the battle; it was because I was so much ashamed of 

being beaten. But now I will come back, for this is what my 

wife would have me to do; maybe I shall do better another 

time, for the gods give victory now to one man and now to 

another."  

Then the Fair Helen said to Hector: "Sit down now and 

rest a little, for you must be very tired with all that you have 

done."  

But Hector answered: "You must not ask me to rest; I 

must make haste to help my countrymen, for indeed they are 

in sore need of help. But do you see that your husband 

overtakes me before I go out of the city gate. Now I am going 

to my house to see my wife and my little boy, for I do not 

know whether I shall ever see them again."  

When he said this, Hector went to his house to see his 

wife Andromaché, for that was her name. But he did not find 

her at home, for she had gone to the wall, being very much 

afraid for her husband.  

Hector asked the maids: "Where is the Lady 

Andromaché? Has she gone to see one of her sisters-in-law, 

or, maybe, with the other mothers of Troy, to the temple of 

Athené?"  

Then an old woman who was the housekeeper said: 

"Nay; she went to one of the towers of the wall that she might 

see the battle, for she had heard that the Greeks were pressing 

our people very much. She seemed like a madwoman, so much 

haste she did make, and the nurse went with her carrying the 

child."  

Then Hector ran towards the gate, and Andromaché 

saw him from where she stood on the wall, and made haste to 

meet him. And the nurse came with her, carrying the child, 

Hector's only son, a beautiful boy, with a head like a star, so 

bright was his golden hair. His father called him Scamandrius, 

after the river which runs across the plains of Troy; but the 

people called him Astyanax, which means the "City King," 

because it was his father who saved the city. And Hector 

smiled when he saw the child. But Andromaché did not smile, 

for she caught her husband by the hand, and wept, saying, "O 

Hector, your courage will be your death. You have no pity on 

your wife and child, and you do not spare yourself. Some day 

all the Greeks will join together and rush on you and kill 

you"—for she did not believe that any one of them could 

conquer him. "But if I lose you, then it would be better for me 

to die than to live. I have no comfort but you. My father is 

dead; for the great Achilles killed him when he took our city. 

He killed him, but he did him great honour, for he would not 

take his arms for a spoil, but burnt them with him; yes, and the 
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nymphs of the mountains planted poplars by his grave. I had 

seven brothers, and they also are dead, for the great Achilles 

killed them in one day. And my mother also is dead, for when 

my father had redeemed her with a great sum of money, 

Artemis slew her with one of her deadly arrows. But you are 

father to me and mother, and brother, and husband also. Have 

pity on me, and stay here upon the wall, lest you leave me a 

widow and your child an orphan. And set your people in order 

of battle by this fig-tree, for here the wall is easier to attack. 

Here too, I see the bravest chiefs of the Greeks."  

Hector answered her: "Dear wife, leave these things to 

me; I will look after them. One thing I cannot bear, that any 

son or daughter of Troy should see me skulking from battle. I 

hate the very thought of it; I must always be in front. Alas! I 

know that Priam and the people of Priam and this holy city of 

Troy will perish. But it is not for Troy, or for the people of 

Troy, nor even for my father and my mother, that I care so 

much; it is for you, when I think how some Greek will carry 

you away captive, and you be set to spin or to carry water 

from the spring in a distant land. And some one will say: 'See 

that slave woman there! She was the wife of Hector, who was 

the bravest of the Trojans.' "  

Then Hector stretched out his arms to take the child. 

But the child drew back into the bosom of his nurse, making a 

great cry, for he was frightened by the helmet which shone so 

brightly, and by the horsehair plume which nodded so awfully. 

And both his father and mother laughed to hear him. Then 

Hector took the helmet from his head and laid it on the ground, 

and caught the boy in his hands, and kissed him and dandled 

him. And he prayed aloud to Father Zeus and to the other 

gods, saying:  

"Grant, Father Zeus, and other gods who are in heaven, 

that this child may be as I am, a great man in Troy. And may 

the people say some day when they see him carrying home the 

bloody spoils of some enemy whom he has killed in battle: 'A 

better man than his father, this!' And his mother will be glad to 

hear it."  

 

 
 

THE MEETING OF HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE  

Then he gave the boy to his mother, and she clasped 

him to her breast and smiled, but there were tears in her eyes 

when she smiled. And Hector's heart was moved when he saw 

the tears; and he stroked her with his hand and said:  

"Do not let these things trouble you. No man will be 

able to kill me, unless it be my fate to die. But fate no one may 

escape, whether he be a brave man or a coward. But go, dear 

wife, to your spinning again, and give your maids their tasks, 

and let the men see to the battle."  

Then he took up the helmet from the ground, and put it 

on his head, and Andromaché went to her home, but often, as 

she went, she turned her eyes to look at her husband. And 

when she came to her home she called all the maids together, 

and they wept and wailed for Hector as though he were 

already dead. And, indeed, she thought in her heart that she 

should never again see him coming home safe from the battle.  
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Hector went on his way to the gate, and as he went 

Paris came running after him. His arms shone brightly in the 

sun, and he himself went proudly along like a horse that is 

fresh from his stable, and prances over the grass and tosses his 

mane. And he said to Hector: "I am afraid that I have kept you 

when you were in a hurry to get back to your comrades."  

Hector answered: "No man doubts that you are brave. 

But you are wilful, and hold back from the battle when you 

should be foremost. So it is that the people say shameful 

things about you. But now let us make haste to the battle."  

So they went out by the gate, and fell upon the Greeks 

and killed many of them, and Glaucus the Lycian went with 

them.  

CHAPTER X 

HOW HECTOR AND AJAX FOUGHT 

Athene was very sorry to see how her dear Greeks 

were being killed by Hector and his companions. So she flew 

down from the heights of Olympus to see whether she could 

help them. When she had come to the plains of Troy she met 

Apollo. Now Apollo loved the Trojans, and said to her: "Are 

you come, Athené, to help the Greeks whom you love? Now I, 

as you know, love the Trojans. Let us therefore join together 

and stop them from fighting for to-day. Hereafter they shall 

fight till that which the Fates have settled for Troy shall come 

to pass."  

Athené answered: "How shall we stop them from 

fighting?" Apollo said: "We will set on Hector to challenge the 

bravest of the Greeks to fight with him, man to man."  

So these two put the thought into the mind of the 

prophet Helenus. So Helenus went up to Hector and said: 

"Hector, listen to me; I am your brother, and also the gods 

have made me a prophet, so that you should take heed to the 

things which I say. Now my advice is this: cause the men of 

Troy and the Greeks to sit down in peace, and do you 

challenge the bravest of the enemy to fight with you, man to 

man. And be sure that in this fight you will not be killed, for 

so much the gods have told me; but whether you will kill the 

other, that I do not know, for the gods have not told me."  

This pleased Hector greatly, and he went to the front of 

the army, holding his spear by the middle, and keeping the 

Trojans back. And King Agamemnon did the same with his 

own people. Then Hector said:  

"Hear me, sons of Troy, and ye men of Greece. The 

covenant which we made together was broken. Truly this was 

not my doing; the gods would have it so, for it is their will that 

we should fight together, till either you take our city or we 

drive you back to your ships, and compel you to go back to 

your own land. And yet listen to what I shall now say, for it 

may be that the gods will repent and suffer peace to be made 

between us. Do you Greeks choose out from those who are 

strongest and bravest among you some one to fight with me, 

man to man. And let this be agreed between us: if this man 

shall conquer me, then he shall take my arms for himself, but 

he shall give back my body to my people that they may burn it 

with fire. And in like manner, if I shall conquer him, then I 

will take his arms for myself, but I will give his body to his 

people that they may bury it and raise a great mound over it. 

And so in days to come men who shall see it, as they sail by, 

will say: 'This is the tomb of the bravest of the Greeks, whom 

Hector of Troy killed in battle, fighting him man to man.' So 

my name will be remembered for ever."  

When the Greeks heard these words, they all stood 

still, saying nothing. They feared to meet the great Hector in 

battle, for he seemed to be stronger than he had ever been 

before, but they were ashamed to hold back. Then Menelaüs 

jumped up in his place and cried: "Surely now ye are women 

and not men. What a shame it is to Greece that no one can be 

found to fight with this Hector! I will fight with him my own 
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self, for the gods give the victory to one man or to another as 

they will."  

So spoke Menelaüs, for he was very angry, and did not 

care whether he lived or died. And, indeed, it would have been 

his death to fight with Hector, who was by much the stronger 

of the two. But King Agamemnon would not suffer him to be 

so rash. "Nay, my brother," he said, "this is but folly. Seek not 

to fight with one who is much stronger than you. Even 

Achilles was not willing to meet him. Sit still, therefore, for 

the Greeks will find some champion to meet him."  

And Menelaüs hearkened to his brother's words and sat 

down. But when no one stood up to offer himself to fight with 

Hector, old Nestor rose in his place and said: "Now this is a 

sad day for Greece! How sorry old Peleus would be to hear of 

this thing. I remember how glad he was when I told him about 

the chiefs who were going to fight against Troy, who they 

were and whence they came. And now he would hear that they 

are all afraid when Hector challenges them to fight with him 

man to man. He would pray that he might die. Oh, that I were 

such as I was in the old days, when the men of Pylos fought 

with the men of Arcadia. The men of Arcadia had a great 

champion, who was the strongest and biggest of all the men of 

that day, and carried the most famous arms in Greece, and a 

club of iron such as no one else could wield. And when this 

man challenged the men of Pylos to fight with him, the others, 

indeed, were afraid, for the man was like a giant; but I stood 

up, though I was the youngest of them all, and Athené stood 

by me and gave me great glory, for I slew him, and took from 

him his arms and his great iron club. Oh! that I were now such 

as I was that day! Hector would soon find some one to fight 

with him."  

When old Nestor sat down, nine chiefs stood up. First 

among them was King Agamemnon, and after him Diomed 

and Ajax the Greater and Ajax the Less and Ulysses, and four 

others. Then said Nestor: "Let us cast lots to see who of these 

nine shall fight with Hector."  

So the nine chiefs threw their lots, each man a lot, into 

the helmet of King Agamemnon. And the people standing 

round prayed silently to the gods: "Grant that the lot of Ajax 

the Greater may leap first out of the helmet, or the lot of 

Diomed, or the lot of King Agamemnon." Then Nestor shook 

the helmet, and it came to pass that the lot which first leapt 

forth was that very one which they most desired. For when the 

herald carried it round to the chiefs no one took it for his own, 

till the man came to Ajax the Greater. But Ajax had marked it 

with his own mark; he put out his hand, therefore and claimed 

it. He was very glad in his heart, and he threw down the lot at 

his feet and cried: "The lot is mine, my friends, and I am glad 

above measure, for I think that I shall conquer this mighty 

Hector. And now I will put on my arms. And do you pray 

Father Zeus, silently, if you will, that the Trojans may not 

hear; or if you had rather pray aloud, then do so, for I fear no 

man. None shall conquer me either by force or by craft, for the 

men of Salamis"—it was from the island of Salamis he 

came—"are not to be conquered."  

So Ajax put on his armour. And when he finished, he 

went forward, as dreadful to look at as the god of war himself, 

and there was a smile on his face, but it was not the smile that 

other men like to see. Taking great strides he went, and he 

shook his great spear. And when the Trojans saw him their 

knees trembled beneath them, and even the great Hector felt 

his heart beat more quickly than before. But he showed no 

fear, and stood firmly in his place, for he himself challenged 

his adversary.  

So Ajax came near, holding his great shield before 

him, as it might be a wall. There was no such shield in all the 

army of the Greeks. It had seven folds of bull's-hide, and one 

fold, the eighth, of bronze. Then Ajax spoke in a loud voice: 

"Come near, Hector, that you may see what men we have 

among us, we Greeks, though the great Achilles is not here, 

but sits idle in his tent."  
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Hector answered: "Do not speak to me, Ajax, as though 

I were a woman or a child, and knew nothing of war. I know 

all the arts of battle, to turn my shield this way and that to 

meet the spear of the enemy, and to drive my chariot through 

the crowds of men and horses, and to fight hand to hand. But 

come, let us fight openly, face to face, as honest men should 

do."  

And as he spoke he threw his great spear at Ajax. 

Through six folds of bull's-hide it passed, but the seventh 

stopped it, for all that it was so strongly thrown. It was no easy 

thing to pierce the great shield with its seven folds. But when 

Ajax, in his turn, threw his spear at Hector, it passed through 

his shield, and through the armour that covered his body, and 

through the garment that was under the armour. It went near to 

killing him, but Hector bent his body away, and so saved 

himself. Then each took a fresh spear, and ran together as 

fiercely as lions or wild boars. Again did Hector drive his 

spear against the great shield, and again did he drive it in vain, 

for the spear point was bent back. But Ajax, making a great 

leap from the ground, pierced Hector's shield with his spear, 

and pushed him back from the place where he stood, and the 

spear point grazed his neck, so that the blood spirted out. Then 

Hector caught up a great stone that lay upon the ground and 

threw it. And yet once more the great shield stayed him, nor 

could he break it through, and the stone which Ajax threw was 

heavier by far, and it broke Hector's shield and bore him to the 

ground, so that he lay on his back upon the ground, with the 

broken shield over him. Truly it had fared ill with him but that 

Apollo raised him up and set him on his feet. Then the two 

warriors drew their swords, but before they could get close 

together, the two heralds came up and thrust their staves 

between them. And the Trojan herald said: "It is enough, my 

sons; fight no more; you are great warriors both of you, and 

Zeus loves you both. But now the night is at hand, and bids 

you cease, and you will do well to obey."  

 

 
 

HECTOR AND AJAX SEPARATED BY THE HERALDS  

Then said Ajax: "Yes, herald; but it is for Hector to 

speak, for he began this matter, challenging the bravest of the 

Greeks to fight with him. And what he wills, that I will also."  

Hector said: "The herald speaks well. Verily the gods 

have given you, O Ajax, stature and strength and skill. There 

is no better warrior among the Greeks. Let us cease then from 

fighting; haply we may meet again another day, and the gods 

may give victory to you or to me. But now let us give gifts to 

each other, so that the Trojans and Greeks may say, 'Hector 

and Ajax met in battle, but parted in friendship.' "  

So Hector gave to Ajax a silver-studded sword, with a 

scabbard and a belt, and Ajax gave to Hector a buckler 

splendid with purple. So they parted. And the Trojans were 

right glad to see Hector coming back safe from the battle; on 

the other hand, the Greeks rejoiced yet more, for indeed their 

champion had prevailed. And King Agamemnon called all the 

chiefs to a feast, and to Ajax he gave the chine. The Trojans 

also feasted in their city. But Zeus sent thunder all that night to 

be a sign of trouble to come.  



Original Copyright 1907 by Alfred J. Church.   Distributed by Heritage History 2010 22 

CHAPTER XI 

THE BATTLE ON THE PLAIN 

When it was morning Zeus called all the gods and 

goddesses to an assembly on the top of Mount Olympus, and 

said to them: "Now listen to me, and obey. No one of you shall 

help either the Greeks or the Trojans; and mark this: if any god 

or goddess dares to do so I will throw him down from here 

into the outer darkness, and there he shall learn that I am lord 

in heaven. Does any one of you think that I am not stronger 

than you, yes than all of you put together? Well, let it be put to 

the trial. Let down a golden chain from heaven to earth, and 

take hold of it all of you, and see whether you can drag me 

from the throne. You cannot do it, not though you pull with all 

your might. But if I should choose to put out all my strength, I 

could lift you up, and the earth and the sea with you, and 

fasten the chain round one of the peaks of this mountain 

Olympus here, and leave you hanging in the air."  

So did Zeus speak, and all the gods sat saying nothing, 

for they were terribly afraid. But at last Athené said: "Father, 

we know right well that none of us can stand up against you. 

And yet we cannot help pitying the Greeks, for we fear that 

they will be altogether destroyed. We will not help them, for 

this you forbid. But, if you will permit, we will give them 

advice."  

And Zeus smiled, for Athené was his daughter, and he 

loved her better than any other among the gods and goddesses, 

and he gave his consent. Then he had his horses yoked to his 

chariot and touched them with his whip, and they flew midway 

between heaven and earth till they came to a certain mountain 

which was called Ida, and was near to Troy. There he sat down 

and watched the battle, for the time was come when he would 

keep the promise which he had made to Thetis.  

The Greeks ate their food in haste and freshened 

themselves for battle; and the Trojans also armed themselves 

inside the city, and when they were ready the gates were 

opened and they went out. So the two armies came together, 

and shield was dashed against shield, and spear against spear, 

and there was a great clash of arms and shouting of men. So 

long as the sun was rising higher in the sky, neither of the two 

prevailed over the other; but at noon Zeus held out in the sky 

his golden scales, and in one scale he laid a weight for the 

Trojans and in the other a weight for the Greeks. Now the 

weights were weights of death, and the army whose weight 

was the heavier would suffer most. And lo! the scale of the 

Greeks sank lower. Then Zeus sent a thunderbolt from the top 

of Mount Ida into the army of the Greeks, and there was great 

fear among both men and horses.  

After this no man could hold his ground. Only old 

Nestor remained where he was, and he remained against his 

will, for Paris had killed one of his horses with an arrow, and 

the chariot could not be moved. So the old man began to cut 

the traces, that he might free the horse that was yet alive from 

the horse that was dead. While he was doing this Hector came 

through the crowd of fighting men. Then had the old man 

perished, but Diomed saw it and went to help him. But first he 

called to Ulysses, whom he saw close by, running towards the 

ships. "Ulysses," he cried, as loudly as he could, "where are 

you going? Are you not ashamed to turn your back in this way 

like a coward? Take care that no man thrust you in the back 

with a spear and disgrace you for ever. Stop now, and help me 

to save old Nestor from this fierce Hector."  

So he spoke, but Ulysses gave no heed to his words, 

but still fled to the ships, for he was really afraid. When 

Diomed saw this he made haste, though he was alone, to go to 

the help of Nestor. When he got to the place where the old 

man was, he stopped his chariot and said: "Old friend, the 

young warriors are too much for you. Leave your own chariot 

for others to look after and climb into mine, and see what these 
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horses of King Tros can do, for these are they which I took 

away from Aeneas. There are none faster, or better, or easier to 

turn this way or that. Take these reins in your hand, and I will 

go against this Hector, and see whether the spear of Diomed is 

as strong as it was of old."  

So old Nestor climbed up into his chariot, and took the 

reins in his hand and touched the horses with the whip, driving 

straight at Hector. And when they were near him, Diomed 

threw his spear at him. Him he missed, but he struck down his 

charioteer, and the man fell dead to the ground. Hector was 

greatly grieved, but he let him lie where he fell, for he must 

needs find another man to drive the horses. And when he went 

back from the front to look for the man, then the Trojans went 

back also, for it was Hector to whom they looked and whom 

they followed. But when Diomed would have pursued them, 

Zeus threw another thunderbolt from Ida. It fell right in front 

of the chariot, and the horses crouched on the ground for fear, 

and Nestor let the reins drop from his hand, for he was greatly 

afraid, and cried: "O Diomed, let us fly; see you not that Zeus 

is against us? He gives glory to Hector to-day; to-morrow, 

maybe, he will give it to you. But what he wills that will he do, 

and no man may hinder him."  

Diomed answered: "Old sir, you speak wisely. Yet it 

goes to my heart to turn back. For Hector will say, 'Diomed 

fled before me, seeking to hide himself in the ships.' I had 

sooner that the earth should open her mouth and swallow me 

up, than that I should hear such things."  

But Nestor answered: "O Diomed, be content: though 

Hector may call you coward, the sons of Troy will not believe 

him, no, nor the daughters of Troy, whose brothers and 

husbands you have tumbled in the dust."  

So then he turned the horses to fly. And Hector cried 

when he saw the great Diomed fly before him: "Are you the 

man to whom the Greeks give the chief place in their feasts 

and great cups of wine? They will not so honour you after to-

day. Run, girl! run, coward! Are you the man that was to climb 

our walls and carry away our people captive?"  

Diomed was very angry to hear these words, and 

doubted whether he should flee or turn again to the battle. But 

as he doubted, Zeus made a great thundering in the sky, and he 

was afraid. Then Hector called to his horses; by their names he 

called them, saying, "Come, Whitefoot and Bayard and 

Brilliant and Flame of Fire; remember how the fair 

Andromaché has cared for you, putting you even before me, 

who am her husband. Carry me now as fast as you can, that I 

may take from old Nestor his shield, which men say is made 

all of gold, and from Diomed his breastplate, which was 

wrought for him in the forge of heaven."  

So the Greeks fled as fast as they could within the wall 

which they had built for a defence for their ships, for Hector 

drove them before him, nor was there one who dared to stand 

up against him. And the space between the wall and the ships 

was crowded with chariots, and no spirit was left in any man. 

Then Hera put into the heart of King Agamemnon that he 

should encourage his people to turn again to battle. So the 

King stood by the ship of Ulysses, which was in the middle of 

the ships, for they were drawn up in a long line upon the shore, 

and cried aloud: "Shame on you, Greeks! Where are your 

boats which you boasted before you came to this land, how 

that one of you would be more than a match for a hundred, 

yea, for two hundred Trojans? It was easy to say such words 

when you ate the flesh of bullocks and drank full cups of wine. 

But now, when you are put to the trial, a single Trojan is worth 

more than you all. Was there ever a king who had such 

cowards for his people?"  

Then the Greeks took courage and turned again, and 

set upon the Trojans. And the first of all to turn and slay a 

Trojan was Diomed. He drove his spear through the man's 

back, for now the Trojans were flying in their turn, and 

tumbled him from his chariot. And after Diomed came King 

Agamemnon, and Ajax and other chiefs. Among them was 
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Teucer, the brother of Ajax, a skilful archer. He stood under 

the shield of his brother, and Ajax would lift the shield a little, 

and then Teucer would peer out and take aim and send an 

arrow at some Trojan, and kill him or wound him. Then he 

would go back, as a child runs to his mother, and Ajax covered 

him with his shield. Eight warriors did he hit in this way. And 

when King Agamemnon saw him, he said: "Shoot on, Teucer, 

and be a joy to your people and to your father. Surely when we 

have taken the city of Troy, and shall divide the spoil you shall 

have the best gift of all after mine."  

And Teucer said: "I need no gifts, O King, to make me 

eager. I have not ceased to shoot my arrows at these Trojans; 

eight arrows have I shot, and every one has found its way 

through some warrior's armour into his flesh. But this Hector I 

cannot hit."  

And as he spoke he let fly another arrow at Hector 

from the sling. Him he did not touch, but slew a son of Priam. 

And then he shot yet a tenth, and this time he laid low the 

charioteer who stood by Hector's side. Then Hector's heart was 

filled with rage and grief. He leant down from his chariot, and 

caught up a great stone in his hand, and ran at Teucer, that he 

might crush him to the earth. And Teucer, when he saw him 

coming, made haste, and took an arrow from his quiver and 

fitted it to the sling. But even as he drew back the string to his 

shoulder, the great stone struck him where the collar-bone 

stands out against the neck and the arm. It broke the bow-

string, and made his arm and wrist all weak and numb, so that 

he could not hold the bow. And he fell upon his knees, 

dropping the bow upon the ground. But Ajax stood over him, 

and covered him with his shield, and two of his comrades took 

him up in their arms and carried him, groaning deeply, to the 

ships.  

When the Trojans saw the great archer carried away 

from the battle, they took fresh courage, and drove back the 

Greeks to the ditch, for there was a ditch in front of the wall. 

And Hector was always in the very front. As a dog follows a 

wild beast and catches him by the hip or the thigh as he flies, 

so did Hector follow the Greeks and slay the hindmost of 

them.  

Then Hera, as she sat on the top of Olympus, said to 

Athené: "Shall we not have pity on the Greeks and help them? 

Let us do it this once if we never do it again. I fear much that 

they will perish altogether by the hand of Hector. See what 

harm he has done to them already."  

Athené answered: "This is also my Father's doing. He 

listened to Thetis when she asked him to do honour to her son 

Achilles. But, perhaps, he may now listen to me, and will let 

me help the Greeks. Make your chariot ready, therefore, and I 

will put on my armour. So we will go together to the battle; 

maybe that Hector will not be glad when he sees us coming 

against him."  

So Hera made her chariot ready, and Athené put on her 

armour, and took her great spear, and prepared as for battle. 

Then the two mounted the chariot, and the Hours opened the 

gates of heaven for them, and they went towards Troy.  

 

 
 

HERA AND ATHENE GOING TO ASSIST THE GREEKS  

But Zeus saw them from where he sat on the top of 

Mount Ida. And he called to Iris, who is the messenger of the 

gods, and said to her: "Go now, Iris, and tell these two that 

they had better not set themselves against me. If they do, then 

I will lame their horses, and throw them down from their 
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chariot, and break the chariot in pieces. If I do but strike them 

with my thunderbolt, they will not recover from their hurts for 

ten years and more."  

So Iris made all the haste she could, and met the two 

goddesses on their way, and gave them the message of Zeus. 

When Hera heard it, she said to Athené: "It is not wise for us 

two to fight with Zeus for the sake of men. Let them live or 

die, as he may think best, but we will not set ourselves against 

him."  

So Hera turned the chariot, and they went back to 

Olympus, and sat down in their chairs of gold among the other 

gods. Very sad and angry were they.  

When Zeus saw that they had gone back, he left Mount 

Ida and went to Olympus, and came into the hall where the 

gods were assembled. When he saw Hera and Athené sitting 

by themselves with gloomy faces, he mocked them, saying: 

"Why do you look so sad? Surely it cannot be that you have 

tired yourselves by joining in the battle, and slaying these 

Trojans whom you hate so much? But if it is because the thing 

that I will does not please you, then know that what I choose 

to happen, that shall happen. Yes; if all the other gods should 

join together against me, still I shall prevail over them."  

And when Zeus had so spoken, then Athené, for all 

that her heart was bursting with anger, said nothing: but Hera 

would not keep silence. "Well do we know, O Zeus, that you 

are stronger than all the gods. Nevertheless we cannot but pity 

the Greeks when we see them perishing in this way."  

Zeus spake again: "Is it so? Do you pity the Greeks for 

what they have suffered to-day? To-morrow you shall see 

worse things than these, O Queen. For Hector will not cease 

driving the Greeks before him and slaying them till the great 

Achilles himself shall be moved, and shall rise from his place 

where he sits by his ships."  

And now the sun sank into the sea, and the night fell. 

The Trojans were angry that the darkness had come and that 

they could not see any longer; but the Greeks were glad of the 

night, for it was as a shelter to them, and gave them time to 

breathe.  

Then Hector called the Trojans to an assembly at a 

place that was near the river, where the ground was clear of 

dead bodies. He stood in the middle of the people, holding in 

his hand a spear, sixteen feet or more in length, with a shining 

head of bronze, and a band of gold by which the head was 

fastened to the shaft. What he said to the people was this: 

"Hearken, men of Troy, and ye, our allies who have come to 

help us. I thought that to-day we should destroy the army of 

the Greeks and burn their ships, and so go back to Troy and 

live in peace. But night has come, and hindered us from 

finishing our work. Let us sit down, therefore, and rest, and 

take a meal. Loose your horses from your chariots and give 

them their food. Go, some of you, to the city, and fetch thence 

cattle, and sheep, and wine, and bread that we may have plenty 

to eat and drink: also fetch fuel, that we may burn fires all the 

night, that we may sit by them, and also that we see whether 

the Greeks will try to escape in the night. Truly they shall not 

go in peace. Many will we kill, and the rest shall, at the least, 

carry away with him a wound for him to heal at home, that so 

no man may come again and trouble this city of Troy. The 

heralds also shall go to the city and make a proclamation that 

the old men and boys shall guard the wall, and that every 

woman shall light a hearth fire, and that all shall keep watch, 

lest the enemy should enter the city, while the people are 

fighting at the ships. And now I will say no more; but to-

morrow I shall have other words to speak to you. But know 

this, that to-morrow we will arm ourselves, and drive these 

Greeks to their ships; and, if it may be, burn these ships with 

fire. Then shall we know whether the bold Diomed shall drive 

me back from the wall or whether he shall be himself slain 

with the spear. To-morrow shall surely bring ruin on the 

Greeks. I would that I were as sure of living for ever and ever, 

and of being honoured as the gods are honoured."  
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So Hector spoke, and all the Trojans shouted with joy 

to hear such words. Then they unharnessed the horses, and 

fetched provender for them from the city, and also gathered a 

great store of fuel. They sat all night in hope of what the next 

day would bring. As on a calm night the stars shine bright, so 

shone the watch-fires of the Trojans. A thousand fires were 

burning, and by each fire sat fifty men. And the horses stood 

by the chariots champing oats and barley. So they all waited 

for the morning.  

CHAPTER XII 

THE REPENTANCE OF AGAMEMNON 

While the Trojans made merry, being full of hope that 

they would soon be rid of their enemies, the Greeks, on the 

other hand, were full of trouble and fear. And not one of them 

was more sad at heart than King Agamemnon. After a while 

he called the heralds and told them to go round to the chiefs 

and bid them come to a council. "Bid them one by one," he 

said, "and do not proclaim the thing publicly, for I would not 

have the people know of it." So the chiefs came, and sat down 

each man in his seat. Not a word did they say, but looked sadly 

on the ground. At last King Agamemnon stood up and spoke: 

"O my friends, lords and rulers of the Greeks, truly Zeus 

seems to hate me. Once he promised me that I should take this 

city of Troy and return home in safety, but this promise he has 

not kept. I must go back to the place from which I came 

without honour, having lost many of those who came with me. 

But now, before we all perish, let us flee in our ships to our 

own land, for Troy we may not take."  

And when the King had finished his speech the chiefs 

still sat saying not a word, for they were out of heart. But after 

a while, seeing that no one else would speak, brave Diomed 

stood up in his place and said: "O King, do not be angry, if I 

say that this talk of yours about fleeing in our ships to our own 

land is nothing but madness. It was but two days since that you 

called me a coward; whether this be true the Greeks, both 

young and old, know well. I will not say 'yes' or 'no.' But this I 

tell you. Zeus has given you to be first among the Greeks, and 

to be a king among kings. But courage he has not given you, 

and courage is the best gift of all, and without it all others are 

of no account. Now, if you are bent on going back, go; your 

ships are ready to be launched, and the way is short; but all the 

other Greeks will stay till they have taken the city of Troy. 

Aye, and if they also choose to go with you, still I will stay, I 

and Sthenelus here, my friend: yes; we two will stay, and we 

will fight till we make an end of the city, for the gods sent us 

hither, and we will not go back till we have done the thing for 

which we came."  

Then old Nestor stood up in his place and said: "You 

are a brave man Diomed, and you speak words of wisdom. 

There is not a man here but knows that you have spoken the 

truth. And now, O King Agamemnon, do you seek counsel 

from the chiefs, and when they have spoken, follow that 

counsel which shall seem to you wisest and best. But first let 

them sit down to eat and to drink. Also set sentinels to keep 

watch along the trench lest our enemies should fall upon us 

unawares, for they have many watch-fires and a mighty host. 

Verily this night will either save us or make an end of us 

altogether."  

So the King bade his men prepare a feast, and the 

chiefs sat down to eat and drink; and when they had had 

enough, Nestor rose up in his place and spoke: "O King, Zeus 

has made you lord over many nations, and put many things 

into your hand. Therefore you have the greater need of good 

counsel, and are the more bound to listen to wise words, even 

though they may not please you. It was an evil day, O King, 

when you sent the heralds to take away the damsel Briseïs 

from Achilles. The other chiefs did not consent to your deed. 

Yes, and I myself advised you not to do this thing; but you 

would not hear. Rather you followed your own pride and 
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pleasure, and shamed the bravest of your followers, taking 

away from him the prize which he had won with his own 

hands. Do you, therefore, undo this evil deed, and make peace 

with this man whom you have wronged, speaking to him 

pleasant words and giving him noble gifts."  

King Agamemnon stood up and said: "You have 

spoken true words, old sir. Truly I acted as a fool that day; I do 

not deny it. For not only is this Achilles a great warrior but he 

is dear to Zeus, and he that is dear to Zeus is worth more than 

whole armies of other men. See now how we are put to flight 

when he stands aside from the battle! This surely is the doing 

of Zeus. And now, as I did him wrong, so I will make him 

amends, giving him many times more than that which I took 

from him. Hear now the gifts which I will give him: seven 

kettles, standing on three feet, new, which the fire has never 

touched, ten talents of gold, and twenty bright caldrons, and 

twelve strong horses which have won many prizes for me by 

their swiftness. The man who had as much gold of his own as 

these twelve horses have won for me would not be a beggar. 

Also I will give him some women-slaves, skilled with their 

needle and in other work of the hands, who were my portion of 

the spoil, when we took the island of Lesbos. Yes, and I will 

send back to him the maiden Briseïs, whom I took from him. 

And when, by favour of the gods, we shall have taken the city 

of Troy, and shall divide the spoil, then let him come and 

choose for himself twenty women the most beautiful that there 

are in the city, after the Fair Helen, for none can be so 

beautiful as she. And I will give him yet more than this. When 

we get back to the land of Greece, then he shall be as a son to 

me, and I will honour him even as I honour my own son 

Orestes. Three daughters have I in my palace at home. Of 

these he shall have the one whom he shall choose for his wife, 

and shall take her to the house of his father Peleus. Nor shall 

he give any gifts, as a man is used to give when he seeks a 

maiden for his wife. He shall have my daughter without a 

price. And more than this, I will give her a great dowry, such 

as a king has never given before to his daughter. Seven fair 

cities will I give him, and with each city fields in which many 

herds of oxen and flocks of sheep are grazing, and vineyards 

out of which much wine is made. And the people of these 

cities shall honour him as their lord and master. All these 

things will I give him, only he will cease from his anger. Let 

him listen to our prayers, for of all things that are in the world 

there is but one that does not listen to prayers, and this one 

thing is Death. And this, verily is the cause why Death is hated 

of all men. Let him not therefore be as Death."  

When Agamemnon had made an end of speaking, 

Nestor said to him: "The gifts which you are ready to give to 

the great Achilles are such as no man can find fault with. Let 

us, therefore, without delay, choose men who may go to his 

tent and offer them to him. Let Phœnix go first, for he is dear 

to the gods, and Achilles also honours him, for, indeed, 

Phœnix had the care of him when he was a child. And with 

him Ajax the Greater should go, and Ulysses also, and let two 

heralds go with them. And now let the heralds bring water and 

pour upon our hands, and let each keep silence, while we pray 

to Zeus that he may have mercy on us, and incline the heart of 

this man to listen to our entreaties."  

Then the heralds brought water, and poured it upon the 

hands of the chiefs, and they filled the bowls with wine. And 

each man took his bowl and poured out a little on the ground, 

praying meanwhile to the gods. And when they had done this, 

they drank, and came out from the King's tent. And, before 

they went to their errand, old Nestor charged them what they 

should say. All of them he charged, but Ulysses most of all, 

because he was the best speaker of them all.  
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CHAPTER XIII 

THE EMBASSY TO ACHILLES 

So they went along the shore of the sea, and as they 

went they prayed to the god who shakes the earth, that is to 

say, the god of the sea, that he would shake the heart of 

Achilles. And when they came to the camp of the Myrmidons, 

for these were the people of Achilles, they saw the King with a 

harp in his hand, the harp he had taken from the city of Thebé 

(which was also the city of Andromaché). He was playing on 

the harp, and as he played he sang a song about the valiant 

deeds which the heroes of old time had wrought. And 

Patroclus sat over against him in silence, waiting till he should 

have ended his singing. So the three chiefs came forward, 

Ulysses leading the way, and stood before Achilles. And he, 

when he saw them, jumped up from his seat, not a little 

astonished, holding his harp in his hand. And Patroclus also 

rose up from his seat, to do them honour. And Achilles said: 

"You are welcome, my friends: though I am angry with the 

King, you are not the less my friends."  

And when he had said this he bade them sit down upon 

chairs that were there, covered with coverlets of purple. And 

to Patroclus he said: "Bring out the biggest bowl, and mix the 

wine and make it as strong and sweet as you can; and give 

each of these my friends a cup that they may drink, for there 

are none whom I love more in the whole army of the Greeks."  

And this Patroclus did. And when he had mixed the 

wine, strong and sweet, and had given each man his cup, then 

he made ready a feast. Nor were they unwilling, though they 

had but just feasted in the tent of King Agamemnon, for the 

men of those days were as mighty in eating and drinking as in 

fighting. And the way that he made ready the feast was this. 

First he put a great block of wood as close as might be to the 

fire. And on this he put the back, that is to say the saddle of a 

sheep, and the same portion of a fatted goat, and also the same 

of a well-fed pig. The charioteer of Achilles held the flesh in 

its place with a spit, and Achilles carved it. And when he had 

carved the portions, he put each on a skewer.  

Then Patroclus made the fire burn high, and when the 

flames had died down, then he smoothed the red-hot embers, 

and put racks upon the top of them, again, the spits with the 

flesh. But first he sprinkled them with salt. And when the flesh 

was cooked, he took it from the skewers, and put portions of it 

on the platters. Also he took bread and put it in baskets, to 

each man a basket. Then they all took their places for the 

meal, and Achilles gave the place of honour to Ulysses. But 

before they began, he signed to Patroclus that he should 

sacrifice to the gods, and this he did by casting into the fire 

something of the flesh and of the bread. After this they put 

forth their hands, and took the food that was ready for them.  

When they had had enough, Ajax nodded to Phœnix, 

meaning that he should speak and tell Achilles why they had 

come. But Ulysses perceived it, and began to speak, before 

ever Phœnix was ready to begin. First he filled a cup and 

drank to the health of Achilles, and then he said: "Hail, 

Achilles! Truly we have had no lack of feasting, first in the 

tent of King Agamemnon, and now in yours. But this is not a 

day to think of feasting, for destruction is close at hand, and 

we are greatly afraid. This very day the Trojans and their allies 

came very near to burning our ships; and we are greatly in 

doubt whether we shall save them, for it is plainly to be seen 

that Zeus is on their side. What, therefore, we are come to ask 

of you is that you will not stand aside any longer from the 

battle, but will come and help us as of old. And truly our need 

is great. For this Hector rages furiously, saying that Zeus is 

with him, and not caring for god or man. And even now he is 

praying that morning may appear, for he vows that he will 

burn the ships with fire and destroy us all while we are choked 

with the smoke of the burning. And I am greatly afraid that the 

gods will give him strength to make good his threats and to 
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kill us all here, far from the land in which we were born. Now, 

therefore, stir yourself if now, before it is too late, you have a 

mind to save the Greeks. Make no delay, lest it be too late, and 

you repent only when that which is done shall be past all 

recalling. Did not the old man Peleus, your father, on the day 

when he sent you from Phthia, your country, to follow King 

Agamemnon, lay this charge upon you, saying: 'My son, the 

gods will give you strength and will make you mighty in 

battle, if it be their will; but there is something which you must 

do yourself: keep down the pride of your heart, for gentleness 

is better than pride; also keep from strife, so shall the Greeks, 

both young and old, love you and honour you'? This charge 

your father laid upon you, but you have not kept it. 

Nevertheless there is yet a place of repentance for you. For the 

King has sent us to offer you gifts great and many to make up 

for the wrong he did to you. So great and so many are they that 

no one can say that these are not worthy."  

 

 
 

THE EMBASSY TO ACHILLES  

And then Ulysses set forth in order all the things which 

Agamemnon had promised to give, kettles and caldrons and 

gold, and women slaves, and his daughter in marriage, and 

seven cities to be her dowry. And when he had finished the list 

of these things he said: "Be content: take these gifts, which, 

indeed, no man can say are not sufficient. And if you have no 

thought for Agamemnon, yet you should have thought for the 

people who perish because you stand aside from the battle. 

Take the gifts, therefore, for by so doing you will have wealth 

and love and honour from the Greeks, and great glory also, for 

you will slay Hector, who is now ready to meet you in battle, 

so proud is he, thinking that there is not a man of all the 

Greeks who can stand against him."  

Achilles answered: "I will speak plainly, O Ulysses, 

and will set out clearly what I think is in my heart, and what I 

intend to do. It does not please me that you should sit there 

and coax me, one man saying one thing and another man 

saying another. Yes, I will speak both plainly and truly, for, as 

for the man who thinks one thing in his heart and says another 

with his tongue, he is hateful to me as death itself. Tell me 

now, what does it profit a man to be always fighting day after 

day? It is but thankless work, for the man that stays home has 

an equal share with the man who never leaves the battle, and 

men honour the coward even as they honour the brave, and 

death comes alike to the man that works and to the man who 

sits idle at home. Look now at me! What profit have I had of 

all that I have endured, putting my life in peril day after day? 

Even as a bird carries food to its nestlings till they are fledged, 

and never ceases to work for them, and herself is but ill fed, so 

it has been with me. Many nights have I been without sleep, 

and I have laboured many days. I took twelve cities to which I 

travelled in ships, and eleven to which I went by land, and 

from all I carried away much spoil. All this spoil I brought to 

King Agamemnon, and he, who all the time stayed safe in his 

tent, gave a few things to me and to others, but kept the greater 

part for himself. And then what did he do? He left to the other 

chiefs that which he had given to them, but what he had given 

to me that he took from me. Yes; he took Briseïs. Let him keep 

her, if he will. But let him not ask me any more to fight against 

the Trojans. There are other chiefs whom he has not wronged 

and shamed in this way; let him go to them and take counsel 

with them, how he may keep away the devouring fire from the 
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ships. Many things he has done already; he has built a wall, 

and dug a ditch about it; can he not keep Hector from the ships 

with them? And yet in time past when I used to fight, this 

Hector dared not set his army in array far from the walls of 

Troy; nay, he scarce ventured to come outside the gates. Once 

indeed did he gather his courage together and stand up against 

me, to fight man with man, and then he barely escaped from 

my spear. But neither with him nor with any other of the sons 

of Troy will I fight again. To-morrow I will do sacrifice to 

Zeus and to the other gods, and I will store my ships with food 

and water, and launch them on the sea. Yes, early in the 

morning to-morrow, if you care to look, you will see my ships 

upon the sea, and my men rowing with all their might. And, if 

the god of the sea gives me good passage, on the third day I 

shall come to my own dear country, even to Phthia. There are 

the riches which I left behind me when I came to this land of 

Troy, and thither shall I carry such things, gold and silver and 

slaves, as King Agamemnon has not taken from me. But with 

him I will never take counsel again, nor will I stand by his side 

in battle. As for his gifts, I scorn them; aye, and were they 

twenty times as great, I would scorn them still. Not with all the 

wealth of Thebes which is in the land of Egypt would he 

persuade me, and than Thebes there is no wealthier city in all 

the world. A hundred gates it has, and through each gate two 

hundred warriors ride forth to battle with chariots and horses. 

And as for his daughter whom he would give me to be my 

wife, I would not marry her, no, not though she were as 

beautiful as Aphrodité herself, and as skilled in all the works 

of the needle as Athené. Let him choose for his son-in-law 

some chief of the Greeks who is better than I am. As for me, if 

the gods suffer me to reach my home, my father Peleus shall 

choose me a wife. Many maidens, daughters of kings, are there 

in Phthia and in Hellas, and not one among them who would 

scorn me if I came a-wooing. Often in time past I have thought 

to do this thing, to marry a wife, and to settle down in peace, 

and to enjoy the riches of the old man my father, and such 

things as I have gathered for myself. For long since my 

mother, Thetis of the sea, said to me, 'My son, there are two 

lots of life before you, and you may choose which you will. If 

you stay in this land and fight against Troy, then you must 

never go back to your own land, but will die in your youth. 

Only your name will live for ever; but if you will leave this 

land and go back to your home, then shall you live long, even 

to old age, but your name will be forgotten.' Once I thought 

fame was a better thing than life; but now my mind is changed, 

for indeed my fame is taken from me, seeing that King 

Agamemnon puts me to shame before all the people. And now 

I go away to my own land, and I counsel you to go also, for 

Troy you will never take. The city is dear to Zeus, and he puts 

courage into the hearts of the people. And take this answer 

back to the man who sent you: 'Find some other way of 

keeping Hector and the Trojans from the ships, for my help he 

shall not have.' But let Phœnix stay with me this night that he 

may go with me in my ship when I depart to-morrow. 

Nevertheless if he choose rather to stay, let him stay, for I 

would not take him by force."  

And when Achilles had ended his speech all the chiefs 

sat silent, so vehement was he.  
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE STORY OF OLD PHOENIX 

After a while old Phœnix stood up and spoke, and as 

he spoke he shed many tears, for he was much afraid lest the 

ships of the Greeks should be burnt. "O Achilles," he said, "if 

you are indeed determined to go away, how can I stay here 

without you? Did not the old man Peleus, your father, make 

me your teacher, that I might show you both what you should 

say and what you should do, when he sent you from the land 

of Phthia to be with King Agamemnon? In those days, for all 

that you are now so strong and skilful in war, you were but a 

lad, knowing nothing of how warriors fight in battle, or of how 

they take counsel together. No: I cannot stay here without you; 

I would not leave you, no, not if the gods would make me 

young again as when I came to the land of Phthia, to be with 

Peleus your father. For at the first I lived in Hellas, and left it 

because the old man, my father, was angry with me. So angry 

was he that he cursed me, and prayed to Zeus and the other 

gods that no child of mine should ever sit upon his knees. And 

I, too, was very angry when I heard him say these words. 

Truly the thought came into my heart that I would fall upon 

him and slay him with the sword. But the gods were merciful 

to me and helped me to put away this wicked thought out of 

my heart. So I gave up my anger, for I could not bear that men 

should say of me: 'See, there is the man who killed his own 

father!' But I was determined to go away from my father's 

house and from the land of Hellas altogether. Then came my 

friends and my kinsmen, and made many prayers to me, 

beseeching me that I would not depart. But I would not listen 

to them. Then they would have kept me by force. Nine days 

and nine nights they watched my father's house, eating the 

flesh of sheep and oxen and swine, and drinking wine without 

stint from my father's stores. They took turns to watch, and 

they kept up two fires without ceasing, one in the cloister that 

was round the house, and one before the great door. But on the 

tenth night, when the watchmen were overcome with sleep and 

the fires were low, then I broke open the door of my chamber, 

for all that they had shut it fast with a knot that was hard to 

untie, and I leapt over the fence in the courtyard, and neither 

man nor maid saw me. So I escaped, and fled from Hellas, and 

came to Phthia to the old man Peleus your father. And your 

father was very kind to me, and was as a father to me. He gave 

me riches, and he gave me a kingdom which I might rule 

under him, and also he trusted you to me, O Achilles, when 

you were but a little child, that I might teach you and rear you. 

And this I did. And, indeed, you loved me much. With no one 

but me would you go into the hall or sit at the feast. I would 

hold you on my knees and carve the choicest bits for you from 

the dish, and put the wine-cup to your lips. Many a time have 

you spoilt my clothes sputtering out the wine from your lips, 

when I had put the cup to your lips. Yes, I suffered much, and 

toiled much for you, and you were as a child to me, for child 

of my own I never had. And now, I pray you, listen to me. Put 

away the anger in your heart even as I put the anger out of 

mine. It is not fit that a man should harden his heart in this 

way. Even the gods are turned from their purpose, and surely 

the gods are more honourable and more powerful than you. 

Yet men turn them by offering of incense and by drink-

offerings and by burnt-offerings and by prayers. And if a man 

sins against them yet can he turn them from their anger. For, 

indeed, Prayers are the daughters of Zeus. They are weak and 

slow of foot, whereas Sin is swift and strong, and goes before, 

running over all the earth, and doing harm to men. But 

nevertheless they come after and heal the harm that Sin has 

done. If, therefore, a man will reverence these daughters of 

Zeus, and will do honour to them when they come near to him, 

and will listen to their voice, they will bless him and do good 

to him. But if a man hardens his heart against them and will 

not listen to their voice, then they curse him and bring him to 

ruin. Take heed, therefore, O Achilles, that thou do such 
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honour to these daughters of Zeus as becomes a righteous 

man, for it will be well for you to do so. If, indeed, King 

Agamemnon had stood apart and given you no gifts, nor 

restored to you that which he took from you, then I would not 

have bidden you to cease from your anger, no, not to save the 

Greeks from their great trouble. But now he gives you many 

gifts, and promises you yet more, and has sent an embassy to 

you, the wisest and noblest that there are in the whole army, 

and also dear friends of yours. Refuse not, therefore, to listen 

to their words. Listen now to this tale that I will tell you, that 

you may see how foolish a thing it is for a man, however great 

he may be, to shut his ears when prayers are made to him.  

"Once upon a time there was a great strife between the 

Aetolians and the men who dwelt near to Mount Curium. And 

the cause of the strife was this. There was a great wild boar 

which laid waste all the land of Calydon where the Aetolians 

dwelt. And Meleager, who was the King of the land, sent for 

hunters from all Greece, and they came from far and wide, 

bringing their dogs with them, for the beast was so great and 

fierce that it was not an easy thing to kill it, but there was need 

of many hunters. Now, among those that came was Atalanta, 

the fair maid of Arcadia. And when the beast was killed, then 

there was a great quarrel as to who should have the spoils, that 

is to say the head and the hide. For Meleager gave them to the 

fair Alalanta, and when the brethren of his mother took them 

from her, then he slew them. But when his mother, Althea by 

name, heard that her brethren were dead, then she cursed him, 

yea, even her own son. So it came to pass that there was war 

between the Aetolians and the men of Mount Curium, for 

Althea and her brethren were of that land. And also the curse 

began to work so that the quarrel became more fierce. Now, 

when in time past Meleager had fought among the Aetolians 

there was none that could stand up against him, so great a 

warrior was he. But now, being very angry with his mother, he 

stood aside from the war, and would not help, sitting in his 

chamber apart. The men of Mount Curium, therefore, 

prevailed in the battle, and the Aetolians were driven into the 

city of Calydon, and there was a din of war about the gates of 

the city, and great fear lest the enemy should break them 

down. Then first the elders of the city sent an embassy to him, 

priests of the gods, the holiest that there were in the land, to 

pray that he would come forth from his chamber and defend 

them. Also they promised him a noble gift, a great estate in the 

plain of Aetolia, half ploughland and half vineyard, such as he 

might choose for himself. So the priests came, beseeching 

him, and offering him the gift, but he would not listen to them. 

After them came his mother and sisters, and made their 

prayers to him, but them he refused even more fiercely. And 

the old man Œneus, his father, besought him, standing on the 

threshold of his chamber, and shak- ing the door; but he would 

not listen. Nor would he hear the voices of his friends and 

comrades, although they were very dear to him. But at the last, 

when the enemy had now begun to climb upon the towers, and 

to burn the fair city of Calydon with fire, aye and to batter on 

the doors of his palace, then his wife, the fair Cleopatra, arose 

and besought him with many prayers and tears. 'Think now,' 

she said, 'what woes will come upon your people if the enemy 

prevail against them, for the city will be burnt with fire, and 

the men will be slain, and the women will be carried into 

captivity.' Then at last his spirit was stirred within him, and he 

arose, and put on his arms, and went down into the street and 

drove the men of Mount Curium before him. So did he save 

the Aetolians, but the gifts which they promised, these he 

never had. This, O Achilles, is the story of Meleager. Let not 

your thoughts be like to his. It would be a foolish thing to put 

off saving of the ships till they are already on fire. Come, 

therefore, take the gifts which King Agamemnon gives you; so 

shall all the Greeks honour you even as they honour a god. But 

if you delay, then may you lose both honour and gifts, even 

though you save us from the Trojans."  

Achilles answered: "Phœnix, my father, I have no need 

of this honour and these gifts. Riches I have as much as I need, 

and Zeus gives me honour. And listen to this: trouble me no 

more with prayers and tears, while you seek to help King 
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Agamemnon. Take not his side, lest I, who love you now, 

come to hate you. It were better for you to vex him who has 

vexed me. Return now with me to the land of Phthia, and I will 

give you the half of my kingdom. And stay this night in my 

tent; to-morrow we will consult together whether we will 

depart or no."  

Then Achilles nodded to Patroclus, and made signs that 

he should make a bed ready for the old man, so that the other 

two, seeing this, should depart without delay.  

So Patroclus made the bed ready. And when Ajax saw 

this he said to Ulysses: "Let us go, Ulysses. We shall do 

nothing to-day. Let us depart at once, and carry back this 

message to them who sent us. As for Achilles, he cherishes his 

anger, and cares nought for his comrades or his people. What 

he desires, I know not. One man will take the price of blood 

from another, even though he has slain a brother or a son. He 

takes gold, and puts away his anger, and the shedder of blood 

dwells in peace in his own land. But this man keeps his anger, 

and all for the sake of a girl. And lo! the King offers him seven 

girls, yea seven for one, and he will not take them. Surely he 

seems to lack reason."  

Achilles answered: "You speak well, great Ajax. 

Nevertheless the anger is yet hot in my heart, because 

Agamemnon put me to shame before all people, as if I were 

but a common man. But go, and take my message. I will not 

arise to do battle with the Trojans till Hector shall come to 

these tents and shall seek to set fire to my ships. But when he 

shall do this, then I will arise, and verily I will stop him, 

however eager he may be for the battle."  

So Ajax and Ulysses departed, and gave the message 

of Achilles to King Agamemnon.  

CHAPTER XV 

THE ADVENTURE OF DIOMED AND ULYSSES 

While the other chiefs of the Greeks were sleeping that 

night, King Agamemnon was awake, for he had great trouble 

in his heart and many fears. When he looked towards Troy he 

saw the fires burning, and heard the sound of flutes and pipes, 

and the murmurs of many men, and he was astonished, for it 

seemed to him that the army of the Trojans was greater and 

stronger than it had ever been in times past. And when he 

looked towards the ships, he groaned and tore his hair, 

thinking what evils might come to his people. Then he thought 

to himself: "I will go and look for old Nestor; maybe he and I 

will think of something which may help us." So he rose from 

his bed, and put the sandals on his feet, and wrapped his coat 

about him, and put the skin of a lion round his shoulders, and a 

spear in his hand.  

Now it so happened that Menelaüs could not sleep that 

same night, for he knew that it was on his account that the 

Greeks had come to Troy. So he arose from his bed, and 

wrapped the skin of a leopard about his shoulders and took a 

spear in his hand, and went to look for his brother. And when 

he found him, for, as has been said, he also had armed himself, 

he said: "What seek you? See you the Trojans there? Let us 

send a spy to find what they are doing, and how many there 

are of them, for I do not doubt that they are planning 

something against us. But is there any one who will dare to do 

such a thing, for, indeed, it is a great danger."  

Agamemnon answered: "It is true, my brother, that we 

are in great trouble, and need good advice if we are to save the 

people. Surely Zeus has greatly changed his mind concerning 

us. There was a time when he favoured us, but now it is of his 

doing that Hector drives us before him in this fashion. Never 

did I see a man so manifestly strengthened by Zeus, and yet he 
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is but a man, having neither a god for his father, nor goddess 

for his mother. But go now call the chiefs to counsel, and I 

will go to Nestor."  

So the chiefs were called, and Nestor said: "First let us 

see whether the watch are sleeping or waking." So they went 

the round of the wall, and found the watchmen not sleeping 

but waking. As a dog that hears the sound of a wild beast in 

the wood, so they looked towards the plain, thinking to hear 

the feet of the Trojans. Old Nestor was glad to see them and 

said: "You do well, my children, lest we become a prey to our 

enemies."  

After this they passed over the trench and sat down in 

an open place that was clear of dead bodies, for here it was 

that Hector had turned back from slaying the Greeks when 

darkness came over the earth. And Nestor rose up and said: "Is 

there now a man who will go among the Trojans and spy out 

what it is in their mind to do? Such a one will win great 

honour to himself, and the King will give him many gifts."  

Diomed stood up in his place and said: "I will go, but it 

is well that I should have some one with me. For to have a 

companion gives a man courage and comfort; also two wits 

are better than one."  

Many were willing to go with Diomed. And 

Agamemnon, fearing for his brother Menelaüs, for he offered 

himself among others, said: "Choose, O Diomed, the man 

whom you would most desire to have with you; think not of 

any man's birth or rank; choose only him whom you would 

best like for a companion."  

Then Diomed said: "If I may have my choice, Ulysses 

shall go with me. He is brave, and he is prudent, and Athené 

loves him." Ulysses answered: "Do not praise me too much, 

nor blame me too much. But let us go, for the night is far 

spent."  

So the two armed themselves. Diomed took a two-

edged sword and a shield, and a helmet without a crest, for 

such is not easy to be seen. Ulysses took a bow with a quiver 

full of arrows and a sword, and for a helmet a cap of hide, with 

the white teeth of a wild boar round it. Then they both prayed 

to Athené that she would help them. That being done, they set 

out and went through the night, like to two lions, and they trod 

on dead bodies and arms and blood.  

Meanwhile Hector was thinking about the same thing, 

how that it would be well to find out what the Greeks were 

doing, and what they were planning for the next day. So he 

called the chiefs of the Trojans and the allies to a council and 

said: "Who now will go and spy among the Greeks, and see 

whether they are keeping a good watch, and find out, if he can 

overhear them talking together, what they mean to do to-

morrow. Such a man shall have a great reward, a chariot, that 

is to say, with two horses, the best that there is in the whole 

camp of the Greeks."  

Then there stood up a certain Dolon. He was the son of 

a herald, the only son of his father, but he had five sisters. He 

was an ill-favoured man, but a swift runner. Dolon said: "I will 

go, O Hector, but I want a great reward, even the horses of 

Achilles, for these are the best in the whole camp of the 

Greeks. Do you lift up your sceptre and swear that you will 

give me these, and none other."  

It was a foolish thing, for who was Dolon that he 

should have the chariot and horses of the great Achilles? And 

Hector knew this in his heart; nevertheless he lifted up his 

sceptre, and swore that he would give to Dolon these horses 

and none others. Then Dolon armed himself. He took his bow, 

and a cap of wolf's skin for a helmet, and a sharp spear, and 

went his way, nor did he try to go quickly, for he did not think 

that any one from the camp of the Greeks would be abroad. So 

Ulysses heard his steps and said to Diomed: "Here comes a 

man; maybe he is a spy, maybe he is come to spoil the dead 

bodies. Let him pass by, that we may take him, for we must 

not suffer him to go back to the city."  
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So the two lay down among the dead bodies on the 

plain, and Dolon passed by them, not knowing that they were 

there. And after he had gone fifty yards or so, then they rose 

up and ran after him. He heard the noise of running and stood 

still, thinking to himself: "Hector has sent men after me; 

perhaps he wishes me to go back." And this, indeed, he would 

gladly have done, for he was beginning to be afraid. But when 

they were but a spear's throw from him, he saw that they were 

Greeks, and fled. And the two ran after him, as two dogs 

follow a fawn or a hare; and though he was swift of foot he 

could not outrun them, nor could they come up to him, but 

they kept him from turning back to the city. But when they 

were near the trench, then Diomed called out to the man: 

"Stop, or I will slay you with my spear." And he threw his 

spear, not meaning to kill the man, but to frighten him, making 

it pass over his shoulder, so that it stood in the ground before 

him. When Dolon saw the spear he stood still, and his teeth 

chattered with fear. And the two came up to him, breathing 

hard, for they had been running fast. Then said Dolon, 

weeping as he spoke: "Do not kill me; my father will pay a 

great ransom for me, if he hears that you are keeping me at 

your ships; much gold and bronze and iron will he pay for my 

life."  

Ulysses answered: "Be of good cheer. Tell us truly 

why you were coming through the darkness. Was it to spoil 

the dead, or did Hector send you to spy out what was going on 

at the ships, or was it on some private business of your own?"  

Dolon answered: "Hector persuaded me to go, 

promising that he would give me the chariot and horses of 

Achilles. And I was to spy out what you had in your minds to 

do on the morrow and whether you were keeping watch."  

Ulysses laughed when the man spoke of the chariot and 

horses of Achilles. "Truly," he said, "it was a grand reward 

that you deserved. The horses of Achilles are hard to manage 

except a man be the son of a god or a goddess. But tell me, 

where is Hector? and what watch does the Trojan keep?"  

Dolon answered: "When I came away from the camp 

of the Trojans, Hector was holding council with the chiefs 

close to the tomb of Ilus. As for the watches, there are none 

set, except in that part of the camp where the Trojans are. As 

for the allies, they sleep without caring for watches, thinking 

that the Trojans will do this for them."  

Then Ulysses asked again: "Do the allies then sleep 

among the Trojans or apart?"  

Then Dolon told him about the camp, who were in this 

place and who were in that. "But," he went on, "if you would 

know where you may best make your way into the camp and 

not be seen, go to the furthest part upon the left. There are 

newcomers, men from Thrace, with Rhesus their king. Never 

have I seen horses so big and so fine as his. And they are 

whiter than snow, and swifter than the wind. But now send me 

to the ships, or, if you cannot do that, having no one to take 

me, bind me and leave me."  

 

 
 

DIOMED AND ULYSSES RETURNING WITH THE SPOILS OF RHESUS  

But Diomed said: "Think not, Dolon, that we will 

suffer you to live, though, indeed, you have told us that which 

we desired to know. For then you would come again to spy out 

our camp, or, maybe, would fight with us in battle. But if we 

kill you, then you will trouble us no more."  
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So they killed him, and stripped him of his arms. These 

they hung on a tamarisk tree that there was in the place, makig 

a mark with reeds and branches that they might know the place 

when they came back. Then they went on to the camp of the 

Trojans, and found the place of which Dolon had told them. 

There the men of Thrace lay asleep, each man with his arms at 

his side. And in the midst of the company lay King Rhesus, 

with his chariot at his side, and the horses tethered to the rail 

of the chariot. Then Diomed began to slay the men as they 

slept. He was like a lion in the middle of a fold full of sheep, 

so fierce and strong was he, and they so helpless. Twelve men 

he slew, and as he slew them, Ulysses dragged thir bodies out 

of the way, that there might be a clear road for the horses, for 

horses are wont to start aside when they see a dead body lying 

in the way. And "these maybe," so he thought to himself, "are 

not used to war." Twelve men did Diomed slay, and King 

Rhesus the thirteenth, as he lay and panted in his sleep, for he 

had a bad dream at the very time Diomed slew him. 

Meanwhile Ulysses had unbound the horses from the chariot 

and driven them out of the camp. With his bow he struck 

them, for he had not thought to take the whip from the chariot. 

And when he had got the horses clear, then he whistled, for a 

sign to Diomed that he should come without more delay, for 

well he knew that Diomed would not easily be satisfied with 

slaying. And truly, the man was lingering, doubting whether 

he might not kill yet more. But Athené whispered in his ear: 

"Think of your return; maybe some god will rouse the Trojans 

against you."  

And indeed, Apollo was rousing them. The cousin of 

King Rhesus awoke and seeing the place of the horses empty, 

cried out, calling the King. So all the camp was roused. But 

Diomed and Ulysses mounted the horses and rode to the camp 

of the Greeks. Right glad were their comrades to see them and 

to hear the tale of what they had done.  

CHAPTER XVI 

THE WOUNDING OF THE CHIEFS 

As soon as it was light Agamemnon called the Greeks, 

and Hector called the Trojans to battle, nor were either 

unwilling to obey. For a time the fighting was equal, but at 

noon, at the time when a man who is cutting down trees upon 

the hills grows weary of his work and longs for food, then the 

Greeks began to prevail. And the first man to break through 

the line of the Trojans was King Agamemnon. Never before 

had the King done such mighty deeds, for he drove the Trojans 

back to the very walls of the city. Hector himself did not dare 

to stand up before him, for Iris brought this message to him 

from Zeus: "So long as Agamemnon fights in the front, do you 

hold back, for this is the day on which it is his lot to win great 

honour for himself; but when he shall be wounded, then do 

you go forward, and you shall have strength to drive the 

Greeks before you till they come to the ships, and the sun shall 

set." So Hector held back, and after a while the King was 

wounded. There were two sons of Antenor in one chariot, and 

they came against him. First the King threw his spear at the 

younger of the two, but missed his aim. Then the Trojan thrust 

at Agamemnon with his spear, driving it against his 

breastplate. With all his strength he drove it, but the silver 

which was in the breastplate turned the spear, so that it bent as 

if it had been of lead. Then the King caught the spear in his 

hand, and drove it through the neck of his adversary, so that he 

fell dead from the chariot. But when the elder brother saw this 

he also thrust at the King with his spear, nor did he thrust in 

vain, but he pierced his arm beneath the elbow. But him also 

did the King slay, wounding him first with his spear and 

afterwards cutting off his head with his sword. For a time, 

while the wound was warm, the King still fought, but when it 

grew cold and stiff, then the pain was greater than he could 
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bear, and he said to his charioteer, "Now carry me back to the 

ships, for I cannot fight any more."  

The next of the chiefs that was wounded was Diomed. 

Him Paris wounded with an arrow as he was stripping the 

arms from a Trojan which he had slain. For Paris hid himself 

behind the pillar which stood on the tomb of Ilu, and shot his 

arrows from thence. On the ankle of the right foot did Paris hit 

him, and when he saw that he had not shot the arrow in vain, 

he cried out aloud: "I wish that I had wounded you in the loin, 

bold Diomed, then you would have troubled the men of Troy 

no more!"  

But Diomed answered: "If I could but meet you face to 

face, you coward, your bow and your arrows would not help 

you. As for this graze on my foot, I care no more for it than if 

a woman or a child had struck me. Come near, and I will show 

you what are the wounds which I make with my spear."  

Then he beckoned to Ulysses that he should stand 

before him while he drew the arrow from his foot. And 

Ulysses did so. But when he had drawn out the arrow, the pain 

was so great that he could not stand up, for all the brave words 

that he had spoken. And he bade his charioteer drive him back 

to the ships.  

So Ulysses was left alone. Not one of the chiefs stood 

by him, for now that King Agamemnon and Diomed had 

departed, there was great fear upon all the Greeks. And 

Ulysses said to himself: "Now what shall I do? It would be a 

shameful thing to fly from these Trojans, though there are 

many of them, and I am alone; but it would be still worse, if I 

were to be taken here and slain. Surely it is the doing of Zeus, 

that this trouble is come upon the Greeks, and who am I that I 

should fight against Zeus? Yet why do I talk in this way? It is 

only the coward who draws back; a brave man stands in his 

place, whether he lives or dies." But while he was thinking 

these things many Trojans came about him, as dogs come 

about a wild boar in a wood, and the boar stands at bay, and 

gnashes his big white teeth. So Ulysses stood thrusting here 

and there with his long spear. Five chiefs he slew; but one of 

the five, before he was slain, wounded him in the side, 

scraping the flesh from the ribs. Then Ulysses cried out for 

help; three times he cried, and the third time Menelaüs heard 

him, and called to Ajax.  

"O Ajax, I hear the voice of Ulysses, and it sounds like 

the voice of one who is in great trouble. Maybe the Trojans 

have surrounded him. Come, let us help him for it would be a 

great loss to the Greeks if he were to come to harm."  

Then he led the way to the place from which the voice 

seemed to come, and Ajax followed him. And when they came 

to Ulysses, they found it was as Menelaüs had said; for the 

Trojans had beset Ulysses, as the jackals beset a deer with 

long horns among the hills. The beast cannot fly because the 

hunter has wounded it with an arrow from his bow, and the 

wound has become stiff, and he stands at bay. Then a lion 

comes, and the jackals are scattered in a moment. So the 

Trojans were scattered when Ajax came. Then Menelaüs took 

Ulysses by the hand, and led him out of the throng, while Ajax 

drove the Trojans before him.  

And now yet another chief was wounded, for Paris 

from his hiding-place behind the pillar on the tomb of Ilus shot 

an arrow at Machaon, and wounded him on the right shoulder. 

And one of the chiefs cried to old Nestor, who was fighting 

close by: "Quick, Nestor, take Machaon in your chariot, and 

drive him to the ships, for the life of a physician is worth the 

lives of many men."  

So Nestor took Machaon in his chariot, and touched his 

horses with the whip, and they galloped to the ships.  

Now Hector was fighting on the other side of the plain, 

and his charioteer said to him: "See how Ajax is driving our 

people before him. Let us go and stop him." So they went, 

lashing the horses that they might go the faster, and the chariot 

rolled over many bodies of men, and the axle and the sides of 

it were red with blood. Then Zeus put fear into the heart of the 
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great Ajax himself. He would not fly, but he turned round, 

throwing his great shield over his shoulder, and moved 

towards the ships slowly, step by step. It was as when an ass 

breaks into a field and eats the standing corn, and the children 

of the village beat him with sticks. Their arms are weak, and 

the sticks are broken on the beast's back, for he is slow in 

going, nor do they drive him out till he has eaten his fill. So 

the Trojans thrust at Ajax their lances. And now he would turn 

and face them, and now he would take a step backwards 

towards the ships.  

Now Achilles was standing on the stern of his ship, 

looking at the battle, and Patroclus stood by him. And when 

old Nestor passed by taking Machaon to the ships, Achilles 

said to his friend: "Soon, I think, will the Greeks come and 

pray me to help them, for they are in great trouble. But go now 

and see who was this whom Nestor is taking to the ships. His 

shoulders, I thought were the shoulders of Machaon, but his 

face I could not see, for the horses went by very fast."  

Then Patroclus ran to do his errand. Meanwhile Nestor 

took Machaon to his tent. And there the girl that waited on the 

old man mixed for them a bowl of drink. First she set a table, 

and laid on it a bronze charger, and on it she put a flask of 

wine, and a leek, with which to flavour it, and yellow honey, 

and barley meal. And she fetched from another part of the tent 

a great bowl with four handles. On each side of the bowl there 

was a pair of handles, and on each handle there was a dove, 

wrought in bronze, and the doves seemed to be pecking at 

each other. A very big bowl it was, and, when it was full, so 

heavy that a man could scarcely lift it from the table; but 

Nestor, though he was old, could lift it easily. Then the girl 

poured the wine from the flask into the bowl, and put honey 

into it, and shredded cheese made from goat's milk, and the 

leek to flavour it. And when the mess was ready, she bade 

them drink. So they drank, and talked together.  

But while they talked, Patroclus stood in the door of 

the tent. And Nestor went to him, and took him by the hand, 

and said: "Come now and sit down with us, and drink from the 

bowl." But Patroclus would not. "Stay me not," he said; "I 

came to see who it was whom you have brought wounded out 

of the battle. And now I see that it is Machaon. Therefore I 

will go back without delay, for you know what kind of man is 

Achilles, how he quickly grows angry and is ready to blame."  

Then said Nestor: "What does Achilles care about the 

Greeks? Why does he ask who are wounded? O Patroclus, do 

you remember the day when Ulysses and I came to the house 

of Peleus? Your father was there, and we feasted in the hall; 

and when the feast was finished, then we told Peleus why we 

had come, how we were gathering the chiefs of Greece to go 

and fight against Troy. And you and Achilles were eager to go. 

And old men gave you much advice. Old Peleus said to 

Achilles: 'You must always be the very first in battle.' But to 

you your father said: 'Achilles is of nobler birth than you, and 

he is stronger by far. But you are older, and years give 

wisdom. Therefore it will be your part to give him good 

counsel when there is need.' Why then do you not advise him 

to help us? And if he is still resolved not to go forth to the 

battle, then let him send you forth, and let him lend you his 

armour to wear. Then the Trojans will think that Achilles 

himself has come back to the battle, and they will be afraid, 

and we shall have a breathing space."  

Then Patroclus turned and ran back to the tent of 

Achilles.  
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CHAPTER XVII 

THE BATTLE AT THE WALL 

Now by this time the Trojans were close upon the 

trench; but there they stood, for the horses were afraid, the 

trench being deep, and having great stakes set in. Then 

Polydamas, who was one of the wisest of the Trojans, said to 

Hector: "This is but a mad thing, O Hector, to try to cross the 

trench in our chariots, for it is wide, and has many stakes set in 

it. Look too at this: how will it be when we have crossed it? If, 

indeed, it is the pleasure of Zeus that the Greeks should perish 

utterly—well; but if, as has come to pass before, not once 

only, the Greeks take heart and turn upon us and drive us back, 

what shall we do? Nay; let us leave our chariots here, and if 

need be, we can come back and find them waiting for us. But 

we will go on foot against the wall."  

 

 
 

POLYDAMAS ADVISING HECTOR TO RETIRE FROM THE TRENCH  

So they jumped down from their chariots and went 

against the walls on foot. In five companies they went. The 

first, which was the largest and had the bravest of the Trojans, 

Hector himself led. And the next was commanded by Paris. 

The third was led by Helenus the prophet, and with him was 

Deïphobus, who also was a son of King Priam; and Asius, one 

of the allies, who was King of Arisbé. Of the fourth Aeneas 

was the leader, and of the fifth Sarpedon of Lycia with 

Glaucus and others among the allies. They stood closely to 

each other, holding shield by shield, and so they went against 

the Greeks. All of them, also, left their chariots on this side of 

the trench, all except King Asius only. But he drove his chariot 

to a place where there was a road over the trench, and on the 

other side a gate. And this gate chanced to be open, for the 

keepers had set it open, so that any of the Greeks who were 

flying from the Trojans might find refuge inside it. When the 

keepers, who were two mighty men of valour, saw Asius and 

his company coming, they went forward and stood in front of 

the gate, for they had not time to shut it. There they stood, just 

as two wild boars might stand at bay against a crowd of men 

and dogs. And all the while the men who stood on the wall 

never ceased to throw down heavy stones on the Trojans. The 

stones fell as fast as the flakes of snow fall on a winter's day, 

and the helmets and shields of the Trojans rang out as the 

stones crashed upon them. Many fell to the ground, and King 

Asius, for all his fury, could not make his way through the 

gate.  

At another of the gates, where Hector was leading his 

company, there was seen a very strange thing in the skies. An 

eagle had caught a great snake, and was carrying it in his 

claws to give to its young ones for food. But the snake fought 

fiercely for its life, and writhed itself about till it bit the bird 

upon the breast. And when the eagle felt that it had been 

bitten, it dropped the snake into the middle of the two armies, 

and flew away with a loud cry. Then Polydamas, who was a 

wise man, and knew the meaning of all such signs, said to 

Hector: "O Hector, it will be well for us not to follow the 

Greeks to their ships. For this strange thing which we have just 

seen in the sky is a sign to us. The eagle signifies the Trojans, 

and the snake signifies the Greeks. Now, as the eagle caught 

the snake but could not hold it, so have we prevailed over the 

Greeks, but shall not be able to conquer them altogether. And 
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as the snake turned upon the bird and bit it, so the Greeks turn 

upon us and do us great damage, so that we shall be driven 

back from the ships, and leave many of our comrades dead 

behind us."  

But Hector was angry to hear such words, and said: 

"This is bad advice that you give me. Surely the gods have 

changed your wisdom into foolishness. Would you have me 

forget the commandment of Zeus, when he bade me to follow 

the Greeks even to their ships, and to take heed to birds, and 

do one thing or another because they fly this way or that? 

Little do I care whether they fly east or west or are seen on the 

right hand or on the left. Surely there is but one sign for a 

brave man, that he be fighting for his fatherland. Take heed, 

therefore, to yourself. Truly if you hold back from the war, or 

cause any other man to hold back, I will smite you with my 

spear."  

Then he sprang forward, and the Trojans followed him 

with a great shout. And Zeus sent down from Mount Ida a 

great wind, and the wind carried the dust of the plain straight 

into the faces of the Greeks, troubling them not a little. But 

when the Trojans sought to drag down the battlements which 

were on the wall and to pull up the stakes which had been set 

to strengthen it, they could not, for the building was strong, 

and the Greeks stood firm in their place, with shield joining to 

shield, and fought for the wall.  

After a while Sarpedon the Lycian came to the front, 

for Zeus put it into his heart so to do, that he might win great 

glory for himself. He came holding his shield before him and 

with a long spear in either hand. Just as a lion, when he is mad 

with hunger, goes against a stable in which oxen are kept, or 

against a sheepfold, and does not care though it is guarded by 

many men and dogs, so did Sarpedon go against the wall. And 

he spoke to Glaucus, his kinsman, saying: "Tell me, Glaucus, 

why is it that our people at home honour us with the chief 

places at feasts, and with fat portions of flesh, and with wine 

of the best, and that they have set apart for us a great domain 

of orchard and of ploughland by the banks of the Xanthus. 

Surely it is that we may fight in the front rank, and show to 

others how they should behave in the battle. For so some one 

who may see us will say, 'Of a truth these are honourable men, 

these princes of Lycia, and not without good do they eat the fat 

and drink the sweet, for they are always to be seen fighting in 

the front.' Maybe, if we could hope to live for ever and to 

escape from old age and death, I would not either fight myself 

in the front or bid you do so; but now, seeing that there are ten 

thousand chances of death about us, let us see whether we may 

not win glory from another, or haply another may win it from 

us."  

When he had so spoken he leapt forward, and Glaucus 

went with him, and all the host of the Lycians followed close 

behind. Then the keeper of the gate—he was a man of 

Athens—was struck with great fear and looked about for help. 

All along the wall he looked, and he saw Ajax the Greater and 

Ajax the Less, and Teucer, for the hurt which Hector had 

given him was now healed. He would have shouted to them, 

but the din of arms, and the ringing of shields and helmets and 

the battering at the gates, would have drowned his voice. So he 

called a herald, and said: "Run now, and call Ajax hither—

both the Greater and the Less, if it may be—for the danger is 

very great, and the chiefs of the Lycians press us hard. And if 

there is trouble there also, then let Ajax the Greater come at 

the least and Teucer with him, bringing his bow." So the 

herald ran with the message, and when Ajax the Greater heard 

it, he said to the other Ajax: "Stand here and keep off the 

enemy; and I will go yonder, and come again when I have 

done my work."  

So Ajax, and Teucer his brother, ran as quickly as they 

could to the gate, and just as they got to it the Lycians came 

against it with a great rush, as if it had been a storm of wind 

and rain. But still the Greeks stood firm, and Ajax slew one of 

the Lycian chiefs and Teucer wounded Glaucus on the 

shoulder. Quietly he jumped down from the wall, for he did 
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not wish that any one should see that he was wounded. But 

Sarpedon saw it and was sorry, because he was his kinsman 

and also a great help in the battle. Nevertheless he pressed on 

as bravely as before. First he slew one of the Greeks upon the 

wall, and then he laid hold of one of the battlements with his 

two hands and pulled it down, and a part of the wall with it. 

Thus there was a way made by which men might enter the 

camp. But Ajax and his brother stopped the Lycians for a time, 

aiming at Sarpedon, both of them together. Teucer struck at 

him with his spear, for the bow he could not use when the 

enemy was so near, and smote the strap of his shield, but did 

him no harm; Ajax drove his spear through the shield and 

pushed him back so that he was forced to leap from the wall to 

the ground. But his courage was not one whit abated. He cried 

out: "Help me now, ye men of Lycia. It is hard for me, 

however great my strength, to do this work alone, pulling 

down the wall and making a way for you to the ships." And all 

his people, when they heard his voice, came rushing up in a 

great crowd. But the Greeks, on the other hand, strengthened 

their line, others coming to the place where they saw the need 

to be the greatest, for indeed it was a matter of life and death. 

For a long time they fought with equal strength, for the 

Lycians could not break down the wall and make a way to the 

ships, and the Greeks could not drive the Lycians back.  

But at the last Zeus gave the glory to Hector. Once 

again he sprang to the front, crying: "Now follow me, men of 

Troy, and we will burn the ships." In front of the gate there lay 

a great stone, broad at the bottom and sharp at the top. 

Scarcely could two men, the strongest that there are in these 

days, lift it on to a wagon; but Hector took it up as easily as a 

shepherd carries in one hand the fleece of a sheep. Now there 

were two folding doors in the middle of the gate, by which a 

man might enter without opening the gate. These doors were 

fastened by a bolt and a key. Then Hector lifted the great stone 

above his head, holding it with both his hands, and he put his 

feet apart, that his aim might be the surer and stronger, and 

threw with all his might at the doors. With a great crash did it 

come against them, and the bolts could not hold against it, and 

the hinges were broken, and the doors flew back. Then Hector 

leapt into the open space, holding a spear in either hand, and 

his eyes flashed with fire. And the Trojans followed him, some 

entering by the gate and some climbing over the wall.  

CHAPTER XVIII 

THE BATTLE AT THE SHIPS 

Now Poseidon, the god of the sea, loved the Greeks, 

and when he saw from a distant mountain where he sat how 

they fled before the Trojans, he was greatly troubled; and he 

said to himself: "Now I will help these men." It happened, also 

that Zeus had turned his eyes from the battle, thinking that 

none of the gods would do the thing which he had forbidden, 

that is, bring help to the Greeks. So Poseidon left the mountain 

where he sat, and came to his palace under the sea. There he 

harnessed his horses to his chariot, and he passed over the 

waves, while the great beasts of the sea, whales, and porpoises 

and the like, gambolled round him as he went, because they 

knew that he was their king. And when he came to the land of 

Troy, he left his chariot in a cave, and went on foot into the 

camp of the Greeks, having made himself like to Calchas the 

herald. And he came to the place where Ajax the Greater and 

the other Ajax were standing, and said to them: "Stir 

yourselves, for it is for you, who are stronger than other men, 

to save the people. I do not fear for the rest of the wall, but 

only for the place where Hector is fighting. Go then and keep 

him back, and may some god give you strength and courage."  

And as he spoke he touched them with his staff and 

filled them with fresh courage, and gave new strength to their 

hands and to their feet. And when he had done this, he passed 

out of their sight, as quickly as a hawk flies when he drops 

from a cliff, chasing a bird. Then the Lesser Ajax perceived 

that he was not Calchas the herald but a god; and he said to the 
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other Ajax: "This is a god who sends us to the battle. I knew 

him as he went away; and truly I feel my heart in me eager for 

the fight." And Ajax the Greater answered: "So it is with me 

also. I am all on fire for the battle. I would go against this 

Hector, even should I go alone." Meanwhile Poseidon went 

through the army, stirring up the other chiefs in the same way. 

But still the Trojans came on, even fiercer than before. Then 

Teucer slew a famous chief, Imbrius by name, driving his 

spear point under the man's ear. Like to some tall poplar by a 

river-side which a woodman cuts down with his axe of bronze, 

so did Imbrius fall. Then Hector cast his spear at Teucer. Him 

he missed, but he struck the comrade who was standing next to 

him. And Hector, as the man lay upon the ground, seized his 

helmet, and would have dragged the body among his own 

people. But Ajax the Greater thrust with his spear, and struck 

the boss of Hector's shield so strongly that he was driven 

backward and loosed his hold of the helmet, and the Greeks 

carried the man to the ships. Next there was slain a chief from 

the land of Caria who had come to Troy, desiring to have 

Cassandra, daughter of King Priam, for his wife. Loudly he 

had boasted, saying that he would drive the Greeks to the 

ships; and the King had promised him his daughter. But now 

he was slain. And the King of the Cretans, when he saw him 

lie dead, cried: "Truly this was a great thing which you 

promised to King Priam, so that he might give you his 

daughter. You should have come rather to us, and 

Agamemnon would have given you the fairest of his 

daughters, bringing her from Argos, that she might be married 

to you, if only you would take for us this city of Troy. But 

come now with me to the ships, that we may treat with you 

about this matter. Verily you will find that we Greeks are men 

of an open hand." Thus did the King speak, mocking the dead.  

King Asius heard these words and was full of anger, 

and came at the Prince of Crete, lifting his spear to throw it. 

He was on foot, and his chariot followed close after him. But 

before he could cast the spear the Prince of Crete smote him 

full on the breast, and he fell as an oak or a pine tree falls 

before the axes of the wood-cutters on the hills. And when the 

driver of the chariot saw his master fall he was struck with 

fear, not knowing what to do. Then Antilochus, who was the 

eldest son of old Nestor, struck him down with his spear, and 

jumped on to the chariot, and took it and the horses for his 

own. Many other of the Trojans did the Greeks slay, and many 

they wounded. Even the mighty Hector himself was struck 

down for a time. He cast his spear at the great Ajax but hurt 

him not, for the point was turned by the armour, so thick it was 

and strong. And when he saw that he had cast the spear in 

vain, then he turned, and sought to go back to the ranks of his 

comrades; but, as he went, Ajax took up from the ground a 

great stone, one of many that lay there, and served as props for 

the ships, and cast it at Hector, smiting him above the rim of 

his shield on the neck. He fell as an oak falls when the 

lightning has struck it, and the Greeks, when they saw him 

fall, rushed with a great cry, and would have caught hold of 

his body and dragged it away. But this the Trojans did not 

suffer, for many of the bravest of them stood before him, 

covering him with their shields. And when they had driven 

back the Greeks a space, they lifted him from the ground, and 

carried him to the river and poured water on him. After a while 

he sat up, and then his spirit left him again, for it was a 

grievous blow which Ajax had dealt him. But when the Greeks 

saw that Hector was carried out of the battle, they took fresh 

courage and charged the Trojans, and drove them back even 

beyond the walls and the trench. And when the Trojans came 

to the place where they had left their chariots and horses, they 

stood pale and trembling, not knowing what to do.  

But now Zeus turned his eyes again to the land of 

Troy. Very angry was he when he saw what had happened, 

how the Trojans fled from the Greeks, and Hector lay upon the 

plain, like to one that has fallen in battle, and his friends stood 

round him in great fear lest he had been wounded to the death. 

So he said to Hera: "Is this then your doing, rebellious one? 

Tell me now the truth, or it will be worse for you." And Hera 

answered: "Nay, this is not my doing. It is Poseidon who gives 
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to the Greeks strength and courage." Then said Zeus to Iris the 

messenger: "Go now to Poseidon and tell him that it is my will 

that he is not to meddle with these things any more. Let him 

go back to the sea, for there he is master; but the things that 

happen on the earth, these belong to me. And when you have 

given this message to Poseidon, then go to Apollo and bid him 

go to Hector where he lies like a dead man on the plain, and 

put new life and courage into him, and send him back with 

new strength to the battle."  

 

 

 
AJAX DEFENDING THE GREEK SHIPS AGAINST THE TROJANS 

So Iris went on her errand. First she came to Poseidon, 

and gave him the message of Zeus. He was very angry when 

he heard it, and said: "Am I not his equal in honour? By what 

right does he bid me do this thing and cease from doing that? 

We were three brothers, sons of Old Time, and to me was 

given the dominion of the sea, and to Pluto the dwellings of 

the dead, and to Zeus to reign over the heaven and the earth."  

But Iris answered: "O Poseidon, is it well to speak thus 

of Zeus? Do you not know how the eldest born is ever the 

strongest?" And Poseidon answered: "These are words of 

wisdom, O Iris, yet truly, if Zeus is minded to save this city of 

Troy, there will be enmity without ceasing between him and 

me."  

Then went Iris to Apollo and gave him the message of 

Zeus. So Apollo hastened to Hector where he sat by the river-

side, for already his strength had begun to come back to him. 

And Apollo said to him: "Why is this, O Hector? Why do you 

sit and take no part in the battle?" Hector answered: "Is this a 

god that speaks to me? Did you not see how Ajax struck me 

down with a great stone, so that I could fight no more? Truly, I 

thought that I had gone down to the place of the dead." Apollo 

said: "Take courage, my friend. I am Apollo of the Golden 

Sword, and Zeus has sent me to stand by you and to help you. 

Come now, call the Trojans together again, and go before 

them, and lead them to the ships, and I will be with you and 

make the way easy for you." Then Hector stood up, and his 

strength came back to him as it had been before, and he called 

to the Trojans and went before them. The Greeks wondered 

when they saw him, for they thought that he had been 

wounded to death. They were like men who hunt a stag or a 

wild goat and find a lion. Nevertheless they kept up their 

courage, and stood close together with their faces towards the 

enemy; but though the chiefs stood firm, most of the Greeks 

turned their backs and fled. And Hector still came on and 

Apollo went before him, having a cloud of fire round his 

shoulders, holding the great shield of Zeus in his hand. Many 

of the Greeks were slain that day. And now the Trojans came 

again to the trench and crossed it, and neither the wall nor the 

gates stopped them, and they came as far as the ships, Hector 

being first of all. And close behind Hector was a chief who 

carried a torch in his hand, with which to set fire to a ship. 

Him Ajax smote on the breast with his sword and killed him. 

And Hector, when he saw it, cast his spear at Ajax. Him he 

missed, but he killed the comrade who was standing close by 

him. Then Ajax called to Teucer: "Where is your bow and 

arrows? Shoot." So Teucer shot. With the first arrow he slew a 

Trojan; but when he laid another arrow upon the string and 

aimed it at Hector, the string broke, and the arrow went far 

astray. When Teucer saw this he cried out: "Surely the gods 

are against us; see how the string of my bow is broken, and yet 
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it was new this very day." And Ajax said to him: "Let your 

bow be, if the gods will not have you use it. Take your spear 

and fight. Truly, if the men of Troy prevail over us, yet they 

shall not take our ships for nothing." So Teucer threw away his 

bow, and took up spear and shield. When Hector saw it, he 

cried: "Come on, men of Troy, for Zeus is with us, and they 

whom Zeus favours are strong, and they whom he favours not 

are weak. See now how he has broken the bow of Teucer, the 

great archer. Come on, therefore, for the gods give us victory. 

And even if a man die, it is a noble thing to die fighting for his 

country. His wife and children shall dwell in peace, and he 

himself shall be famous for ever."  

Thus did Hector urge on his people to the battle; and 

Ajax, on the other hand, called to the Greeks and bade them 

quit themselves like men. Many chiefs fell on either side, but 

still the Trojans prevailed more and more, and the Greeks fell 

back before them. And now Hector laid hold on one of the 

ships. Well did he know it, for it was the first that had touched 

the Trojan shore, and he had slain the chief whose ship it was 

with his own hand as he was leaping to shore. There the battle 

grew fiercer and fiercer; none fought with arrows or javelins, 

but close, man to man, with swords and battle-axes and spears, 

thrusting at each other. And Hector cried: "Bring me fire that 

we may burn the ships of these robbers, for Zeus has given us 

the victory to-day." And the Trojans came on more fiercely 

than before, so that Ajax himself was forced to give way, so 

much did the Trojans press him. For at first he stood on the 

stern deck, the ships being drawn up with the stern to the land 

and the forepart to the sea, and then being driven from the 

deck, in the middle of the ships, among the benches of the 

rowers. But still he fought bravely, thrusting at any one who 

came near to set fire to the ship. And he cried to the Greeks 

with a terrible voice, saying: "Now must you quit yourselves 

as men, O Greeks! Have you any to help you if you are 

conquered now? Have you any walls behind which you may 

seek for shelter? There is no city here with a wall and towers 

and battlements behind which you may hide yourselves. You 

are in the plain of Troy, and the sea is close behind us, and we 

are far from our own country. All our hope, therefore, is in 

courage, for there is no one to save if you will not save 

yourselves."  

So did Ajax speak to the Greeks, and still as he spoke 

he thrust at the Trojans with his spear.  

CHAPTER XIX 

THE DEEDS AND DEATH OF PATROCLUS 

Patroclus stood by Achilles, weeping bitterly. And 

Achilles said to him: "What is the matter, Patroclus, that you 

weep? You are like a girl-child that runs along by her mother's 

side, and holds her gown and cries till she takes her up in her 

arms. Have you heard bad news from Phthia? Yet your father 

still lives, I know, and so does the old man Peleus. Or are you 

weeping for the Greeks because they perish for their folly, or, 

maybe, for the folly of their King?"  

Then Patroclus answered: "Be not angry with me, great 

Achilles. The Greeks are in great trouble, for all the bravest of 

their chiefs are wounded, and yet you still keep your anger, 

and will not help them. They say that Peleus was your father 

and Thetis your mother. Yet I should say, so hard are you, that 

a rock was your father and your mother the sea. If you will not 

go forth to the battle because you have had some warning from 

the gods, then let me go, and let your people, the Myrmidons, 

go with me. And let me put on your armour; the Trojans will 

think that you have come back to the battle, and the Greeks 

will have a breathing space."  

So Patroclus spoke, entreating Achilles, but he did not 

know that it was for his own death that he asked. And Achilles 

answered: "It is no warning that I heed, and that keeps me 

from the battle. Such things trouble me not. But these men 

were not ashamed to stand by when their King took away from 
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me the prize which I had won with my own hands. But let the 

past be past. I said that I would not fight again till the Trojans 

should bring the fire near to my own ships. But now, for I see 

that the people are in great need, you may put on my armour, 

and lead my people to the fight. And, indeed, it is time to give 

help, for I see that the Trojans are gathered about the ships, 

and that the Greeks have scarce standing ground between their 

enemies and the sea. And I do not see anywhere either Diomed 

with his spear, nor King Agamemnon; only I hear the voice of 

Hector, as he calls his people to the battle. Go, therefore, 

Patroclus, and keep the fire from the ships. But when you have 

done this, come back and fight no more with the Trojans, for it 

is my business to conquer them, and you must not take my 

glory from me. And mind this also: when you feel the joy of 

battle in your heart, be not over-bold; go not near the wall of 

Troy, lest one of the gods meet you and harm you. For these 

gods love the Trojans, and especially the great archer Apollo 

with his deadly bow."  

So these two talked together in the tent. But at the 

ships Ajax could hold out no longer. For the javelins came 

thick upon him and clattered on his helmet and his breastplate, 

and his shoulder was weary with the weight of his great shield. 

Heavily and hard did he breathe, and the great drops of sweat 

fell upon the ground. Then, at the last, Hector came near and 

struck at him with his sword. Him he did not hit, but he cut off 

the head of his spear. Great fear came on Ajax and he gave 

way, and the Trojans put torches to the ship's stern, and a great 

flame rose up into the air. When Achilles saw the flames, he 

struck his thigh with his hand and said: "Make haste, 

Patroclus, for I see the fire rising from the ships."  

Then Patroclus put on the armour—breastplate and 

shield and helmet—and bound the sword on his shoulder, and 

took a great spear in his hand. But the great Pelian spear he did 

not take, for that no man could wield but Achilles only. Then 

the charioteer yoked the horses to the chariot. Two of the 

horses, Bayard and Piebald, were immortal, but the third was 

of a mortal breed. And while he did this, Achilles called the 

Myrmidons to battle. Fifty ships he had brought to Troy, and 

fifty men in each. And when they were assembled he said: 

"Forget not, ye Myrmidons, what you said when first I kept 

you back from the battle, how angry you were, and how you 

blamed me, complaining that I kept you back against your 

will. Now you have the thing that you desired."  

 

 
SLEEP AND DEATH CONVEYING THE BODY OF SARPEDON TO LYCIA  

So the Myrmidons went forth to battle in close array, 

helmet to helmet and shield to shield, close together as are the 

stones which a builder builds into a wall. Patroclus went 

before them in the chariot of Achilles, with the charioteer by 

his side. And as they went, Achilles went to the chest which 

stood in his tent, and opened it, and took from it a great cup 

which Thetis his mother had given him. No man drank out of 

that cup but Achilles only. Nor did he pour libations out of it 

to any of the gods but to Zeus only. First he cleansed the cup 

with sulphur and then with water from the spring. After this he 

filled it with wine, and standing in the space before the tent he 

poured out from it to Zeus, saying: "O Zeus, this day I send 

my dear comrade to the battle. Be thou with him; make him 
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strong and bold, and give him glory, and bring him home safe 

to the ships, and my people with him."  

So he prayed; and Father Zeus heard his prayer: part he 

granted, but part he denied.  

Meanwhile Patroclus with the Myrmidons had come to 

the place where the battle was so hot, namely the ship to which 

Hector had put the torch and set it on fire. And when the 

Trojans saw him and the armour he wore, they thought that it 

had been Achilles, who had put away his anger, and had come 

forth again to the battle. Nor was it long before they turned to 

flee. So the battle rolled back again to the trench, and many 

chariots of the Trojans were broken, for when they crossed it 

for the second time they took their chariots with them; but the 

horses of Achilles sprang across it in their stride, so nimble 

were they and so strong. And great was the fear of the Trojans; 

even the great Hector fled. The heart of Patroclus was set upon 

slaying him, for he had forgotten the command which Achilles 

had laid upon him, that when he had saved the ships from the 

fire he should not fight any more. But though he followed hard 

after him, he could not overtake him, so swift were the Trojan 

horses. Then he left following him and turned back, and 

caused the chariot to be driven backwards and forwards, so 

that he might slay the Trojans as they sought to fly to the city.  

But there were some among the Trojans and their allies 

who would not flee. Among these was Sarpedon the Lycian; 

and he, when he saw his people flying before Patroclus, cried 

aloud to them: "Stand now and be of good courage: I myself 

will try this great warrior and see what he can do." So he leapt 

down from his chariot, and Patroclus also leapt down from his, 

and the two rushed at each other, fierce and swift as two 

eagles. Sarpedon carried a spear in either hand, and he threw 

both of them together. With the one he wounded to the death 

one of the horses of Achilles, that which was of a mortal 

strain, but the other missed its aim, flying over the left 

shoulder of Patroclus. But the spear of Patroclus missed not its 

aim. Full on the heart of Sarpedon it fell, and broke through 

his armour, and bore him to the earth. He fell, as a pine or a 

poplar falls on the hills before the woodman's axe. And as he 

fell, he called to Glaucus his kinsman: "Now show yourself a 

man, O Glaucus; suffer not the Greeks to spoil me of my 

arms." And when he had said so much, he died. Now Glaucus 

was still troubled by the wound which Teucer the archer had 

given him. But when he heard the voice of Sarpedon he prayed 

to Apollo, saying: "Give me now strength that I may save the 

body of my kinsman from the hands of the Greeks." And 

Apollo heard him and made him whole of his wound. Then he 

called first to the Lycians, saying, "Fight for the body of your 

king," and next to the Trojans, that they should honour the 

man who had come from his own land to help them, and lastly 

to Hector himself, who had now returned to the battle. "Little 

care you, O Hector," he said, "for your allies. Lo! Sarpedon is 

dead, slain by Patroclus. Will you suffer the Myrmidons to 

carry off his body and do dishonour to it?"  

Hector was much troubled by these words, and so were 

all the men of Troy, for among the allies there were none 

braver than Sarpedon. So they charged and drove back the 

Greeks from the body; and the Greeks charged again in their 

turn. No one would have known the great Sarpedon as he lay 

in the middle of the tumult, so covered was he with dust and 

blood. But at last the Greeks drove back the Trojans from the 

body, and stripped it of its arms; but the body itself they 

harmed not. For at the bidding of Zeus, Apollo came down and 

carried it out of the tumult, and gave it to Sleep and Death that 

they should carry it to the land of Lycia. Then again Patroclus 

forgot the commands of Achilles, for he thought in his heart, 

"Now shall I take the city of Troy," for, when he had driven 

the Trojans up to the very gates, he himself climbed on to an 

angle of the wall. Three times did he climb upon it, and three 

times did Apollo push him back, laying his hand upon the boss 

of his shield. And when Patroclus climbed for the fourth time, 

then Apollo cried to him in a dreadful voice: "Go back, 

Patroclus; it is not for you to take the great city of Troy, no, 

nor even for Achilles, who is a far better man than you." Then 
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Patroclus went back, for he feared the anger of the god. But 

though he thought no more of taking the city, he raged no less 

against the Trojans. Then did Apollo put it into the heart of 

Hector to go against the man. So Hector said to his charioteer: 

"We will see whether we cannot drive back this Patroclus, for 

it must be he; Achilles he is not, though he wears his armour." 

When Patroclus saw them coming he took a great stone from 

the ground, and cast it at the pair. The stone struck the 

charioteer full on the helmet. And as the man fell head 

foremost from the chariot, Patroclus laughed aloud, and said: 

"See now, how nimble is this man! See how well he dives! He 

might get many oysters from the bottom of the sea, diving 

from the deck of a ship, even though it should be a stormy day. 

Who would have thought that there should be such skilful 

divers in Troy?"  

Three times did Patroclus charge into the ranks of the 

Trojans, and each time he slew nine warriors. But when he 

charged the fourth time, then, for the hour of his doom was 

come, Apollo stood behind him, and gave him a great blow on 

his neck, so that he could not see out of his eyes. And the 

helmet fell from his head, so that the plumes were soiled with 

the dust. Never before had it touched the ground, from the first 

day when Achilles wore it. The spear also which he carried in 

his hand was broken, and the shield fell from his arm, and the 

breastplate on his body was loosened. Then, as he stood 

without defence and was confused, one of the Trojans 

wounded him in the back with his spear. And when he tried to 

hide himself behind his comrades, for the wound was not 

mortal, Hector thrust at him with his spear, and hit him above 

the hip, and he fell to the ground. And when the Greeks saw 

him fall they sent up a dreadful cry. Then Hector stood over 

him, and said: "Did you think, Patroclus, that you would take 

our city, and slay us with the sword, and carry away our wives 

and daughters in your ships? This you will not do, for, lo! I 

have overcome you with my spear, and the fowls of the air 

shall eat your flesh. And the great Achilles cannot help you at 

all. Did he not say to you, 'Strip the fellow's shirt from his 

back and bring it back to me'? and you, in your folly, thought 

that you would do it."  

Patroclus answered: "You boast too much, O Hector. It 

is not by your hand that I am overcome; it has been Apollo 

who has brought me to my death. Had twenty such as you 

come against me, truly I had slain them all. And mark you 

this: death is very near to you, for the great Achilles will slay 

you." Then said Hector: "Why do you prophesy my death? 

Who has shown you the things to come? Maybe, as I have 

slain you, so shall I slay the great Achilles." So Hector spoke, 

but Patroclus was dead already. Then he drew the spear from 

the wound, and went after the charioteer of Achilles, hoping to 

slay him and take the chariot for spoil, but the horses were so 

swift that he could not come up with them.  

CHAPTER XX 

THE ROUSING OF ACHILLES 

Very fierce was the fight for the body of Patroclus, and 

many warriors fell both on this side and on that; and the first to 

be killed was the man who had wounded him in the back; for 

when he came near to strip the dead man of his arms, King 

Menelaüs thrust at him with his spear and slew him. He slew 

him, but he could not strip off his arms, because Hector came 

and stood over the body, and Menelaüs did not dare to stand 

up against him, knowing that he was not a match for him in 

fighting. Then Hector spoiled the body of Patroclus of the 

arms which the great Achilles had given him to wear. But 

when he laid hold of the body, and began to drag it away to the 

ranks of the Trojans, the Greater Ajax came forward, and put 

his big shield before it. As a lioness stands before its cubs and 

will not suffer the hunter to take them, so did Ajax stand 

before the body of Patroclus and defend it from the Trojans. 

And Hector drew back when he saw him. Then Glaucus the 

Lycian spoke to him in great anger: "Are you not ashamed, O 
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Hector, that you dare not stand before Ajax? How will you and 

the other Trojans save your city? Truly your allies will not 

fight any more for you, for though they help you much, yet 

you help them little. Did not Sarpedon fall fighting for you, 

and yet you left him to be a prey to the dogs? And now, had 

you only stood up against this Ajax, and dragged away the 

body of Patroclus, we might have made an exchange, giving 

him and his arms, and receiving Sarpedon from the Greeks. 

But this may not be, because you are afraid of Ajax, and flee 

before him when he comes to meet you."  

Hector answered: "I am not afraid of Ajax, nor of any 

man. But this I know, that Zeus gives victory now to one and 

now to another; this only do I fear, and this only, to go against 

the will of Zeus. But wait here, and see whether or no I am a 

coward."  

Now he had sent the armour of Patroclus to the city; 

but when he heard Glaucus speak in this manner, he ran after 

the men who were carrying it and overtook them, and stripped 

off his own armour, and put on the armour of Achilles. And 

when Zeus saw him do this thing he was angry, and said to 

himself, "These arms will cost Hector dear." Nevertheless, 

when he came back to the battle, all men were astonished, for 

he seemed like to the great Achilles himself. Then the Trojans 

took heart again, and charged all together, and the battle grew 

fiercer and fiercer. For the Greeks said to themselves: "It were 

better that the earth should open her mouth and swallow us up 

alive than that we let the Trojans carry off the body of 

Patroclus." And the Trojans said to themselves: "Now if we 

must all be slain fighting for the body of this man, be it so; but 

we will not yield." Now while they fought the horses of 

Achilles stood apart from the battle, and the tears rushed down 

from their eyes, for they loved Patroclus, they knew that he 

was dead. Still they stood in the same place; they would not 

enter into the battle, neither would they turn back to the ships. 

And the charioteer could not move them with the lash, or with 

threats, or with gentle words. As a pillar stands by the grave of 

some dead man, so they stood; their heads drooped to the 

ground, and the tears trickled down from their eyes, and their 

long manes were trailed in the dust.  

When Zeus saw them he pitied them in his heart. And 

he said: "It was not well that I gave you, immortal as you are, 

to a mortal man, for of all things that live and move upon the 

earth, surely man is the most miserable. But Hector shall not 

have you. It is enough for him, yea, it is too much that he 

should have the arms of Achilles."  

 

 
 

THE FIGHT FOR THE BODY OF PATROCLUS  

Then the horses moved from their place, and obeyed 

the driver as before; and Hector could not take them, though 

he greatly desired so to do.  

All this time the battle raged yet more and more 

fiercely about the body of Patroclus. At the last, when the 

Greeks were growing weary, and the Trojans pressed them 

more and more, Ajax said to Menelaüs, for these two had 

borne themselves more bravely in the battle than all the others: 

"See now if you can find Antilochus, Nestor's son, and bid him 

run and carry the news to Achilles that Patroclus is dead, and 

that the Greeks and Trojans are fighting over his body." So 

Menelaüs went, and found Antilochus on the left side of the 

battle. And he said to him: "I have bad news for you. You see 

that the Trojans prevail in the battle, to-day. And now 
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Patroclus lies dead. Run, therefore, to Achilles and tell him; 

maybe he can yet save the body; as for the arms, Hector has 

them."  

Antilochus was greatly troubled to hear the news; his 

eyes filled with tears, and he could not speak for grief. But he 

gave heed to the words of Menelaüs, and ran to tell Achilles 

what had happened.  

And Menelaüs went back to Ajax, where he had left 

him standing close by the body of Patroclus. And he said to 

him: "I have found Antilochus, and he is carrying the news to 

Achilles. Yet I doubt whether he will come to the battle, 

however great his anger may be and his grief, for he has no 

armour to cover him. Let us think, therefore, how we may best 

save the body of Patroclus from the Trojans."  

Ajax said: "Do you and Meriones run forward and lift 

up the body and carry it away." So Menelaüs and Meriones ran 

forward and lifted up the body. But when they would have 

carried it away, then the Trojans ran fiercely at them. So the 

battle raged; neither could the Greeks save the body, nor could 

the Trojans carry it away. Meanwhile Antilochus came to 

Achilles where he sat by the door of his tent. With a great fear 

in his heart he sat, for he saw that the Greeks fled and the 

Trojans pursued after them. Then said Nestor's son: "I bring 

bad news. Patroclus is dead, and Hector has his arms, but the 

Greeks and Trojans are fighting for his body."  

Then Achilles threw himself upon the ground, and took 

the dust in his hands, and poured it on his head, and tore his 

hair. And all the women wailed aloud. And Antilochus sat 

weeping; but while he wept he held the hands of Achilles, for 

he was afraid that in his anger he would do himself a mischief. 

But his mother heard his cry, where she sat in the depths of the 

sea, and came to him and laid her hand upon his head, and 

said: "Why do you weep, my son? Tell me; hide not the matter 

from me." Achilles answered: "All that you asked from Zeus, 

and that he promised to do, he has done: but what is the good? 

The man whom I loved above all others is dead, and Hector 

has my arms, for Patroclus was wearing them. As for me, I do 

not wish to live except to avenge myself upon him."  

Then said Thetis: "My son, do not speak so: do you not 

know that when Hector dies, the hour is near when you also 

must die?"  

Then Achilles cried in great anger: "I would that I 

could die this hour, for I sent my friend to his death; and I, 

who am better in battle than all the Greeks, could not help 

him. Cursed be the anger that sets men to strive with one 

another, as it made me strive with King Agamemnon. And as 

for my fate—what matters it? Let it come when it may, so that 

I may first have vengeance on Hector. Seek not, therefore, my 

mother, to keep me back from the battle."  

Thetis answered: "Be it so, my son: only you cannot go 

without arms, and these Hector has. But to-morrow I will go to 

Hephaestus, that he may make new arms for you."  

But while they talked, the Trojans pressed the Greeks 

still more and more, so that Ajax himself could no longer 

stand against them. Then truly they would have taken the body 

of Patroclus, had not Zeus sent Iris to Achilles with this 

message: "Rouse yourself, son of Peleus, or, surely, Patroclus 

will be a prey to the dogs of Troy." But Achilles said: "How 

shall I go? For I have no arms, nor do I know of any whose 

arms I could wear. I might shift with the shield of great Ajax; 

but this he is carrying, as is his custom, in the front of the 

battle.  

Then said Iris: "Go only to the trench and show 

yourself, for the Trojans will be swift and draw back, and the 

Greeks will have a breathing-space."  

So Achilles ran to the trench. And Athené put her great 

shield about his shoulders, and set as it were a circle of gold 

about his head, so that it shone like to a flame of fire. To the 

trench he went, but he obeyed the word of his mother, and did 

not mix in the battle. Only he shouted aloud, and his voice was 

as the voice of a trumpet. It was a terrible sound to hear, and 
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the hearts of the men of Troy were filled with fear. The very 

horses were frightened, and started aside, so that the chariots 

clashed together. Three times did Achilles shout across the 

trench, and three times did the Trojans fall back. Twelve 

chiefs perished that hour; some were wounded by their own 

spears, and some were trodden down by their own horses; for 

the whole army was overcome with fear, from the front ranks 

to the hindermost. Then the Greeks took up the body of 

Patroclus from the place where it lay, and put it on the bier, 

and carried it to the tent of Achilles, and Achilles himself 

walked by its side weeping. This had been a sad day, and to 

bring it sooner to an end Hera commanded the sun to set 

before his time. So did the Greeks rest from their labours.  

On the other side of the field, the Trojans held an 

assembly. And one of the elders stood up and said: "Let us not 

wait here for the morning. It was well for us to fight at the 

ships so long as Achilles was angry with King Agamemnon. 

But now this has ceased to be. To-morrow will he come back 

to the battle, the fiercer on account of his great grief, Patroclus 

being slain. Surely it will be an evil day for us, if we wait for 

his coming. Let us go back to the city, for its walls are high 

and its gates are strong, and the man who seeks to pass them 

will perish."  

But Hector said: "This is bad counsel. Shall we shut 

ourselves up in the city? Are not our goods wasted? Have we 

enough wherewith to feed the people? Nay; we will watch to-

night and to-morrow we will fight. And if Achilles comes to 

the battle, I will meet him, for the gods give victory now to 

one man and now to another."  

And the people clapped their hands, for they were 

foolish, and knew not what the morrow would bring forth.  

CHAPTER XXI 

THE MAKING OF THE ARMS 

Meanwhile there was a great mourning for Patroclus in 

the camp of the Greeks. And Achilles stood up in the midst of 

the people and said: "Truly the gods do not fulfil the thoughts 

of men. Did I not say to the father of Patroclus that I would 

return with him, bringing back our portion of the spoils of 

Troy? And now he is dead; nor shall I return to the house of 

Peleus my father, for I too must die in this land. But I care not, 

if only I may have vengeance upon Hector. Truly I will not 

bury Patroclus till I can bring the head and the arms of Hector 

with which to honour him." So they washed the body of 

Patroclus, and put ointment into the wounds, and laid it on a 

bed, and covered with a linen cloth from the head to the feet, 

putting over the linen cloth a white robe. And all night the 

Myrmidons made lamentations for him.  

Thetis went to the house of Hephaestus, who was the 

god of all who worked in gold and silver and iron. She found 

him busy at his work, for he was making cauldrons for the 

palace of the gods. They had golden wheels underneath them 

with which they could run of themselves into the chambers of 

the palace, and come back of themselves as might be wanted. 

The Lady Grace who was wife to Hephaestus saw Thetis, and 

caught her by the hand, and said: "O Goddess, whom we love 

and honour, what business brings you here? Gladly will we 

serve you." And she led her into the house, and set her on a 

chair that was adorned with silver studs, and put a stool under 

her feet. Then she called to her husband, saying: "Thetis is 

here, and wants something from you. Come quickly." He 

answered: "Truly there could be no guest more welcome than 

Thetis. When my mother cast me out from her house because I 

was lame, then Thetis and her sister received me in their house 

under the sea. Nine years I dwelt with them, yes, and 
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hammered many a trinket for them in a hollow cave that was 

close by. Truly I would give the price of my life to serve 

Thetis." Then he put away his tools, and washed himself, and 

took a staff in his hands and came into the house, and sat down 

upon a chair, and said: "Tell me all that is in your mind, for I 

will do all that you desire if only it can be done." Then Thetis 

told him of how her son Achilles had been put to shame by 

King Agamemnon, and of his anger, and of all that came to 

pass afterwards, and of how Patroclus had been slain in battle, 

and how the arms were lost. And having told this story, she 

said: "Make for my son Achilles, I pray you, a shield, and a 

helmet, and greaves for his legs, and a breastplate."  

"That will I do," answered Hephaestus, "I will make 

for him such arms as men will wonder at when they see them. 

Would that I could keep from him as easily the doom of 

death!"  

 

 
 

THETIS BRINGING THE ARMOUR TO ACHILLES  

So he went to his forge and turned the bellows to the 

fire, and bade them work, for they did not need a hand to work 

them. And he put copper and tin and gold and silver into the 

fire to make them soft, and set the anvil, and took the hammer 

in one hand and the tongs in the other.  

First he made a shield, great and strong, with a silver 

belt by which a man might hold it. On it he made an image of 

the earth and the sky and the sea, with the sun and the moon 

and all the stars. Also he made images of two cities; in one 

city there was peace, and in the other city there was war. In the 

city of peace they led a bride to the house of her husband with 

music and dancing, and the women stood in the door to see the 

show. And in another part of the same city the judges sat, to 

judge the case of a man who had been slain. One man said that 

he had paid the price of blood, for if one man slays another he 

must pay a price for him, and the other man said the price was 

not paid. Round about the city of war there was an army of 

besiegers and on the wall stood men defending it. Also the 

men of this same city had set an ambush by a river, at a place 

where the cattle came down to drink. And when the cattle 

came down the men that lay in ambush rose up quickly, and 

took them, and slew the herdsmen. And the army of the 

besiegers heard the cry, and rode on horses, and came quickly 

to the river and fought with the men who had taken the cattle. 

Also he made the image of one field in which men were 

ploughing, and of another in which reapers reaped the corn, 

and behind the reapers came boys who gathered the corn in 

their arms and bound it in sheaves; at the top of the field stood 

the master, glad at heart because the harvest was good. Also he 

made a vineyard, and through the vineyard there was a path, 

and along the path went young men and maids bearing baskets 

of grapes, and in the midst stood a boy holding a harp of gold, 

who sang a pleasant song. Also he made a herd of oxen going 

from the stalls to the pasture; and close by two lions had laid 

hold of a great bull and were devouring it, and the dogs stood 

far off and barked. A sheep-fold also he made, and a dance of 

men and maids; the men wore daggers of gold hanging from 

silver belts, and the maids had gold crowns round their heads. 

And round about the shield he made ocean like to a great river. 

Also he made a breastplate, and a great helmet with a ridge of 

gold, in which the plumes should be set, and greaves of tin for 

the legs. When he had finished all his work, he gave the shield 
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and the other things to Thetis. And she flew, swift as a hawk, 

to where her son abode by the ships. She found him lying on 

the ground, holding in his arms the body of Patroclus, weeping 

aloud, while his men lamented.  

The goddess stood in the midst, and caught her son by 

the hand and said: "Come now, let us leave the dead man; it 

was the will of the gods that he should die. But you must think 

about other things. Come now and take this gift from 

Hephaestus, armour beautiful exceedingly, such as man has 

never yet worn."  

And as she spoke, she cast the armour down at the feet 

of Achilles. It rattled loud as it fell, and shone so brightly that 

the eyes of the Myrmidons were dazzled by it. But Achilles 

took up the arms from the ground, glad at heart to see them, 

and said: "Mother, these indeed are such arms as can be made 

in heaven only. Gladly will I put them on for the battle. Yet 

one thing troubles me. I fear lest decay should come on the 

body of Patroclus, before I can do it such honour as I desire."  

But Thetis answered: "Let this not trouble you. I will 

keep the body from decay. But do you make peace with the 

king and prepare yourself for the battle." And she put precious 

things such as are known only in heaven into the nostrils of the 

dead man to keep him from decay.  

CHAPTER XXII 

THE QUARREL ENDED 

Achilles went along by the ships, shouting with a loud 

voice to the Greeks that they should come to the battle. And 

they all came; there was not a man left, even those who had 

been used to stay behind, the men who looked after the ships, 

and they who had the care of the food. They all followed when 

Achilles came back to the war. And the chiefs came to the 

assembly, some of them, as Diomed and Ulysses and King 

Agamemnon himself, leaning on their spears because their 

wounds were fresh.  

Achilles stood up and spoke: "It was a foolish thing, 

King Agamemnon, that we quarrelled about a girl. Many a 

Greek who is now dead had still been alive but for this, and 

the Trojans would not have profited by our loss. But let 

bygones be bygones. Here I make an end of my anger. Make 

haste, then, and call the Greeks to battle, and we will see 

whether the Trojans will fight by the ships or by their own 

walls."  

Then King Agamemnon answered from the place 

where he sat: "Listen, ye Greeks. You have blamed me for this 

quarrel; yet it was not I, but the Fury who turns the thoughts of 

men to madness, that brought it about. Nevertheless it is for 

me to make amends. And this I will do, giving thee all the gifts 

which Ulysses promised in my name. Stay here till my people 

bring them from the ships." Achilles said: "Give the gifts, O 

King, if you are pleased so to do, or keep them for yourself. 

There is one thing only I care for, to get to the battle without 

delay."  

Then said the wise Ulysses: "Achilles, do not make the 

Greeks fight before they have eaten, for the battle will be long, 

because the gods have put courage into the hearts of the 
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Trojans. A man who has not eaten cannot fight from morning 

to sunset, for his limbs grow weary, and he thinks about food 

and drink. Let us bid the people therefore disperse, and make 

ready a meal, and let King Agamemnon first send the gifts to 

your tent, and then let him make a feast, as is right when 

friends who have quarrelled make peace again." King 

Agamemnon answered: "You speak well, Ulysses. Do you 

yourself fetch the gifts, and my people shall make ready a 

feast." Achilles said: "How can I think of feasting when 

Patroclus lies dead? Let there be no delay, and let the Greeks 

sup well when they have driven the Trojans into their city. As 

for me, neither food nor drink shall pass my lips."  

But Ulysses answered: "You are by far stronger than I 

am, O son of Peleus, but I am older, and have seen many 

things. Ask not the Greeks to fast because of the dead. For 

men die every day, and every day would be a day of fasting. 

Rather let us bury our dead out of our sight, and mourn for 

them for a day, and then harden our hearts to forget. And let 

them who are left strengthen themselves with meat and drink, 

that they may fight the better."  

Then Ulysses went to the ships of King Agamemnon 

and fetched thence the gifts, and the cauldrons and the horses 

and the gold, and the women slaves, and chief of all the girl 

Briseïs, and he took them to the tent of Achilles. And when 

Briseïs saw Patroclus lying dead upon the couch, she beat her 

breast and her face and wailed aloud, for he had been gentle 

and good. And the other women wept with her, thinking each 

of her own troubles.  

When the King and the chiefs would have had Achilles 

feast with them he refused. "I will not eat or drink," he said, 

"till I have had vengeance. Often, O Patroclus, have you made 

ready the meal when we were going to battle, and now you lie 

dead. I had not grieved so much if my old father or my only 

son had died. Often have I said to myself: 'I, indeed shall die in 

this place, but Patroclus will go back and show my son all that 

was mine, goods and servants and palace.' "  

And as he wept the old men wept with him, thinking 

each of those whom he had left at home.  

Then the Greeks took their meal, the chiefs with King 

Agamemnon, and the others each with his own company. But 

Achilles sat fasting. Then Zeus said to Athené: "Do you not 

care for your dear Achilles? See how the other Greeks eat and 

drink, but he sits fasting." So Athené flew down from heaven, 

and poured heavenly food into the breast of Achilles that his 

strength might not fail for hunger. But he did not know what 

she did; only he felt the new strength in him. Then he armed 

himself with the arms which Thetis brought to him from 

Hephaestus, and took from its case the great Pelian spear 

which no man but he could wield. After this he climbed into 

his chariot, and he said to his horses: "Take care now, Bayard 

and Piebald, that you do not leave your master to-day, as you 

left Patroclus yesterday, dead on the field." Then Hera gave a 

voice to the horse Bayard, and he said: "It was not our fault, O 

Achilles, that Patroclus died. It was Apollo who slew him, but 

Hector had the glory. You too, some day, shall be slain by a 

god and a man." Achilles answered: "I know my doom, but I 

care not so that I may have vengeance on the Trojans."  
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CHAPTER XXIII 

THE BATTLE AT THE RIVER 

When the two armies were set in order against each 

other, Apollo said to Aeneas: "Aeneas, where are now your 

boastings that you would stand up against Achilles and fight 

with him?"  

Aeneas answered: "That, indeed, I said long ago in 

days that are past. Once I stood up against him; it was when he 

took the town of Lyrnessus. But he overcame me, and I fled 

before him, and but for my nimble feet I had been slain that 

day. Surely a god is with him, and makes his spear to fly so 

strongly and so straight."  

But Apollo answered: "But if he is the son of a 

goddess, so also are you; and, indeed, your mother is greater 

than his, for she is the child of Zeus, and Thetis is but a 

daughter of the Sea. Drive straight at him with your spear, and 

do not fear his fierce words and looks."  

So Aeneas came forth out of the press to meet Achilles. 

And Achilles said to him: "What mean you, Aeneas? do you 

think to slay me? Have the Trojans promised that they will 

have you for their king, or that they will give you a choice 

portion of land, ploughland and orchard, if only you can 

prevail over me? You will not find it an easy thing. Have you 

forgotten the day when you fled before me at Lyrnessus?"  

Aeneas said: "Son of Peleus, you will not frighten me 

with words, for I also am the son of a goddess. Come, let us 

try who is the better of us two."  

So he cast his spear, and it struck full on the shield of 

Achilles, and made so dreadful a sound that the hero himself 

was frightened. But the shield that a god had made was not to 

be broken by the spear of a mortal man. It pierced, indeed the 

first fold and the second, which were of bronze, but it was 

stopped by the third, which was of gold, and there were two 

more folds, and these of tin. Now Achilles threw his spear. 

Easily it pierced the shield of the Trojan, and though it did not 

wound him it came so near that he was deadly frightened. Yet 

he did not fly, for when Achilles drew his sword and rushed at 

him, he took up a great stone from the ground to throw at him. 

Nevertheless he would have been most certainly slain but for 

the help of the gods. For it was decreed that he and his 

children after him should reign in the time to come over the 

men of Troy. Therefore Poseidon himself, though for the most 

part he had no love for the Trojans, caught him up and carried 

him out of the battle; but first he took Achilles' spear out of the 

shield and laid it at the hero's feet. Much did he marvel to see 

it. "Here is a great wonder," he cried, "that I see with my eyes. 

My spear that I threw I see lying at my feet, but the man at 

whom I threw it I see not. Truly this Aeneas is dear to the 

gods."  

Then he rushed into the battle, slaying as he went. 

Hector would have met him, but Apollo said: "Fight not with 

Achilles, for he is stronger than you and will slay you." So 

Hector stood aside. Yet when he saw the youngest of his 

brothers slain before his eyes, he could bear it no longer and 

rushed to meet Achilles. Right glad was Achilles to see him, 

saying to himself: "The time is come; this is the man who 

killed Patroclus." And to Hector he said: "Come and taste of 

death." But Hector answered: "You will not frighten me with 

words, son of Peleus, for though one man be stronger than 

another, yet it is Zeus who gives the victory."  

Then he cast his spear, but Athené turned it aside with 

a breath. And when Achilles leapt upon him with a shout, then 

Apollo snatched him away. Three times did he leap at him, 

and three times he struck only the mist. The fourth time he 

cried with a terrible voice: "Dog, these four times you have 

escaped from death, but I shall meet you again when Apollo is 

not at hand to help you."  
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And now as the Trojans fled before Achilles, they 

came to the river Xanthus, and they leapt into it till it was full 

of horses and men. Achilles left his spear upon the bank and 

rushed into the water, having only his sword. And the Trojans 

were like to fishes in the sea when they fly from a dolphin—in 

rocks and shallows they hide themselves, but the great beast 

devours them apace. There was but one man of them all who 

dared to stand up against him. When Achilles saw him he said, 

"And who are you that dare to stand up against me?" And the 

man said, "I am the son of Axius, the river god, and I come 

from the land of Paeonia." And as he spoke he cast two spears, 

one with each hand, for he could use both hands alike. The one 

struck on the shield and pierced two folds, but was stayed in 

the third, as the spear of Aeneas had been; with the other he 

grazed the right hand of Achilles, so that the blood gushed 

forth. Then Achilles cast his spear but missed his aim, and the 

spear stood fast in the river bank. Then the other laid hold of it 

and tried to drag it forth. Three times he tried, but could not 

move it; the fourth time he tried to break it. But as he tried 

Achilles slew him. Yet he had this glory that he alone 

wounded the great Achilles.  

But Achilles had to fight not only with mortal men, but 

with the god of the river also. For when the god of the river 

saw that Achilles was slaying many both of the Trojans and of 

the allies, he took upon himself the form of a man, and said to 

Achilles: "Without doubt, O Achilles, you are the greatest 

warrior among all the sons of men; for not only are you 

stronger than all others, but the gods themselves help you and 

protect you. It may be that they have given you to destroy all 

the sons of Troy; nevertheless I require of you that you depart 

from me, and do that which you have to do upon the plain, for 

my streams are choked with the multitude of those whom you 

have slain, and I cannot pass to the sea."  

Achilles answered: "I would not do anything that 

displeases you. Nevertheless I will make no end of slaying the 

Trojans till they have made their way into the city, or till I 

have come face to face with Hector, and either slay him or be 

slain, as the gods may please."  

Then Achilles turned again to the Trojans and slew still 

more of them. Then the river rose up against Achilles with all 

his might, and beat upon his shield, so that he could not stand 

upon his feet. He caught hold, therefore, of a lime tree that 

grew upon the bank; but the tree broke away from its place 

with all its roots, and lay across the river and stopped it from 

flowing, for it had many branches. Then Achilles was afraid, 

and climbed out of the water, and ran across the plain; but the 

River still followed him, for it wished to hinder him from 

destroying the men of Troy. For the Trojans were dear to the 

River because they honoured him with sacrifices. And though 

he was very swift of foot, yet it overtook him, for, indeed, the 

gods are mightier than men; and when he tried to stand up 

against it, it rushed upon him with a great wave upon his 

shoulders, and bowed his knees under him. Then Achilles 

lifted up his hands to heaven and cried: "Will no one of the 

gods have pity upon me and help me? Surely it would be 

better that Hector should slay me, for he is the bravest of men. 

This were better than that I should perish miserably as a boy 

whom a storm sweeps away when he is herding his cattle on 

the plain."  

 

 
 

THE GODS DESCENDING TO BATTLE  
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But the River raged yet more and more and he called to 

another river his brother, for there were two that flowed across 

the plains of Troy, saying: "Brother, let us two stay the fury of 

this man, or he will surely destroy the city of Priam, which is 

dear to us. Fill your stream to the highest, and bring against 

him a great wave, with trunks of trees and bodies of men 

whom he has slain. So we will sweep him away, and his 

people will have no need to heap up a mound of earth over his 

bones, for we will cover him with sand."  

But when Hera saw this, she cried to the Fire-god, her 

son: "Come near and help us, and bring much fire with you, 

and burn the trees upon the bank of the river, yea, and the river 

itself."  

So the Fire-god lit a great fire. First it burnt all the dead 

bodies on the plain; next it burnt all the trees that were on the 

banks of the river, the limes and the willows and the 

tamarisks; also it burnt the water-plants that were in the river; 

the very fishes and eels it scorched, so that they twisted hither 

and thither in their pain. Then the River cried to the Fire-god: 

"Cease now from burning me; Achilles may do what he will 

with the Trojans. What do I care for mortal men?" So the Fire-

god ceased from burning him, and the river troubled Achilles 

no more.  

CHAPTER XXIV 

THE SLAYING OF HECTOR 

King Priam stood on a tower of the wall and saw how 

Achilles was driving the men of Troy before him, and his heart 

was much troubled within him, thinking how he could help his 

people. So he went down and spoke to those who kept the 

gates: "Keep now the wicket-gates open, holding them in your 

hand, that the people may enter by them, for they are flying 

before Achilles." So the keepers held the wicket-gates in their 

hands, and the people made haste to come in; they were 

wearied with toil and consumed with thirst, and Achilles 

followed close after them. And the Greeks would have taken 

the city of Troy that hour but that Apollo saved it, for the gates 

being open they could enter with the Trojans, whereas the 

gates being shut, the people were left to perish. And the way in 

which he saved the city was this. He put courage into the heart 

of Agenor, son to Antenor, standing also by him that he should 

not be slain. Agenor, therefore, stood thinking to himself: 

"Shall I flee with these others? Not so: for Achilles will 

overtake me, so swift of foot is he, and shall slay me, and I 

shall die the death of a coward. Or shall I flee across the plain 

to Mount Ida, and hide myself in the thicket, and come back to 

the city when it is dark? But if he see me, he will pursue me 

and overtake me. Shall I not rather stand here and meet him 

before the gates? For he too is a mortal man, and may be slain 

by the spear."  

Therefore he stood by the gates waiting for Achilles, 

for Apollo had given him courage. And when Achilles came 

near Agenor cast his spear, and struck his leg beneath the 

knee, but the greave turned the spear, so strong was it, having 

been made by a god. But when Achilles rushed at him to slay 

him, Apollo lifted him up from the ground and set him safe 

within the walls. And that the men of Troy might have time to 
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enter, the god took Agenor's shape and fled before Achilles, 

and Achilles pursued him. Meanwhile the Trojans flocked into 

the city through the wicket-gates, nor did they stay to ask who 

was safe and who was dead, so great was their fear and such 

their haste. Only Hector remained outside the city, in front of 

the great gates which were called the Scaean Gates. All the 

while Achilles was fiercely pursuing the false Agenor, till at 

last Apollo turned and spoke to him: "Why do you pursue me, 

swift-footed Achilles? Have you not yet found out that I am a 

god, and that all your fury is in vain? And now the Trojans are 

safe in the city, and you are here, far out of the way, seeking to 

kill one who cannot die."  

Achilles answered him in great anger: "You have done 

me a great wrong in this. Surely of all the gods you are the one 

who loves mischief most. If it had not been for this many 

Trojans more would have fallen; but you have saved your 

favourites and robbed me of great glory. Oh that I could take 

vengeance on you! truly you would have paid dearly for your 

cheat."  

Then he turned and ran towards the city, swift as a 

racehorse when it whirls a chariot across the plains. And his 

armour shone upon him as bright as Orion, which men call 

also the Dog, shines in the autumn, when the vintage is 

gathered, an evil light, bringing fevers to men. Old Priam saw 

him and groaned aloud, and stretched out his hands crying to 

Hector his son, where he stood before the gates waiting to 

fight with this terrible warrior:  

"O my son, wait not for this man, lest he kill you, for 

indeed he is stronger than you. I would that the gods had such 

love for him as I have. Soon would he be food for dogs and 

vultures. Of many sons has he bereaved me, but if he should 

bereave me of you, then would not I only and the mother who 

bore you mourn, but every man and woman in Troy. Come 

within the walls, my dear son, come, for you are the hope of 

the city. Come, lest an evil fate come upon me in my old age, 

that I should see my sons slain with the sword and my 

daughters carried into captivity, and the babes dashed upon the 

ground."  

So spoke old Priam, but he could not move the heart of 

his son. Then from the other side of the wall his mother, 

Queen Hecuba, cried to him. She wept aloud, and hoping that 

she might so persuade him, she laid bare her bosom, saying: 

"O Hector, my son, have pity on me. Think of the breast which 

in old days I gave you, when you were hungry, and stilled 

your crying. Come, I beseech you, inside the walls, and do not 

wait for him, or stand up in battle against him. For if he 

conquers you, then not only will you die, but dogs and vultures 

will eat your flesh far from here, by the ships of the Greeks."  

But all her prayers were in vain, for he was still 

minded to await the coming of Achilles, and stand up to him in 

battle. And as he waited many thoughts passed through his 

mind: "Woe is me, if I go within the walls! Will not they 

reproach me who gave me good advice which I would not 

hear, saying that I should bring the people within the walls, 

when the great Achilles roused himself to the battle? Would 

that I had done this thing! it had been far better for us; but now 

I have destroyed the people. I fear the sons and daughters of 

Troy, lest they should say: 'Hector trusted in his strength, and 

he has brought the people whom he should have saved to 

harm.' It would be far better for me to stay here and meet the 

great Achilles, and either slay him, or, if it must be so, be slain 

by him. Or shall I lay down my shield and take off my helmet 

and lean my spear against the wall, and go meet him and say: 

'We will give back the Fair Helen and all the riches which 

Paris carried off with her; also we will give all the precious 

things that there are in the city that the Greeks may divide 

them among themselves, taking an oath that we are keeping 

nothing back, if only you will leave us in peace'? But this is 

idle talk. He will have neither shame nor pity, and will slay me 

as I stand without defence before him. No: it is better far to 

meet in arms and see whether Zeus will give the victory to him 

or to me."  
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These were the things which Hector thought in his 

heart. And Achilles came near, shaking over his right shoulder 

the great Pelian spear, and the flashing of his arms was like to 

fire or to the sun when it rises. But Hector trembled when he 

saw him, and his heart failed him so that he turned his back 

and fled. Fast he fled from the place where he stood by the 

great Scaean Gate, and fast did Achilles pursue him, just as a 

hawk, which is more swift than all other birds, pursues a dove 

among the hills. The two ran past the watch-tower, and past 

the wild fig tree, along the wagon-road which ran round the 

walls, till they came to the springs from which the river rises. 

Two springs there were, one hot as though it had been heated 

with fire, and the other cold, cold as ice or snow, even in the 

summer. There were two basins of stone in which the 

daughters of Troy had been used to wash their garments; but 

that was in the old days, when there was peace, before the 

Greeks came to the land. Past the springs they ran; it was no 

race which men run for some prize, a sheep, maybe, or an ox-

hide shield. Rather the prize was the life of Hector. So they ran 

round the city, and the Trojans on the wall and the Greeks 

upon the plain looked on. And the gods looked on as they sat 

in their palace on the top of Olympus. And Zeus said:  

"Now this is a piteous thing which I see. My heart is 

grieved for Hector—Hector, who has never failed to honour 

me and the other gods with sacrifice. See how the great 

Achilles is pursuing him! Come, let us take counsel together. 

Shall we save him from death, or shall we let him fall by the 

spear of Achilles?"  

Athené said: "What is this that you purpose? Will you 

save a man whom the fates appoint to die? Do this, if you will, 

but the other gods do not approve."  

Then said Zeus: "This is a thing that I hate; but be it as 

you will." All this time Hector still fled, and Achilles still 

pursued. Hector sought for shelter in the walls, and Achilles 

ever drove him towards the plain. Just as in a dream, when one 

seems to fly and another seems to pursue, and the first cannot 

escape, neither can the second overtake, so these two ran. Yet 

Apollo helped Hector, giving strength to his knees, else he had 

not held out against Achilles, than whom there was no faster 

runner among the sons of men. Three times did they run round 

the city, but when they came for the fourth time to the springs 

Athené lighted from the air close to Achilles and said: "This is 

your day of glory, for you shall slay Hector, though he be a 

mighty warrior. It is his doom to die, and Apollo's self shall 

not save him. Stand here and take a breath, and I will make 

him meet you."  

So Achilles stood leaning on his spear. And Athené 

took the shape of Deïphobus, and came near to Hector and 

said to him: "My brother, Achilles presses you hard; but come, 

we two will stand up against him." Hector answered, "O 

Deïphobus, I have always loved you above all my brothers, 

and now I love you still more, for you only have come to my 

help, while they remain within the walls." Then said 

Deïphobus: "Much did my father and my mother and my 

comrades entreat me to stay within the walls, but I would not, 

for I could not bear to leave you alone. Come, therefore, let us 

fight this man together, and see whether he will carry our 

spoils to the ships or we shall slay him here."  

Then Hector said to Achilles: "Three times have you 

pursued me round the walls, and I dared not stand against you, 

but now I fear you no more. Only let us make this covenant. If 

Zeus gives me the victory to-day, I will give back your body to 

the Greeks, only I will keep your arms: do you, therefore, 

promise to do the same with me?"  

Achilles frowned at him and said: "Hector, talk not of 

covenants to me. Men and lions make no oaths to each other, 

neither is there any agreement between wolves and sheep. 

Make no delay; let us fight together, that I may have 

vengeance for the blood of all my comrades whom thou hast 

slain, and especially of Patroclus, the man whom I loved 

beyond all others."  
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Then he threw the great spear, but Hector saw it 

coming and avoided it, crouching down so that the spear flew 

over his head and fixed itself in the ground. But Athené 

snatched it up and gave it back to Achilles; but this Hector did 

not see. Then said Hector to Achilles: "You have missed your 

aim, Achilles. Now see whether I have not a truer aim." Then 

he cast his spear, and the aim, indeed, was true, for it struck 

upon the shield; it struck, but it bounded far away. Then he 

cried to Deïphobus: "Give me another spear;" but lo! 

Deïphobus was gone. Then he knew that his end was come, 

and he said to himself: "The gods have brought my doom upon 

me. I thought that Deïphobus was with me; but he is behind 

the walls, and this was but a cheat with which Athené cheated 

me. Nevertheless, if I must die, let me at least die in the doing 

of such a deed as men shall remember in the years to come."  

So he spoke, and drew his great sword, and rushed 

upon Achilles as an eagle rushes down from the clouds upon 

its prey. But never a blow did he deal; for Achilles ran to meet 

him, holding his shield before him and the plumes of his 

helmet streamed behind him as he ran, and the point of his 

spear was as bright as the evening star. For a moment he 

doubted where he should drive it home, for the armour of 

Patroclus which Hector wore guarded him well. But a spot 

there was, where the stroke of spear or sword is deadliest, by 

the collar-bone where the neck joins the shoulder. There he 

drove in the spear, and the point stood out behind the neck, 

and Hector fell in the dust. Then Achilles cried aloud: "Hector, 

you thought not of me when you slew Patroclus and spoiled 

him of his arms. But now you have fallen, and the dogs and 

vultures shall eat your flesh, but to him the Greeks will give 

honourable burial."  

But Hector said, his voice now growing faint: "O 

Achilles, I entreat you, by all that you hold dear, to give my 

body to my father and mother that they may duly bury it. 

Large ransoms will they pay of gold and silver and bronze."  

"Speak not to me of ransom," said Achilles. "Priam 

shall not buy thee back, no, not for your weight in gold."  

Then Hector said: "I know you well, what manner of 

man you are, and that the heart in your breast is of iron. Only 

beware lest the anger of the gods come upon you for such 

deeds in the days when Paris and Apollo shall slay you hard 

by these very gates."  

So speaking, he died. And Achilles said: "Die, dog that 

you are; but my doom I will meet when it shall please the gods 

to send it."  

 
 

ANDROMACHE FAINTING ON THE WALL  

Then did Achilles devise a cruel thing. He pierced the 

ankle-bones of the dead man, and fastened the body with 

thongs of ox-hide to the chariot, and so dragged it to the ships.  

Now Andromaché knew nothing of what had come to 

pass. She sat in her house weaving a great mantle, 

embroidered with flowers. And she bade her maidens make 

ready the bath for Hector, when he should come back from the 

battle, knowing not that he would never need it any more. 

Then there rose a great wailing from the walls, and she rose up 
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from her weaving in great haste, and dropped the shuttle from 

her hands and said to the maids: "Come now, I must see what 

has happened, for I fear that some evil has come to the men of 

Troy. Maybe Hector is in danger, for he is always bold, and 

will fight in the front."  

Then she ran along the street to the walls like a 

madwoman. And when she came to the walls she looked, and 

lo! the horses of Achilles were dragging the body of Hector to 

the ships. Then a sudden darkness came upon her, and she fell 

to the ground as though she were dead.  

CHAPTER XXV 

THE RANSOMING OF HECTOR 

The Greeks made a great mourning for Patroclus, and 

paid due honours to him, the body of Hector was shamefully 

treated, for Achilles caused it to be dragged daily about the 

tomb of his friend. Then Zeus sent for Thetis and said to her: 

"Go to the camp, and bid your son give up the body of Hector 

for ransom; it angers me to see him do dishonour to the dead."  

 

 
 

HECTOR'S BODY DRAGGED AT THE CHARIOT OF ACHILLES  

So Thetis went to the tent of Achilles and found him 

weeping softly for his friend, for the strength of his sorrow 

was now spent. And she said to him: "It is the will of Zeus that 

you give up the body of Hector for ransom." And he said: "Let 

it be so, if the gods will have it."  

Then, again, Zeus sent Iris his messenger to King 

Priam, where he sat in his palace with his face wrapped in his 

mantle, and his sons weeping round him, and his daughter and 

his daughters-in-law wailing in their chambers of the palace. 

Iris said to him: "Be of good cheer; I come from Zeus. He bids 

you take precious gifts wherewith to buy back the body of 

Hector from Achilles. Nor will Achilles refuse to give it up."  

So Priam rose from his place with gladness in his heart. 

Nor would he listen to the Queen when she would have kept 

him back.  

"I have heard the voice of the messenger of Zeus, and I 

will go. And if I die, what do I care? Let Achilles slay me, so 

that I hold the body of my son once more in my arms."  

Then he caused precious things to be put into a wagon, 

mantles which had never been washed, and rugs, and cloaks, 

twelve of each, and ten talents of gold, and cauldrons and 

basins, and a great cup of gold which the Thracians had given 

him. Nothing of his treasures did he spare if only he might buy 

back his son. Then he bade his sons yoke the mules to the 

wagon. With many bitter words did he speak to them; they 

were cowards, he said, an evil brood, speakers of lying words, 

and mighty only to drink wine. But they did not answer him. 

Then Priam himself yoked the horses to the chariot, the herald 

helping. But before he went he poured out wine to Zeus, and 

prayed, saying: "Hear me, O Father, and cause Achilles to pity 

me; give me also a lucky sign that I may go on this business 

with a good heart."  

So Zeus sent an eagle, a mighty bird, and it flew with 

wings outstretched over the city, on the right hand of the King.  

Then the King passed out of the gates. Before him the 

mules drew the wagon; these the herald drove. But Priam 

himself drove his horses. Then said Zeus to Hermes: "Go, 
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guide the King, so that none of the Greeks may see him before 

he comes to the tent of Achilles." So Hermes fastened on his 

feet the winged sandals with which he flies, and he flew till he 

came to the plain of Troy. And when the wagon and the 

chariot were close to the tomb of Ilus, the herald spied a man 

(for Hermes had taken the shape of a man), and said to the 

King: "What shall we do? I see a man. Shall we flee, or shall 

we beg him to have mercy on us?" And the King was greatly 

troubled. But Hermes came near and said: "Whither do you go 

in the darkness with these horses and mules? Have you no fear 

of the Greeks? If any one should spy all this wealth, what 

then? You are old, and could scarcely defend yourselves. But 

be of good cheer; I will protect you, for you are like to my 

own dear father."  

Priam answered: "Happy is he to have such a son. 

Surely the gods are with me, that I have met such a one as 

you."  

Then said Hermes: "Tell me true; are you sending 

away these treasures for safe keeping, fearing that the city will 

be taken now that Hector is dead?"  

Priam answered: "Who are you that you speak of 

Hector?"  

Hermes said: "I am a Myrmidon, one of the people of 

Achilles, and often have I seen your son in the front of the 

battle."  

Then the King asked him: "Is the body of Hector yet 

whole, or have the dogs and the vultures devoured it?"  

Hermes answered: "It is whole, and without blemish, 

as fresh as when he died. Surely the gods love him, even 

though he be dead."  

Then King Priam would have had the young man take 

a gift; but Hermes said: "I will take no gift unknown to my 

master. So to do would be wrong to him. But I will guide you 

to his tent, if you would go thither."  

So he leapt into the chariot and took the reins. And 

when they came to the trench, where the sentinels were at their 

meal, Hermes caused a deep sleep to fall on them, and he 

opened the gate, and brought in the King with his treasures. 

And when they were at the tent of Achilles, the young man 

said: "I am Hermes, whom Father Zeus sent to be your guide. 

Go in and clasp him about the knees, and entreat him to have 

pity upon you." And he vanished out of his sight.  

Then Priam went to the tent, where Achilles, who had 

just ended his meal, sat at the table, and caught his knees and 

kissed his hands, yea, the very hands which had slain so many 

of his sons. He said: "Have pity on me, O Achilles, thinking of 

your own father. He is old as I am, yet it goes well with him, 

so long as he knows that you are alive, for he hopes to see you 

coming back from the land of Troy. But as for me, I am 

altogether miserable. Many sons have I lost, and now the best 

of them all is dead, and lo! I kiss the hands which slew him."  

Then the heart of Achilles was moved with pity and he 

wept, thinking now of his own father and now of the dead 

Patroclus. At last he stood up from his seat and said: "How did 

you dare to come to my tent, old man? Surely you must have a 

heart of iron. But come, sit and eat and drink; for this a man 

must do, for all the sorrows that come upon him."  

But the King said: "Ask me not to eat and drink while 

my son lies unburied and without honour. Rather take the gifts 

which I have brought, with which to ransom him."  

But Achilles frowned and said: "Vex me not; I am 

minded to give back the body of Hector, but let me go my own 

way." Then Priam held his peace, for he feared to rouse the 

anger of Achilles. Then Achilles went forth from the tent, and 

two companions with him. First they took the gifts from the 

wagon; only they left two cloaks and a tunic wherewith to 

cover the dead. And Achilles bade the women wash and anoint 

the body, only that they should do this apart from the tent, lest 

Priam should see his son, and lament aloud when the body was 
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washed and anointed, Achilles himself lifted it in his arms, and 

put it on a litter, and his comrades put the litter in the wagon.  

When all was finished, Achilles groaned and cried to 

his dead friend, saying: "Be not angry, O Patroclus, that I have 

given the body of Hector to his father. He has given a noble 

ransom, and of this you shall have your share as is meet."  

Then he went back to his tent and said: "Your son, old 

man, is ransomed, and to-morrow shall you see him and take 

him back to Troy. But now let us eat and drink." And this they 

did. But when this had ended, they sat and looked at each 

other, and Achilles wondered at King Priam, so noble was he 

to behold, and Priam wondered to see how strong and how fair 

was Achilles.  

Then Priam said: "Let me sleep, Achilles, for I have 

not slept since my son was slain." So they made up for him a 

bed, but not in the tent, lest, perhaps, one of the chiefs should 

come in and see him. But before he slept the King said: "Let 

there be a truce for nine days between the Greeks and the 

Trojans, that we may bury Hector." And Achilles said: "It shall 

be so; I will stay the war for so long."  

But when the King slept, Hermes came again to him 

and said: "Do you sleep among your enemies, O Priam? 

Awake and depart, for although Achilles has taken ransom for 

Hector, what would not your sons have to pay for you if the 

Greeks should find you in the camp?"  

Then the old man rose up. And the wise herald yoked 

the mules to the wagon and the horses to the chariot. And they 

passed through the camp of the Greeks, no man knowing, and 

came safe to the city of Troy.  

On the ninth day the King and his people made a great 

burying for Hector, such as had never been seen in the land of 

Troy.  

CHAPTER XXVI 

THE END OF TROY 

After these things came Memnon, a black warrior, who 

men said was the son of Morning. He slew Antilochus, son of 

Nestor, and was himself slain by Achilles. Not many days 

afterwards Achilles himself was slain near the Scaean Gates. It 

was by an arrow from the bow of Paris that he was killed, but 

the arrow was guided by Apollo.  

Yet Troy was not taken. Then Helenus, the seer, 

having been taken prisoner by Ulysses, said: "You cannot take 

the city till you bring the man who has the arrows of 

Hercules." So they fetched the man, and he killed many 

Trojans with the arrows, and among them Paris, who was the 

cause of all this trouble.  

Last of all the Greeks devised this plan. Some of the 

bravest of the chiefs hid themselves in a great horse of wood, 

and the rest made a pretence of going away, but went no 

further than to an island hard by. And when the Trojans had 

dragged the horse into the city, thinking it was an offering to 

the gods of the city, the chiefs let themselves out of it by night, 

and the other Greeks having come back, took the city in the 

tenth year from the beginning of the siege.  

 


