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THE RAGE OF ACHILLES

HOMER

Thus, then, did the Achaeans arm by their ships round you, O son of Peleus, who were hungering for battle; while the Trojans over against them armed upon the rise of the plain.

Meanwhile Jove from the top of many-delled Olympus, bade Themis gather the gods in council, whereon she went about and called them to the house of Jove. There was not a river absent except Oceanus, nor a single one of the nymphs that haunt fair groves, or springs of rivers and meadows of green grass. When they reached the house of cloud-compelling Jove, they took their seats in the arcades of polished marble which Vulcan with his consummate skill had made for father Jove.

In such wise, therefore, did they gather in the house of Jove. Neptune also, lord of the earthquake, obeyed the call of the goddess, and came up out of the sea to join them. There, sitting in the midst of them, he asked what Jove’s purpose might be. “Why,” said he, “wielder of the lightning, have you called the gods in council? Are you considering some matter that concerns the Trojans and Achaeans- for the blaze of battle is on the point of being kindled between them?”

And Jove answered, “You know my purpose, shaker of earth, and wherefore I have called you hither. I take thought for them even in their destruction. For my own part I shall stay here seated on Mt. Olympus and look on in peace, but do you others go about among Trojans and Achaeans, and help either side as you may be severally disposed. If Achilles fights the Trojans without hindrance they will make no stand against him; they have ever trembled at the sight of him, and now that he is roused to such fury about his comrade, he will override fate itself and storm their city.”

Thus spoke Jove and gave the word for war, whereon the gods took their several sides and went into battle. Juno, Pallas Minerva, earth-encircling Neptune, Mercury bringer of good luck and excellent in all cunning-all these joined the host that came from the ships; with them also came Vulcan in all his glory, limping, but yet with his thin legs plying lustily under him. Mars of gleaming helmet joined the Trojans, and with him Apollo of locks unshorn, and the archer goddess Diana, Leto, Xanthus, and laughter-loving Venus.

So long as the gods held themselves aloof from mortal warriors the Achaeans were triumphant, for Achilles who had long refused to fight was now with them. There was not a Trojan but his limbs failed him for fear as he beheld the fleet son of Peleus all glorious in his armour, and looking like Mars himself. When, however, the Olympians came to take their part among men, forthwith uprose strong Strife, rouser of hosts, and Minerva raised her loud voice, now standing by the deep trench that ran outside the wall, and now shouting with all her might upon the shore of the sounding sea. Mars also bellowed out upon the other side, dark as some black thunder-cloud, and called on the Trojans at the top of his voice, now from the acropolis, and now speeding up the side of the river Simois till he came to the hill Callicolone.

Thus did the gods spur on both hosts to fight, and rouse fierce contention also among themselves. The sire of gods and men thundered from heaven above, while from beneath Neptune shook the vast earth, and bade the high hills tremble. The spurs and crests of many-fountained Ida quaked, as also the city of the Trojans and the ships of the Achaeans. Hades, king of the realms below, was struck with fear; he sprang panic-stricken from his throne and cried aloud in terror lest Neptune, lord of the earthquake, should crack the ground over his head, and lay bare his mouldy mansions to the sight of mortals and immortals-mansions so ghastly grim that even the gods shudder to think of them. Such was the uproar as the gods came together in battle. Apollo with his arrows took his stand to face King Neptune, while Minerva took hers against the god of war; the archer-goddess Diana with her golden arrows, sister of far-darting Apollo, stood to face Juno; Mercury the lusty bringer of good luck faced Leto, while the mighty eddying river whom men can Scamander, but gods Xanthus, matched himself against Vulcan.

The gods, then, were thus ranged against one another. But the heart of Achilles was set on meeting Hector son of Priam, for it was with his blood that he longed above all things else to glut the stubborn lord of battle. Meanwhile Apollo set Aeneas on to attack the son of Peleus, and put courage into his heart, speaking with the voice of Lycaon son of Priam. In his likeness therefore, he said to Aeneas, “Aeneas, counsellor of the Trojans, where are now the brave words with which you vaunted over your wine before the Trojan princes, saying that you would fight Achilles son of Peleus in single combat?”

And Aeneas answered, “Why do you thus bid me fight the proud son of Peleus, when I am in no mind to do so? Were I to face him now, it would not be for the first time. His spear has already put me to Right from Ida, when he attacked our cattle and sacked Lyrnessus and Pedasus; Jove indeed saved me in that he vouchsafed me strength to fly, else had the fallen by the hands of Achilles and Minerva, who went before him to protect him and urged him to fall upon the Lelegae and Trojans. No man may fight Achilles, for one of the gods is always with him as his guardian angel, and even were it not so, his weapon flies ever straight, and fails not to pierce the flesh of him who is against him; if heaven would let me fight him on even terms he should not soon overcome me, though he boasts that he is made of bronze.”

Then said King Apollo, son to Jove, “Nay, hero, pray to the ever-living gods, for men say that you were born of Jove’s daughter Venus, whereas Achilles is son to a goddess of inferior rank. Venus is child to Jove, while Thetis is but daughter to the old man of the sea. Bring, therefore, your spear to bear upon him, and let him not scare you with his taunts and menaces.”

As he spoke he put courage into the heart of the shepherd of his people, and he strode in full armour among the ranks of the foremost fighters. Nor did the son of Anchises escape the notice of white-armed Juno, as he went forth into the throng to meet Achilles. She called the gods about her, and said, “Look to it, you two, Neptune and Minerva, and consider how this shall be; Phoebus Apollo has been sending Aeneas clad in full armour to fight Achilles. Shall we turn him back at once, or shall one of us stand by Achilles and endow him with strength so that his heart fail not, and he may learn that the chiefs of the immortals are on his side, while the others who have all along been defending the Trojans are but vain helpers? Let us all come down from Olympus and join in the fight, that this day he may take no hurt at the hands of the Trojans. Hereafter let him suffer whatever fate may have spun out for him when he was begotten and his mother bore him. If Achilles be not thus assured by the voice of a god, he may come to fear presently when one of us meets him in battle, for the gods are terrible if they are seen face to face.”

Neptune lord of the earthquake answered her saying, “Juno, restrain your fury; it is not well; I am not in favour of forcing the other gods to fight us, for the advantage is too greatly on our own side; let us take our places on some hill out of the beaten track, and let mortals fight it out among themselves. If Mars or Phoebus Apollo begin fighting, or keep Achilles in check so that he cannot fight, we too, will at once raise the cry of battle, and in that case they will soon leave the field and go back vanquished to Olympus among the other gods.”

With these words the dark-haired god led the way to the high earth-barrow of Hercules, built round solid masonry, and made by the Trojans and Pallas Minerva for him fly to when the sea-monster was chasing him from the shore on to the plain. Here Neptune and those that were with him took their seats, wrapped in a thick cloud of darkness; but the other gods seated themselves on the brow of Callicolone round you, O Phoebus, and Mars the waster of cities.

Thus did the gods sit apart and form their plans, but neither side was willing to begin battle with the other, and Jove from his seat on high was in command over them all. Meanwhile the whole plain was alive with men and horses, and blazing with the gleam of armour. The earth rang again under the tramp of their feet as they rushed towards each other, and two champions, by far the foremost of them all, met between the hosts to fight- to wit, Aeneas son of Anchises, and noble Achilles.

Aeneas was first to stride forward in attack, his doughty helmet tossing defiance as he came on. He held his strong shield before his breast, and brandished his bronze spear. The son of Peleus from the other side sprang forth to meet him, fike some fierce lion that the whole country-side has met to hunt and kill- at first he bodes no ill, but when some daring youth has struck him with a spear, he crouches openmouthed, his jaws foam, he roars with fury, he lashes his tail from side to side about his ribs and loins, and glares as he springs straight before him, to find out whether he is to slay, or be slain among the foremost of his foes- even with such fury did Achilles bum to spring upon Aeneas.

When they were now close up with one another Achilles was first to speak. “Aeneas,” said he, “why do you stand thus out before the host to fight me? Is it that you hope to reign over the Trojans in the seat of Priam? Nay, though you kill me Priam will not hand his kingdom over to you. He is a man of sound judgement, and he has sons of his own. Or have the Trojans been allotting you a demesne of passing richness, fair with orchard lawns and corn lands, if you should slay me? This you shall hardly do. I have discomfited you once already. Have you forgotten how when you were alone I chased you from your herds helter-skelter down the slopes of Ida? You did not turn round to look behind you; you took refuge in Lyrnessus, but I attacked the city, and with the help of Minerva and father Jove I sacked it and carried its women into captivity, though Jove and the other gods rescued you. you think they will protect you now, but they will not do so; therefore I say go back into the host, and do not face me, or you will rue it. Even a fool may be wise after the event.”

Then Aeneas answered, “Son of Peleus, think not that your words can scare me as though I were a child. I too, if I will, can brag and talk unseemly. We know one another’s race and parentage as matters of common fame, though neither have you ever seen my parents nor I yours. Men say that you are son to noble Peleus, and that your mother is Thetis, fair-haired daughter of the sea. I have noble Anchises for my father, and Venus for my mother; the parents of one or other of us shall this day mourn a son, for it will be more than silly talk that shall part us when the fight is over. Learn, then, my lineage if you will- and it is known to many.

“In the beginning Dardanus was the son of Jove, and founded Dardania, for llius was not yet stablished on the plain for men to dwell in, and her people still abode on the spurs of many-fountained Ida. Dardanus had a son, king Erichthonius, who was wealthiest of all men living; he had three thousand mares that fed by the water-meadows, they and their foals with them. Boreas was enamoured of them as they were feeding, and covered them in the semblance of a dark-maned stallion. Twelve filly foals did they conceive and bear him, and these, as they sped over the rich plain, would go bounding on over the ripe ears of corn and not break them; or again when they would disport themselves on the broad back of Ocean they could gallop on the crest of a breaker.

Erichthonius begat Tros, king of the Trojans, and Tros had three noble sons, llus, Assaracus, and Ganymede who was comeliest of mortal men; wherefore the gods carried him off to be Jove’s cupbearer, for his beauty’s sake, that he might dwell among the immortals. llus begat Laomedon, and Laomedon begat Tithonus, Priam, Lampus, Clytius, and Hiketaon of the stock of Mars. But Assaracus was father to Capys, and Capys to Anchises, who was my father, while Hector is son to Priam.

“Such do I declare my blood and lineage, but as for valour, Jove gives it or takes it as he will, for he is lord of all. And now let there be no more of this prating in mid-battle as though we were children. We could fling taunts without end at one another; a hundred-oared galley would not hold them. The tongue can run all whithers and talk all wise; it can go here and there, and as a man says, so shall he be gainsaid. What is the use of our bandying hard like women who when they fall foul of one another go out and wrangle in the streets, one half true and the other lies, as rage inspires them? No words of yours shall turn me now that I am fain to fight- therefore let us make trial of one another with our spears.”

As he spoke he drove his spear at the great and terrible shield of Achilles, which rang out as the point struck it. The son of Peleus held the shield before him with his strong hand, and he was afraid, for he deemed that Aeneas’s spear would go through it quite easily, not reflecting that the god’s glorious gifts were little likely to yield before the blows of mortal men; and indeed Aeneas’s spear did not pierce the shield, for the layer of gold, gift of the god, stayed the point. It went through two layers, but the god had made the shield in five, two of bronze, the two innermost ones of tin, and one of gold; it was in this that the spear was stayed.

Achilles in his turn threw, and struck the round shield of Aeneas at the very edge, where the bronze was thinnest; the spear of Pelian ash went clean through, and the shield rang under the blow; Aeneas was afraid, and crouched backwards, holding the shield away from him; the spear, however, flew over his back, and stuck quivering in the ground, after having gone through both circles of the sheltering shield. Aeneas though he had avoided the spear, stood still, blinded with fear and grief because the weapon had gone so near him; then Achilles sprang furiously upon him, with a cry as of death and with his keen blade drawn, and Aeneas seized a great stone, so huge that two men, as men now are, would be unable to lift it, but Aeneas wielded it quite easily.

Aeneas would then have struck Achilles as he was springing towards him, either on the helmet, or on the shield that covered him, and Achilles would have closed with him and despatched him with his sword, had not Neptune lord of the earthquake been quick to mark, and said forthwith to the immortals, “Alas, I am sorry for great Aeneas, who will now go down to the house of Hades, vanquished by the son of Peleus. Fool that he was to give ear to the counsel of Apollo. Apollo will never save him from destruction. Why should this man suffer when he is guiltless, to no purpose, and in another’s quarrel? Has he not at all times offered acceptable sacrifice to the gods that dwell in heaven? Let us then snatch him from death’s jaws, lest the son of Saturn be angry should Achilles slay him. It is fated, moreover, that he should escape, and that the race of Dardanus, whom Jove loved above all the sons born to him of mortal women, shall not perish utterly without seed or sign. For now indeed has Jove hated the blood of Priam, while Aeneas shall reign over the Trojans, he and his children’s children that shall be born hereafter.”

Then answered Juno, “Earth-shaker, look to this matter yourself, and consider concerning Aeneas, whether you will save him, or suffer him, brave though he be, to fall by the hand of Achilles son of Peleus. For of a truth we two, I and Pallas Minerva, have sworn full many a time before all the immortals, that never would we shield Trojans from destruction, not even when all Troy is burning in the flames that the Achaeans shall kindle.”

When earth-encircling Neptune heard this he went into the battle amid the clash of spears, and came to the place where Achilles and Aeneas were. Forthwith he shed a darkness before the eyes of the son of Peleus, drew the bronze-headed ashen spear from the shield of Aeneas, and laid it at the feet of Achilles. Then he lifted Aeneas on high from off the earth and hurried him away. Over the heads of many a band of warriors both horse and foot did he soar as the god’s hand sped him, till he came to the very fringe of the battle where the Cauconians were arming themselves for fight. Neptune, shaker of the earth, then came near to him and said, Aeneas, what god has egged you on to this folly in fighting the son of Peleus, who is both a mightier man of valour and more beloved of heaven than you are? Give way before him whensoever you meet him, lest you go down to the house of Hades even though fate would have it otherwise. When Achilles is dead you may then fight among the foremost undaunted, for none other of the Achaeans shall slay you.”

The god left him when he had given him these instructions, and at once removed the darkness from before the eyes of Achilles, who opened them wide indeed and said in great anger, “Alas! what marvel am I now beholding? Here is my spear upon the ground, but I see not him whom I meant to kill when I hurled it. Of a truth Aeneas also must be under heaven’s protection, although I had thought his boasting was idle. Let him go hang; he will be in no mood to fight me further, seeing how narrowly he has missed being killed. I will now give my orders to the Danaans and attack some other of the Trojans.”

He sprang forward along the line and cheered his men on as he did so. “Let not the Trojans,” he cried, “keep you at arm’s length, Achaeans, but go for them and fight them man for man. However valiant I may be, I cannot give chase to so many and fight all of them. Even Mars, who is an immortal, or Minerva, would shrink from flinging himself into the jaws of such a fight and laying about him; nevertheless, so far as in me lies I will show no slackness of hand or foot nor want of endurance, not even for a moment; I will utterly break their ranks, and woe to the Trojan who shall venture within reach of my spear.”

Thus did he exhort them. Meanwhile Hector called upon the Trojans and declared that he would fight Achilles. “Be not afraid, proud Trojans,” said he, “to face the son of Peleus; I could fight gods myself if the battle were one of words only, but they would be more than a match for me, if we had to use our spears. Even so the deed of Achilles will fall somewhat short of his word; he will do in part, and the other part he will clip short. I will go up against him though his hands be as fire- though his hands be fire and his strength iron.”

Thus urged the Trojans lifted up their spears against the Achaeans, and raised the cry of battle as they flung themselves into the midst of their ranks. But Phoebus Apollo came up to Hector and said, “Hector, on no account must you challenge Achilles to single combat; keep a lookout for him while you are under cover of the others and away from the thick of the fight, otherwise he will either hit you with a spear or cut you down at close quarters.”

Thus he spoke, and Hector drew back within the crowd, for he was afraid when he heard what the god had said to him. Achilles then sprang upon the Trojans with a terrible cry, clothed in valour as with a garment. First he killed Iphition son of Otrynteus, a leader of much people whom a naiad nymph had borne to Otrynteus waster of cities, in the land of Hyde under the snowy heights of Mt. Tmolus. Achilles struck him full on the head as he was coming on towards him, and split it clean in two; whereon he fell heavily to the ground and Achilles vaunted over him saying, “You he low, son of Otrynteus, mighty hero; your death is here, but your lineage is on the Gygaean lake where your father’s estate lies, by Hyllus, rich in fish, and the eddying waters of Hermus.”

Thus did he vaunt, but darkness closed the eyes of the other. The chariots of the Achaeans cut him up as their wheels passed over him in the front of the battle, and after him Achilles killed Demoleon, a valiant man of war and son to Antenor. He struck him on the temple through his bronze-cheeked helmet. The helmet did not stay the spear, but it went right on, crushing the bone so that the brain inside was shed in all directions, and his lust of fighting was ended. Then he struck Hippodamas in the midriff as he was springing down from his chariot in front of him, and trying to escape. He breathed his last, bellowing like a bull bellows when young men are dragging him to offer him in sacrifice to the King of Helice, and the heart of the earth-shaker is glad; even so did he bellow as he lay dying. Achilles then went in pursuit of Polydorus son of Priam, whom his father had always forbidden to fight because he was the youngest of his sons, the one he loved best, and the fastest runner. He, in his folly and showing off the fleetness of his feet, was rushing about among front ranks until he lost his life, for Achilles struck him in the middle of the back as he was darting past him: he struck him just at the golden fastenings of his belt and where the two pieces of the double breastplate overlapped. The point of the spear pierced him through and came out by the navel, whereon he fell groaning on to his knees and a cloud of darkness overshadowed him as he sank holding his entrails in his hands.

When Hector saw his brother Polydorus with his entrails in his hands and sinking down upon the ground, a mist came over his eyes, and he could not bear to keep longer at a distance; he therefore poised his spear and darted towards Achilles like a flame of fire. When Achilles saw him he bounded forward and vaunted saying, “This is he that has wounded my heart most deeply and has slain my beloved comrade. Not for long shall we two quail before one another on the highways of war.”

He looked fiercely on Hector and said, “Draw near, that you may meet your doom the sooner.” Hector feared him not and answered, “Son of Peleus, think not that your words can scare me as though I were a child; I too if I will can brag and talk unseemly; I know that you are a mighty warrior, mightier by far than I, nevertheless the issue lies in the the lap of heaven whether I, worse man though I be, may not slay you with my spear, for this too has been found keen ere now.”

He hurled his spear as he spoke, but Minerva breathed upon it, and though she breathed but very lightly she turned it back from going towards Achilles, so that it returned to Hector and lay at his feet in front of him. Achilles then sprang furiously on him with a loud cry, bent on killing him, but Apollo caught him up easily as a god can, and hid him in a thick darkness. Thrice did Achilles spring towards him spear in hand, and thrice did he waste his blow upon the air. When he rushed for ward for the fourth time as though he were a god, he shouted aloud saying, “Hound, this time too you have escaped death- but of a truth it came exceedingly near you. Phoebus Apollo, to whom it seems you pray before you go into battle, has again saved you; but if I too have any friend among the gods I will surely make an end of you when I come across you at some other time. Now, however, I will pursue and overtake other Trojans.”

On this he struck Dryops with his spear, about the middle of his neck, and he fell headlong at his feet. There he let him lie and stayed Demouchus son of Philetor, a man both brave and of great stature, by hitting him on the knee with a spear; then he smote him with his sword and killed him. After this he sprang on Laogonus and Dardanus, sons of Bias, and threw them from their chariot, the one with a blow from a thrown spear, while the other he cut down in hand- to-hand fight. There was also Tros the son of Alastor- he came up to Achilles and clasped his knees in the hope that he would spare him and not kill him but let him go, because they were both of the same age. Fool, he might have known that he should not prevail with him, for the man was in no mood for pity or forbearance but was in grim earnest. Therefore when Tros laid hold of his knees and sought a hearing for his prayers, Achilles drove his sword into his liver, and the liver came rolling out, while his bosom was all covered with the black blood that welled from the wound. Thus did death close his eyes as he lay lifeless.

Achilles then went up to Mulius and struck him on the ear with a spear, and the bronze spear-head came right out at the other ear. He also struck Echeclus son of Agenor on the head with his sword, which became warm with the blood, while death and stern fate closed the eyes of Echeclus. Next in order the bronze point of his spear wounded Deucalion in the fore-arm where the sinews of the elbow are united, whereon he waited Achilles’ onset with his arm hanging down and death staring him in the face. Achilles cut his head off with a blow from his sword and flung it helmet and all away from him, and the marrow came oozing out of his backbone as he lay. He then went in pursuit of Rhigmus, noble son of Peires, who had come from fertile Thrace, and struck him through the middle with a spear which fixed itself in his belly, so that he fell headlong from his chariot. He also speared Areithous squire to Rhigmus in the back as he was turning his horses in flight, and thrust him from his chariot, while the horses were struck with panic.

As a fire raging in some mountain glen after long drought- and the dense forest is in a blaze, while the wind carries great tongues of fire in every direction- even so furiously did Achilles rage, wielding his spear as though he were a god, and giving chase to those whom he would slay, till the dark earth ran with blood. Or as one who yokes broad-browed oxen that they may tread barley in a threshing-floor-and it is soon bruised small under the feet of the lowing cattle-even so did the horses of Achilles trample on the shields and bodies of the slain. The axle underneath and the railing that ran round the car were bespattered with clots of blood thrown up by the horses’ hoofs, and from the tyres of the wheels; but the son of Peleus pressed on to win still further glory, and his hands were bedrabbled with gore.
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THE WOODEN HORSE
AND THE SACK OF TROY

QUINTUS OF SMYRNA

When at last the Greek soldiers had worked to utter weariness around the walls of Troy without bringing the war to an end, then it was that Calchas called a meeting of the princes. By the promptings of Apollo, he had an expert knowledge of the flights of birds, the stars, and all the other signs that exist for men through the will of the gods. When they had come together, he spoke to them like this:

“Work no more at war, settled down beside the walls, but contrive some other contrivance in your minds, and a trick which will profit the soldiers and ourselves. I assure you that yesterday I personally saw a sign here: a hawk was chasing a dove. She, hard pressed, went down into a hole in a rock. The hawk was extremely angry and waited for a very long time close to the hole, but she kept out of his way. Then, still full of terrible anger, he hid under a bush. She rushed out in her folly, thinking that he was gone. The exultant hawk then brought a cruel death to the wretched dove. So now let us not attempt any longer to sack the city of Troy by force, but see if trickery and contrivance may perhaps accomplish something.”

So he spoke, but none of the princes was able to devise in his mind anything to save them from miserable fighting, although they tried to discover a means. Only Odysseus, the son of Laertes, in his wisdom had an idea, and he spoke out to Calchas:

“My friend, greatly honored by the heavenly gods, if it is really fated that the brave soldiers of Greece sack Priam’s town by trickery, we will make a horse, and we Greek princes will gladly go into it as an ambush. The soldiers must go away to Tenedos with the ships, and they must all set fire to their barracks, so the Trojans will pour out fearlessly into the plain, when they have seen this from the city. One courageous man, whom no one among the Trojans knows, should stay behind outside of the horse, steeling his soldier’s heart. He must cower under the well-built horse and pretend that he has escaped the proud might of the Greeks, who had been strongly desirous of sacrificing him on behalf of their return. ‘This horse they made for Pallas Athena, who was angry on account of the Trojan soldiers.’ He must stick to this story during their long questioning until, stubborn though they are, they believe him and take the wretched fellow at once into the city. This is necessary so that he may make for us a grim sign for war. For the men on Tenedos, he should quickly raise a bright torch, and he should urge the men in the great horse to come out, when the sons of Troy are in carefree sleep.”

So he spoke, and they all approved. Above all, Calchas marveled at him and at the way he had suggested to the Greeks a contrivance and good trick, which was going to protect the Greeks’ victory and be a great disaster for the Trojans. He spoke, therefore, among the brave princes:

“Spend no more time now contriving another trick in your minds, my friends, but be persuaded by brave Odysseus. The idea that he has suggested in his wisdom will not turn out to be useless, because the gods are already accomplishing the Greeks’ wish, and signs that will lead to something are appearing in various places: Zeus’s thunders, accompanied by lightning, are roaring loudly through the air on high; birds are darting by the troops on the right and shrieking with loud voices. We must not stay for a long time around the city now. Necessity has breathed great boldness into the Trojans, which rouses even a worthless man to war. Then it is that men are strongest in fighting, when they stake their lives and are careless of painful death. So now the sons of Troy are fighting fearlessly around their city, and their hearts are in a real frenzy.”

When he had said this, Achilles’ sturdy son said to him:

“Calchas, strong men fight their enemies face to face. Those whose minds are harried by fear, worthless men, shun their enemy and fight inside from their walls. Let us not now, therefore, think up any trick or any other contrivance. It is proper for princes to show themselves men in battle and with the spear. Courageous men are better in a fight.”

When he had said this, strong Odysseus Laertesson said to him:

“Stouthearted child of fearless Achilles, you have made all these statements as befits a noble and brave man, courageously putting your trust in your hands. But not even the fearless strength of your mighty father had the power to sack Priam’s wealthy city, nor have we, even though we have fought very hard. Come, let us, in accordance with Calchas’ suggestions, proceed quickly to our swift ships and construct a horse, using the hands of Epeius, who is far the best among the Greeks in carpentry. Athena taught him his trade.”

So he spoke, and all the princes were persuaded by him, except brave Neoptolemus. Odysseus did not win over Philoctetes either, whose noble mind was set on deeds of strength. These two were still not sated with wretched war. They were planning to continue the fight in the field, and they gave orders to their own soldiers to bring to the vast wall all the things that prosper fighting in battles. They hoped to sack the strong citadel, because both of them had come to the conflict through plans of the gods. And they would soon have accomplished all that their spirits desired, except that Zeus in the upper sky grew indignant at them; so he made the earth quiver under the Greeks’ feet and shook all the air above them, too, and threw a mighty thunderbolt in front of the heroes. All Dardania resounded from it. Their brave thoughts were quickly converted to fear. They quite forgot their strength and splendid might and, even against their will, gave their allegiance to famous Calchas. They came to the ships along with the other Greeks, marveling at the prophet, who, they said, was descended from Zeus—from Zeus or Apollo—and they obeyed him in everything.

When the shining stars were moving in their course around the heaven, all gleaming everywhere, and man forgot his trouble, then it was that Athena left the high dwelling place of the blessed ones and came to the ships and the army. She looked in every way like a tender girl, and she stood over the head of Epeius, dear to Ares, in a dream. She ordered him to make the wooden horse and said that, while he was busy with it, she would work with him herself and stand close beside him, encouraging him in his work. When he heard the goddess’ speech, he leapt from carefree sleep with exultation in his heart. He knew she was a deathless divine god, and he had no other thought in his heart, but he kept his mind constantly on the wonderful work, and his shrewd skill possessed his thoughts.

When the Dawn came, after pushing the thick shadows aside into outer darkness, and a sparkling gleam came through the air, then it was that Epeius told his divine dream among the eager Greeks, what he had seen, what he had heard. And they felt the greatest pleasure as they listened. Then the sons of Atreus sent swift men to go into the flourishing glens of wooded Ida. They assailed the fir trees in the forest, felling the tall trees. The valleys re-echoed roundabout as the trees were struck. Long ridges in the high mountains were robbed of their forest; a whole valley was revealed, no longer so well-liked by wild animals as before. The felled trees were withering, missing the force of the wind. The Greeks cut these up with their axes and carried them quickly from the wooded mountain to the shores of the Hellespont. Men and mules alike put their hearts into the work. The soldiers were extremely busy, serving Epeius on every side. Some cut timbers with the saw and measured off planks; some with their axes trimmed off branches from the logs that were still unsawed. Every man found something to work at and was busy. Epeius made the feet and legs of the wooden horse and then the belly. Above this he fastened the back and flanks, a throat in front, and on top of the lofty neck he fitted a mane that moved as though it were real. He put on a shaggy head and a flowing tail, ears, transparent eyes, and everything else with which a horse is equipped. The holy work grew just as if it were a living horse, because the goddess had given to the man a splendid skill. With the inspiration provided by Pallas Athena, everything was finished in three days. The great army of the Greeks were delighted with it and marveled how spirit and speed of foot had been worked out in wood and how it looked as if it were neighing. Then Epeius offered up a prayer on behalf of the huge horse, stretching out his hands to tireless Tritonian Athena:

“Listen, O goddess great of soul, keep safe me and your horse.”

So he spoke, and the goddess, wise Athena, listened to him, and she made what he had created an object of wonder to all men upon the earth, those who saw it, and those who heard about it thereafter.

While the Greeks were enjoying the sight of Epeius’ work, and the frightened Trojans were staying inside their walls, avoiding death and pitiless doom, then it was that proud Zeus left the other gods and went to the streams of Ocean and the caverns of Tethys. With his departure, strife fell upon the immortals. In their agitation, their spirits were divided two ways. They mounted upon the blasts of the winds and were soon carried from heaven to earth, and the air roared as they passed. They went to the river Xanthus and took up positions opposite each other, some favoring the Greeks, some the Trojans, and a yearning for battle fell upon their hearts. Along with them those gods were gathered who had received as their portion the wide sea. Some of the gods in their anger were eager to destroy the crafty horse along with the ships, others wanted to destroy lovely Ilios. But wily Fate restrained them and turned the mind of the blessed ones to conflict. Ares began the fighting by leaping against Athena, and then the rest fell upon one another. Their divine golden armor rang loudly as they moved. The broad sea roared in answer, and the dark earth trembled beneath the immortals’ feet. All of them at once raised a loud cry, and the terrible din reached all the way to broad heaven and as far as the abyss of proud Hades. The Titans far below were terrified. From around them came groans from all of lofty Ida, the noisy streams of her ever-flowing rivers, the long ravines, the ships of the Greeks, and the famous city of Priam. Human beings, however, felt no fear. Through the will of the gods themselves, they were not even aware of the divine quarrel.

The gods were now breaking off with their hands peaks from Mt. Ida and throwing them at one another. But the peaks were easily scattered here and there like grains of sand, broken into bits about the gods’ invincible frames. All this did not remain hidden from the noble mind of Zeus at the ends of the earth. He left Oceanus’ streams at once and went up into the broad heaven. Eurus and Boreas together with Zephyrus and Notus carried him. Bright Iris brought them under the marvelous yoke of the everlasting chariot that divine Aeon had made of indestructible adamant with his tireless hands. He reached the great ridge of Olympus. In his anger, he made all the air shake beneath him. Thunder and lightning roared loudly on all sides. Thunderbolts poured out thick and fast to earth. The air was ablaze beyond telling. Terror fell upon the hearts of the immortals. The limbs of all trembled, immortal though they were. Glorious Themis, terrified for them, leapt like a thought through the clouds and soon reached them. (She alone had stayed out of the painful conflict.) She spoke to them like this to check them from fighting:

“Hold back from this noisy tumult. It is not right, when Zeus is angry, for creatures who are forever to quarrel for the sake of short-lived men. You will all soon be made to disappear, because he will crush all the mountains into one mass up there to use against you and will not spare either his sons or his daughters. He will cover you all alike with a vast mound of earth. There will be no way for you to escape into the light, but wretched darkness around you will always keep you in.”

So she spoke, and they were persuaded, fearing Zeus’s attack. They checked their conflict, cast away their anger, and arranged harmonious friendship. Some of them returned to heaven, some went into the sea, and some stayed on the earth.

Then the shrewd planner Odysseus, the son of Laertes, spoke to the brave Greeks:

“Glorious Greek commanders, stout of heart, now give proof, when I want it, who among you are wonderfully strong and noble. For the task assigned us by necessity is certainly upon us. Let us give our thoughts to fighting and go into the polished horse, to find an end to hideous war. This will be the better way, if by trickery and cruel cunning we sack the great city for whose sake we came here and have suffered many pains, far away from the land we love. Now put into your hearts noble courage and strength. Many a man forced by harsh necessity in battle has put boldness into his spirit and killed a better man, when he was by nature inferior. Boldness gives one a much better spirit. It is boldness more than anything else that is a glory to men. Come, you princes, prepare a good ambush. You others go to the holy city of Tenedos and stay there, until the enemy drag us to the town, imagining that they are bringing a gift to Athena. Let some brave young man whom the Trojans don’t know well stand close by the horse, steeling his heart. He must take very great care of all that I said before, and have no other thought in mind, so that what we Greeks are doing will not be revealed to the Trojans.”

So he spoke. The others were afraid, but the famous man Sinon answered him. He was about to perform a really great deed, and the vast army marveled at him and his ready spirit. He spoke among them:

“Odysseus and all you excellent sons of the Greeks, I will carry out this task in answer to your desires, if they actually torture me and decide to throw me alive into the fire. This is my spirit’s pleasure: to bring to the Greeks the great glory that they desire, whether I die at the hands of our enemies or escape.”

So he spoke, boldly, and the Greeks were greatly pleased. And one among them said:

“What great courage a god has given this man today. He was not courageous before. A supernatural power is urging him on to become a mischief for all the Trojans or for ourselves. Now I think the cruel war doubtless will soon reach its destructive end.”

So one of the warlike Greeks in the army spoke. Then Nestor, on the other side, spoke encouragingly among them:

“Now, my dear children, you need your strength and noble courage. For now the gods are bringing into our hands the end of labor and the noble victory we desire. Come, proceed courageously into the vast horse. Courage brings great glory to men. How I wish I still had in my limbs such great strength as when Jason, Aeson’s son, was summoning the princes to go into the swift ship Argo. I was planning to be the first of the princes to go down into her, but god-like Pelias checked me against my will. As things are, lamentable old age comes upon me. But even so, like a young man in his prime, I will go boldly down into the horse. Boldness gives courage and glory.”

When he had said this, the son of brown-haired Achilles said to him:

“Nestor, in intelligence you are the best of all men, but pitiless old age has you in its grip, and, much as you want to participate in the work of war, your strength is not unimpaired. You, therefore, must go to the shores of Tenedos. We young men, who still have not had our fill of battle, will go into the ambush. You, sir, ordered it so, and this also suits our own wishes.”

So he spoke, and Nestor Neleusson came close to him and kissed both of his hands and his head as well, because he undertook to go first into the huge horse and ordered the older man to stay outside with the other Greeks, revealing thus his eagerness for the work of war. And he spoke to Neoptolemus, who was longing for battle:

“In strength and sensible speech you are a true son of your famous father, godlike Achilles. I have hopes that the Greeks will sack Priam’s famous city by your hands. Although late and after labor, great glory will be ours, who have endured many grim pains in fighting. Pains the gods put before men’s feet, but good things far away, and they put labor in between. Because of this, the way to wretched trouble is easy for men, while the way to glory is difficult, until a man forces his way through the painful labor.”

So he spoke, and Achilles’ famous son answered him:

“Sir, I hope that in answer to our prayers we achieve the hopes of your heart. This is far the better way. But if the gods will otherwise, so be that, too. I should wish to die gloriously in war rather than acquire the great disgrace of running away from Troy.”

With these words, he put upon his shoulders the immortal armor of his father. The best of the heroes, all whose spirit was bold, were quick to arm themselves, too. Now in answer to my question, tell me, Muses, accurately and one by one, all those who went down into the vast horse. You put all song in my heart, before the down was spread over my cheeks. Ï was pasturing my fine sheep in the plains of Smyrna, three times as far from the Hermus as one can hear a man shouting. It was by a temple of Artemis, in the garden of Zeus the Deliverer, on a hill neither particularly low nor very high.

First of all there went down into the hollow horse Achilles’ son Neoptolemus, and with him sturdy Menelaus, Odysseus, Sthenelus, and godlike Diomedes. Philoctetes went and Anticlus and Menestheus, and with them spirited Thoas, brown-haired Polypoetes, Aias, Eurypylus, and godlike Thrasymedes. Meriones went, too, and Idomeneus, distinguished men both, and with them Podalirius of the good ashen spear, and Eurymachus, godlike Teucer and stouthearted Ialmenus, Thalpius, Antimachus, and the stubborn fighter Leonteus. With them went godlike Eumelus, Euryalus, Demophoon, Amphimachus, and sturdy Agapenor, and also Acamas, and Meges, son of sturdy Phyleus. All the others, too, who were outstandingly excellent went down into it—all whom the polished horse could contain within it. The last man to go down among them was glorious Epeius, the man who had actually made the horse. He knew in his spirit how to open up the horse’s doors and how to close them. For this reason, he went in the last of all. Then he drew inside the ladders on which they had mounted, and, after he had closed everything very carefully, he sat down there beside the bolt. All the heroes sat there in silence, just halfway between victory and death.

When the others had burned the quarters in which they had formerly slept, they sailed in their ships over the wide sea. In command of them, two strong-minded men were giving orders, Nestor and the warrior Agamemnon. They had wanted to go down inside the horse too, but the Greeks checked them, so that they might stay with the ships and give orders to the army. Men proceed to a task much better when lords are in charge. On this account, they stayed outside of the horse, most excellent men though they were. They quickly reached the shores of Tenedos, threw the anchors down in deep water, and speedily disembarked. They fastened the cables to the shore and remained there at ease, waiting for the desired torch to shine.

The men in the horse were close to the enemy, sometimes doubtless expecting to die, and sometimes expecting to destroy the sacred city. These were their expectations as Dawn came upon them.

The Trojans noticed the smoke still rising swiftly through the air on the shores of the Hellespont. They did not, of course, see the ships that had brought them terrible destruction from Greece. All of them ran joyfully onto the beach, first putting on their armor, because fear still enveloped their spirits. They noticed the polished horse, and they naturally stood around it and marveled that so very great a thing had been made. Then they noticed the luckless Sinon close by. They surrounded him in a circle and asked questions about the Greeks from every side. First they questioned him with soft words, but then they used terrible threats and continued for a long time to employ great violence on the crafty man. But he was steadfast as a rock, and his body was clothed in firmness. At last they cut his ears off and his nose as well, using every sort of maltreatment to make him say truthfully where the Greeks had gone with their ships and what the horse really had inside it. But his heart was full of courage, and he showed no concern for the hideous outrage, but his spirit bore up under the blows and even when he was painfully tortured with fire, for Hera inspired him with great strength. And such were the things he said among them, his mind full of guile:

“The Greeks have run away over the sea with their ships, worn out by the long war and their troubles. On the advice of Calchas, they built the horse for wise Athena Tritogeneia, in order to avoid the goddess’ wrath, since she is extremely angry because of the Trojans. At the suggestion of Odysseus, they planned destruction for me for the sake of their return. They were going to kill me by the roaring ocean as an offering to the divinities of the sea. But I found out about it, quickly escaped from the cruel libations and offerings of barley meal, and threw myself at the feet of the horse, through the plans of the immortals. They were forced to leave me there, although they didn’t want to, out of fear of great Zeus’s strong-minded daughter.”

So he spoke in his cunning, and his spirit was not exhausted by his pains. It is characteristic of a strong man to endure harsh necessity. Some of the Trojans in the army believed him, while others said that he was a wily deceiver, and Laocoon’s plan, of course, appealed to them: he spoke sensibly and said this was a terrible trick devised by the Greeks. He urged them all to set fire to the horse immediately and find out if the wooden horse concealed anything.

They would have obeyed him and escaped destruction, if Athena Tritogeneia, extremely angry at him, the Trojans, and the city, had not shaken the earth miraculously under Laocoon’s feet. Fear fell upon him at once, and a trembling shattered the strength of the proud man’s limbs. Black night poured over his head, and a loathsome pain fell upon his eyelids, and the man’s eyes under his shaggy brows were thrown into disorder. The pupils were pierced with terrible pains and agitated right from their roots, and his eyeballs rolled with all this internal distress. The awful anguish reached even to the membranes and base of the brain. His eyes were at times bright and suffused with blood, at times they had a blind glare of severe pain. There was frequently a discharge from them, like the water mixed with snow that flows sometimes from a rough rock in the mountains. He was like a madman, saw everything double, and groaned dreadfully. Yet he kept giving his orders to the Trojans and disregarded his misery. Then the divine goddess deprived him of his eyesight, and his eyes stood out white under his eyebrows as a result of the destructive blood.

The people groaned around him, pitying the man they loved and fearing Athena, the immortal goddess who drives off the booty, lest in his folly he had committed some wrong against her. Their own thoughts, too, were turned toward terrible destruction, because they had outraged the body of wretched Sinon, hoping in their hearts that he would tell the whole truth. And so with good will they led him into the Trojan city, pitying him very belatedly. At the same time they all got together and quickly threw a rope around the huge horse, fastening it from above. Able Epeius had put smooth-running wooden wheels under its great feet, so that it might follow the young men to the citadel, dragged by the hands of the Trojans. They were all dragging at it, applying their strength as a group. Just as men work hard to drag a ship into the noisy sea, and the strong rollers groan under the friction, and the keel squeaks terribly as it goes sliding down into the swell of the sea; so they were working hard all together dragging Epeius’ work into their town for their own ruin. They put around it a splendid decoration of lavish garlands, and they put garlands on their own heads. The flutes sounded loudly, as the men called to one another. Enyo laughed when she saw this harsh end to the war, and up above Hera rejoiced, and Athena was glad at it. When they reached the city, they broke down battlements of the great town and brought in the ruinous horse. The Trojan women shouted, and they all stood around the horse and looked with wonder at the great work of Epeius. Their ruin was hidden within it.

Laocoon still stood firm and urged his companions to destroy the horse with blazing fire. But they were not persuaded at all, because they were afraid of the rebuke of the immortals. The goddess, proud Athena, had another still more abominable plan, this one directed against Laocoon’s luckless sons. There was somewhere under a rocky crag a dark cavern where mortals could not go. Terrible wild animals of the deadly stock of Typhon still lived in it. It was in a cleft of the island in the sea off Troy that people call Calydna. The goddess roused mighty dragons from this cave and called them to Troy. Set into quick motion by the goddess, they made the island quake terribly. The sea roared as they moved, and the waves parted before them. While they rushed along, they flicked their tongues dreadfully, and the creatures of the sea shuddered. The nymphs, daughters of Xanthus and Simois, groaned loudly, and on Olympus Cyprian Aphrodite was filled with sorrow.

They came quickly to the spot where the goddess had ordered, whetting their teeth on their grim jaws, preparing ruin for the luckless boys. Cowardly flight came upon the Trojans, when they saw the terrible monsters in the town. Not a one of the men, not even if he had been fearless before, ventured to stand his ground. Absolute terror possessed them all, as they tried to get away from the beasts. There, too, the women wailed in anguish. Some women doubtless forgot their children in their own efforts to get away from a loathsome doom. As her people rushed away, Troy groaned roundabout. Many persons, as they hurried into one place, had the skin torn from their limbs. They packed the streets, cowering down everywhere.

Laocoon was left apart, alone with his sons. Destructive Doom and the goddess bound them fast. The dragons seized both the sons in their deadly jaws, frightened of death and stretching out their hands to their dear father, but he had no strength to protect them. The Trojans, watching from a distance, wept with wonder in their hearts. When the snakes had zealously carried out Athena’s command, so hostile to the Trojans, they both disappeared underground. There is still a marker indicating where they entered Apollo’s shrine in holy Pergamum. In front of this shrine, the sons of Troy gathered together and built a cenotaph for Laocoon’s sons, mercilessly killed, and their father shed upon it tears from his blind eyes. Their mother, wailing about the cenotaph, raised many a cry over it, expecting something else still worse. She groaned for her husband, ruined by his folly, and was afraid of the blessed ones’ wrath. Just as in a shadowy glen a nightingale, filled with great misery, wails around her ravaged nest, when a grim snake has destroyed in its strong jaws her stillhelpless young before they had their full power of song and so brought pain to the mother bird, and she, grieved beyond telling, wails with many a cry around her empty home; so this mother groaned over the hideous fate of her sons and wailed around their empty tomb. She had, too, the other terrible disaster of her blinded husband.

So she kept up a lament for her dead sons and her husband—the sons dead, the husband with no share in the sunlight. The Trojans, however, were busy with sacrifices to the gods, pouring libations of choice wine, because their hearts were convinced that they would escape from the heavy might of wretched war. But the sacrifices would not burn, and the flame of the fire went out, as though a roaring storm of rain had swooped down from above. Bloodstained smoke rose up from the sacrifices, and all the thigh pieces fell quivering to the ground. The altars collapsed, and the libations turned to blood. Tears flowed from the statues of the gods, the temples became wet with gore, groans came from unexpected places, the high circling walls shook, and the towers gave loud roars, as if they were in pain. The bars of the gates opened automatically with terrible shrieks, and night birds moaned dismally in answer and gave desolate cries. All the stars above the city that gods had built were covered with a mist, even though the sky was bright and cloudless. The laurels by the temple of Phoebus Apollo withered, although they had previously been most flourishing. Wolves and fierce jackals howled inside the gates. A thousand other portents appeared, bringing ruin to the Trojans and their city. But no troublesome fear came into the Trojans’ hearts, as they saw all the troublesome portents in the city. Fates drove all of them out of their minds, so that they might meet their doom at the banquet table and be destroyed by the Greeks.

Only one person kept a firm heart and an intelligent mind: Cassandra. No word of hers had ever gone unfulfilled; what she said was always true, but through some fate she was always heard without profit, so that griefs might come to the Trojans. When she saw the grisly portents in the town, all leading swiftly to one conclusion, she gave a loud cry, just like a lioness which an eager hunter has stabbed or shot in the woods, and her heart rages within her from pain, and she runs roaring everywhere on the high mountains, and her strength is beyond holding; so Cassandra’s prophetic heart was frantic within her. She went from the hall, and her hair poured about her silver shoulders and down her back. Her eyes glared terribly, and her neck quivered like a tree in the wind. With a deep groan the noble girl cried out:

“My miserable people, now we are for the dark. Our city is full of fire and blood and hideous doom. Everywhere the immortals are showing portents full of tears, and ultimate doom is before our feet. You poor fools, you do not understand at all your evil fate, but all of you alike are rejoicing, still acting senselessly regarding what has your complete destruction hidden within it. You pay no attention to me, no matter how much I tell you, because the Furies are filled with anger because of Helen and her dreadful marriage, and the pitiless Dooms are darting everywhere through the citadel. At a banquet full of pains, you eat your last feast, food defiled with evil gore, and you are already setting foot on the road used by ghosts.”

And one of them, sneering at her, made this pernicious speech:

“Daughter of Priam, why do your mad tongue and your folly command you to speak this windy nonsense? No pure, maidenly modesty clothes you, but a fatal madness possesses you. So every human being always dishonors you for talking so much. Go and make your evil predictions to the Greeks, or to yourself. An even more painful trouble awaits you than disrespectful Laocoon’s. Because it isn’t right to destroy in one’s folly the dear gifts of the immortals.”

So one of the Trojans spoke in the town. Others, also, blamed the girl in the same way, and said her talk was unsuitable. This was, of course, because ruin and the terrible might of Fate had taken their stand close to the Trojans. They jeered at her, with no thought of destruction, and diverted her from the vast horse. She was bent on shattering all the wood or burning it up with blazing fire. And so she had taken from the hearth a stick of pine that was still burning, and with it she rushed on. She carried in her other hand a double ax and was making her way toward the grim horse, so that the Trojans might see clearly the ambush that would bring them sorrow. But they threw the fire and the destructive iron far from her hands and carelessly set about their feast—a grim one, for their last night was truly coming upon them.

The Greeks inside the horse were delighted when they heard the noise of the men banqueting in Troy and paying no attention to Cassandra. They marveled at her themselves—at how she had been endowed with an unerring knowledge of the purpose and plan of the Greeks.

And Cassandra, just as a leopard runs harried in the mountains, one which dogs and hard-working herdsmen chase swiftly, and the leopard, her heart full of savagery, draws back under their pressure, although she keeps turning upon them; so Cassandra ran away from the vast horse, her heart full of grief for the slaughter of the Trojans. She expected a really great disaster.

* * * * *

So the trojans were feasting in the citadel, and among them was the loud music of flute and pipe alike. Everywhere there was song and dancing and a confused noise of banqueters, such as accompanies banqueting and wine. Many a man there, taking a full goblet in his hands, drank with carefree heart. Their wits grew heavy within them, their eyes rolled. Word after word came from their lips, as they babbled brokenly. The furniture in the halls and the building itself seemed to them to be in motion, and they thought that everything in the town was turning every way. A mist came over their eyes. The vision and the intelligence of men are impaired by strong drink when it is taken in quantity and reaches the mind. This is the sort of thing a man said, his head heavy with wine:

“The Greeks certainly brought a great army here to no purpose. The wretches did not carry out all the plans they had in mind, but they just rushed away from our city like foolish children or women.”

So one of the Trojans spoke, his wits in the grip of wine. Poor fool, he did not notice the ruin at his doors.

When they had sated themselves with abundant wine and food, and sleep held men everywhere through the town, then it was that Sinon lifted up the shining torch, showing the Greeks the blaze of fire. He had a thousand worries in his heart, afraid that the powerful Trojans might see him and everything be quickly revealed. But they were in their beds, sleeping their last sleep, weighed down by much strong drink. When the Greeks saw the signal, they made ready to sail in their ships from Tenedos.

Sinon himself came close to the horse. He called softly, very softly, so that no one among the Trojans might hear him, but only the Greek officers. They were so eager to be at the work of war that sleep had completely flown from them. And so the men in the horse heard Sinon, and all inclined their ears toward Odysseus. He urged them to go out of the horse quietly and fearlessly. They obeyed his summons to battle and were zealous to move on out of the horse to the ground. But he was wise enough to check them all in their eagerness, and then with his swift hands he personally opened the sides of the wooden horse here and there, working very quietly under the direction of Epeius of the good ashen spear. He raised himself a little above the openings and peered around in all directions to see if any Trojan was awake anywhere. Just as when a wolf, his heart struck by the pain of hunger, comes down from the mountains with a great longing for food and approaches a wide sheepfold and then, avoiding the men and dogs who are eager to guard the sheep, walks unhindered over the fence of the fold; so Odysseus came down from the horse. The other mighty kings of the Greeks followed him, filing down the ladders that Epeius had made as ways for the sturdy princes to enter and leave the horse. They went down along them then, some from one exit, others from another, like bold wasps which a woodcutter disturbs, and they all pour out from the branch with angry spirits, when they hear the noise; so they poured eagerly from the horse into the splendid citadel of Troy, their hearts pounding in their breasts.

They were soon at work killing the enemy, and meanwhile the others were rowing at sea, and the ships moved quickly over the great expanse. Thetis directed their way and sent a breeze after them, and the minds of the Greeks were cheered. They soon reached the shores of the Hellespont, where they halted their ships again. They skillfully collected all the gear that ships always carry, disembarked at once, and hurried toward Troy, making no noise, just like sheep hurrying to the fold from a woodland meadow in an autumn night; so without a sound they moved quickly to the city of the Trojans, all of them eager to help their princes. Just as wolves in a terrible frenzy of hunger attack a sheepfold in the high wooded mountains, when the hard-working shepherd is asleep, and in the darkness they destroy one sheep after another inside the enclosure, and everywhere roundabout there is death and blood; so the Greek leaders filled Troy with blood and corpses, and a terrible destruction began, even though still more of the Greeks were outside.

But when quite all of them had reached the walls of Troy, then they eagerly and steadily poured into Priam’s town, breathing the might of war. They found the whole citadel full of battle and corpses, and everywhere in the unhappy town they found buildings being cruelly burned with fire. Their hearts were greatly pleased, and they themselves rushed upon the Trojans with evil thoughts. Ares was raging among them along with Enyo, goddess of groaning. Everywhere the dark blood flowed, and the earth grew wet, as the Trojans and their foreign allies were destroyed. Some of them, mastered by chill death, lay in their blood in the citadel. Others fell on top of them, breathing out their strength. Others again, holding their entrails clutched in their hands, were wandering piteously in the houses. Some, with both their feet cut off, crawled among the corpses, shrieking terribly. Many who had been eager to fight lay in the dust with their hands cut off and their heads as well. Others were struck as they fled, the spears piercing their backs and going straight through to their breasts, or reaching their waists above their genitals, where the spearpoint of tireless Ares is most full of anguish. Everywhere through the town a wretched howling of dogs arose, and the pitiable groaning of wounded men, and all the rooms were filled with noise beyond telling.

There was, too, the sad wailing of women. They were like cranes when they see an eagle swooping from above through the air. They have no bold courage in their hearts, but merely chirp loudly in their fear of the eagle, the sacred bird. So the Trojan women were wailing loudly on all sides, some rising up from their beds, some leaping to the ground. They had no concern now for proper dress in their misery, but roamed about after throwing a single garment around them. Some did not stop to take even a veil or a long cloak; in their fear of the attacking enemy, their hearts pounded, they were shackled by helplessness, and, poor creatures, they concealed their nakedness only with their swift hands. Some in their misery were pulling the hair from their heads, beating their breasts with their hands, and groaning loudly. Still others ventured to face the enemy turmoil and forgot their fear in their eagerness to help their husbands and children who were being killed; necessity gave them boldness.

The wailing roused from sleep the children, whose tender spirit had never yet known cares. One after another they breathed their last. Some lay there who had seen their doom simultaneously with their dreams. Grim Fates took delight in the piteous deaths. The Trojans were killed by the thousands, like pigs in the home of a rich man who is preparing a great feast for his people. The wine still left in the mixing bowls became mixed with grisly gore. There was no one who would have kept his cruel iron free from slaughter, not even if he was a complete weakling. The Trojans were being destroyed just as sheep are killed by jackals or by wolves, when excessive heat comes on at midday, and the flocks gather all close together in a shady place, waiting for the shepherd who has gone to the house with milk, and the wild beasts attack them, fill their capacious bellies, and lap up the black blood, staying to destroy the whole flock and fashion an evil feast for the wretched shepherd; so the Greeks in Priam’s town attacked the Trojans in their last battle and killed one man after another. Not a Trojan was left unwounded, every man’s limbs were spattered and black with streams of blood.

The Greeks did not escape unwounded from the conflict either. Some were hit with goblets, some with tables, some with sticks of wood that were still burning on the hearth. Some died pierced by spits on which hot chitterlings had doubtless been left still sizzling in the warmth of the strong fire. Others, again, writhed in their blood from blows of hatchets and swift battle-axes. Some had their fingers cut from their hands when they threw their hands upon a sword, hoping to keep off a loathsome death. Many a man doubtless hit a comrade with a stone in the confusion and mixed his skull with his brain. Like wild beasts wounded at a shepherd’s fold in the country, they raged cruelly in the ghastly night, as their anger was roused. In their great desire for war, they rushed about Priam’s palace and routed enemies from everywhere. Many of the Greeks were killed with spears too, because all of the Trojans who were quick enough to lift a sword or a long spear in their hands destroyed enemies, even though they were heavy with wine. A great glare rose up through the city, because many of the Greeks held bright flares in their hands, so that they could clearly distinguish friend from foe in the conflict.

Then the soldier Coroebus, son of famous Mygdon, came against Diomedes, Tydeus’ son, in the turmoil, and Diomedes pierced him with his spear through the hollow throat, where are the quick ways of drink and food. He found his black doom on the spear and fell among the black blood and the heaps of other corpses. Poor fool, he got no good of the marriage for which he had come the day before to Priam’s town, with the promise to thrust the Greeks from Troy. The god did not fulfill his hope, for the Fates sent doom upon him first. With him Tydeus’ son killed Eurydamas, who came against him. He was a spear fighter and a son-in-law of Antenor, who had the highest pre-eminence among the Trojans for his sensible spirit. There, too, Tydeus’ son met Ilioneus, an elder of the people, and drew his terrible sword against him. The limbs of Ilioneus’ aged body completely collapsed. He held out both his trembling hands, with one grasping the swift sword, and with the other taking hold of the murderous hero’s knees. And Tydeus’ son, rushing into battle though he was, whether because he put off his anger, or at the bidding of some god, held his sword away from the old man for a little, so that he might say something, beseeching the swift and mighty man. Ilioneus, in the grip of loathsome fear, quickly gave a miserable cry:

“I beseech you, whoever you are of the sturdy Greeks, have respect for my arms, as I fall before you, and stop your harsh anger. A man wins great glory, if he kills a man who is young and strong. But if you kill an old man, no praise of your strength will follow you. Turn your hands, therefore, away from me and against the young men, hoping some day to reach an old age like mine.”

In answer to his words, the son of mighty Tydeus said to him:

“Sir, I hope to reach a good old age, but while my strength is still growing I will not spare any enemy of my person. I will send them all to Hades. He is a good man who defends himself against an enemy.”

With these words, the fearful man drove his deadly sword through Ilioneus’ throat and directed it to where the doom of life is swiftest for mortals, and the terrible paths of the blood lie. And so a terrible doom shattered Ilioneus, destroyed by Tydeusson’s hands. Diomedes continued to slaughter Trojans, rushing up through the citadel and raging terribly in his strength. He killed noble Abas, and he hit with his long spear the son of Perimnestus, famous Eurycoon. And Aias killed Amphimedon, Agamemnon killed Damastorson, Idomeneus killed Mimas, and Meges killed Deiopites.

Achilles’ son, for his part, destroyed with his invincible spear glorious Pammon and struck Polites as he attacked, and with them he killed Antiphonus, all of them alike sons of Priam. As glorious Agenor came against him in the conflict, he cut him down. He dispatched one hero after another. Everywhere there was apparent the black doom of dying men. Wearing his father’s strength, he eagerly butchered all whom he met. His mind was filled with evil thoughts when he came upon the enemy king himself beside the altar of Zeus of the courtyard. When Priam saw Achilles’ son, he recognized at once who he was, and he felt no fear, because in his heart he was himself longing to join his sons in death. And so, in his eagerness to die, he said to him:

“Stouthearted son of the good soldier Achilles, kill me in my misery and feel no pity for me. Personally, after such great and such terrible sufferings, I have no desire to look upon the light of the all-seeing sun. I want to die now, along with my sons, and quite forget my dismal troubles and the hideous confusion of war. I wish your father had killed me before I saw Ilios in flames, killed me when I brought him the ransom for dead Hector, my son whose life your father took. But the Fates, I suppose, spun it this way. Sate your mighty heart in my slaughter, so that I may forget my sorrows.”

In reply to him, Achilles’ mighty son said:

“Sir, you command a man who is ready and eager. I will not leave you who are my enemy among the living, for nothing is dearer to men than life.”

So speaking, he cut off the old man’s grey head, easily, just as if someone were reaping an ear of grain from a dry field in the season of warm summer. The head, with a deep moan, rolled a considerable distance away from the rest of the body. And so he lay in the black blood and gore of the other men, Priam, once renowned for wealth and noble birth and numerous children. Glory does not for long increase for human beings, but disgrace comes on unexpectedly. Yet, while doom overtook Priam, he did forget all his troubles.

The Greeks of the swift horses also threw Astyanax from a high tower. In their anger at Hector, who had caused troubles for them when he was alive, they snatched his dear child from its mother’s arms and took its life. They hated Hector’s stock, and they threw the boy down from the high wall, just a baby, with no knowledge yet of the conflict of war. Just as wolves in need of food cut off a calf from its mother and her milky udders and evilly drive it over an echoing cliff, and the cow, moaning for its dear calf, runs here and there with loud laments, and later another evil comes upon her, when the cow herself is snatched by lions; so hostile men took, along with the other captive women, noble Eëtion’s daughter Andromache, wild with grief for her son and crying out dreadfully. She, Andromache of the fair ankles, when she thought of the terrible slaughter of her son, her husband, and her father, wanted to die. It is better for royal persons to die in war than to serve their inferiors. With deep grief in her heart, she uttered this sad cry:

“You Greeks, come now and throw my body quickly down from the dreadful wall, or down from crags, or into the fire, for my troubles are truly beyond telling. Achilles, Peleus’ son, killed my noble father in holy Thebe, and in Troy my famous husband, who was to me absolutely everything that my heart desired. He left to me in our halls a son, still small, in whom I took infinite pride, for whom I had many hopes. An evil and monstrous doom has cheated me of him. And so take from me quickly in my sorrow a life with so much misery. Don’t bring me to your homes along with those your spears have won. My spirit finds no pleasure any longer in being with humankind, because a supernatural power has destroyed my family. Besides my other hateful sufferings, a terrible pain awaits me if I am left alone and without the Trojans.”

So she spoke in her desire to be dead and buried. It does not befit those persons to remain alive whose great glory has been swallowed up by disgrace, for it is a terrible thing to be looked down upon by others. But the Greeks, much against her will, dragged her forcibly away to the day of slavery.

Men were losing their lives in various other houses, and very melancholy cries arose in them, but not in the halls of Antenor, because the Greeks remembered his charming hospitality. He had previously entertained as his guests in the town godlike Menelaus and Odysseus, when they came together, and he had kept them safe. Out of kindness to him, the excellent sons of the Greeks spared his life and left his property unharmed, showing regard both for all-seeing Themis and for a man who had befriended them.

Then it was that the brave son of noble Anchises, after much courageous labor with his spear about the city of Priam, child of gods, and after having taken the life of many, gave up hope in his heart of looking any longer upon his strongly fortified city. And when he saw that the grim hands of the enemy had set fire to the citadel, that people were dying in great numbers, that vast treasure as well was being destroyed, that wives with their children were being dragged from their homes, he made plans to escape from the great disaster. Just as when on the deep sea a man controlling the rudder of a ship skillfully avoids wind and wave that rush at him from every quarter in the hateful season of winter, and then his hand and his spirit alike grow weary, and when the ship, breaking up, begins to sink, he abandons his rudder and transfers to a small skiff, no longer giving his concern to the merchant ship; so the brave son of wise Anchises left to the enemy his city, blazing with sheets of fire. He snatched his son and his father and took them with him. With his strong hands, he set his father, suffering from the many miseries of old age, on his broad shoulders; the boy he allowed to walk and, holding him by his soft hand, led him away from the noisy fighting. The little boy was frightened by the deeds of destructive turmoil and had to hang clinging to him, with tears flowing on his tender cheeks. Aeneas leapt with swift feet over many dead bodies, and many, too, he trampled on in the darkness without meaning to. His mother, Cyprian Aphrodite, led the way, carefully saving from the terrible disaster her grandson, son, and husband. As Aeneas rushed on, the fire yielded everywhere beneath his feet, the blasts of raging flame parted, and the spears and arrows of men which the Greeks hurled at him in the cruel battle all fell fruitless on the ground. Then it was that Calchas gave a great shout to hold the army back:

“Stop hurling your cruel arrows and destructive spears at mighty Aeneas. It is decreed for him by the splendid plan of the gods to go from Xanthus to the broad stream of Tiber. There he shall fashion a sacred city, an object of wonder for future generations, and he shall himself be lord of a widespread people. The stock born from him shall thereafter rule all the way from the rising to the setting sun. Moreover, it is decreed for him to take a place among the immortals, because he is the son of fair-haired Aphrodite. And let us, in any case, keep our hands away from this man, because in preference to gold and all his other possessions, things that preserve a man when he goes as an exile to a foreign land, in preference to all this, he has chosen his father and his son. A single night has revealed to us a son marvelously kind to his old father, a noble father marvelously kind to his son.”

So he spoke, and they all listened to him and looked upon Aeneas as a god. He was quickly gone from his city to the place where his busy feet carried him, while the Greeks continued the sack of the splendid citadel of Troy.

Then it was that Menelaus killed with his cruel sword Deiphobus, having found the luckless wretch drowsing by Helen’s bed. (She had run and hid in the house.) As the blood poured out, Menelaus rejoiced at the killing and spoke like this:

“You dog, this day I have given you a painful death. The divine Dawn will not find you still alive among the Trojans, even if you are proud to be the son-in-law of Zeus, the loud thunderer. Black destruction has found you, overcome pitilessly in the halls of my wife. How I wish that before now cursed Alexander had come against me in battle, and I had taken his life away too; my sorrow would then have been easier to bear. But by now he has paid all the penalties he owed and has gone underneath the chill darkness. It is now clear, too, that my wife was not to bring you any profit. Sinful men do not ever escape pure Themis.

She watches them night and day, and she flits everywhere through the sky over the races of men, punishing along with Zeus those who participate in evil deeds.”

When he had said this, he continued his merciless destruction of the enemy. The jealous spirit within him was raging and grew steadily more impassioned. His bold mind was full of evil intentions toward the Trojans, intentions that now the goddess, revered Justice, executed. The Trojans had been the first to do wrong in connection with Helen, they had been the first to break their oaths—wicked men, because in their minds’ transgressions they completely forgot the black blood and the other rites of the immortals. For this reason, the Furies created sorrows for them thereafter. And this is why, of course, some of them died in front of the wall, and others inside the city while enjoying themselves with feasting and with their fair-haired wives.

At last, in the innermost parts of the house, Menelaus found his wife. She was fearful of this attack by the firm-minded husband of her youth. When he caught sight of her, he was planning to kill her in the jealousy of his mind, but lovely Aphrodite restrained his strength, knocked the sword from his hand, and checked his attack. She removed his black jealousy from him and roused sweet desire in his heart and eyes. An unexpected amazement came upon him, and when he saw Helen’s conspicuous beauty, he could no longer bring himself to strike her neck with his sword. He stood like a dead tree on a wooded mountain, which neither the swift blasts of Boreas nor of Notas can shake as they rush through the air upon it; so he stood for a long time, lost in wonder. His strength was shattered as he looked upon his wife, and he immediately forgot all the wrongs she had done to him and to their marriage bed. Everything was effaced by the goddess Cyprian Aphrodite, the goddess who conquers the mind of all immortals and mortal men. Even so, however, he lifted his swift sword again from the ground and charged upon his wife. But his mind within was planning other things as he rushed at her: he was, of course, beguiling the Greeks with a trick. And then his brother Agamemnon held him back, for all his zeal, and with gentle words gave him much earnest advice, because he was afraid that all they had done might become useless:

“You have gone far enough, Menelaus, angry though you are. It isn’t proper to kill the wife of your youth, for whose sake we endured many sorrows and made evil plans against Priam. Helen is not to blame, as you think, but Paris, who forgot Zeus, the god of guest and host, and forgot what he owed your table. A supernatural power has therefore brought him to painful punishment.”

So he spoke, and Menelaus was prompt to obey him. The gods then covered glorious Troy in dark clouds and mourned for it, except for fair-haired Tritonian Athena and Hera. Their minds were filled with exultation when they saw the famous city of goddescended Priam being sacked. But no, not even wise Athena Tritogeneia herself was wholly tearless when within her temple Aias, the strong son of Oileus, defiled Cassandra. He was a man deranged in mind and spirit, and the goddess afterward cast upon him a terrible disaster and punished him for the outrage. She did not look upon his disgraceful deed, but shame and anger enveloped her. She turned her grim eyes to her high temple, the divine image resounded, and the floor of the temple shook vigorously. But Aias did not stop his hideous outrage, because Cyprian Aphrodite had infatuated his mind.

All over the town, tall buildings were falling down on every side, and a choking dust mingled with the smoke. A terrible noise arose, and the streets quaked. Aeneas’ home was burning, and all the rooms of Antimachus’ house. The great city height was ablaze around lovely Pergamus, the shrine of Apollo, the holy temple of Tritonian Athena, and the altar of Zeus of the Courtyard. The lovely rooms of Priam’s grandsons were burning up, and the whole city was being completely destroyed.

As for the Trojans, some fell beneath the sons of the Greeks, some were killed by the ghastly fire and their own homes, which became at once their evil death and their tomb; others drove swords through their own throats, when they saw fire at the door along with the enemy. Still others killed their wives and children and then, completing a monstrous deed forced upon them by necessity, fell dead upon them. One man, thinking the enemy was fighting far off, quickly took up a jar from the fire and was planning to go for water. But he was heavy with wine, and a Greek, anticipating him, struck him with a spear and took away his life. He fell inside his house, and the empty water jar fell down beside him. A burning beam fell upon another while he was running through his great hall and brought quick death as it crashed upon him. Many women, too, who had hurried off in wretched flight, remembered their dear children whom they had left in bed at home. Running back at once, they were killed along with the children, when the buildings fell upon them. Horses and dogs were rushing in terror through the city, running from the force of the hideous fire. With their feet they trampled upon men who had been killed and frequently brought death to the living by crushing them. Shrieks resounded through the city. One young man was rushing through the flames as he spoke, and pitiless doom destroyed those inside. Various were the ways of cruel death that carried men off. The blaze rose up into the divine sky, and a brightness beyond telling spread abroad. The neighboring peoples saw it, all the way to the high peaks of the Idaean hills, Samothrace, and the island of Tenedos. And a man on shipboard out at sea said:

“The strong-minded Greeks have done a deed beyond telling, after their many toils for Helen of the glancing eyes. All Troy, vastly rich before, is now being consumed with fire, and no god defended them, for all their longing. Irresistible Fate looks upon all the works of men, and many things that have been undistinguished and inconspicuous she makes famous, and lofty things she brings low. Very often good comes out of evil, and out of good comes evil, as our miserable life keeps changing.”

So some man spoke, as he looked from a distance on the brightness beyond telling. Painful anguish still held the Trojans, but the Greeks were spreading confusion through the town. Just as the blustering gales when they have been roused drive the boundless sea wildly, when opposite to Arcturus, star of evil winds, the Altar rises into the starry threshold, turned to the murky south wind, and at its rising many ships are overwhelmed in the sea and sunk as the winds increase; like them the sons of the Greeks were sacking lofty Ilios, and it was burning in the vast fire. Just as a mountain covered with dense woods burns quickly when fire is roused by the winds, and the tall hills roar, and all the wild creatures are in pitiful distress in it, as they are driven in circles through the forest by the force of the fire; so the Trojans were being killed in the town. No one of the heavenly ones protected them, because the Fates had set their high nets around them everywhere, those nets which no mortal has ever escaped.

And then Aethra, mother of great Theseus, met in the city Demophoon and the stubborn fighter Acamas. She was eager to meet some Greek, and one of the blessed gods had led her and brought her face to face with them. She had been running in terror from the fighting and the fire. When in the bright glare they saw the build and size of the woman, they thought she was the godlike wife of Priam, son of gods. Immediately and enthusiastically, they laid hands on her, eager to take her to the Greeks. But she gave a terrible cry and said:

“You glorious sons of the warlike Greeks, don’t take me to your ships by dragging me away like an enemy. I make no boast of Trojan stock, but I am of good Greek blood and very famous too. Pittheus begot me in Troezen, and glorious Aegeus took me in marriage, and from me was born a famous son: Theseus. Please, by great Zeus and your happy parents, if the sons of noble Theseus have really come here with the Atreussons, show me to his dear sons in the army. I think they are of the same age as you. They are eager to see me, and my heart will have relief if I see them alive and both of them princes.”

So she spoke, and as they listened they remembered their father: all that he had done in connection with Helen, and how her brothers, Castor and Polydeuces, sons of Zeus the thunderer, had in other days sacked Aphidnae, while they were themselves still babies, and their nurses had hidden them away from the fighting. And they remembered illustrious Aethra and all she had suffered under the hardships of slavery, when she became at once the mother-in-law and the maidservant of divine Helen. They were so delighted they could hardly speak. And then excellent Demophoon spoke in answer to her eager request:

“Well, the gods are quick to fulfill the wish of your heart. You see in us the sons of your noble son. We’ll lift you in our loving arms and carry you to the ships, and we’ll gladly bring you to the holy soil of Greece, the very place where before you were a queen.”

When he had said this, the mother of his great father flung her arms about him and pressed him to her, and she kissed his broad shoulders, his head and chest, and his bearded cheeks. Then she kissed Acamas in the same way, and sweet tears flowed down from their eyes as they wept. Just as when people spread a report about the death of a man who has been in foreign lands, and he returns to his home from somewhere, and his sons cry with great joy at the sight of him, and he in his turn weeps himself in his halls on his sons’ shoulders, and around the house there hovers a mournful cry of men who are sweetly wailing; so as they wept there arose a lamentation that was pleasant to hear,

And then it was, I fancy, men say that Laodice, daughter of long-suffering Priam, lifted her arms to the sky, praying to the tireless blessed ones that the earth might swallow her before she put her hand to slavish tasks. And one of the gods heard her and immediately caused the great earth to break beneath her. At the request of the god, the earth received the glorious girl within the hollow gulf, as Troy was being destroyed.

Men say that because of Troy, too, long-robed Electra herself hid her body in mist and clouds and left the chorus of the other Pleiades, who are her sisters. They rise in a troop into heaven, visible to toiling mortals, but she alone hides ever unseen, because the holy city of her noble son Dardanus fell in ruins. Not even Zeus himself, most high, brought her any help from heaven, because even the might of great Zeus yields to the Fates. This destruction, I fancy, was probably brought about by the good purpose of the gods and by the Fates themselves.

The Greeks, meanwhile, were still stirring up their spirit against the Trojans everywhere in the citadel, and Eris, goddess of strife, held in her hands the conclusion of the conflict.
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THE KING JAMES BIBLE

Now the Philistines gathered together their armies to battle, and were gathered together at Shochoh, which belongeth to Judah, and pitched between Shochoh and Azekah, in Ephes-dammim. And Saul and the men of Israel were gathered together, and pitched by the valley of Elah, and set the battle in array against the Philistines. And the Philistines stood on a mountain on the one side, and Israel stood on a mountain on the other side: and there was a valley between them.

And there went out a champion out of the camp of the Philistines, named Goliath, of Gath, whose height was six cubits and a span. And he had an helmet of brass upon his head, and he was armed with a coat of mail; and the weight of the coat was five thousand shekels of brass. And he had greaves of brass upon his legs, and a target of brass between his shoulders. And the staff of his spear was like a weaver’s beam; and his spear’s head weighed six hundred shekels of iron:, and one bearing a shield went before him.

And he stood and cried unto the armies of Israel, and said unto them, Why are ye come out to set your battle in array? am not I a Philistine, and ye servants to Saul? choose you a man for you, and let him come down to me. If he be able to fight with me, and to kill me, then will we be your servants: but if I prevail against him, and kill him, then shall ye be our servants, and serve us. And the Philistine said, I defy the armies of Israel this day; give me a man, that we may fight together.

When Saul and all Israel heard those words of the Philistine, they were dismayed, and greatly afraid.

Now David was the son of that Ephrathite of Beth-lehem-judah, whose name was Jesse; and he had eight sons: and the man went among men for an old man in the days of Saul. And the three eldest sons of Jesse went and followed Saul to the battle: and the names of his three sons that went to the battle were Eliab the firstborn, and next unto him Abinadab, and the third Shammah. And David was the youngest: and the three eldest followed Saul. But David went and returned from Saul to feed his father’s sheep at Beth-lehem.

And the Philistine drew near morning and evening, and presented himself forty days. And Jesse said unto David his son, Take now for thy brethren an ephah of this parched corn, and these ten loaves, and run to the camp to thy brethren; And carry these ten cheeses unto the captain of their thousand, and look how thy brethren fare, and take their pledge.

Now Saul, and they, and all the men of Israel, were in the valley of Elah, fighting with the Philistines. And David rose up early in the morning, and left the sheep with a keeper, and took, and went, as Jesse had commanded him; and he came to the trench, as the host was going forth to the fight, and shouted for the battle. For Israel and the Philistines had put the battle in array, army against army. And David left his carriage in the hand of the keeper of the carriage, and ran into the army, and came and saluted his brethren. And as he talked with them, behold, there came up the champion, the Philistine of Gath, Goliath by name, out of the armies of the Philistines, and spake according to the same words: and David heard them.

And all the men of Israel, when they saw the man, fled from him, and were sore afraid. And the men of Israel said, Have ye seen this man that is come up? surely to defy Israel is he come up: and it shall be, that the man who killeth him, the king will enrich him with great riches, and will give him his daughter, and make his father’s house free in Israel.

And David spake to the men that stood by him, saying, What shall be done to the man that killeth this Philistine, and taketh away the reproach from Israel? for who is this uncircumcised Philistine, that he should defy the armies of the living God?

And the people answered him after this manner, saying, So shall it be done to the man that killeth him.

And Eliab his eldest brother heard when he spake unto the men; and Eliab’s anger was kindled against David, and he said, Why camest thou down hither? and with whom hast thou left those few sheep in the wilderness? I know thy pride, and the naughtiness of thine heart; and thou art come down that thou mightest see the battle.

And David said, What have I now done? Is there not a cause? And he turned from him toward another, and spake after the same manner: and the people answered him again after the former manner. And when the words were heard which David spake, they rehearsed them before Saul: and he sent for him.

And David said to Saul, Let no man’s heart fail because of him; thy servant will go and fight with this Philistine.

And Saul said to David, Thou art not able to go against him: for thou art but a youth, and he a man of war from his youth.

And David said unto Saul, Thy servant kept his father’s sheep, and there came a lion, and a bear, and took a lamb out of the flock: And I went out after him, and smote him, and delivered it out of  his mouth: and when he arose against me, I caught him by his beard, and smote him, and slew him. Thy servant slew both the lion and the bear: and this uncircumcised Philistine shall be as one of them, seeing he hath defied the armies of the living God. David said moreover, The Lord that delivered me out of the paw of the lion, and out of the paw of the bear, He will deliver me out of the hand of this Philistine. And Saul said unto David, Go, and the Lord be with thee.

And Saul armed David with his armour, and he put an helmet of brass upon his head; also he armed him with a coat of mail. And David girded his sword upon his armour, and he assayed to go; for he had not proved it. And David said unto Saul, I cannot go with these; for I have not proved them. And David put them off him.

And he took his staff in his hand, and chose him five smooth stones out of the brook, and put them in a shepherd’s bag which he had, even in a scrip; and his sling was in his hand: and he drew near to the Philistine.

And the Philistine came on and drew near unto David; and the man that bare the shield went before him. And when the Philistine looked about, and saw David, he disdained him: for he was but a youth, and ruddy, and of a fair countenance.

And the Philistine said unto David, Am I a dog, that thou comest to me with staves? And the Philistine cursed David by his gods. And the Philistine said to David, Come to me, and I will give thy flesh unto the fowls of the air, and to the beasts of the field.

Then said David to the Philistine, Thou comest to me with a sword, with a spear, and with a shield: but I come to thee in the name of the Lord of hosts, the God of the armies of Israel, whom thou hast defied. This day will the Lord deliver thee into mine hand; and I will smite thee, and take thine head from thee and I will give the carcases of the host of the Philistines this day unto the fowls of the air, and to the wild beasts of the earth; that all the earth may know that there is a God in Israel. And all this assembly shall know that the Lord saveth not with sword and spear: for the battle is the Lord’s, and He will give you into our hands.

And it came to pass, when the Philistine arose, and came and drew nigh to meet David, that David hasted, and ran toward the army to meet the Philistine. And David put his hand in his bag, and took thence a stone, and slang it, and smote the Philistine in his forehead, that the stone sunk into his forehead; and he fell upon his face to the earth.

So David prevailed over the Philistine with a sling and with a stone, and smote the Philistine, and slew him; but there was no sword in the hand of David. Therefore David ran, and stood upon the Philistine, and took his sword, and drew it out of the sheath thereof, and slew him, and cut off his head therewith. And when the Philistines saw their champion was dead, they fled.

And the men of Israel and of Judah arose, and shouted, and pursued the Philistines, until thou come to the valley, and to the gates of Ekron. And the wounded of the Philistines fell down by the way to Shaaraim, even unto Gath, and unto Ekron. And the children of Israel returned from chasing after the Philistines, and they spoiled their tents. And David took the head of the Philistine, and brought it to Jerusalem; but he put his armour in his tent.

And when Saul saw David go forth against the Philistine, he said unto

Abner the captain of the host, Abner, whose son is this youth? And Abner said, As thy soul liveth, O king, I cannot tell. And the king said, Inquire thou whose son the stripling is.

And as David returned from the slaughter of the Philistine Abner took him, and brought him before Saul with the head of the Philistine in his hand. And Saul said to him, Whose son art thou, thou young man? And David answered, I am the son of thy servant Jesse the Bethlehemite.
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THE BATTLE OF CANNAE

LIVY

Whilst time was thus being wasted in disputes instead of deliberation, Hannibal withdrew the bulk of his army, who had been standing most of the day in order of battle, into camp. He sent his Numidians, however, across the river to attack the parties who were getting water for the smaller camp. They had hardly gained the opposite bank when with their shouting and uproar they sent the crowd flying in wild disorder, and galloping on as far as the outpost in front of the rampart, they nearly reached the gates of the camp. It was looked upon as such an insult for a Roman camp to be actually terrorised by irregular auxiliaries that one thing, and one thing alone, held back the Romans from instantly crossing the river and forming their battle line—the supreme command that day rested with Paulus.

The following day Varro, whose turn it now was, without any consultation with his colleague, exhibited the signal for battle and led his forces drawn up for action across the river. Paulus followed, for though he disapproved of the measure, he was bound to support it. After crossing, they strengthened their line with the force in the smaller camp and completed their formation. On the right, which was nearest to the river, the Roman cavalry were posted, then came the infantry; on the extreme left were the cavalry of the allies, their infantry were between them and the Roman legions. The javelin men with the rest of the light-armed auxiliaries formed the front line. The consuls took their stations on the wings, Terentius Varro on the left, Aemilius Paulus on the right.

As soon as it grew light Hannibal sent forward the Balearics and the other light infantry. He then crossed the river in person and as each division was brought across he assigned it its place in the line. The Gaulish and Spanish horse he posted near the bank on the left wing in front of the Roman cavalry; the right wing was assigned to the Numidian troopers. The centre consisted of a strong force of infantry, the Gauls and Spaniards in the middle, the Africans at either end of them. You might fancy that the Africans were for the most part a body of Romans from the way they were armed, they were so completely equipped with the arms, some of which they had taken at the Trebia, but the most part at Trasumennus. The Gauls and Spaniards had shields almost of the same shape; their swords were totally different, those of the Gauls being very long and without a point, the Spaniard, accustomed to thrust more than to cut, had a short handy sword, pointed like a dagger. These nations, more than any other, inspired terror by the vastness of their stature and their frightful appearance: the Gauls were naked above the waist, the Spaniards had taken up their position wearing white tunics embroidered with purple, of dazzling brilliancy. The total number of infantry in the field was 40,000, and there were 10,000. cavalry. Hasdrubal was in command of the left wing, Maharbal of the right; Hannibal himself with his brother Mago commanded the centre. It was a great convenience to both armies that the sun shone obliquely on them, whether it was that they had purposely so placed themselves, or whether it happened by accident, since the Romans faced the north, the Carthaginians the South. The wind, called by the inhabitants the Vulturnus, was against the Romans, and blew great clouds of dust into their faces, making it impossible for them to see in front of them.

When the battle shout was raised the auxiliaries ran forward, and the battle began with the light infantry. Then the Gauls and Spaniards on the left engaged the Roman cavalry on the right; the battle was not at all like a cavalry fight, for there was no room for manœuvering, the river on the one side and the infantry on the other hemming them in, compelled them to fight face to face. Each side tried to force their way straight forward, till at last the horses were standing in a closely pressed mass, and the riders seized their opponents and tried to drag them from their horses. It had become mainly a struggle of infantry, fierce but short, and the Roman cavalry was repulsed and fled. Just as this battle of the cavalry was finished, the infantry became engaged, and as long as the Gauls and Spaniards kept their ranks unbroken, both sides were equally matched in strength and courage. At length after long and repeated efforts the Romans closed up their ranks, echeloned their front, and by the sheer weight of their deep column bore down the division of the enemy which was stationed in front of Hannibal’s line, and was too thin and weak to resist the pressure. Without a moment’s pause they followed up their broken and hastily retreating foe till they took to headlong flight. Cutting their way through the mass of fugitives, who offered no resistance, they penetrated as far as the Africans who were stationed on both wings, somewhat further back than the Gauls and Spaniards who had formed the advanced centre. As the latter fell back the whole front became level, and as they continued to give ground it became concave and crescent-shaped, the Africans at either end forming the horns. As the Romans rushed on incautiously between them, they were enfiladed by the two wings, which extended and closed round them in the rear. On this, the Romans, who had fought one battle to no purpose, left the Gauls and Spaniards, whose rear they had been slaughtering, and commenced a fresh struggle with the Africans. The contest was a very one-sided one, for not only were they hemmed in on all sides, but wearied with the previous fighting they were meeting fresh and vigorous opponents.

By this time the Roman left wing, where the allied cavalry were fronting the Numidians, had become engaged, but the fighting was slack at first owing to a Carthaginian stratagem. About 500 Numidians, carrying, besides their usual arms and missiles, swords concealed under their coats of mail, rode out from their own line with their shields slung behind their backs as though they were deserters, and suddenly leaped from their horses and flung their shields and javelins at the feet of their enemy. They were received into their ranks, conducted to the rear, and ordered to remain quiet. While the battle was spreading to the various parts of the field they remained quiet, but when the eyes and minds of all were wholly taken up with the fighting they seized the large Roman shields which were lying everywhere amongst the heaps of slain and commenced a furious attack upon the rear of the Roman line. Slashing away at backs and hips, the, made a great slaughter and a still greater panic and confusion. Amidst the rout and panic in one part of the field and the obstinate but hopeless struggle in the other, Hasdrubal, who was in command of that arm, withdrew some Numidians from the centre of the right wing, where the fighting was feebly kept up, and sent them in pursuit of the fugitives, and at the same time sent the Spanish and Gaulish horse to the aid of the Africans, who were by this time more wearied by slaughter than by fighting.

Paulus was on the other side of the field. In spite of his having been seriously wounded at the commencement of the action by a bullet from a sling, he frequently encountered Hannibal with a compact body of troops, and in several places restored the battle. The Roman cavalry formed a bodyguard round him, but at last, as he became too weak to manage his horse, they all dismounted. It is stated that when some one reported to Hannibal that the consul had ordered his men to fight on foot, he remarked, “I would rather he handed them over to me bound hand and foot.” Now that the victory of the enemy was no longer doubtful this struggle of the dismounted cavalry was such as might be expected when men preferred to die where they stood rather than flee, and the victors, furious at them for delaying the victory, butchered without mercy those whom they could not dislodge. They did, however, repulse a few survivors exhausted with their exertions and their wounds. All were at last scattered, and those who could regained their horses for flight. Cn. Lentulus, a military tribune, saw, as he rode by, the consul covered with blood sitting on a boulder. “Lucius Æmilius,” he said, “the one man whom the gods must hold guiltless of this day’s disaster, take this horse while you have still some strength left, and I can lift you into the saddle and keep by your side to protect you. Do not make this day of battle still more fatal by a consul’s death, there are enough tears and mourning without that.” The consul replied: “Long may you live to do brave deeds, Cornelius, but do not waste in useless pity the few moments left in which to escape from the hands of the enemy. Go, announce publicly to the senate that they must fortify Rome and make its defence strong before the victorious enemy approaches, and tell Q. Fabius privately that I have ever remembered his precepts in life and in death. Suffer me to breathe my last among my slaughtered soldiers, let me not have to defend myself again when I am no longer consul, or appear as the accuser of my colleague and protect my own innocence by throwing the guilt on another.” During this conversation a crowd of fugitives came suddenly upon them, followed by the enemy, who, not knowing who the consul was, overwhelmed him with a shower of missiles. Lentulus escaped on horseback in the rush.

Then there was flight in all directions; 7000 men escaped to the smaller camp, 10,000 to the larger, and about 2000 to the village of Cannae. These latter were at once surrounded by Carthalo and his cavalry, as the village was quite unfortified. The other consul, who either by accident or design had not joined any of these bodies of fugitives, escaped with about fifty cavalry to Venusia; 45,500 infantry, 2700 cavalry—almost an equal proportion of Romans and allies—are said to have been killed. Amongst the number were both the quaestors attached to the consuls, L. Atilius and L, Furius Bibulcus, twentynine military tribunes, several ex-consuls, ex-praetors, and ex-ædiles (amongst them are included Cn. Servilius Geminus and M. Minucius, who was Master of the Horse the previous year and, some years before that, consul), and in addition to these, eighty men who had either been senators or filled offices qualifying them for election to the senate and who had volunteered for service with the legions. The prisoners taken in the battle are stated to have amounted to 3000 infantry and 1500 cavalry.

Such was the battle of Cannae, a battle as famous as the disastrous one at the Allia; not so serious in its results, owing to the inaction of the enemy, but more serious and more horrible in view of the slaughter of the army. For the flight at the Allia saved the army though it lost the City, whereas at Cannae hardly fifty men shared the consul’s flight, nearly the whole army met their death in company with the other consul. As those who had taken refuge in the two camps were only a defenceless crowd without any leaders, the men in the larger camp sent a message to the others asking them to cross over to them at night when the enemy, tired after the battle and the feasting in honour of their victory, would be buried in sleep. Then they would go in one body to Canusium. Some rejected the proposal with scorn. “ Why,” they asked, “cannot those who sent the message come themselves, since they are quite as able to join us as we to join them? Because, of course, all the country between us is scoured by the enemy and they prefer to expose other people to that deadly peril rather than themselves.” Others did not disapprove of the proposal, but they lacked courage to carry it out.

P. Sempronius Tuditanus protested against this cowardice. “Would you,” he asked, “rather be taken prisoners by a most avaricious and ruthless foe and a price put upon your heads and your value assessed after you have been asked whether you are a Roman citizen or a Latin ally, in order that another may win honour from your misery and disgrace? Certainly not, if you are really the fellow-countrymen of L. Æmilius, who chose a noble death rather than a life of degradation, and of all the brave men who are lying in heaps around him. But, before daylight overtakes us and the enemy gathers in larger force to bar our path, let us cut our way through the men who in disorder and confusion are clamouring at our gates. Good swords and brave hearts make a way through enemies, however densely they are massed. If you march shoulder to shoulder you will scatter this loose and disorganised force as easily as if nothing opposed you. Come then with me, all you who want to preserve yourselves and the State.” With these words he drew his sword, and with his men in close formation marched through the very midst of the enemy. When the Numidians hurled their javelins on the right, the unprotected side, they transferred their shields to their right arms, and so got clear away to the larger camp. As many as 600 escaped on this occasion, and after another large body had joined them they at once left the camp and came through safely to Canusium. This action on the part of defeated men was due to the impulse of natural courage or of accident rather than to any concerted plan of their own or any one’s generalship.

Hannibal’s officers all surrounded him and congratulated him on his victory, and urged that after such a magnificent success he should allow himself and his exhausted men to rest for the remainder of the day and the following night. Maharbal, however, the commandant of the cavalry, thought that they ought not to lose a moment. “ That you may know,” he said to Hannibal, “what has been gained by this battle I prophesy that in five days you will be feasting as victor in the Capitol. Follow me; I will go in advance with the cavalry; they will know that you are come before they know that you are coming.” To Hannibal the victory seemed too great and too joyous for him to realise all at once. He told Maharbal that he commended his zeal, but he needed time to think out his plans. Maharbal replied: “ The gods have not given all their gifts to one man. You know how to win victory, Hannibal, you do not know how to use it.” That day?s delay is believed to have saved the City and the empire.

The next day, as soon as it grew light, they set about gathering the spoils on the field and viewing the carnage, which was a ghastly sight even for an enemy. There all those thousands of Romans were lying, infantry and cavalry indiscriminately as chance had brought them together in the battle or the flight. Some covered with blood raised themselves from amongst the dead around them, tortured by their wounds which were nipped by the cold of the morning, and were promptly put an end to by the enemy. Some they found lying with their thighs and knees gashed but still alive; these bared their throats and necks and bade them drain what blood they still had left. Some were discovered with their heads buried in the earth, they had evidently suffocated themselves by making holes in the ground and heaping the soil over their faces. What attracted the attention of all was a Numidian who was dragged alive from under a dead Roman lying across him; his ears and nose were torn, for the Roman with hands too powerless to grasp his weapon had, in his mad rage, torn his enemy with his teeth, and while doing so expired.

After most of the day had been spent in collecting the spoils, Hannibal led his men to the attack on the smaller camp and commenced operations by throwing up a breastwork to cut off their water supply from the river. As, however, all the defenders were exhausted by toil and want of sleep, as well as by wounds, the surrender was effected sooner than he had anticipated. They agreed to give up their arms and horses, and to pay For each Roman three hundred “chariot pieces,” for each ally two hundred, and for each officer’s servant one hundred, on condition that after the money was paid they should be allowed to depart with one garment apiece. Then they admitted the enemy into the camp and were all placed under guard, the Romans and the allies separately.

Whilst time was being spent there, all those in the larger camp, who bad sufficient strength and courage, to the number of 4000 infantry and 200 cavalry, made their escape to Canusium, some in a body, others straggling through the fields, which was quite as safe a thing to do. Those who were wounded and those who had been afraid to venture surrendered the camp on the same terms as had been agreed upon in the other camp. An immense amount of booty was secured, and the whole of it was made over to the troops with the exception of the horses and prisoners and whatever silver there might be. Most of this was on the trappings of the horses, for they used very little silver plate at table, at all events when on a Campaign.

Hannibal then ordered the bodies of his own soldiers to be collected for burial; it is said that there were as many as 8000 of his best troops. Some authors state that he also had a search made for the body of the Roman consul, which he buried.
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THE PASS AT THERMOPYLAE

CHARLOTTE YONGE

“Stranger, bear this message to the Spartans, that we lie here
obedient to their laws.”

There was trembling in Greece. “The Great King,” as the Greeks called the chief potentate of the East, whose domains stretched from the Indian Caucasus to the AEgaeus, from the Caspian to the Red Sea, was marshalling his forces against the little free states that nestled amid the rocks and gulfs of the Eastern Mediterranean. Already had his might devoured the cherished colonies of the Greeks on the eastern shore of the Archipelago, and every traitor to home institutions found a ready asylum at that des court, and tried to revenge his own wrongs by whispering incitements to invasion. “All people, nations, and languages,” was the commencement of the decrees of that monarch’s court; and it was scarcely a vain boast, for his satraps ruled over subject kingdoms, and among his tributary nations he counted the Chaldean, with his learning and old civilization, and the steadfast Jew, the skilful Phoenician, the learned Egyptian, the wild freebooting Arab of the desert, the dark-skinned Ethiopian, and over all these ruled the keen-witted, active native Persian race, the conquerors of all the rest, and led by a chosen band proudly called the Immortal. His many capitals—Babylon the great, Susa, Persepolis, and the like were names of dreamy splendour to the Greeks, described now and then by Ionians from Asia Minor who had carried their tribute to the king’s own feet, or by courtier slaves who had escaped with difficulty from being all too serviceable at the tyrannic court. And the lord of this enormous empire was about to launch his countless host against the little cluster of states the whole of which together would hardly equal one province of the huge Asiatic realm! Moreover, it was a war not only on the men, but on their gods. The Persians were zealous adorers of the sun and of fire; they abhorred the idol-worship of the Greeks, and defiled and plundered every temple that fell in their way. Death and desolation were almost the best that could be looked for at such hands; slavery and torture from cruelly barbarous masters would only too surely be the lot of numbers should their land fall a prey to the conquerors.

True it was that ten years back the former Great King had sent his best troops to be signally defeated upon the coast of Attica; but the losses at Marathon had but stimulated the Persian lust of conquest, and the new king Xerxes was gathering together such myriads of men as should crush the Greeks and overrun their country by mere force of numbers.

The muster-place was at Sardis, and there Greek spies had seen the multitudes assembling and the state and magnificence of the king’s attendants. Envoys had come from him to demand earth and water from each state in Greece, as emblems that land and sea were his; but each state was resolved to be free, and only Thessaly, that which lay first in his path, consented to yield the token of subjugation. A council was held at the Isthmus of corinth, and attended by deputies from all the states of Greece, to consider the best means of defence. The ships of the enemy would coast round the shores of the Aegean Sea, the land army would cross the Hellespont on abridge of boats lashed together, and march southwards into Greece. The only hope of averting the danger lay in defending such passages as, from the nature of the ground, were so narrow that only a few persons could fight hand to hand at once, so that courage would be of more avail than numbers.

The first of these passes was called Tempe, and a body of troops was sent to guard it; but they found that this was useless and impossible, and came back again. The next was at Thermopylae. Look in your map of the Archipelago, or Aegean Sea, as it was then called, for the great island of Negropont, or by its old name, Euboea. It looks like a piece broken off from the coast, and to the north is shaped like the head of a bird, with the beak running into a gulf, that would fit over it, upon the mainland, and between the island and the coast is an exceedingly narrow strait. The Persian army would have to march round the edge of the gulf. They could not cut straight across the country, because the ridge of mountains called, Ceta rose up and barred their way. Indeed, the woods, rocks, and precipices came down so near the seashore that in two places there was only room for one single wheel track between the steeps and the impassable morass that formed the border of the gulf on its south side. These two very narrow places were called the gates of the pass, and were about a mile apart. There was a little more width left in the intervening space; but in this there were a number of springs of warm mineral water, salt and sulphurous, which were used for the sick to bathe in, and thus the place was called Thermopylae, or the Hot Gates. A wall had once been built across the westernmost of these narrow places, when the Thessalians and Phocians, who lived on either side of it, had been at war with one another; but it had been allowed to go to decay, since the Phocians had found out that there was a very steep, narrow mountain path along the bed of a torrent by which it was possible to cross from one territory to the other without going round this marshy coast road.

This was therefore an excellent place to defend. The Greek ships were all drawn up on the farther side of Euboea to prevent the Persian vessel from getting into the strait and landing men beyond the pass, and a division of the army was sent off to guard the Hot Gates. The council at the Isthmus did not know of the mountain pathway, and thought that all would be safe as long as the Persians were kept out of the coast path.

The troops sent for this purpose were from different cities, and amountsed to about 4,000, who were to keep the pass against two millions. The leader of them was Leonidas, who had newly become one of the two kings of Sparta, the city that above all in Greece trained its sons to be hardy soldiers dreading death infinitely less than shame. Leonidas had already made his mind that the expedition would probably be his death, perhaps because a prophecy had been given at the Temple at Delphi that Sparta should be saved by the death of one of her kings of the race of Hercules. He was allowed by law to take with him 300 men, and these he chose most carefully, not merely for their strength and courage, but selecting those where had sons, so that no family might be altogether destroyed. These Spartans with their helots or slaves, made up his own share of the numbers, but all the army was under his generalship. It is even said that the 300 celebrated their own funeral rites before they set out, lest they should be deprived of them by the enemy, since, as we have already seen, it was the Greek belief that the spirits of the dead found no rest till their obsequies had been performed. Such preparations did not daunt the spirits of Leonidas and his men; and his wife, Gorgo, was not a woman to be faint-hearted or hole him back. Long before, when she was a very little girl, a word of hers saved her father from listening to a traitorous message from the King of Persia; and every Spartan lady was bred up to be able to say to those she best loved that they must come home from battle “with the shield or on it”—either carrying it victoriously or borne upon it as a corpse.

When Leonidas came to Thermopylae, the Phocians told him of the mountain path through the chestnut woods of Mount Ceta, and begged to have the privilege of guarding it on a spot high up on the mountain side, assuring him that it was very hard to find at the other end, and that there was every probability that the enemy would never discover it. He consented, and encamping around the warm springs, caused the broken wall to be repaired and made ready to meet the foe.

The Persian army were seen covering the whole country like locusts, and the hearts of some of the southern Greeks in the pass began to sink. Their homes in the Peloponnesus were comparatively secure: had they not better fall back and reserve themselves to defend the Isthmus of Corinth? Buti Leonidas, though Sparta was safe below the Isthmus, had no intention of abandoning his northern allies, and kept the other Peloponnesians to their posts, only sending messengers for further help.

Presently a Persian on horseback rode up to reconnoitre the pass. He could not see over the wall, but in front of it and on the ramparts he saw the Spartans, some of them engaged in active sports, and others in combing their long hair. He rode back to the king, and told him what he had seen. “Now, Xerxes had in his camp an exiled Spartan prince, named Demartus, who had become a traitor to his country, and was serving as counsellor to the enemy. Xerxes sent for him, and asked whether his countrymen were to be thus employed instead of fleeing away; but Demartus made answer that a hard fight was no doubt in preparation, and that it was custom of the Spartans to array their hair with especial care when they were about to enter upon any great peril. Xerxes would, however, not believe that so petty a force could intend to resist him, and waited four days, probably expecting his fleet to assist him; but as it did not appear, the attack was made.

The Greeks, stronger men and more heavily armed, were far better able to fight to advantage than the Persians with their short spears and wicker shields, and beat them off with great ease. It is said, that Xerxes three times “leapt off his throne in despair at the sight of his troops being driven backwards; and thus for two days it seemed as easy to force a way through the Spartans as through the rocks themselves. Nay, how could slavish troops, dragged from home to spread the victories of an ambitious king, fight like freemen who felt that their strokes were to defend their homes and children?

But on that evening a wretched man, named Ephialtes, crept into the Persian camp, and offered, for a great sum of money, to show the mountain path that would enable the enemy to take the brave defenders in the rear. A Persian general, named Hydarnes, was sent off at nightfall with a detachment to secure this passage, and was guided through the thick forests that clothed the hillside. In the stillness of the air, at daybreak, the Phocian guards of the path were startled by the crackling of the chestnut leaves under the tread of many feet. They started up, but a shower of arrows was discharged on them, and forgetting all save the present alarm, they fled to a higher part of the mountain, and the enemy, without waiting to pursue them, began to descend.

As day dawned, morning light showed the watchers of the Grecian camp below a glittering and shimmering in the torrent bed where the shaggy forests opened; but it was not the sparkle of water, but the shine of gilded helmets and the gleaming of silvered spears! Moreover, a Cimmerian crept over to the wall from the Persian camp with tidings that the path had been betrayed; that the enemy were climbing it, and would come down beyond the Eastern Gate. Still, the way was rugged and circuitous, the Persians would hardly descend before midday, and there was ample time for the Greeks to escape before they could thus be shut in by the enemy.

There was a short council held over the morning sacrifice. Megistias, the seer, on inspecting the entrails of the slain victim, declared, as well he might, that their appearance boded disaster. Him Leonidas ordered to retire, but he refused, though he sent home his only son. There was no disgrace to an ordinary tone of mind in leaving a post that could not be held, and Leonidas recommended all the allied troops under his command to march away while yet the way was open. As to himself and his Spartans! they had made up their minds to die at their post, and there could be little doubt that the example of such a resolution would do more to save Greece than their best efforts could ever do if they were careful to reserve themselves for another occasion.

All the allies consented to retreat, except the eighty men who came from Mycæne and the 700 Thespians, who declared that they would not desert Leonidas. There were also 400 Thebans who remained; and thus the whole number that stayed with Leonidas to confront two million of enemies were fourteen hundred warriors, besides the helots or attendants on the 300 Spartans, whose number is not known, but there was probably at least dpi to each. Leonidas had two kinsmen in the camp, like himself claiming the blood of Hercules, and he tried to save them by giving them letters and messages to Sparta; but one answered that “he had come to fight, not to carry letters,” and the other that “his deeds would tell all that Sparta wished to know.” Another Spartan, named Dienices, when told that the enemy?s archers were so numerous that their arrows darkened the sun replied, “So much the better: we shall fight in the shade.” Two of the 300 had been sent to a neighbouring village, suffering severely from a complaint, in the eyes. One of them, called Eurytus, put on his armour, and commanded his helot to lead him to his place in the ranks; the other, called Aristodemus, was so overpowered with illness that he allowed himself to be carried away with the retreating allies. It was still early in the day when all were gone, and Leonidas gave the word to his men to take their last meal. “To-night,” he said, “we shall sup with Pluto.”

Hitherto he had stood on the defensive, and had husbanded the lives of his men; but he now desired to make as great a slaughter as possible, so as to inspire the enemy with dread of the Grecian name. He therefore marched out beyond the wall, without waiting to be attacked, and the battle began. The Persian captains went behind their wretched troops and scourged them on to the fight with whips! Poor wretches! they were driven on to be slaughtered, pierced with the Greek spears, hurled into the sea, or trampled into the mud of the morass; but their inexhaustible numbers told at length. The spears of the Greeks broke under hard service, and their swords alone remained; they began to fall, and Leonidas himself was among the first of the slain. Hotter than ever was the fight over his corpse, and two Persian princes, brothers of Xerxes, were there killed; but at length word was brought that Hydarnes was over the pass, and that the few remaining men were thus enclosed on all sides. The Spartans and Thespians made their way to a little hillock within the wall, resolved to let this be the place of their last stand but the hearts of the Thebans failed them, and they came towards the Persians holding out their hands in entreaty for mercy. Quarter was given to them, but they were all branded with the king’s mark as untrustworthy deserters. The helots probably at this time escaped into the mountains while the small desperate band stood side by side on the hill still fighting to the last, some with swords, others with daggers, others even with their hands and teeth, till not one living man remained amongst them when the sun went down. There was only a mound of slain, bristled over with arrows.

Twenty thousand Persians had died before that handful of men! Xerxes asked Demaratus if there were many more at Sparta like these, and was told there were 8,000. It must have been with a somewhat failing heart that he invited his courtiers from the fleet to see what he had done to the men who dared to oppose him, and showed them the head and arm of Leonidas set up upon a cross; but he took care that all his own slain, except 1,000, should first be put out of sight. The body of the brave king was buried where he fell, as were those of the other dead. Much envied were they by the unhappy Aristodemus, who found himself called by no name but the “Coward,” and was shunned by all his fellow-citizens. No one would give him fire or water, and after a year of misery he redeemed his honour by perishing in the forefront of the battle of Plataea, which was the last blow that drove the Persians ingloriously from Greece.


[image: image]

HORATIUS AT THE BRIDGE

LIVY

By this time the Tarquins had fled to Lars Porsena, king of Clusium. There, with advice and entreaties, they besought him not to suffer them, who were descended from the Etrurians and of the same blood and name, to live in exile and poverty; and advised him not to let this practice of expelling kings to pass unpunished. Liberty, they declared, had charms enough in itself; and unless kings defended their crowns with as much vigour as the people pursued their liberty, the highest must be reduced to a level with the lowest; there would be nothing exalted, nothing distinguished above the rest; hence there must be an end of regal government, the most beautiful institution both among gods and men. Porsena, thinking it would be an honour to the Tuscans that there should be a king at Rome, especially one of the Etrurian nation, marched towards Rome with an army. Never before had such terror seized the Senate, so powerful was the state of Clusium at the time, and so great the renown of Porsena. Nor did they only dread their enemies, but even their own citizens, lest the common people, though excess of fear should, by receiving the Tarquins into the city, accept peace even though purchased with slavery. Many concessions were therefore granted to the people by the Senate during that period. Their attention, in the first place, was directed to the markets, and persons were sent, some to the Volscians, others to Cumse, to buy up corn. The privilege of selling salt, because it was farmed at a high rate, was also taken into the hands of the government, and withdrawn from private individuals; and the people were freed from portduties and taxes, in order that the rich, who could bear the burden, should contribute; the poor paid tax enough if they educated their children. This indulgent care of the fathers accordingly kept the whole state in such concord amid the subsequent severities of the siege and famine, that the highest as well as the lowest abhorred the name of king; nor was any individual afterwards so popular by intriguing practices as the whole Senate was by their excellent government.
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