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    When men make war, it is women who suffer. Trojan Women is a gripping re-imaging of one of the greatest stories in western literature, the epic clash of cultures we call the Trojan War. As Homer tells it in the Iliad, men fight, suffer, and die. There men tell the tale. But the Trojan women, whose lives are at the center of Homer's tale, and who are the prizes to be won, are silent. Trojan Women gives these women a voice. 
 
     In the novel six legendary women a voice: Chryseis, captured and taken as a slave to the bed of Agamemnon, bravely and resourcefully confronts the horrors of war and the brutality of men. Captured with her and saved from death by her, Briseis stands with Chryseis when death threatens them. Slaves and playthings of the Greeks, the two women are at the moral and emotional center of the drama and tell a story that even Homer never knew.  
 
    From within the besieged city of Troy, Queen Hecabe, and her daughters Andromache and Kassandra, look from the walls at the vast Greek army camped below, and bravely face the terrors that confront them: for Hecabe the loss of a crown and kingdom, for Andromache the loss of husband and child, for Kassandra the loss of sanity itself.  
 
    Once desired and now despised, Helen, the prize over whom Greeks and Trojans fight, has lost everything and now can only wait to learn if  she will live or die.   
 
    Trojan Women renews for our times an epic story, yet one also intimate and passionate that remains, after two thousand years, perhaps the greatest story ever told.  
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 Book One: Chryseis:  Daughter of Apollo 
 
      
 
           Chryseis, daughter of Chryses, priest of the Archer–God Apollo was taken by Achilles as a slave for Agamemnon. Chryses came to the ships of the bronze clad Achaeans to set free his daughter. "Old man," said Agamemnon. “I will not free her. She shall grow old in my house at Argos far from her own home, busying herself with her loom and visiting my bed; so go, and do not provoke me or it shall be the worse for you."  
 
      The old man then prayed to Apollo.  "Hear me," he cried, “if I have ever decked your temple with garlands, or burned your thigh-bones in fat of bulls or goats, grant my prayer, and let your arrows avenge these my tears upon the Achaeans."  
 
    And Apollo came down in fury from the heights of Olympus with his bow and quiver sling over his back. His decent was like the nightfall. He aimed his arrows at the men and struck again and again. Day and night the pyres consumed the dead. For nine days the god’s arrows rained down upon them. 
 
     --Iliad Book I  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1  
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    When I was old enough to attend the sacrifice I only watched my father at the altar; later when I was of age, I attended him there. He stood before the image of the god, knife in hand, wrapped in the robes of his calling, He subdued the poor struggling creature that had been brought to the temple for the sacrifice, for rather than shed their own, people willingly offer the blood of lesser creatures to the gods. Some could only afford to give a rabbit or rooster, others more affluent brought a pig, a sheep, or a lamb. On great feast days people brought a cow or an ox to be done to death so that they might live. As I watched I wondered: are the animals that die as fearful of death as we who offer them so as to avoid it?  Do they know what death means, like we do? As they lie panting wildly on the altar, their legs bound, their heads forced down on the cold stone, does their life flash before their eyes as it is said that it does before we face our death?   
 
    As my father raised the knife to sever the jugular, it seemed to me that they did know, for at that moment they always struggled more wildly against their confinement. They bleated or squealed or moaned. Sometimes their cries sounded almost human. I could not watch the moment of the kill for fear that some small terrified creature, a lamb that just that morning had been gamboling in the thyme-scented fields, or a calf taken just that day from its mother’s side, might turn its soft brown eyes full of terror, toward me. I looked away; I pitied them. 
 
    That was so long ago.  
 
    Now I stand where he stood, a girl no longer, but a woman grown old in the service of the god. With my sharp knife I slit their throats and let the dark blood pour into the sacred golden vessel. I cut away the best slices of meat from the thighs, wrap the rich fat around the thighbones, and burn these for the god, pouring for him libations of wine and water. I sprinkle the warm blood on the altar and throw incense into the crackling altar flame, chanting prayers for protection, for health, and for fertility. The rest of the meat of sacrifice is due to me. I roast it on the sacred fire for my dinner.  
 
      
 
    I live alone, celibate and chaste, for I am dedicated to the god. The villagers bring me food and reverence me. They call me Reverend Mother. I have, it seems, become a Sibyl. Like the ancient prophetess of Cumae visions come upon me, though they do not come unbidden as they used to do.  Now to take me into that trance I find I must go into the small dark room behind the altar and breathe deeply of the fumes rising from the lighted brazier that I keep always burning there.  
 
    Not many come here now, to the temple. Once in a while a pilgrim passes, leaves a rabbit or some grain for sacrifice, though even now, years after it all is over, few have much they can spare, even for the gods. There is no priest here now since my father died. I know that time out of mind it has always been said that it is the prerogative only of holy men to sacrifice before Apollo.  It is not women’s work. But is it not more wrong to leave the gifts un-offered, to deprive the god of what was brought to him? I think so. And so I take the offerings and perform the rites, for I am the daughter of a priest and I have known sorrow.  I know I do no wrong. The sacrifices are attended by the usual handful of devout women who come every day, wearing black shawls and carrying holy amulets. They know all the chants, all the responses, know all the ancient elements of the ritual as well as I.  I say the proper prayers and sprinkle water and wine on the altar as I did when I was a girl at my father’s side. There is no one to serve at my side, and so, alone, I take the poor shivering beast and end it quickly, using the same knife my father used.  
 
    My days are spent in silence. I still live in our old house and I keep it clean as best I can, and in it there is a little altar to my father’s spirit.  I do my best to tend the temple, though it has fallen into ruin and it seems as if nature is moving quickly to reclaim it. Moss grows on the stones, ivy clambers profusely up the columns, tree roots split the pavement.  I sweep the bird droppings from the temple porch, though my back pains me and it is hard to bend, and my knees are stiff and swollen. I bring little bowls of grain for the mice, who Apollo loves, who still play here as they did so long ago.  
 
    Sometimes a woman comes and asks for the Sibyl.  With her I enter into the sanctuary, throw incense on the flames. I always ask her—it is always a woman for I cannot speak to men—I ask her to imagine in her mind what it is she needs or wants. “Do not speak it aloud,” I say. “The god will hear.” The smoke rises pungent and sweet and I breathe it deeply. As the dark smoke fills the room I feel my pain disappear. I pray to Apollo to give me the sight. He always does.  I feel my body dissolve. I rise and see the supplicant kneeling on the floor, the brazier billowing smoke. The corners of the room recede; the statue of the god seems to smile, a little mouse runs across the floor. Below me I see my own body crumpled into a ball; I watch as I hug myself and sway and sway and I can hear my own crooning voice, though I never know what I say.  After it is done I rarely recall what was revealed.  But the women are always satisfied.  I awake and find them kneeling before me, their eyes filled with tears and gratitude. And when we leave the room to go out into the light, they take my hand and kiss it, and sometimes I hold them and we weep together, and sometimes even laugh.   
 
    Though I tire of blood day in and day out, yet blood feeds the gods and nourishes the souls in Hades. And if I conduct the ceremony without flaw the god will be pleased and we will all be protected for yet another day from whatever trials heaven has planned for us.  Though what seemingly dread thing may produce the good I will never know. Indeed, I must believe that what I do is for the good. For is not my life the result of a miracle?  Because of a miracle I serve at this altar, hierophant of divine mysteries. Daily I conduct the rituals appointed since time began and celebrate the great festivals in Apollo’s name here in Chrysa, at his temple we call the Smintheum, as my father, Chryses, priest of Apollo, did. How much longer will I be able to do so I do not know. I have lived long. I have lived indeed until the very end of the world. For who can doubt, after all the horrors, that the end soon must come.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2  
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    Our family has always lived here in Chrysa. My father and his, and his father before him, had looked out from the high cliffs to the sea, watching the sun gleaming on the silver water, watching the misty mountains in the distance turn rich purple at dusk. In Chrysa there are no great buildings like we had heard that Troy possessed. Here, low stone houses with rough stone lintels, small windows, each house with an image of a god next to the door, worn smooth with touching for luck when men and women, sons and daughters, departed in the mornings to till the fields and returned at night to sleep.   
 
    Our little house was small, tight, warm in winter and its thick stone walls made it cool in summer. Olive trees everywhere, grapes on the hillside, the scent of wild herbs and goats, the smell of thyme growing stronger when the earth is turned over for spring planting, the aroma of lamb cooking on spit on great feast days, an occasional merchant come from nearby Thebe, once a year the tax collector from Troy.  These things were the features of our simple life. For festivals we few villagers sometimes went together to the cliffs and prayed to the rising sun. Alone and lonely, we tilled our land, and never left our homes.  
 
    Each week we gathered for market in the central square, a clearing of dirt trampled by the feet of time. People came from other villages, some even smaller than ours, and set up stalls with little baskets of onions, crops of herbs, mint, thyme, and millet, or some chickens, eggs, a lamb or a goat. We sold and bartered and all managed to live on what the land provided. What coins we garnered we kept for the taxes due the king, but Troy, the city that ruled us, was a distant overlord, and asked little of us.  At market gossip was exchanged, men looked at pretty girls, and sometimes arrangements were made between a father and a likely youth for the hand if not the heart of a daughter.  But since no one had much in the way of wealth, there was often little to offer except desire. And this was usually quite enough. So a sidewise glance cast from an inviting eye often led to meetings and to marriage—and that is what happened to my father. He met my mother, Hypasia, whose inviting eye and golden beauty had captivated him, as he so often told me, when he saw her standing at her father’s stall one market day, selling ripe dark olives. They married, they had one son, but he did not live. My parents hoped for another child, but the physicians told them that the birth of my brother guaranteed that there could be no other. 
 
    And yet there was another.  I was born two years later.  
 
    As I grew, my father would often say, “You are my miracle child, Chryseis,” and he would pick me up and holding me tight, do a little dance, twirling me around in his arms till I was dizzy with delight and I would laugh with joy. Soon I became too old for that, but he always said it when he gave me a hug. When he and my mother and I sat down to the evening meal they always thanked the god for me, their miracle child. But he never explained what he meant.  I often asked him, but he just smiled.  “Some day when you are older,” he would say.  
 
    And older I grew.  My father would stand and look at me. “You are beautiful, my child,” he always said. I did not know if that was true, but I did notice that that the boys in the village looked after me as I walked in the market and as I worked with my mother in our garden patch near by our house. At night my mother loved to brush my hair; it was long and golden. I loved it when she did that. Oh, the love that shone in her eyes; oh, the love that I gave back.  
 
    But I also noticed that as I grew she seemed to shrink into herself; her beautiful face became more pale and drawn, for the truth was she had never quite recovered from my birth. There was never any obvious sign, never any sudden collapse, just a slow sinking as the years went by. Slowly, ever so slowly, she found it harder to help my father in the temple, and so I, bit by bit began to take her place. She found it harder to do the chores and errands that women need to do to make the home a happy place and that too became my lot, a lot I was happy to perform so that she could rest and sit in the sun.  
 
    And then one summer day she could not rise in the morning. My father carried her to the temple and laid her on a soft pallet before the altar. Together we prayed. Together we wept and called out to the god. But he did not hear us. She died in his arms at the altar, as I bathed her brow with lavender-scented water mixed with my tears. She left us in the dark shadow of the ancient columns, the cuckoo sounding a melancholy counterpoint to our sobs as the full moon rose on the sweet perfumed summer night. When my mother died I was fifteen summers old.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3  
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    I now became the woman in my father’s life—in me I think he saw my mother, in me he loved us both. He was faithful in his devotion to her in death as he had been while she lived, faithful too in his service to Apollo even though Apollo had taken his wife and taken my mother. We had each other and we had our faith. Everyday my farther went to the temple to make sacrifice and I, as my mother had done, went with him and stood next to him at the altar.  I had never much thought about the fact that my father was priest in the temple. When young and not yet burdened with time’s passing, and not yet damaged by time’s arrows, children do not wonder about the time before they were born, for it is not imaginable. Nor can they imagine that their parents had a life without them and before them.  My father had always been priest I supposed.  But this was not so. It was part of the miracle.  
 
    The temple stands a short distance from the center of the village. Over many years the sanctuary had fallen into decay, for in fact no priest served its god; no one came there to pray or offer sacrifice until my father took up his duties as priest. Weeds pushed up through cracks in the pavement, and there were only broken statues to grace the pediment. All was bare and ruined, surrounded by rough low walls. The temple itself is small and simple: six columns simply capped support the pediment and ten march down each side, some showing just a trace of color. The large central room in which people gather. not only for holy things but also for fellowship and safety, is paved with huge ancient stones, worn by the passing of untold numbers over untold years. In the sanctuary the altar is raised on a low stone platform at the end. The image of the god was washed with color so long ago that now it is more a suggestion than an actuality. The long belted robe, which somehow the sculptor didn’t quite finish at the base, falls in straight folds; the arms are tight at his sides. His face is worn, impassive, and on his lips there is the hint of an odd, almost knowing smile. His blank eyes, once no doubt painted to look like life, stare out across the room, past the temple porch and toward the distant sea. Both the image and the temple are of an age beyond the memory of any man.  
 
    When I was a young girl I wove garlands for Apollo’s statue and left grain for the mice that played about it, for as all men know, mice are sacred to this God, and carry his messages and sometimes his wrath. Indeed we see Apollo in many forms. He comes to us in terrible glory as the Archer. He can be discerned in the rays of the rising sun; he appears in our dreams as the voice of prophecy; he is heard in the voices of the bards as they sing their songs and tell the tales of our people; he protects the herds and fields. And even as a little mouse--Smintheus in the old tongue-- he is sacred. And he comes to us in visions. He has come in that way to me.   
 
    I have had visions ever since I was a young girl, serving in the temple with my father, doing the lesser tasks that woman are allowed to do in the service of the God--cleaning the altar of the blood of sacrifice and washing it from my father’s robes, handing him the objects of the ritual. I never told my father about my gift because I knew even then that such a gift has a double edge. Whenever I remember the first time that I was possessed, I cannot help but think of poor mad Kassandra, feared because she claimed to know the future, ridiculed because none believed her claims. I know now what happens to the Great Sibyl, Apollo’s voice at Delphi, captive of her gift, confined in a noxious cave beneath the earth and destined forever to be possessed by the god and tell his will to men. 
 
    Sometimes as I stood near the altar ready to give my father a beaker filled with lustral water or hand him the bowl of incense, as the smoke of sacrifice rose to heaven I would feel light-headed. My eyes would lose their focus and the room around me shimmer, fade and disappear. It was as if I rose from out of my body. I could look down and in some odd way see myself still standing there, still mechanically serving at the altar. But my spirit was elsewhere, in other places, other times. Often the vision would be as fleeting as a cloud quickly scudding across the sky.  It would end as suddenly as it came.  Then I would descend back into my body and awake to find myself handing my father the sickle used to cut the barley sheaves. It was as if no time had passed there at the altar, though in my visions I sometimes thought I had traversed a thousand years.  
 
      
 
    When it first happened it came suddenly to me, unexpectedly. I was fourteen summers then. I was alone one afternoon in the temple washing the altar after the morning sacrifice. The scent of incense mixed with the smell of the blood that still stained the altar, the fruit, brought earlier, smelling sweet, even a little rotten made me dizzy.  I sat to rest on the lower step of the altar when the now familiar feeling possessed me for the first time.  I do not now remember what I saw, but I do know that it was sweet and filled me with strange rich pleasure. My body seemed to be afire, to be transparent, I felt in tune with music I could not hear but only felt as I rose up and out of my body into a rich immensity and expectation. I had never known such, how can I call it, such ecstasy. I think that I never have again.   
 
    Once begun, the visions continued, always coming when I did not expect them. Some visions seemed harmless, many delighted me, others I could not fathom. Was it the past I saw, some long ago and distant age, some vanished nation? Or did I see what was to come?  Often I never knew, for I saw nothing that I understood or recognized, no faces that I loved or feared. But others were not so inexplicable and as I grew older many filled me with terror. I came to fear the onset of the heady warning. One vision especially recurred. Fragments of it would haunt my dreams. It would flash upon me in unlikely places: at the market, cutting wheat sheaves in the field. In it I saw running men with spears; I could hear no sound, but I saw faces filled with horror and with fear. I saw women raped and murdered. Buildings in flame, men in armor, wounded, men dead. I did not know then what it meant. I know now.  All I knew was that when I came back into myself, I was sick with terror.   
 
    This vision in one of its many forms came to me again one early morning when I was handing my father the grain for the offering. I must have staggered, or paused, or given some indication that all was not well. But then I came back into myself, and though dizzied, managed to continue. My father looked at me oddly with a keen and penetrating glance. But as he must he continued the ritual without a word. He was Apollo’s priest and little escaped him. Did he know what seized me? Who came to me?  
 
    Afterwards he led me to outside to the long stone bench in the courtyard. He brought me a beaker of water mixed with some wine. He gently asked if I was well. I did not know what to say. He could see my fear, my uncertainty.  
 
    Then he said, simply, “I know.” He took me in his arms, saying, “I knew this must one day come. Now it is time for you to know everything.”  
 
    It was then that he told me about the miracle of my birth. “You are chosen, Chryseis,” he said. “You belong to the god. Never forget that.” He told me because he knew as well as I do now, better no doubt, what was due to a woman to whom the god had given such a gift. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4  
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    The morning sun became warmer and the bees hummed around us. A gentle breeze blew the perfume of lavender and thyme, like incense around us. No clouds scudded above. The sky was so blue and clear that it was as if a light glittered about us like silver. I will always remember that day, and remember what he told me, word for word.   
 
    “After our son, your brother died, your mother and I were desperate. We prayed and sacrificed to Zeus and Hera to give us a child. I visited foul huts in the dark of the moon and bought erotic nostrums from wizards and mad old women, all to no avail. Hypasia went on a mid-summer night deep into the dark forests to dance with bacchantes in hopes that her fertility would be restored, swaying to the drums and cymbals in that fearful night of abandon where women dance before the goddess until they are mad. With them she smeared her naked body with blood and semen got from who knows where, and tore in pieces small living animals and devoured them for the potency of their blood. What other things she did, too fearful to speak of, the very rumor of which disgusts men and makes them turn from their wives in horror, I did not want to know. But to have a child I let her do it. No gods heard us, and we had begun to despair, for you should know, then I was not a priest.  
 
    “We had always heard of the great Sibyl, a wise woman and oracle on the island of Tenedos. But it was said that though many came to seek her aid, she seldom granted audiences, and some even said that she did not exist at all. It was not a great voyage, but we were poor and even such short travel would tax our resources, for the captains of the boats that went to Tenedos knew that their passengers were often desperate people who would pay anything for passage there.  But we knew that we must go and so we made the journey on foot to Larissa, nestled on the seashore, and there boarded a small ship filled with hopeful people that plied back and forth to Tenedos, to the oracle on that isle sacred to Apollo. 
 
      
 
    We landed on Tenedos at the small village that served as a docking point, a handful of houses, a dirty tavern, and joined a rag-tag group of people, all of whom were seeking comfort from the oracle. The shrine was approached by a narrow track that led us finally to a dark grove of ancient trees deep in the center of the island. There in a small clearing ringed by low stonewalls and near a spring that flowed into a natural stone basin, we found that we were hardly alone. A hundred suppliants at least sat on the grass, clutching cages of animals for sacrifice, or panniers of vegetables and grain, all gifts to the oracle, waiting and hoping to be admitted. Mostly women and some men waited there, some poor farmers like us, others displaying signs of worldly wealth that was of no avail when the gods did not smile on them. We sat in this throng all one day, and through a night, and then into the next day. We feared that the little store of bitter wine, onions, and bread that we had brought with us would soon be exhausted. We held hands tightly. A current of anxiety and fear seemed to pass from hand to hand and as I held her I could feel her heart racing like that of a terrified animal before the sacrifice. Then, just as the moon began to rise on the second night, a young priestess appeared from out of the forest and came and stood before the crowd. With the moonlight at her back, dark robes softly billowing in the scented evening breeze, her gaunt face painted, her eyes dark and hollow, she was at once a figure of fear and hope.  
 
    “Who seeks the oracle?” she asked in a low toneless voice. Everyone clamored at once: “Take me, take me.” The priestess walked slowly among the crowd, her hands brushing heads as she passed. She paused before some and asked, “What have you brought for the oracle and to please the God?” People desperately held up their offerings: a caged rabbit, a bag of squashes, a cask of bitter wine. She looked and passed on. Then she came to us. “What have you brought for the oracle and to please the God?” she asked your mother.  
 
    We had brought no offering. Why, I do not know.  Somehow it had never, in our desperation, occurred to us to do so.  My heart went dead. But Hypasia said. “ I have nothing save my need.”   
 
    Silence.  
 
    The priestess touched Hypasia’s hair.  
 
    “Come,” she said.  
 
      
 
    We followed her deeper into the forest until we stood before the entrance to the grotto, a fissure in the rock, almost invisible behind a curtain of hanging vines. They smelled oddly, a mixture of aromatic herbs and something more noxious. We pushed through them and squeezed into what was barely a hole wide enough for a child. But once through it opened out into a cave, not high enough to stand upright, but lighted by a feeble torch so that we could just see that the walls had been painted with circles and swirling designs, red figures of men and animals.  A small brightly colored snake slithered away from us as we entered, hissing slightly as it disappeared into a crevice in the stone. The priestess pointed to the end of the cave and we saw that it descended into gloom. She took the torch from its holder on the wall and gave it to us. Then she disappeared back through the entrance.  Deep in that dark precinct beneath the earth we traveled down and down on a narrow path between walls that sweated moisture and on which too were more of the same incomprehensible designs.  As we continued down the steep path, bats, disturbed by the light of our torch, swooped past our heads. In the distance we could hear an odd low muttering that dully echoed against the dank stone walls. The air grew close and hot; the smell was fetid, unpleasant--a reek of   feces, decay, and flesh. Finally we came to her—sister it must be of the great Sibyl at Delphi—where she waited for us. She sat cross-legged in a stone chair. Her age was impossible to determine; her head was covered with a shawl and around her scraps of food moldered; a small fire burned in a low tripod before her. She did not seem to see us; her head was bowed and she was crooning a wordless tune, more a humming than song. We stood, not certain what to do. Then she made a gesture; the fire in the tripod leapt up, lightened the room. She raised her head and stared at us, her face was shadowed by the shawl, but her eyes were sharp and reflected the leaping flames.  I felt that she was looking at me and through me, beyond me, into the past and the future at once. She said nothing, just stared.  Despite the heat and the close and almost airless cave, I felt a chill as if I had been plunged into an icy stream. Hypasia’s hand gripped mine even harder, her nails digging into my palm. The fire cast leaping shadows on the wall. Smoke swirled up, blue and acrid, filling the room until we could hardly breathe.  Then as suddenly as it had all begun, the fire died; she shrank back into her chair and her head fell upon her breast. A feeble gesture of her hand was dismissal enough for us to flee, gasping for air and in terror. Later, when we talked about it, we both agreed that though there had been no sound we both heard a voice, clear and musical and young. Return home, the answer is in plain sight before you. We left knowing that Apollo had spoken, and we knew what we must do.  
 
    We returned to Chrysa. Just as the voice had said the answer lay before us. Not far from our house was the ancient temple of Apollo, now disused and there we found the answer to our prayers.  It stood on a high promontory above the sea, and spoke of an age long forgotten, of builders who lived long before our people had come to this land, and even of other gods, of gods unknown. Near it was a small grove, sacred surely to Apollo, of stunted, gnarled, and ancient trees that took the wind that blew almost constantly from the water. Many of the trees were hung with offerings, figures made of reeds or cloth, animals—rabbits, a rooster-- hung by nooses, their bones poking through the drying skin.  
 
    We did not need to discuss further what we needed to do. The musical voice was fresh in our ears and we were both certain that the god guided us. We waited till the moon was full. Dressed and purified Hypasia and I made the trip to the temple. We brought a sacrifice of grain and honey as we knew we should, and hand in hand we entered between the high dark columns, walked across the broken stone floor, and sank to our knees before the crumbling altar. We looked at one another, and hands still clasped said the ancient prayers that, somehow, we seemed to know, petitioning the god to give us a second chance to have a child.  
 
    A rustle of cloth and a footstep followed upon our prayer. An elderly priest appeared from the door behind the altar; in the half-light we could barely see him. “Welcome, “ he said. “I have been waiting long.” We looked at him in wonder. But he said no more. He raised his hand in blessing over us and the sacrifice.  Just as had the priestess in Tenedos, he came from the altar and brushed his hand over Hypasia’s head, and then over mine. Then, without a word, he walked out of the temple and into the moonlight toward Apollo’s grove, and just before he entered among the ancient trees, all of them silvered by the pale glimmer of the rising moon, he turned once, made a sign of benediction, and then he faded into the enfolding darkness. 
 
    We sat hand in hand before the altar. The moon rose higher, casting long shadows from the columns, turning the image of the god into a glowing figure that seemed to beckon us. As the night grew longer and the moon rose higher, little mice began to play around the base of the image. They too seemed to be made of silver and they glittered as they scurried here and there busily nibbling at the grain we had brought, making happy little squeaks that seemed somehow welcoming and almost musical as if they were singing a wedding song.  
 
    And this was what it was to be, this night, a wedding once again for us. The god had told us what to do. Settling on a pallet on the floor in front of the statue of the god, with silver mice playing around us, with the smell of wine from our libations which we too had sipped, with the incense and the smoke from the little fire we had made in the tripod on the altar curling in translucent columns up into the high ceiling of the sanctuary, we lay together and made love. The moon threw glowing shafts in counterpoint to the darker shadows of the ancient columns. The god watched over us; the cuckoo sounded in the sweet perfumed night. I have never known such love. Nor ever would again, for that was one price I would pay for answered prayers.  
 
    The next morning we awoke as if from the sleep of a hundred years. The old priest sat near us, smiling. He gave us clear water in a bronze bowl, and said prayers of purification as we washed. Then he offered us sweet wine, finer than any I have ever since had, and bread and olives and soft white cheese to break our fast.  
 
    “What can we do….”? I started to say. He interrupted me: “You have done it. You will know what name to take” 
 
    “I do not understand.”  
 
    “You will, soon enough. But you can know this. It is the will of god that Hypasia will be with child. There is no doubt.  The god will seek you out and when he calls you must answer. That is the price and the sacrifice.”  
 
    An old had set and a new moon had risen since our holy night. Your mother was pregnant—with you!  Apollo had not played us false. I visited the temple to give thanks.  Of the old priest there was nothing to be seen.  No one was near save a farmer who tilled the fields adjacent to the temple precincts. He looked at me in wonder when I asked about the priest. “Oh no sir,” he said, “There has been no priest here since time out of mind. I know. No priest at all. I thought that you had come, sir, to be priest to us.” And then it was clear. That was the price. I was to be Apollo’s priest.  
 
    Hypasia was growing larger every day. I loved to look at her there as she sat on sun-drenched stone, her golden hair flowing lustrously over her shoulders, those dark eyes that caught my love happy again, her face radiant and her belly filling with our child, our hope. I would rest from moving rocks or repairing a wall and come to her, sit by her, kiss her, adore her.  She was mine, my miracle, as you would become.  
 
    And people heard, I do not know how, of our “miracle.” They came to the temple to see Hypasia and touch her swelling stomach. They called her holy. And they came to me to ask my blessing. And I gave it, for somehow, I do not know how, I knew what to say to them. I knew the prayers, was adept at the rituals, as if I had been born to do it.       
 
    Though some of exemplary piety devote themselves to the gods and sacrifice the comforts of home, hearth, and family, few gods require of men what they are unwilling to give themselves. In our land priests live with their wives just as Zeus with Hera. And so our life remained much as before save that now we lived in the priest’s house by the temple gate and left our little farmhouse for this larger and more spacious home, four rooms to the two we had before, a spacious hearth, windows through which the sea air comes, and a stone floor. A good thing it was too, for Apollo kept his promise. You were born and you were beautiful. But for your mother it was a difficult birth, so much so that we were never able again to make love.   
 
    One day shortly before you were due to be born, it occurred to me to ask the farmer--his name was Telamon--who now helped me clear the land and rebuild the walls around the temple, if he knew by what name the priests of that temple had been called. “Why Chryses, sir,” he said. “Its Chrysa here, you know that. And I’m told that Chryses was the name they took that served here.”  In memory I heard the old priest’s voice: “You will know what name to take.” I knew that I must be Chrsyes too. And my daughter too.  Hypasia and we named you Chryseis, the golden one.”   
 
      
 
    I could not speak after hearing this story. But no words were needed. I bent my head upon his shoulder and he took me in his arms. Peace enfolded us, as if my mother’s spirit had come to comfort us. We sat for a long time, in the warmth of the mid-day sun, holding one another, sharing tears.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5  
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    My mother had been dead for three years and I had reached womanhood—eighteen summers-- when the rumors began. A great armada was sailing to invade Troy. Barbarian Achaeans from distant islands would soon to be upon us. Pilgrims brought warnings and more rumors, but no one seemed to know the truth.   But we soon learned. An army did land, beaching its dark ships on the shores, setting up camp within sight of the city of Troy itself. Rumors became reality. Messengers galloped across the plain, not stopping at the temple as they ought to have done, but rushed on unknown errands in the direction of Troy. First messengers, then cohorts of soldiers. Men were called up from cities and villages to serve the king. A handful went from Chyrse when an imperious Trojan captain came with a dozen soldiers in gleaming breastplates and plumed helmets to demand from them the allegiance due to Priam.    
 
    Thus the great war began. Soon we heard from those pilgrims who still braved the cross-country route that the Achaeans were making forays into towns further and further away from Troy, coming south closer and closer to Chrysa. Indeed some of those who stopped for a hasty prayer at the temple were fewer pilgrims than refugees, in flight from coastal towns. From their camp not far from Troy itself, large sorties led by Achilles, whose name all the world knows, and by Agamemnon whose name is despised by just as many, had captured and sacked cities as far away as Cyme, five days journey down the coast, and as near as Lyrnessus, just a day’s ride from Chrysa. They told me that in their wanton rage for destruction, the Achaeans were razing not only villages, but that even temples had been burned.  
 
    We could not believe that even these barbarians would destroy sacred places. To burn a village was an act of war, but to destroy a temple was blasphemy.  But we could believe the stories about the brutal murders and about what they did to women, and especially to young and beautiful women. The stories were too unsparing in their detail to disbelieve, so much so that my father insisted that I could not stay in Chrysa, for every day, we heard rumors that the Greeks were raiding closer and closer.   
 
    I refused to go; I would not leave him, and he, of course, would not, could not, leave the temple, for he was its chosen priest and guardian.  
 
    “If I am to die, it will be here,” he said.  
 
    “Then I will die with you.” I said in return. I love you, I will not leave you.”  
 
    “I love you,” he said and took me in his arms, and as I knew he would, said  “And I am your father; you must obey.”   
 
    Tears, arguments, pleading, to no avail.  
 
    At first he had thought to send me to Troy and seek the protection of the king who revered Apollo and who Apollo protected. “Behind Troy’s great walls you will be safe, he said,  “and as my daughter, honored.” But Thyestes, son of that same farmer who long ago revealed to him his destiny, and who had agreed to accompany me, advised against it. 
 
    “The journey is too dangerous and too far for a woman,” he said. “She will have to travel in a cart, with a handmaiden, a driver and at least two men, across enemy infested country. This will attract attention. So much could happen before we reached the safety of Troy. No, I suggest Thebe.”   
 
      
 
    Thebe just two day’s ride away, was under the protection of King Eetion, a pious man and the Princess Andromache’s father. All agreed I would be safe behind strong high walls, and so with Ismene my handmaid, and with Thyestes and Eteocles, his friend and heart’s companion, who agreed to remain with me for as long as was needed. We left, and in a just a few days time we came to Thebe where Eetion greeted us and promised sanctuary. I sent a messenger wearing Eetion’s livery bearing a small clay mouse, which was the sign I had agreed that I would send back to my father when I was safe behind the walls.  
 
    But we were wrong, so wrong.  The war did not come to Chrysa. Its temple was too sacred, perhaps even for Achaeans to burn. No, the war did not come to Chrysa, but it did come to Thebe and to me.  
 
      
 
    One morning, just as the gates of the city had been opened to admit the farmers bringing goods to the market, without warning and before anyone knew what was happening, the farmers threw off ragged cloaks to reveal armor. From the covered wagons, usually full of produce, foot soldiers suddenly leapt and from out of the copse of trees that bordered the river a horde of chariots thundered toward the gates. The guards tried desperately to close them, but were overpowered by the sword-wielding foot soldiers, and almost without resistance the chariots swept through. The alarm bells sounded, but the sound was overpowered by the clatter of chariots and the horrid shouts of the triumphant invaders as they poured into the streets and into the market square that was already teeming with buyers waiting to secure the best of the day’s provisions.  
 
    I saw it all, for with Thyestes and Eteocles I was waiting on the steps of the king’s house fronting the square. I had gone to the market to find some cabbages and fish to make a good dish for Eetion, to thank him for his kindness. Suddenly the chariots swept into the square. In them were tall and terrible men in armor, on their heads horse-plumed helmets with staring eyes, spears gleaming in their hands. With horror I saw that many spears were bloodied. And running by the sides of the chariots were soldiers, shouting horribly, brutally. I saw one soldier thrust with his spear and spit an old woman like a chicken. She sank into the dust as the soldier ran on without a second glance. All around, in the square, in the side streets, soldiers were cutting down the masses of people, swords flashing, blood spurting over baskets of carrots and cabbages fallen from lifeless hands.  
 
    Thyestes shouted to Eteocles, ‘Stay with Chryseis,’ and drawing his sword he was into the fray. The alarm bell had roused the garrison and it now began to pour into the streets. Behind us, King Eetion himself appeared, terrible in his armor, with a brace of spears. One he threw with unerring aim and downed a passing charioteer. Behind him arrayed in battle armor too were his seven sons.  The king and his sons leapt with bloodcurdling cries down the steps of the palace and into the melee. The appearance of the king and his sons and his soldiers—far outnumbered I could see with sinking heart by the hordes still pouring through the gates--seemed to halt the onrushing tide of men, but only for a moment.  
 
      
 
    The chariots now formed a dizzying circle speeding around the square, The foot soldiers meanwhile were on the outside of the circle, spearing a body if it still writhed on the ground, cutting a throat that called for help, pushing women or boys against the walls and raping them quickly, and as quickly killing them. I could see flames begin to curl around the houses. I stood behind Eteocles, his sword drawn.  
 
    A quartet of soldiers, seeing me on the steps of the palace, started toward us with lust in their eyes. Eteocles pushed me back and leaped out toward them, shouting to me to run for safety into the palace. But I would not run; Eteocles stood his ground to protect me.   He caught the first soldier with his sword. I saw it enter his body and hit hard bone. With satisfaction Eteocles wrenched it free and the soldier spat up black blood. The next one, scrambling up the palace steps, was upon him. Eteocles ducked as the soldier swung at him, and then upright, with full force brought his blade down on his enemy’s shoulder. He crumpled and fell screaming.  Eteocles turned to see that I had not run at all, but still stood, my face white I am sure but not with fear. I had picked up the fallen sword and stood with my back to the column. Let no one say that I am not my father’s daughter.   
 
    The other two soldiers, thinking me an easier prey, were making for me. But still I did not run, remained with my back to the tall column, Eteocles in front of me. This was enough to lure the soldiers on and in the mad heat of their chase they raced back up the stairs. But Eteocles, grasping a spear from the dead hand of one he had slain, ran it with all his strength between the shoulder blades of the soldier who was just about to attack me and throw me to the ground. The other soldier seeing this turned, his eyes filled with blood rage and came toward me. Then a hiss of air and steel passed close to my ear and suddenly there sprouted from his chest the walnut shaft of a Trojan spear. I heard the voice of Thyestes—“Well fought!”  He had seen my plight. Then he was gone, back into the savage mass of fighting men.    
 
    I was weakened by my ordeal and did not know if I could withstand another assault. And, as if in response to my weakness, the assault was upon me. Two soldiers appeared out of nowhere, one moved toward Eteocles, the other toward me. He reached me, grasped me by the arm, started to pull me down the steps. I screamed and grappled with him. The other attacker fought with Eteocles. Suddenly with a hideous clatter a chariot veered out of the circling column and made straight for the porch on which I stood. It thundered toward us and the sight transfixed us all into immobility. In the chariot, standing close to the driver a tall man with a glittering helmet and gilded armor brandished a spear. As the chariot rushed towards us the soldiers shouted “Achilles, Achilles, Achilles!” My heart sank. Great Achilles had come to wreck havoc and ruin on us all. The chariot slowed, but barely; the driver suddenly reigned in and the chariot seemed to pause in mid-flight and the warrior in the glittering armor, with one hand holding the chariot rail swung himself out, precariously balancing on the lip of the chariot. With a loud shout to the soldier attacking me of “She’s mine,” in a single movement he snatched me around the waist and pulling me, screaming, to him, vaulted back into the chariot as it wheeled away in a cloud of dust. As we raced away I could just see the soldier attacking Eteocles bring his sword down against the side of Eteocles head—just as he raised his arm to fend it off.  I remember nothing else.    
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6  
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
      
 
    I awoke the next morning in a small tent, lying on a pallet on the ground. Someone had covered me with a woolen blanket, but I was stiff and sore from the hard ground and the cold; there were dark bruises on my arm. What had happened? I panicked. Had I been raped after all? No, I had not, of that I was sure. Then memory stirred. In rush it all came back and I relived again the horror. I threw off the blanket and struggled stiffly to my feet. The tent flap was open and the sun threw a shaft of morning light into the tent. I realized that a curtain had been pulled across the place where I had slept. I peered around the other side of it. Another low pallet was on the ground, clothes were draped over a stool, a man’s clothes. A golden helmet lay on a low table. Achilles. I was in the tent of Achilles.  
 
    I took a breath of deep relief; he had done nothing but respect me. With that indrawn breath I also realized that the smell of burning flesh was in the air. I went to the entrance and stooped through the low tent flap and came out into the sun. Stony ground, small tents pitched everywhere, scrub grass and pines were what I saw. I saw too plumes of acrid smoke rising into the sky. They came from a nearby field and mirrored the more distant and even darker clouds that hung like a shroud over what I knew to be direction of the city. The sky was black with death. As I came out of the tent, an old man, my only guard, kindly gave me water and some bread. “No my lady,” he said, as I began to walk toward what I knew immediately were funeral pyres, “ it is best if you stay here.”  
 
    There in the field below the campsite many pyres were burning, the flames crackling as the flesh caught fire and the fat burned from the bones. Before them a priest was standing, sprinkling lustral water on ground. His voice distantly carried to me. His words were unclear, but I did not need to be told that he was saying prayers for the dead. Along the edge of the field soldiers in battle gear were drawn up. In front of them were their commanders, and at the head of them, standing stiff and bare-headed, Achilles.  
 
      
 
    Who are the dead?” I asked my guard.  
 
    “Ours. And theirs.” He said. “All who died are honored. But most of all Eetion and his sons for they fought bravely and died like men and heroes, even though they were the foe.” 
 
    My heart leapt into my throat; I felt sick and afraid and alone.  Eetion, King of Thebe, into whose protection I had given myself. That dear old man. Dead.  
 
    “And his sons?” I said, but feared to hear the answer. 
 
    “All dead,” he replied.  
 
    “Do you know if Eteocles, Telemon’s son….” I could not finish the question. 
 
    “ I know of no Eteocles, lady,” he said.  
 
    I sent up a prayer to Apollo then and there for Eteocles, living, or dead. 
 
    I watched the burning from my vantage there on the little hillock, surrounded by a score of campaign tents. Horses were all around, hobbled so as not to stray, and near them the war chariots, still dusty and covered with mud, were drawn up in rough order. On many I could see dark stains dried almost black, the blood of innocents on the weapons of war. For all this slaughter Achilles had been responsible. He commanded death. Yet now he honored the dead, the same that he had slain. For the dreadful slaughter of my people how could I forgive him?  For such honor to our dead how could I not respect him?   
 
    Later, after the pyres had burned and the rites were done, Achilles came to me. He saluted when he saw me.  I feared him, but I did not hate him.  
 
    “Thank you,” I simply said. 
 
    He only nodded, then said: “Make yourself ready, Lady, for we must go.”  
 
    Tents were stowed into packs, fires stamped out, and the small army waited the order to march. Once again I found myself in a chariot, though this large one capable of holding a driver, Achilles, and me. He did not tie me. He could have done. He could have treated me like captive chattel, trussed or chained to the chariot rail. But he did not. Instead he wrapped a warm blanket around my shoulders and showed me how to hold on to the chariot rails to steady myself.  
 
      
 
    With Achilles’ chariot in the lead, followed by the others, and by the column of foot soldiers, we set out. This time we set no swiftly careering pace, but moved at such a speed that the men who jogged behind would not tire too soon. As we passed the field where the pyres still smoked and from which the ashes of the dead had been gathered and interred in a mound marked with spears standing upright in the ground, Achilles raised his hand to signal a halt. At his barked command, the column turned, faced the field and presented arms, an honor from soldier to soldier, from the living one last time to the dead.   
 
    We rode on in silence. He did not look at me. He did not speak. I realized I was exhausted and felt myself slump down to the deck of the chariot. He saw me and gently helped me slip down so that I could curl myself at his feet. He took a wineskin from his side and offered it to me.  
 
    “Drink, Lady,” he said. “Have no fear. I know who you are. I honor the Archer God, as do you.”    
 
    Despite the rough jogging of the chariot I must have fallen asleep. Or perhaps the wine was strong or even drugged. When I awakened I saw that we had come into low hilly lands. I could see in the distance Mount Ida, snow capped. I knew with a pang of almost unbearable longing that if we were to deviate from our course, go south instead of north, we would come to Chrysa, my father, home. But of course I knew where we were bound. 
 
    Two days we traveled and at the end of the second day we came down into flat lands. I could see the ocean glinting, smell the sea. I had not seen it for months and I knew how much I had missed it. It was not long till in the distance I saw Troy’s high tower rising above the horizon, then gradually the city itself came into view. But we were not going there, that great city where Priam ruled and Andromache, Hector’s wife and Eetion’s daughter, perhaps did not yet know that her father now was dead.   We turned toward the sea and as the sun was setting we came to a high wall. From wooden watchtowers a challenge came. But no one doubted who it was awaiting entrance at the gates. No one need be told that Achilles, slayer of men, had come back with plunder and with captives. We entered the camp. Men ran up to unyoke the horses. The tired soldiers dropped their heavy packs and, dismissed by Achilles and the commanders, disappeared into the forest of tents. Achilles helped me from the chariot. A slave waited nearby. “Take her to Agamemnon’s tent with the other prisoners,” he said. He paused a moment, bowed. He looked at me regretfully. “My Lady,” he said. “Forgive me. I have no choice.”    
 
    No choice indeed. I was paraded before the king, one among the other captives, including my beloved Briseis who I encountered that day for the first time. We stood before him, amongst the sacks of gold, the lambs and cattle, the chests of coins and jewelry, human parcels amongst the captured loot, Achilles looking on. This was how it was done. The king decided what things he wanted to keep as his share of the spoils, what people he wanted to keep for his use and pleasure.   
 
    Agamemnon chose me, of course, for his own, even though Achilles had captured me.   But he did not come to me that night nor the night thereafter. On the third night a slave put out silks for me to wear. She would not look at me, kept her eyes downcast, seemed to be afraid of me, for it had gotten about that I was sacred, daughter of Apollo. But I told her not to fear, no wrath would settle on her.  
 
    “What must I do?” I asked. 
 
    “Wait, my Lady, just wait,” she said, and seemed to stifle a sob.   
 
    When he did finally come, like Achilles, I too had no choice.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 7   
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    Sometimes when the king’s story-teller lets it be known that he has composed a new tale or another version of the old familiar stories, we are allowed to leave the women’s tent and listen, though always with a guard since we are captives and slaves, our only purpose to serve the king. We walk in single file from our tent pitched a short distance from that of the king, along the narrow path, trodden smooth now over the years, that leads to the place of assembly. As I walk I hear the eerie sounds of the night birds, the plaintive and musical cry of the cuckoo, the mournful calling of the owl; small creatures in the grass scurry away as we come.  From someplace in the camp a horse whinnies; something is dropped with a clatter; a low hubbub sounds from the assembly field toward which we walk; someone in a tent curses as we pass; I smell millet and onions cooking. In the distance the waves break against the beach where the long ships have been pulled far up on the sand, the sound a slow steady rolling beat almost more felt than heard. I cannot see them, but I know that the wine dark waves rush in from some distant world in steady procession, propelled across the lengths of the sea until they come roiling and crashing against the hulls of the black ships where their smooth fluid darkness is broken into moonlit spray and sea foam. Then, their force spent for a moment; they retreat back again out into the night, down the beach and dissolve, only to return again to make another assault on the land. The sound calls me home and I wonder if I will ever see it again. 
 
    I put one foot in front of another, walking step by step, slowly, head bowed. I do not look to either side; I only listen to the sea, to the night birds, to my heart that nowadays seems only to beat in the cadence of a funeral dirge. In this slow dreamlike way I used to walk in the little procession that crossed the fields from my father’s house to the temple. He in front, behind him one of the assistants leading a lamb or a goat to the altar, and I behind, at the end, carrying a sheaf of grain or a basket of fruit to add to the day’s sacrifice. My father always told me to walk gravely and slowly, not to dishonor the god with unseemly haste. I always wanted to run, because it seemed to me that the god would not mind if I did. I loved to run across the fields of wild flowers, treading on mint and thyme as I passed, flying I liked to think, until I came breathless to the very edge of the cliff beyond our village and there was the sea, stretching out for an eternity into the sun.  Walking so slowly, assuming an air of solemnity that I did not always feel, bound me. I felt I wore invisible shackles and that because of them I was not free. I told my father this one day. “Chryseis, Chryseis,” he said,  “my sweet little bird.” He took me in his arms: “Freedom is not measured by how fast we go.”  I feel a tear start.  
 
    The firelight casts strange shadows against the tents, small gray canvas ones for most of the men, larger ones in regimental colors for captains, spacious ones for great lords and allied kings, the largest, striped, its poles gilded and with pennants flying, for Agamemnon. The walls of the camp, looming at a distance in darkness, seem to rise higher in the shadows the firelight casts. We come to where the men are gathered, the camp parade ground. The men are not, as they would be at a review, armored and standing at stiff attention. Instead they lounge in groups, or sit around small fires, talking with one another, throwing dice, or passing leather cups of wine and water, sharing flat loaves of bread and red clay dishes of lentils and onions. We move around the edge of the field; no one notices us as we come to one side of the dais where Agamemnon sits with Menelaus by his side.  At the center of the circle of men stands the man we have come to hear.  
 
    He wears a long robe, somewhat soiled, and cape of some dark equally untidy material, which is, in odd contrast, clasped at the shoulder with a brooch of rich and intricate workmanship, set with carnelians, and filigreed in gold. His face is lined and sunburned, set off by white hair flowing over his shoulders.  He seems to stare into the firelight as if finding there dancing images with which to people his songs, though of course he sees nothing, since he is blind.  
 
      
 
    I wonder what tales he will tell tonight. To recall the men to faith in deity, perhaps he will revive old songs of the birth of the gods and the foundation of the world.  To sober them and remind them of their duty to gods and kings, he may tell terrible tales of vengeance and humiliation, warning songs about how that dread Goddess Nemesis punishes those who walk with too much pride. Or he might amuse the men with lewd accounts of Pan and how he pursues young women and sweet boys into glades and groves and has his way with them. The men will like these stories. But perhaps to steel their resolve and inflame their warrior hearts, he will tell the deeds of Ares, God of War, who loves battle for its own sake and delights in slaughter and the sacking of towns, or of Jason and the brave Argonauts who captured at great peril the Golden Fleece.  I am sure that Agamemnon will have ordered him to tell that tale to remind his men that Troy is their Golden Fleece.  
 
    But tonight he tells no old tales. Instead he has verses from a new story, the one that all the world knows that he has long been making. Agamemnon must have commanded this. Slowly he begins, voice like a clarion, surprisingly strong in a man so old. It carries to the furthest reaches of the field, and its echoes return from the encampment walls.  He tells the story of the outrage committed against the ancient house of Atreus--the terrible wrong done to the noble Menelaus and the dishonor this has brought upon Agamemnon his brother, all men’s lord.  At this the soldiers raise a hearty cheer and they cheer even more loudly when he recites a catalogue of Trojan vices. Soon he has them worked to frenzy, booing and hissing at any mention of the scheming and vicious people whose sole aim is to rule the world and destroy the cities and rape the wives of decent god-fearing men. “Thus our heroes have come to Troy,” he loudly intones, “to make the Trojan warriors drink dark blood and bring their walls crumbling to dust.”   
 
    The men are in a thoroughly good mood now, hanging on his words. Lowering his voice and leaning intimately toward the troops who strain to hear him, he begins verses describing Helen, Menelaus’ queen. In his rich, deep, and hypnotic voice he chants the honorifics that he has written about Helen--“Praise her, White-armed Helen, that noble, devoted, and ever-faithful wife.” A keen ear can hear from the ranks a muffled burst of knowing laughter. Menelaus hears it too and his eyes darken and his brow furrows. The men listen eagerly as the tale progresses: upstart Paris, son of the Trojan king steals Helen away; he seduces her.  Some of the men give their mates jabs in the ribs, winks of complicity, and others snicker. At this Menelaus and Agamemnon adopt suitably outraged glares. The commanders, standing at the head of their cohorts, shoot dark looks in the general direction of their men. Those in the front ranks quickly compose themselves, but from the rear ranks the snickers continue. Even in the women’s tent I have heard that the men say about Helen: “ She had it coming because she wanted it.”  How I hate these men.  
 
    This bard tells stories for men: tales about how men win and break the hearts of women; how women betray good men and do them wrong. Nothing pleases a man more than to hear that women cannot be trusted and that they deserve the treatment men mete out to them. He has no laments for women taken in battle, for young girls raped or old women slain, for mothers who have lost a daughter, for women who are captives and slaves. He has no lament for me. He pauses a moment and looks into the firelight with sightless eyes. Does he see visions there, sometimes brilliant and detailed, sometimes vague, fleeting, difficult to discern?  Are his visions as terrible as those I have seen? Did he too look into the future when this terrible war began and see what I saw so long ago when I was just a girl?  
 
      
 
    One day I went to walk alone, on the high cliff above the sea. I sat in the grass, the myrtle and thyme sweetly scented around me. A songbird sounded a trill, another answered. Hawks swooped in the sky. A small silver-green chameleon running across a pile of stones nearby stopped and looked at me for a moment, flicked its tongue in greeting, and quickly disappeared. No wind stirred. The sea, a silver mirror, stretched endlessly and brilliantly into a vast distance. I thought that I could see to the ends of the earth.  Then a cloud appeared from nowhere, a dark one. The birds were suddenly silent. A chill wind clutched me, and I was in the vision trance that I had come to know so well. 
 
    This is what I saw: an altar of rough hewn stone raised high on the headland, the ocean stretching out below for miles into the misty dawn.  Men in armor gathered. A priest stands before the altar chanting prayers. On the altar an image. A goddess. It is Artemis, Mistress of the Bow, terrible in her ferocity, her arrows and her bow ready at her side.  Next to the altar a man, his face is covered by a golden mask. He wears the robe of priest as well, but he is no priest. All the world knows that mask. It is Agamemnon.   
 
      
 
    They stand as if painted on a wall, waiting for a sign.  The sign is the dawn. The first rising of the sun shoots a silver ray across the sea and touches the altar stone. At that moment a ram’s horn sounds.  A procession appears; veiled women lead a young girl. She is dressed in white, a white cloth band about her head. She staggers as she comes, her eyes unfocussed and unseeing.  Perhaps she is drugged. Upon her appearance a terrible sound arises from the assembled onlookers, beginning like a soft gust of wind it mounts into a moan of anguish and of fear. I see some men avert their eyes. As the girl passes, a woman, standing apart and deeply veiled, but more richly dressed than the rest, reaches out to the girl to try to touch her. The gesture is futile and the girl passes by. The veiled woman turns toward the masked king. Wordlessly she points at him, accusingly and then raising her arm high above her head in a swift gesture she brings it suddenly down, as if stabbing with a knife. Though she is veiled, who can doubt her name? It is Clytemnestra, Agamemnon’s queen, mother of Iphigenia, his beloved daughter, she who stands, bound, before the altar,    
 
    The priest throws incense on the fire, sprinkles water on the girl, and turning to the masked king, hands him a knife. I see his hand tremble as he takes it. Prayers I cannot hear are addressed to heaven by the priest. The women lead the girl to the altar. She is limp, like a rag doll, and the priest takes her by the shoulders and, just as he would do with any sacrificial creature, turns her and begins to force her body down backwards on to the altar. With a cry the king suddenly pushes him aside and lifts her, cradles her in his arms, and lays her gently down on the stone, just as the sun touches her white robe, enveloping her in its glowing early rays. The king stands above her, in his hand the knife, it too catching the bright rays of the sun. My vision suddenly fades, I sink into darkness, and all I hear is the echo of a distant scream.  
 
      
 
    Women are always the real victims of war. The worst war stories are always ours, for we never share in the glory. That belongs only to men. Ours is the pain, the loss, and the death, ours sometimes the blame and always the shame. My shame is that I am a captive and a slave. Taken by Achilles, slave to Agamemnon.  We women are always captives of war, captives of men’s designs and desire, captives of their lust, captives of home and hearth, of the larder and the loom. If I am a captive, so is Helen, so is Briseis, who has now become my dearest companion for she has been given to me by Achilles, to whom by right of conquest she actually belongs, as a handmaiden.  Is Andromache any more free for being a Princess, or Hecabe for being a Queen? Do they not all too, like I do, tarry in the women’s quarters fearfully awaiting the summons of their lord to come to give them pleasure? Do they not all wait for the unendurable night, for that command to lie in drunken arms, and submit to slavering kisses from lips that reek of stale wine?  We all wait by the hearth and by the loom for them to return--from battle, from the fields, from the assembly, from the temples, from the arms of some boy or harlot. We wait for them to decide when we should carry their child.  Then, when after our agonies a child is born, we wait for them to say whether it should live or die, allowed to live because it is a boy and strong, or exposed because it is weak and only a girl.   
 
    Men say that is what the gods intend for women. Men say that it is woman’s place to obey her lord. Men say that women who dishonor their lord should suffer death. If Menelaus wins his Helen back, will he kill her for dishonoring him? Women are the chattel of men, property to be used and discarded, allowed to live or condemned to die.  If Agamemnon tires of me, will he kill me, Chryses’ daughter, just as he killed Iphigenia, his own child?  
 
      
 
    My reverie is broken by the cheers of the men. The stories told, the army, roused to patriotic frenzy by the perfidy of the Trojans and to militant pride by the nobility of the Achaeans, settled down to drink, as men do when they have nothing else to occupy them and few women to share. Escorted back to the tents, our little procession of women passed close by to the dais where Agamemnon and Menelaus still sat, drinking with the story-teller. I had pulled my shawl to cover my head, but as we passed the king saw me out of the corner of his eye.   
 
    “Look, there she goes,” he shouted. “Isn’t she a beauty? That’s Chryseis. You should tell her story some day,” he said loudly. “I took her from her father. That would make a good story. And I’ve got some other stories that would spice it up, if you know what I mean.”  
 
      
 
    Laughing, he clapped his brother on the shoulder and drained his cup. My face burned with shame and without waiting for him to give me leave, I began to run back to my tent; I could hear him shouting after me:  “Run all you want, I know where you are. Better get ready.”  His raucous laughter followed me as I ran through the twisting narrow aisles between the tents. My guard loped along by my side.  He held the tent flap open for me. 
 
    “Sleep, my lady,” he said kindly. “He may be too drunk to remember that you were even there.”        
 
    But drunk though he was, he did remember me. I hear shouts coming from the parade ground and the sound a crowd makes as it leaves a building or a stadium, a disorderly sound, nothing comprehensible, people talking or laughing, the noise rising and falling as hundreds of people walk or run, hurrying somewhere. The men are returning to their quarters. Just then there is a clash of arms at the door; the guards have come to attention. The flap is thrown wide and Agamemnon enters.  
 
    “Dismissed!” he shouts at the guards. There is rage in his voice. The guards march away. He unlooses his cloak, undoes the sword belt and lets his sword drop to the ground.  
 
    “Help me,” he commands, gesturing to the breastplate he wears. I go to him, unlace it; that too falls to earth. He throws himself on the bed.  
 
    “Bring me drink,” he commands.  
 
    There is no one here; Briseis has gone to ask for more wine and honey and not returned and so I pour some wine from the bronze pitcher into a goblet. He takes it without thanks and drinks it down and holds it out for more.  I fill the cup again. 
 
    “So fair-cheeked Chryseis,” he says, “Did you enjoy the tale our bard has to tell?”    
 
    He drains the cup and throws it to the ground and comes to where I stand, his breath is strong with wine. It reminds me of the stinking breath of the soldier from whom Achilles saved me. I back away, looking for a way to escape him, but he stands between me and the entrance to the tent. His eyes are dark and his face is red with wine and anger.  
 
    “Tell me, slut, did you enjoy them? Did you think of your father?”  Suddenly he slaps me. I stagger back. He advances and takes my arm, pulling me to the bed. He forces me down and with both hands pinions my shoulders to the mattress. Then he is astride me; his knees press into my sides. His fingers grip my shoulders.  I struggle, but he is too strong. “Tell me,” and his voice now is low and menacing, “Tell me, whore, do you want your father? Or will I do just as well?”   
 
    He looses one hand from my shoulder and starts frantically pulling at the brooch that holds my gown. I begin to scream. He hits me again. I taste blood on my lip. “Tell me! Tell me!” he shouts and rips the garment from my shoulder, baring my breasts.  “Tell me!” he shouts again. “Will I do just as well?”   
 
    My heart beats as if it will burst. I try to push him away, but I am overcome with terror. He rips at my clothes, pulling them away from my body. I try to hit him, but I cannot. His strength overwhelms me.  I squeeze my eyes shut and wait for the pain. 
 
    Then I am suddenly aware that his grip on my shoulders has loosened. There is no violence, no violation. He is breathing hoarsely. Then he goes limp and like a discarded rag doll falls heavily upon me. “I am not your father,” he faintly says, “ I have no daughter now,” and buries his face between my naked breasts and begins to sob. 
 
    I am overtaken almost as if by ecstasy, like the wild and soaring ascent I knew when Apollo possessed me. All the fear drains away. I am filled with strength. I struggle to push him off me and he slips heavily to the floor, snoring now, unconscious. I watch him there, this King of Kings, this Lord of Men, this drunken, broken, despicable sot. All I feel is contempt. I despise this man.  I hate him for what he has done to me. I have feared him for his rage and his brutality. I have suffered at his hands and been humiliated. I hate him still, but I fear him no longer. Without fear I slip back into my bed. In the middle of the night I waken. Through half-closed eyes I see Agamemnon struggle to his knees, and unsteadily rise. He stands, looks at me, and stumbles out of the tent into the night.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8  
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    In the dusk of the tent, dust motes swirl in the moonlight that slips between the seams of the walls, the smell of incense masks the odd sickly smell that has been everywhere of late heavy on the air. From a distance I can still hear the songs of drunken soldiers. I have sent Briseis to see what news there might be.  I wish I could, like she, leave the tent and run into the open air. The women in the other tents can come and go as they please. But I cannot.  My captivity is a silent one. I am not allowed to speak to the other women, for they are, as am I, captives of war. They are all survivors of battle: in one tent a cabinet maker’s young wife—her husband dead, her child thrown into the flames of their burning house; in another the daughter of a local farmer, raped by a cohort and forced to watch as her father was hunted down for sport and her mother spitted like meat on a spear.  Some belong to Menelaus, others to Agamemnon, a few belong to no one in particular and to anyone in general.  The truth is that faithful wives, virgin daughters of sober farmers, pretty girls deep in first love with handsome boys now dead, even mothers of sons who died for their country have now no identity save as whores.   
 
     I have only Briseis to speak to. At first she had little to say, doing my bidding willingly, but silently because I am kind to her. Like me she is lost in her own private misery. She too is a captive, a well-born girl—well a woman because she is older than I-- snatched in the midst of battle because she caught some soldier’s eye, taken as a prize along with oxen and cooking pots and cloth and stores of food.  Like all women who are captured she was raped. She is older than I. As she became less fearful she became more trusting and told me her story—a husband murdered, she humiliated and raped by the men who killed her lord.  She is a handsome woman even now; she once must have been beautiful. I have grown to love her, but I fear for her too. No one will ransom her, and as what remains of her beauty fades no one will want her, and so she will become like many such who have ceased to please, a worn prize of war, a thing to be bartered for something better.  
 
      
 
    Among all these wretched women I rank the highest. Because I am Agamemnon’s prize I have my own tent, larger than the others; I have slaves to serve me; I have silks and soft fleeces on which to sleep. I have all the luxuries, save freedom and friendship. Ah, yes.   I am chief whore among them all.   
 
    I am hot, tired, and breathless; my head throbs. I look at the sand clock next to my bed. Barely any time at all has passed since the king left. But so much time has between the moment when I bid my father farewell in Chrysa and when I was brought to this closed and stifling tent, a prize of war for Agamemnon. When we parted, my father and I on the temple steps in Chrysa, he held me long, close in his arms, and we both wept.  Since then I have been held by only one other man, but not so gently, and not with love, and the only tears have been mine.  I think only of my father now. I do not know if he is alive. I try to look into time, to see what might have been, or what is to come. But that knowledge is closed to me.  I sink into sleep. I do not dream.   
 
    There is something happening. I awake to hear trumpets sounding, running, soldiers shouting.  Briseis says the trumpets call the army to assembly. “They say a ship has come.”  I tell her, “Go, find out what is happening.”   
 
    Are we being attacked by Trojans? If the Trojans attack and overrun this camp, would they save me? Or would I end up a prisoner of my own people?  I splash my face with some tepid water. The heat is unbearable, and the smell—sweet sickly, like death.  I hear confused shouting. It must be coming from the parade ground. But Briseis does not return.  Through the fabric of the tent I can see the outline of the guard. I do not understand what I hear. The sound rises like a wave, as if a thousand men are talking in unison. Then it subsides, then silence, I catch the vague drift of someone shouting as if addressing them, then the voices begin again. Then the sound changes: it has become a low, hollow, flat, and ominous boom. At first it is random and erratic, an inchoate un-rhythmic rumble coming from no one place in particular. It becomes louder; it increases in intensity and in depth. Then I know what it is.  It is the sound of soldiers drumming on their shields with the staves of the spears, bringing the wooden spear hard against the leather covered shield in unison in a steady, alarming thunder as if a giant oars-master was beating a huge drum to keep a thousand oarsmen in steady stroke. It is the sound of an army showing its displeasure, a slow rhythmic thunder like the sound of a thousand boots marching toward revolt. Suddenly the tent flap opens, four soldiers march in. Have they come to kill me?  
 
    One, the squad leader, however salutes me, for prisoner though I may be, they know that I am the daughter of Apollo’s priest, and so they fear me. But what if Apollo’s priest is dead? What have they to fear? I have no more time to think. The squad leader says: 
 
    “Come with us, lady. The king would have you come.”    
 
      
 
    We march quickly out and toward the parade ground and come into it from the side, behind the command tent, behind the rostrum. On it I can see that many men are gathered.  The soldiers help me climb the four steps. I come up out of the shadow and the sunlight momentarily blinds me.  In front of me a group of officers are standing, and in front of them the king.  Beyond that the army is drawn up, not lounging as they were when they heard the bard tell his tales, but in ranks, in order, in armor. Though the officers standing in front of me block my view of the front ranks, I can see the bulk of the army stretched out across the field.  
 
     No one notices that I have come, everyone seeming to be intent on something or someone I cannot see from where I stand. Then I realize that the king is speaking, shouting rather, in a stentorian voice that carries across the ranks of men, who seem now almost unnaturally silent compared to the clamor I had heard earlier as for some reason they beat a tattoo upon their shields.  
 
     “Old man.” The king is saying, “ask all you want, demand all you want, lay whatever treasure you will before me. I will not do what you ask.”   
 
    Then I hear a low moan arise from the men, a confused hubbub of disappointment, almost of anger. The king raises his hands, the men fall silent. Then he turns, and seeing me, brusquely gestures for me to be brought forward. Between two soldiers I am escorted to a place just in back of the king. Now I can see better. Below the king, standing in the dust, an old man stands, leaning on a staff, his head bowed, his cowl covering his face. Around him kneel servants, before him on the ground is spread a staggering treasure-- boxes and baskets and trunks, bales of cloth—cloth of gold, purple-stained silk from Tyre, fine white linens from Egypt--- and glittering objects—figurines, armlets of snakes with garnet eyes, bracelets of figured gold with electrum inlaid upon them, necklaces of amber and lapis lazuli, daggers richly worked with ebony and ivory pommels, chalices and beakers of silver and of gold chased with figures from ancient legends. Then the old man raises his head, the hood falls away. My heart stops. It is my father.  But not like I have ever seen him. He seems to be glitter, as if surrounded by a halo of light and he holds what I recognize, the staff of Apollo, rarely seen by men, kept in the secret treasury of the temple, an object so old and so sacred and so full of power that men must avert their eyes from it. And there my father stands there before the king. The staff in his hand. I can see him, but I realize that he cannot see me.  
 
    Then he begins to speak. At the sound of his voice my eyes fill with tears. I want to rush to the edge of the rostrum, to let him know that I am here.   
 
     “Lord of Mycaenae, King of the Achaeans, Overlord of the Thousand Isles, Son of Atreus, hear me!!” His voice is strong and echoes across the camp, which is preternaturally silent now.  
 
    “I am Chrsyes, Priest of Apollo the Archer-God. I am he through whom Apollo speaks and I call upon you in his name to hear me. You, Agamemnon, you have come to this Trojan shore to avenge a wrong. You, Menelaus, come to regain a beloved wife. Both of you come for vengeance.  I too come to you to redress a wrong. Know you this. With the power of the god I serve I could have come in fury and with the Archer at my back and no man could stand against me should I call down his wrath upon those who wronged me. The god at my call would swoop down upon you and bring you low in the dust, for such is his power.   
 
     But I do not come to threaten you with the power of the Archer. Instead I come as a father and a supplicant and beg you to return my daughter who you wrongly took. And for this I bring ransom richer than any man has seen. And hear me more. As Priest of Apollo I make this prophecy. You come here to take Holy Troy and level its walls and sack it palaces of its ancient treasures. And I say first you must return my daughter to me. Let her go.  Restore a daughter to a father, reverence Apollo, son of Zeus, and if you do, Troy will be yours. This I vow by the scared staff of the god that I hold here now before you.”    
 
      
 
    His words are passed quickly from rank to rank of the troops, and as the gist of his message becomes clear to all, the soldiers break out into a cheer, wildly beating their spears against their shields, not now in the ominous rhythm of revolt but in a wild cacophony of approbation. The pandemonium increases. Agamemnon signals to the heralds. The trumpet brings the men to silent attention  
 
    “Priest,” Agamemnon said, “Priest, I hear your words.” His eyes are dark with fury. I can see his hands working by his side, as if were he able he would actually strike my father,  an act that would be worse than blasphemy had he done so.  “I hear your words, but now you hear mine. Chryseis is my prize. When I took her I did not do so merely to use her and give her back.”  
 
    Some of the men in the front ranks who could easiest hear this, gasp in horror.  He then turns and roughly seizes my arm and pulls me forward so that my father can now surely see me.  I see his face go white.    
 
    “No, I will not set your daughter free. She will grow old in Argos, far from her home that she will never see again. I will put her to the loom where she will weave fine cloth and I will take her to my bed and she will give me pleasure there. That is why I took her, this girl of the golden hair, and that is why I will keep her.  Now, old man, provoke me no more. If you want to save your skin, get you gone!”  
 
    I can feel the palpable shock that runs through the entire company. But no man dares remonstrate. The steely cold rage in the king’s voice and the dark and level menace of his look quells everyone who sees it. My father stands for one moment more. All the earth seems to hold its breath and at that moment I am able to catch my father’s eye, and he mine. I feel warmth and strength and love in his gaze and all around me everything vanishes-- army, king, camp, gone—and I and my father are alone, in a halo of light. Though his lips do not move yet I hear his voice.  “Do not be afraid. Apollo protects you. And he will save you.”    
 
    Then in rush reality returns and I see that my father has now turned his back full upon the king and now faces the army drawn up before him. I am transfixed; my guards also seem unable to move to obey the king’s order to take me away. My father raises the glittering staff of Apollo high and with it makes a gesture that encompasses the entire parade ground. A gasp of horror, of naked fear, runs through the multitude.  Then lowering the staff and leaning on it he enters the sedan chair that must have brought him. The curtains are drawn. His bearers lift it high upon their shoulders and to the sound of the tinkling cistrum and in a cloud of incense he is carried away, off toward his ship. As he passes in front of the ranks many of the men make the sign to ward off the evil eye.  
 
    From where I stand I can see Achilles, standing in the front rank at the head of his men. Even he, so cool and calm, is shaken. He turns and looks at the handsome soldier next to him. This must be his lover Patroclus. Patroclus looks back at him, his face ashen. Achilles reaches out and places his hand on Patroclus’ shoulder. Then looking at Agamemnon, still standing on the dais, hands on his hips, Achilles shakes his head, as if to say, this man is mad.   
 
    Agamemnon watches my father pass, and I can see that there is evil in his eye as well. The procession moves out of the camp toward where his ship must be and soon all we can hear is the distant jingling of the bells as the litter carries my father away. Agamemnon looks out across the assembled troops, his face impassive, but I can see that he is closing his right hand so tightly that his nails must bite deep into the flesh of his palm. His hand clenches and unclenches, as if in that strong grip he holds my father’s   throat and is squeezing the life out of it.   
 
    Agamemnon goes to the edge of the dais. No one dares move or speak. All we can hear is the humming of the cicadas, the occasional barking of a dog, or the braying of pack mule. The air is heavy with apprehension and fear, and with that smell, sweet, sickish, a little nauseating, that in the stifling heat seems to intensify and to fill the nostrils with its sickening odor, a stench, I thought, like death. The king raises his hand. The commanders break the tension by shouting an order to stand at attention. The soldiers, as if of one accord, hesitate for just a moment before obeying, but then, though with what sounded like a low obstinate growl that passed from rank to rank, they come to attention, grounding the hafts of their spears in the dusty ground.    
 
    “At ease boys, at ease,” Agamemnon shouts in his best parade-ground bellow.  “Now lads,” he went on,  “we all know who we are and why we’re here. We’re all Achaeans, lads. And just who is that old fool? Have you ever heard of him? I’ll tell you who he is, boys. He’s a Trojan. Who have we come to fight?  Trojans. I pay him no mind and neither should you. All that hocus-pocus doesn’t go far in my book.  He says he wants his daughter back. Well, you know what I said to that. Now let me ask you this. How many of you would give up a good looking girl who’s already warmed your bed just because someone said you should? I can bet that you wouldn’t just hand her over. And neither will I. She’s a Trojan too and what’s more she’s a prize of war. This is war, lads, and I took her fair and square. You all know that, so why should I give her up? He turns to me and to my guards. “Take that baggage back to my tent. I will come to you later, lady.” His laughter is cruel and terrible.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9  
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    That night I was alone. Despite his threat, the king did not come. I slept and in the deepest part of darkness before the dawn I had that dream. Perhaps even a vision.  I saw myself moving through a thick blue mist. I could see nothing else around me.  There was an unpleasant odor of decay. Then the mist began to clear and I saw—not with the dim sight of dreams but with the clarity of foreknowing. A doorway to another world opened.  
 
    I am floating, rising into the air. I am back at the altar with my father. The sweet reek of blood and the scent of roasted meat, the smoke of the fires and the pungent incense combine into a rich perfume. I breath it deeply and feel light-headed, weightless, as if I am being lifted out of my body.  The air glimmers around me and becomes translucent, the solid walls of the temple shift and become fluid. I look through the smoke; the happy babble of voices fades. I look down on the scene below, the bloody remains of the bull in a  pool of blood on the floor, the fires roaring,  people reclining on the temple floor,  drinking, eating, laughing, united in  happy good fellowship. But I,I am transported, as if I had been seized by  some wondrous power and carried into the sky. I swoop up, above the temple, fly across the plain, past the edge of the beetling cliff, over the silver glinting sea and to the shores of Troy itself.  In the distance the city rises on its high escarpment, the setting sun dimly lighting its dark walls with a fading glow. Below me, the tents of the Achaean army dot the plain, they too washed by the sun, but its dying gleam touches them with a blood red wash and by the water their thousand ships, beached, prows out, on the sandy shore   
 
    What I see is terrible.  From the darkening clouds, their edges touched with flame, I see the god descend, terrible in his wrath.  He comes like the night, for the darkness swiftly falls and the moon breaks out from behind the clouds and glitters on his silver bow.  Somehow solid and transparent all at once, he kneels, whips an arrow from his shoulder and fits it to his bow and lets it fly. One after another, so fast his movements blur, and like stabbing shafts of summer lightening the arrows fly.  The sound of his bow is horrible to hear, a steady whistling hum, the swift passage of arrows like the hiss of a thousand snakes as they find their way home to flesh. Nothing escapes. Mules writhe on the ground; dogs, who had howled at his coming, are slain in mid-alarm, and then soldiers, aroused by the shrieks of animal pain, pour out of their tents unto the parade ground where they too fall like mown wheat. Arrows flash into chests, cleave between their eyes, plunge horribly into throats, and men collapse on the ground coughing up black blood. There is Agamemnon sitting in his tent, slumped in his chair, his eyes blank, face white with horror, despair rides upon his shoulders. Outside dead men lie. I see funeral pyres, hundreds and hundreds of them, bodies burn and flesh sizzles, sputters, explodes, and the stench of death and pestilence arises everywhere.   
 
     Then I am back again in my seat in the temple. What have I seen? Has this horror already come to pass? Or is this a prophecy of something yet to come? As I awaken out of the reverie that has transported me I think: I want vengeance on this King, but if the dream is true it has fallen also on countless men who have done me no harm. But no, I sternly put aside that thought and remember the sacking of Thebe and all the dead. Blood begets blood. Vengeance knows no mercy.   
 
    It is no longer daylight. Much time has passed. The moon silvers the room and bathes the altar on which the sacred fire still dimly burns. A wisp of smoke rises before the image of the god.  As the last of the smoke begins to clear I turn to the altar and say a prayer of thanks. Is it the swirling smoke, a trick of moonlight, or do the god’s sightless eyes open, turn their gaze full upon me, and close again?  Then as I drifted back into sleep, borne upon a placid ocean, gently rocked by the ebbing and flowing tide, as if I were on a ship, out of the mist came a figure; it was my father. I ran to him and he took me in his arms.  All my fear melted away and the rank smell with it and the air seemed to be perfumed with lavender. He whispered in my ear: “Soon, my daughter, soon.”  I awoke in tears, but full of joy as well. I was sure that my father would now save me at last, though I did not know how.        
 
    The next morning I found out. I heard shouting and the sound of running feet from outside the tent. I could not understand what was said but the incoherent voices resonated with panic and with fear. I sent Briseis to find out news, and she soon came rushing back, her face white with terror: “Men are dying everywhere, lady, some terrible thing has happened. They say Apollo has come to punish us all.”  Then I knew.  My heart was full.  At last, I thought, my father has done his work. Agamemnon could do no more to me. All I need do now was wait. My freedom was at hand.   
 
    That afternoon the healer Machaon came to my tent and said that I must not leave it because a terrible plague had come upon the Achaeans. He promised to take what precautions he could to make me safe, which amounted to the constant burning of aromatic herbs to ward off the possibility of sickness, which left me longing for a breath of clear sea air. I knew he need do nothing to protect me. I was in no danger from Apollo. As the days passed I heard snippets of news—men were dying, men were spared. While it filled me with sorrow that so many innocent men had died, I have to say that I waited eagerly for news that the king had been stricken. That news did not come. He too kept to his tent. Fortunately he did not call for me. Days went by and more died. Two of my servants disappeared; perhaps they were dead. No one came to me, save for the faithful Briseis who brings me food. From her I hear that a council has been called; the king and Achilles have quarreled and that the army is close to mutiny, but so many are dying that there is little will to act. I know that I do not have much time to wait.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Book Two: Briseis: Slave of Agamemnon 
 
      
 
    Briseis was taken captive for ransom by Achilles when he sacked Lyrnessus and Thebe. 
 
    —Iliad Book 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 10   
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    Spoils of war they called us—whether gold or women, all are property of the king, our lord and master.  It was only a few days after I had been brought as a captive to the Greek camp that I first saw my Lord and Master.  
 
    The king lounged in a low chair, a goblet by his side, watching as we were brought before him. There were seven of us:  two boys in their teens and four women--beautiful young women with long golden hair, two peasant women, and me. A brace of soldiers herded us into the tent. I stood with head bowed, my hands tied behind me. I dared not look up. But I knew that I was in the presence of Agamemnon, the man whose name had for so long now struck terror into our hearts as we heard, first about the invasion when the Greeks swarmed ashore from their thousand ships, then about the brutality of the attacks on our villages and towns, how they despoiled the countryside, pillaging, raping, burning, leaving nothing in their wake but ruin, and setting up their camp where their huge army waited outside of Troy’s walls, like patient spiders lying in wait for the prey to make one false move.  A scribe sat at the king’s right. On his left stood some other soldiers, clearly officers.   
 
     “Well Achilles,” the king said, “what have you brought me?” 
 
    Achilles signed to the scribe who began to read from a list:  “twelve bronze cauldrons, three bags of gold, fourteen of copper coins, fourteen golden cups, a cache of spears, seven amber necklaces, three coffers of assorted jewels, eight amphorae, three of wine, four of oil, one of vinegar, a cartload of grain, twelve cows, three newborn lambs and four ewes, 2 horses, and six captives, who you see before you sire.”    
 
    “Not a bad haul,” the King said. “I accept it. Since you brought this, you and your men, take the spears and half a bag of gold. Give the copper to your men. Take one—no I will be generous-- take two of the cups for yourself and if you want one of the boys, he is yours.”  
 
    Turning to the scribe he said: “Put that all down as the Lord Achilles’ share. Now let’s break open some of that wine and kill one of the lambs for my dinner. Its time to inspect the livestock.”   
 
    Then he rose and came to where we were standing in a row, heads bowed, hands tied. He stood at the head of the line and gave us all at look, then began to walk slowly along the row.  He came to the boys, who were first in line. The first of them, the older of the two, with dark glossy hair and dark-set eyes, with high cheek-bones and olive skin, was also the far handsomer. The king lifted his head, felt the muscles in his arm and them moved to the next one, shorter, younger, barely 12 summers I judged, but even prettier. They must have been brothers.  
 
    “So Achilles, which boy do you want?” the king asked.  I heard a note of mockery in his voice.  
 
    “Neither my lord. I do not need boys.” Achilles—very coldly—replied.   
 
    “Neither? Neither?” the king said, “well what use are they to me? I do not want boys, and they will take too long to train as soldiers. They will be too much trouble. We need no more Trojan rats. Scribe, mark it down, kill them in the morning. Now what next?” 
 
    “My lord, let us reconsider,” another man standing just behind the king’s chair spoke up. 
 
    “Yes, Odysseus,” the King said, “do you want them?  I did not know you liked pretty boys.” 
 
    “I am faithful to my wife Penelope, Lord King,” Odysseus said, “but it is a shame to kill two perfectly healthy and perfectly useful boys who can be perfectly useful slaves. If my lord Achilles has no, uh –use-- for them I can find a place for them in my service.” He looked at Achilles, who merely nodded agreement.  
 
    “Well good that settled then,” the king said. Moving on until he came to the next two captives, one a girl, the other an older woman, dressed in the tatters, though in what must have been have been expensive clothes. The king casually forced his fingers into old woman’s mouth to look at her teeth, as if he were appraising cattle at market. He grimaced. “Old crone,” I heard him say.  Then turning to the girl he ran his hands slowly across her body, lingering on her breasts, running his hand beneath her tattered and skimpy dress and then, between her legs. She whimpered and cringed as he touched her. I could see the older woman’s face go white with fear and with rage. I realized she was the girl’s mother. 
 
    “Ah a sweet tender child,” the king said, as he continued to caress her.  “She will soon be sweeter. Scribe make a note: take her to the woman’s tent, put her to work, but do not fail to remind me that she is there. Oh yes, find out if the old woman can be ransomed. If not, kill her.”      
 
     It was my turn. The king looked me up and down, just as with the girl, touched me, ran his hands over body, cupping my breasts in his hands, probing my stomach.” 
 
    “A bit flabby there, he said, “what is your name?” 
 
    I stammered, “ Hyppodomia, but they call me Briseis, daughter of Briseus.” 
 
    “And your father Briseus, is he rich? 
 
    “He is dead my lord.” 
 
    “But then a husband, surely you have a husband?” 
 
    “He is dead too,” I said, through my tears. I have never been so terrified.   
 
    Oh dear,” the King said, “dead father, dead husband, not a virgin, no money I suppose either. And not too pretty, a bit old for my bed. What can you do, can you cook?”  
 
    “No Lord, but I can read and I can write.”  
 
    With an incredulous look, he said: “A woman? Read and write? You must be mad--;or a liar. No women can read or write, they do not have the brain for it.  I am sure you can carry water and wash clothes.”  
 
    I never have washed clothes, for I am well born; my father was of the minor nobility and because of family connections I spent time at court in Troy at the palace, in waiting on various members of the royal family. I was handmaid first to Kassandra who is not as mad as they say, then to Andromache, who you can feel is born to tragedy, and finally to old Hecabe herself, the queen—old but formidable, but always kind to me. When I was old enough to marry, Hecabe said I must go back to my father who had found a good man for me, not noble but learned and rich enough to keep me. I did not love him, for he was twenty years older than I, but I respected him and he me. He performed his duty as a husband and we had two children, but both are dead. We did not try again but lived not so much like husband and wife, but as brother and sister. He loved old things, paintings, books, legends, the stories of our ancient race, and knew them all and in his library amidst his papers and his tomes, he taught me to read and even to write—something no woman ever did. We led a life of quiet ease, he in his study with his books, I overseeing the four servants who made our life pleasant for us, and whose labors allowed me leisure to arrange my own thoughts in words, which from time to time my husband read and received with kindness and approbation. When the Achaeans invaded Lyrnessus, our town, and burned it, along with all the men of the town they killed him. A squad of four men broke into our house, and cut my husband down, running him through as he tried to protect me. Finding his art and books not made of gold they burned them. In a fury at finding little gold in our house at all, one of them, and then another and then a third, raped me. I suppose they would have killed me had not Achilles who was in command of the raid came upon us where I was being subdued in the courtyard of our burning house, within sight of my husband’s body, and stopped the attack just as the fourth of the men was about to take me. In fury Achilles leaped between us and with rage in his eyes ran his spear through my attacker.  “Do not touch her,” he commanded, “she is the king’s—bring her safely for ransom.” But who would ransom me? And so I ended up a slave in the Greek camp, meant for Agamemnon as all women are meant for Agamemnon, all of us his slaves and toys of his desire.  
 
      
 
    Last in the line was a woman whose head all this time had been hidden with a hood. Through all the terrible interrogation she had stood silent, unmoving. The king went to her and pulled back the hood. I could hear a gasp in the room and the king said, “well this is a different filly altogether.”  
 
    She was—is—beautiful. Ivory, flawless skin, deep grey blue eyes, hair like flax or spun gold. Raising her head she looked directly at the King. I could not see her eyes, but I could see his, and for a moment he seemed taken aback, almost frightened by her unflinching stare.  
 
    He reached out his hand as if to touch her as he had the rest of the women. But with a sudden movement she stepped back and raised her hand in a commanding gesture  
 
    “Touch me at your peril” she said.   
 
    I could see the rage mount in the king’s face. But he stepped back. I was sure he would have her killed on the spot. But instead he wiped his face with his sleeve and stood looking at her for moment.  
 
    “Who is she?” he asked to the room. “Who is she?” he shouted. No one replied. 
 
    Then she answered: “I am Chryseis, daughter of Chryses priest of Apollo Smintheus.  I am given to the God and I am sacred and no man can touch me.”   
 
    The king smiled a slow cold smile. 
 
     “A different filly indeed and spirited one, perhaps you are right, lady. You need no mere man, you need a king to break you.”    
 
    At that point Achilles stepped forward.  
 
    “I protest. I claim her as mine. I won her in battle and she is mine by right.”  
 
    “Oh yes, Achilles, you would not take pretty boys who bring no ransom and would only be good for fun, but now that you hear that she night bring gold you leap forward to claim her. No she is mine. I will keep her.  I am king. Take this other woman if you want a prize. Though what you will do with her I don’t know. She is damaged goods. You should have taken the boys when you had the chance. That is my decision.”   
 
    Achilles went white and turning to the man next to him said, “Come Patroclus. We debase ourselves staying here.” He then walked to Chrysies and bowing, said, “Lady, you will need companionship for what is to come; take this woman Briseis; she will serve you well.”  
 
    He turned to the king. “And that my lord, is my decision.”  Achilles and Patroclus, with no bow to the king, left the tent.  
 
    The king stood just in front of me so I could see rage mingled with—with fear, in his eyes. This was Achilles who they call slayer of men, the most fearsome of all the Greeks Perhaps not even a king would dare to do other than what this man had commanded.  
 
    Oh no matter,” the king said, “she is no prize. Do take her lady”-- he emphasized the title mockingly—Chryseis.” And so I was sent to the tent of Chryseis to be her slave—a slave to a slave, as fate had ironically decided.   
 
    Of course, the king did not care, for he did not want me, for he had Chryseis. He said I am damaged goods. I suppose I am. I am no virgin, nor am I as young as Chryseis. She is a maiden; I am a matron. My husband is dead and so no one will ransom me. When the king proposed to give me to Achilles I think he thought it was insulting to Achilles to be given a woman whose only skills are that I can read and write and know more than most men. Men think women are weak in body and some philosophers like to argue that women have no souls. They insist we are of lesser spiritual stuff, good only for sex but not love. We are weak in mind, they claim, and so they think us ignorant. And in truth most women are. They do just what men expect of them, keep the house, sweep the floors, gossip, know nothing of politics or art, dutifully bear children. But some of us are different. I am one of those.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 11   
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    Chryseis was one of the different ones too. Her courage in confronting the king was breathtaking, her dignity inspiring. Indeed she must be, as she said, the daughter of a god. But that did not prevent the king from committing sacrilege against her.  
 
    Since I was Achilles’ gift to her I was her slave. But in her eyes I was no slave, no more than she imagined herself to be a slave to Agamemnon, though no doubt his scribe wrote down in his book: “Item, two slave girls, property of the king.” But though I am indeed her handmaid, we have become companions, loving friends, almost sisters. We tell each other about our lives: she about her father; I about mine, about my husband, his death, my books, the things I loved—and even about the things that I can not bear to remember—the hot sour breath of the first soldier who raped me, the pain in my wrists as he held me down, the jeering shouts of the other soldiers, urging him to “give it to the Trojan bitch,” the second soldier who followed, the stinging pain when he struck me across my mouth as he began his work, the taste of my own blood, the dizziness, the fear, the dark hopelessness when he finished and the third, eyes glittering with lust approached  and the look of sudden shock,  surprise, and pain, and the fountain of blood as a spear point inexplicably appeared protruding through  his chest. His blood spattered me; his body fell across mine as I heard the rough command, “ Do not touch her.”    
 
    Yes, I told her all of this, that I wanted no one ever to know. She listened and held me as I told her.  I wept and relived the terror and the pain, the humiliation and the anger, for since it happened I could not forget their brutal touch. I felt that I could never again be clean. But when she touched me, softly, caressing my hair, drying my tears with her handkerchief, crooning a wordless lullaby—was it a song, prayer, a spell, I do not know-- all the terror and the rage flowed away and in her eyes—grey, deep and wise-- I saw eternity and, yes, I divinity. She healed me as she held me.   
 
      
 
    As the days went by together we sat and waited and talked—for sitting and waiting and talking was all we did all we could do while waiting for the king to demand his pleasure.   
 
    She is   confined to the tent, occasionally allowed out for short walks near the tent. Because she is a Trojan they fear that she will see something she ought not to see, some secret strategic preparation against the Trojans-- their enemies and her people: soldiers practicing with special arms, priests divining mysterious auguries unfavorable to Troy, who knows what. Because I am thought of only as a slave they let me go out to bring firewood, or a skin of wine, or a sack of wool that all of us women must card and comb and weave to make cloth for the soldiers.   
 
    So the days pass. We rise and prepare for the day. It is always the same: a soldier brings us a day’ worth of rations, and hands them to me outside the tent, for they fear Chryseis. They suspect what I now know, she is a seer; she has the sight and the power to see what is to come. Small wonder they fear her, for I have attended her when the visions come upon her. At first I did not know what was happening. Late one night, before bed, I had helped her ready herself for sleep, brushed her hair and made a warm posset of honey and wine which we shared so we could both slip quietly into sleep, relieved that another night had passed and the king had not come, for since the time we were captured and brought before him, we have not seen him. Perhaps he too fears her.      
 
    We drank our comforting wine, she was talking of her father and how she loved him and how she served him at the altar of the god from her earliest years. Then, just in mid- sentence she stopped speaking, her eyes glazed over, looked beyond me, seeing what I do not know, and she trembled a bit, half rose from her seat and then fell back, her head rolling to her shoulder and then slumping down on her breast, her breathing became harsh and then she was still, the wine goblet fallen from her hand. I sat for moment in shock: was she having a seizure, was she dying? I did not know. In terror I though of calling the guard, but first I dipped a cloth into the bowl of cool water and just as I was about to bathe her head it was done, she sighed deeply, opened her eyes, and smiled up at me.  
 
    “Help me to bed,” she said, “ I will tell you all tomorrow.”   
 
    She fell into a deep sleep. I sat up beside her bed, not knowing what had happened, fearing that it might happen again. But it did not and so I slept too and was awakened by the guard calling at the tent entrance with our daily bread.   
 
    “I see things,” she told me eventually. “It has always been this way with me. Ever since I was a girl.  How long was it.” She asked. 
 
    “Only a moment,” I said, “you were speaking and then you were gone and then, then you were… you were back.”  
 
    “Yes, I suppose that it is how it is. My father has said the possession is short, but when it comes I travel ages and ages and across the world and see beyond time.  I know that when it happens the god comes to me.”  
 
    I knew now why they feared her. I too felt the awe, but not fear; she is too good. I knelt before her. “Lady, I said, tell me what you see.”    
 
     She laid her hand on my head. “I cannot, will not tell you, what I see, for these are sacred things. But I can tell you this: there will be terror. But we, both of us, will survive. I promise you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 12   
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    She is a comfort to me, and I serve her well to repay her in some small way. The day came when I could comfort her, when after she had been roughly hustled off by soldiers to what fate I knew not she came back, white and trembling, in fear, and also I could see in anger. Now it was my turn to hold her as she told me that her father had come for her, but had been humiliated by the king. I rocked her in my arms, dried her tears and helped her to her bed. She slept and later, as dusk came awakened and sat up. I was surprised to see that as she rose from the bed where she had earlier lay sobbing, that instead of misery I saw triumph on her face. “I know now what he has done.” she said. I did not know. I dared not ask what had been done, or even who had done it. But I soon found out.  
 
    Because I can go about the slave quarter of the camp I can talk to the other women and what I hear is despair. In the last few days death is everywhere upon us—men, animals. But for some reason none of the Trojan captives die. I live; Chryseis lives, all of us, the Trojan women, live. This has been remarked upon by Calchas the Achaean Priest. He says it is a sign and calls upon the king to release Chryseis and send her back to her father. This will end the plague, for that is what is striking them down. Others agree: it is said that Nestor, Odysseus, and even Achilles side with the priest and against the king. They should. The plague will not end unless they do. Chryseis says that.  But the king refuses.  These days, because men are everywhere dying, our guard is lax. They do not watch us as carefully as they did because once a guard is assigned us, they suddenly die. This too has gotten a round and so we are left alone. Some of the fear that attends upon her seems to have attached itself to me, so that is why I can go petty much where I will.  
 
    Everyone I talk to among the captive Trojan slaves —the washer woman who heads the slaves who are kept busy on orders of the healer Machaon constantly washing and washing soldier’s cloths in hopes of washing death away, the women who serve at the officer’s tables, the Trojan boys who are grooms for Achaean horses, and valets to their Achaean masters, all say the same: panic is abroad in the camp. The Greeks have given up using their Trojan slaves for sex, neither women nor boys are called in the middle of the night to come to a tent to pleasure some drunken officer, to be raped half a dozen times by half a dozen men, to lie shamed and tearful as a man old enough to be his father takes a boy’s manhood from behind.    
 
    In fact they have given up the war. We know little of the war here, for we are Trojans and we are forbidden even to mount the walls to see the occasional skirmishes, the larger encounters between the Greeks and Trojans. The war has long been at stalemate; that everyone knows.  Though the officers put on a brave face and in our hearing talk arrogantly about victory and how they will pull down those walls and slaughter everyone in sight, yet anyone with eyes can see that all is not well in this camp and with this war.     
 
    All you need to do is look around. The tents, probably seeming to be numberless to a lookout from Troy’s wall, are patched and many lack cloth to repair or pine-pitch to secure the mend. They are torn and open to the night. The walls and towers that protect the camp, built with wood despoiled from the surrounding hills, are rimed with sea salt carried in by the incoming wind that rusts the spikes that fasten the planks and rots the rope that secures the timbers of the towers. The Greek ships rest upon the beach, but close examination shows the sails tattered, the ropes waterlogged, the planking beginning to rot. Both towers and ships need urgent repairs, but there is little wood left for that. The hills are barren and what wood there is, is needed to fuel the cooking fires, which as time has gone by have been ordered by the king to be made smaller and to be shared, no longer a fire for each cohort, but one for two or even three. And if there is little wood, it does not matter much since there is little food to cook and rations are strictly controlled. 
 
    And now, of course, there is the plague. The Greeks die. Us, we Trojans, live. Among the women it is believed that Chryseis, somehow, protects us. I believe it too.  And so everywhere I go, the women say to me: “Ask The Lady to pray for us.” They do not use her name, though all know it. She is just The Lady. The Lady of their sorrows; The Lady, they believe, of their salvation.  
 
      
 
    I believe that she will, for this she has said to me:  “My father will save me. I will see him again.  We will all live.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 13   
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    Chryseis is right. She will be freed. Whatever it is she saw has come to pass. Everyone talks of it. And how quickly is has happened.  How quickly our despair has turned to triumph. She will not reveal what her visions told her. And I will not ask for she forbids it.  But in my heart I wonder: did she foresee the plague, or cause it?  Whatever the answer may be, it has served her well for just this morning as I collected wood for our cooking fire, one of the women who works in the king’s cook tent came up to me. Looking around to make sure no soldier is watching, she says: 
 
    “They will let her go. They will let your lady go.” 
 
    How? What has happened? How do you know? ” 
 
    “I heard it myself, for I was serving up food to the slave boys who serve the king for them to take to his tent. It was just this morning. The king and his officers—Odysseus, his brother Menelaus, and the priest Chalchas, and Achilles. They were arguing. The boy—Calistos is his name-- heard it all for the Greeks pay no attention to Trojan slaves, barely see them at all.  Its just like we’ve all been saying. The king shouldn’t have sent that old priest packing – now the king— and us—we’re all paying for it. He’s got to let your lady go, or we’ll all die. That’s what they were saying to the king.” 
 
    I hugged the old woman. “Bless you mother.” I said and ran toward our tent. As I ran I suddenly realized she was the same old woman who had been captured and stood with me in line before the king. But she had been saved even though the king had ordered her death. Surely there was the hand of god in that, and now his hand had reached out again to save my mistress. 
 
    All around people—mostly slaves and servants--are gathered in tight little groups. I hear snatches of conversation as I hurry to tell my lady the news. I hurry past group after group, from one to another. In one someone is hastily telling what he knows, to another someone breathlessly runs up with yet another rumor. 
 
    “The king is to blame for the plague.” 
 
    “The priests say that if he does let the woman go that Apollo will kill us all”.  
 
    “The king will let her go, they have forced him to do it.”    
 
     “ Troy cannot be captured unless they let her go.”  
 
     “The king has insulted Achilles.”  
 
    “ Achilles has quarreled with the king.” 
 
     “Achilles has left the camp; he refuses to fight.”   
 
    “The king will let her go, they have forced him to do it.”   
 
    I stop in my hurry to get to the tent. I need to know for sure. In the group I recognize the boy, Calistos.  
 
    As I approached, he was saying: “I was there. I heard it all. I was pouring wine for the king. He drinks all the time now. Sometimes he hits me if I do not keep his goblet filled. Everyone was shouting at once because the priest Calchas had just said that everyone would die of the king didn’t give the woman back to her father. Then Achilles stepped up and shouted for silence. I could see he had his hand on his sword. He was in a rage.  
 
    “Why should we obey this king? he shouted  “Have we won any glory in battle? Have any of us gotten treasure?  Have we won any battles at all? No, this cowardly king is only interested in filling his treasure house and screwing his women. And look what is brought us. Men are dying. Give the woman back. End this plague! Enough is enough. I am sick of fighting this man’s war and seeing my men die because of your lies and greed. I tell you, it’s over! I’ll take my men and launch my ships for home.”   
 
    Then the king jumped up and threw his wine cup on the ground, he too had his hand on his sword.  I stated to edge my way out. This looked dangerous. The king saw me and said, “give me that wine cup you little toad,” and then he shrieked at Achilles. “Go you coward. Run. Take your damned ships and your men and go. There are plenty of brave men who can fight as well as you.  Listen, boy, all the world knows why you don’t take women like I do.  But by the gods I’ll use her. I’ll show you what a real man can do.” 
 
    Achilles drew his sword and in a lightening movement leapt directly in front of the king.  I was sure that he would kill him then and there. But Odysseus and the guard rushed forward and surrounded Agamemnon, and Menelaus and Achilles’ friend Patroclus held Achilles back. Achilles paused and as if awakening from possession by a god, took a deep-drawn breath, shook himself free, but also sheathed his sword. 
 
      
 
    Stepping back he looked full at the king and said: “You pitiful drunken sot, I won’t kill you; it would disgrace my sword to shed your blood. I won’t fight a man who cowers behind his guard, letting others to do his dirty work.  Go hide in your tent; steal the gold of better men.  But you mark my words, king.  The day will come when you will desperately need my sword and my strong right arm. But I swear to you by this sacred staff”—here he snatched up the speaker’s staff and its golden studs glittered in the sun—“I swear by this and all the gods that I will watch from my camp as the earth drinks your black blood and I will lift no sword to defend you as you die.” With that he and Patroclus marched out of the tent.   
 
    The king seemed to crumple. He fell into his chair, motioned to me for more wine. There was a terrible silence.  
 
    Then he said, and we could barely hear him. “I’ll give her back.”       
 
      
 
    I burst into our tent. 
 
    “My lady,” I called. She was sitting quietly, weaving.  
 
    “There is news, I said. 
 
    She smiled. “I know.” 
 
    I knew too that no one here had told her.    
 
    “Take me with you,” I beg her.  
 
     She gave me a sad, an almost pitying look. I know the answer before she says it.  
 
    “I wish more than anything, my Briseis, that you could go with me and share my life in Chrysa with me and my father. As I love you like a sister he would love you like a daughter. But you cannot, for it has long been decided There is a destiny that waits for me and one that waits for you, and I, even I, dare not try to change it. And know this too, my dear, dear friend, we will never see one another again.”  
 
    I fell on my knees and kissed her hand and wept—with joy that freedom would soon be given to her, with bitter sorrow that she would soon be taken from me, with despair at what my lonely fate might be.  
 
    “Do not do this,” she said. “Shed no tears for me, or for you,” and she softly touched my hair, in benediction. She stood before me, I kneeling.  I looked up at her, and saw what I had never seen before, only felt, Chryseis, daughter of the god indeed, but herself a goddess, terrible in vengeance, but Mother of all Mercies, a young and beautiful woman, but ancient as the stars, standing at the still center of the eternal universe bathed in starlight, all women at one in her.   
 
    She raised me up and held me for one last time, saying:  “I have promised you and I say it again. You will live.” 
 
    Despite her assurances I am sick with fear. What will happen to me? But I know that I must show no fear; give no satisfaction to these men who, seeing the fear in a woman’s eyes, take pleasure in it. I saw that pleasure in the eyes of the man—the men—who raped me; leering down at me as they slaked their lust upon my body. It was not only the brutal sex that upon which they gorged; it was the fear they saw in my eyes that drove them to even more brutality. It was in the cold hard eyes of the last of them, enflamed by the spectacle of the violence his comrades had already inflicted upon me that I still see now in the deepest hours of my sleep. The feral glittering intensity, the sneering, cruel, and contemptuous delight I saw in his eyes as with one last brutal thrust he finished upon me, was surely the reverse image of what he saw in mine, as he, striking me, shouting obscenities at me, worked toward his release. In my nightmares that horror survives. In daylight, wide awake, I am comforted and exhilarated as I remember his pleasure turn to horror as Achilles’ spear ends his life and I am baptized with his blood.   
 
     I vow in my Lady’s name never to show fear to any man.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Book Three: Chryseis 
 
      
 
    Chryseis of the lovely cheeks was put her on board the ship and when everyone was aboard they set out along the highways of the sea to take her home.”  
 
    --Iliad Book 1  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 14   
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
     “Prepare yourself, lady, it is time,” the young soldier who guarded me said, poking his head through the tent flap.  Outside I heard the clatter of armed men. A detachment of soldiers had come to take me. I did not need to be told to be ready. I had long been prepared, for had I not been given a sign in a dream that my freedom would come soon? There was little to prepare. I took only a white linen shift and a long mantle of wool, and bound on sandals.  That was all I had come with. It was all I needed to depart. For some reason though, I felt prompted, as an afterthought, to gather a small bag of the aromatics and herbs the healer had given me—sandalwood, anise, thyme, lavender, belladonna--these seemed right.  When I emerged into the daylight, I saw that the sky was as thick with smoke as the interior of my tent, and in the distance, near to the beach, plumes of smoke, I supposed from the funeral pyres, rose black against the sun. A small detachment of soldiers stood at attention. The priest Calchas was there as well, and Odysseus, the king’s advisor. A short distance from them stood Nestor, the old king of Pylos. He came forward, carrying a rich woolen cloak, deep blue and embroidered in threads of gold.  I saw that it was Trojan work.  He draped it carefully over my shoulders and tied it snugly in front, almost as if he were tucking me in bed, just as my father used to do. That small kind gesture brought tears to my eyes. I thought, here is an Achaean who deserves to be remembered as a noble man. He said, “It won’t do, lady, for you to be cold on the voyage.” Then I knew that I was bound for home. 
 
    “My lady Chryseis,” Calchas said, with a deep bow, “King Agamemnon has magnanimously decided that you should be granted your freedom and returned to your father.” I noted that the level of deference had markedly changed from when I was known as Agamemnon’s whore. 
 
    I pointedly glanced up at the sky to where the plumes of smoke drifted darkly, letting them see that I knew as well as they that magnanimity had little do with this decision. Calchas continued, somewhat uncomfortably now, “The Lord Odysseus will accompany you as a token of honor, and with him he brings worthy sacrifices for the Archer God.  The king hopes…we all hope… that you will intercede for us when you return to your father, the Reverend and Noble Lord Chryses.” Not so noble once in this king’s eyes, I thought. I said nothing, only smiled, I hoped, enigmatically.  I would give these Achaeans no comfort.    
 
    “Honor Guard at the ready,” Odysseus commanded. “Come, Lady, let me take you home.” Nestor gave me an encouraging smile and reached out and patted my hand. “Soon, he said, soon.” My father’s very words, I thought. “Thank you,” I said so only he could hear. I saw why old Nestor had been spared the archer’s arrows.      
 
    We walked from the officer’s tents along the broad avenue that bisected the camp, toward the beach. I had expected to find all silent and empty. Silent it was, but it was not empty. Along the way soldiers lined the road, watching as I walked with Odysseus at my side, with six men of the guard preceding us, six men following. Many of the men lining the road were unkempt and hollow eyed; others seemed to be in better health.  They stared at me as if I were some marvel. For though all had heard of me, few had seen me, since I was snatched up by the king as soon as I was brought to the camp as a captive. The odor of decay—the same as in my dream--hung over us. The way stretched down to the beach where, in the distance, I could see a ship, black hulled as Achaean ships are, riding at anchor just a short way out in the water. Its mast was raised and its sail was ready to be unfurled. A long pennant with the king’s lion device upon it floated from the mast. The oars rose straight up, ready at the oarsman’s signal to be plunged into the water and with steady strokes to take me home. As I walked between the ranks of men, above the tramp of the guard’s marching feet I could hear voices calling out: “Save us, Lady, save us.”  The king was nowhere to be seen.  
 
    I stood at the ship’s rail as we got underway. A stiff breeze blew up almost as soon as we pulled in the anchor and we scudded swiftly before it. There seemed to be no need of oars. The further we got away from shore the brighter the sky became. I filled my lungs with the fresh salt air for which I had longed.  As I breathed in the cold clear air a weight was lifted from my shoulders, and exhaling, I felt the fear and shame expelled. As we pulled away from the Trojan shore, I looked back at the Achaean camp. Having been a prisoner in it, I had never a chance to see much of it. Now from the ship I could see how large it was, and what a vast force had come to overthrow Troy.  But I could also see the evidence of the calamity that had struck it. In the center of the camp was the huge parade ground where I had heard the bard singing, now it seemed so long ago.  On this ground too my father had been humiliated before the army, and sent ignominiously home. Now it was filled with heaps of burning corpses.  The pyres sent towers of smoke to heaven, like the black columns   of some macabre temple. On one side of the parade the tents of the ranks—all uniformly small and grey-- stretched along the length of the beach and seemed almost uncountable; on the other, smaller in number but larger in size were the tents of the kings and officers—flags denoting the headquarters tent of one nation or another; in the center was the huge tent of the king and to the right of it the smaller compound from whence I had so recently come. Ringing it all was the defensive wall. At the far end of the camp the ships, drawn up in neat lines, lay on the beach, prows out. Looking down on it all from its high mountain cliff stood Troy. Its towers caught the morning sunlight and from the ramparts I could just hear, carried across the Achaean camp and to the deck of the ship by some trick of the wind, the silver call of a Trojan trumpet. Did they know that Chryses and his daughter had triumphed over Agamemnon?      
 
    The ship was not a large one, thirty oarsmen, fifteen to a side, for it was not a long journey, a day or two at most with good weather. The soldiers bunked on deck among the cattle, three bulls—one of them white-- five sheep and assorted other creatures, all destined as a sacrifice to Apollo to convince him to end the plague. I had a feather pallet under a small canopy rigged in the stern. We had been underway half a day already when Odysseus came to the stern where I sat looking at the waves tumble away on either side of the ship, parting and foaming at the prow. I watched the water to see if any dolphins might swim with us. Thus far we sailed alone on the glassy sea. 
 
    Odysseus saluted. “Lady, do you require anything?” he asked.  
 
    “No, just privacy,” I replied. But he did not leave. Instead he said, almost hesitantly, “I have heard, Lady Chryseis, that you are blessed with the sight? Is that so?”   
 
    A dubious blessing, I thought. But I answered, “Yes, I have been blessed, though your king’s vile touch may well have ruined that gift, for few visions have come to me since I became his captive.”   
 
     “Yes, but you are free now, Lady, and…well…I am glad of it. It was wrong to take you.” I could see this admission cost him something to say.  
 
    “Do you really believe that, my lord, or is it matter of policy that you say so now?” I said coldly. Though I had never encountered Odysseus before, his reputation as a shrewd and wily politician was as great as his prowess as a soldier.  
 
    “This is no policy. The king was wrong and we are paying for his arrogance. I know no way to say it other than as I have done. Believe me.”  
 
    I did believe him. I know when men tell the truth and when they do not. Serving at the altar at my father’s side and with him comforting supplicants who came to the temple, or sitting next to the bedside of the dying, has taught me to hear the message behind the words, to see the truth behind the masks that people wear. So when he spoke, I heard pain in his voice and saw the truth in his eyes.   
 
    Then he said: “ I do not know how to ask, but if it is true that you can sometimes look into the future, can you, for me….” His voice trailed off. I was amazed to see that Odysseus of the honey tongue was at a loss for words. “Perhaps, “ he said, “ perhaps you might be able to answer a small thing for me. “ I could tell by his tone that it was no small thing. I let him go on.   
 
    “I would be grateful if you could do so. I ask nothing else of you, and for it I will see that you are carried safely home.”  I thought,” I said, as kindly as I could,  “that was already your mandate from the king—to see me safely home. I cannot   bargain with my gift.” 
 
    “You’re right,” he said. “It was tactless of me to ask in that way. But you should know, my questions are not about great things, not about politics and the state, not if Troy will stand or fall, or if Achilles will prevail or the king. Nor dare I ask if Apollo will relent, for who can finally know the will of the capricious gods?  No, I only ask a small question… for me… a personal one.   It would comfort me if I could know.  It is about…about…my wife—and my son.” 
 
    As he hesitantly explained his request, I could see that here was a man, used to command and used to being obeyed, who had come to beg a favor—and from a woman.  It was no easy thing for him to lower his guard, to remove the mask of command.  Though before me still stood the shrewd and crafty Odysseus, warlord and advisor to Agamemnon, king of kings, and chief strategist of the numberless forces of Greece. yet  what  I saw  was a husband longing for news of a beloved wife from whom he had been too long separated; I saw a father who wanted to  see his only son. “What do you want to know,” I asked.  
 
    “Whether they are alive and well. That is all.  It has been ten years since I have seen my Penelope and my son Telemachus, who was only an infant when I went to war.”   
 
    My heart went out to the father lonely for his wife and child. So my own father missed his child, and remembered everyday the wife he had loved and lost. How could I refuse Odysseus? My fear was that my gift had been forfeit to Agamemnon’s lust.  But I was determined to try.  
 
    I will do it, but you must do one thing for me.” 
 
    “Ask,” he said. 
 
    “Protect my servant Briseis. The king no doubt hates me and because of me I fear he will harm her.” 
 
    “Consider it done,” he said 
 
    “Then bring me that brazier,” I said, pointing to the small three-legged dish that had been provided to warm my hands at night.  He brought the brazier and went to search for straw from the cattle stall. Coming back with the straw, he brought chips and scraps of wood from the wood box amidships where the cook-fire smoldered. He arranged the fuel in the brazier and lighted it with a brand from the cook-fire.  Quickly it caught and blazed up; he added more wood and in a few moments it had settled into low flame and glowing coals. Now I knew why I had brought the bag of aromatics. From it I took sandalwood and dried artemesia, that some call wormwood, along with some lavender, and threw it on the flames. It burned brightly and the smoke wreathed up. I bent over the brazier and inhaled deeply, wondering if I would be given back my gift.  At first there was nothing. All I felt was the gentle rise and fall of the ship as it dipped into and rose on the waves, and the touch of the wind that carried with it the scent of sea salt mixed with the smell of the cattle.  Other than the waves splashing on the hull, the only sound was the sail slapping against the mast, and the shriek of an occasional bird, crying out as it dove into the sea to find a juicy fish. Through the smoke I could see Odysseus watching me carefully.  I feared that nothing was happening. But then Odysseus’ features began to shift; he himself began to fade. I could no longer see the deck, or the cattle chewing their cud, nor the soldiers lounging aforeship, playing dice. The ship became translucent, then invisible.  
 
    I had no palpable sense that I was sitting on a wooden deck. Instead I saw a rocky path, running upward to the high point of a plateau—the acropolis as the Achaeans call it. This plateau looked out over what I could see was an island, set in the center of the wine dark sea. Upon the heights rose a high walled citadel with a single gate of wooden and iron reinforced double doors, though which I passed even though they did not open. I found myself in the courtyard of a large building, its cornice decorated with painted figures, and supported by thick columns painted red and adorned with blue swirling decorations running around them like snakes. My sight carried me inside to an interior court. There at a loom a woman sat, weaving. At her feet a young boy played with a small shield and a wooden sword. The woman, whose blonde hair was streaked with grey, looked down at the boy, and I could just hear her say, “Ah Telemachus, you are your father’s son.”    
 
    Then I felt myself dropping through space, the vision began to fade, I heard the ocean sounds against the ship, a cow lowed, and face, anxious and concerned, hovered above me where I had fallen back on my pallet. He held a cup of wine to my lips. I sipped gratefully, feeling weak.  There was a question in his eyes.  I smiled, and was glad to say, “Your wife lives; and your son will be a hero. Like you.” I did not tell him that as my spirit traveled from the citadel, across the island and the sea, that I caught a glimpse, quickly, barely, vaguely, of a single ship tossed upon the sea, breasting the waves and storm wracked, traveling and traveling towards Ithaca but always deflected from its destination, thrown upon strange shores as the gods toyed with it. 
 
    My vision faded and I could not tell if the ship ever came to its homeport. But this I did see, at its helm Odysseus stood, a man battered and older than the haughty commander who stood before me now. The passing vision left me exhausted. I knew that Odysseus’ passage home would not be easy and was in no wise certain of success. I could not decide if this knowledge left me vaguely pleased, or instead, saddened.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 15   
 
    Chryseis 
 
      
 
    The next morning Chrysa was in sight. Around the ship hundreds of birds swooped and floated in the air, their calls seemed to be a chorus of welcome. And the dolphins, absent thus far from our voyage, leapt and tumbled before us, rising high above the waves and diving back again like acrobats performing before an audience. As they leapt and almost seemed to fly over the water   it seemed to me that they were as happy and excited as I.  We entered the bay at mid-day just as the sun, Apollo’s heavenly sign, reached its highest point in the sky. The gleaming rays reflected off the water, turning the foaming waves into a million diamond points breaking against the ship and shore and Chrysa‘s sand- always fine and golden-- was so washed by the sun that its seemed to be a carpet woven of fine gilt thread. News of the coming of a ship must have spread from person to person and house-to-house, for the cliff above the beach was now filling with people. I wondered if someone had gone running to the temple precincts to take the message that an Achaean ship had come to Chrysa. The people stood close together and appeared to be talking excitedly but nervously one to another, for how could they know if the ship meant well or harm.  It was a dark-hulled Achaean ship after all, and such ships had brought nothing but sorrow to Ilium. But wise Odysseus, seeing this too, and wanting nothing to go wrong, shouted to the mid-ships deckhand to haul down the king’s pennant and raise instead a white flag of peace, a signal that all men knew.   
 
    Seeing the flag, the people began to shout-- no, cheer-- and run toward the path that led down to the beach. And among them, indeed above them, I could see a small white-haired figure carried on a chair by four strong young men. Before him walked another carrying a staff. I didn’t have to see it well to know that this was the staff of Apollo. It glittered and flashed as it caught the sun’s rays, sending them out across the golden sand, across the waters, and to the horizon as if to signal that at last all was well.  I stood at the deck rail and watched the little procession come down the steep path to the beach. The calling of gulls, the shouts of the people, the splashing of the waves against the hull, seemed to combine into a paean of triumph, punctuated by the steady beat of the oar-master’s drum as we tacked smartly in towards the shore.  I clutched at the rail; I was nearly blind with tears. Then I felt an arm, strong, protective, and fatherly, about my shoulder, Odysseus stood next to me. “Soon,” he said, “soon.”           
 
    The ship rushed toward the beach; the oar-master struck a final quick tattoo; with a clatter the oars were raised and with a hiss of waves and sand we slid neatly up onto the beach; sailors leapt ashore and thrust blocks beneath the hull and with a shudder we were still. I was home at last. Time seemed to stop for moment.  Like a frieze painted on a temple wall the scene stood still: a dark hulled ship drawn up on a golden beach; a young woman standing expectantly at the gangplank about to disembark; a crowd of people, among them a white-clad attendant bearing Apollo’s golden staff and four strong young men who having lowered a carrying chair to the ground are in the act of reaching out to help a reverend and aging priest, white hair gleaming in the sun, face bright with joy, descending to meet her. 
 
    Then time began again. I heard the people cheering; from the ship there were cheers as well and the lowing of cattle and bleating of goats. I ran down the gangplank, joy singing in my heart, and into my father’s arms. All around me the air was perfumed with the heady smell of lavender, wild and sweet.    
 
    The people began to stream toward the beach. We kissed again, and again, and then I said,   
 
    “Father, a word.” 
 
    “My dear?” 
 
    “Odysseus, be kind to him.”  
 
    My father looked surprised, for why, he must surely wonder should he be kind to him? I could see it in his face:  Why be kind to this man who with Agamemnon had come to despoil our land, who had connived with this king to steal me, his daughter, and who had made her suffer. What kindness was owed to him?  I answered the unspoken question.  
 
    “Be kind to him; he is a father too, and he will suffer. ”  
 
    Then we awaited the coming of Odysseus who was standing at the gangplank, waiting till the reunion was done. The soldiers came to attention, and Odysseus, a man who lived in legend, came toward us.  
 
    “Chrsyes, Apollo’s Priest, and Lord of Chrysa,” and my Lady Chryseis,” he began, using the stilted and formal language of envoys, for there are forms for such sacred things as this and language in which they must be spoken, “I, Odysseus, King of Ithaca come from Agamemnon, King of men, to bring your daughter home. I see that you have greeted her, as a loving father should do.  Agamemnon my master has commanded me to bring her back to you and with her these offerings for Apollo, the Archer whose arrows have stuck us all a grievous blow and left us dying in the dust.  We come to humbly beg you, Chryses, put aside your anger. And intercede for us and beg the god to put away his anger too, and end this plague. For this we have returned your daughter of the golden hair and for this we kneel before you now.”  He knelt, and all his men did likewise.  
 
    My father accepted this homage for a long moment and then bent down and taking Odysseus by the shoulders raised him up and beckoned him to come closer. Odysseus handed my father a bag of grain, the proper thing, and which must always be used at sacrifice. He took it in token of acceptance and said, as formally, “Bring your offerings to the temple within the hour, before the sun sets.  I will invoke the god and make the sacrifice and then we will break bread together.” 
 
    I have to say it. It was all I could do to resist the wave of triumph that washed over me. I felt justified and revenged, that somehow I had won a victory. But, no, the victory was not mine; it was Apollo’s. We are His servants, we His voice on earth.  
 
    My father motioned for the boys to help him into his chair and me into another chair and carry us up to the temple. As we went they broke into a hymn to Apollo, praising his power and mercy.  Behind us the Achaeans had joined the procession, leading their sacrifices. Odysseus walked first, the soldiers next and behind them the priests and the cattle behind them. They joined in the singing, and as the voices rose echoing mightily off the cliffs, it was good to know that in this, at least we were one, united in praise to the god and singing together in the same sacred tongue. How must our procession have looked, climbing up the steep hillside: me, my white haired father in his chair, me in mine, golden hair floating in the wind chair, Ariston going before with the symbol of the god; Odysseus and his line of soldiers, armor shining, then the priests and the beribboned cattle, decorated for the sacrifice. It must have been like a scene painted on a cup, in red and black, that men have made to give to boys they love or women they adore.   
 
    We arrive at the temple courtyard, Odysseus and his men following.  When all of the cattle had been picketed, and the soldiers given leave by Odysseus to rest, he came to us.  He stood a head or more taller than my father, and was some years younger, his hair was streaked with grey and white and he walked with slight limp. His dark eyes were shadowed by heavy brows, and his face, alert and wise, was nevertheless lined and craggy. War had laid unkind hands upon him too.  He came up to us; made a military salute, and them surprisingly, knelt in the dust before us.  He was clearly used to commanding and to being obeyed. But now he knelt before Apollo’s priest and before Apollo’s daughter whom he knew could not be commanded. He was the supplicant now. Nevertheless, I was determined to treat him better than his king had treated me.  I reached down and raised him up. 
 
    “Lord Odysseus, I said, I cannot ask you yet to break your fast as yet, for we--you my father and I-- must first make the sacrifice. But I will cattle. 
 
    ”That is as it should be,” he said. “I will not eat till our work is done.”   
 
    “But,” my father said,  “we can offer you wine, for the god has no quarrel with Dionysus and the fruits of his vine.  Come.”  Motioning him to a seat beneath an ancient olive tree that had spread its branches here for longer then any man could remember, we all sat together in its shade. The afternoon sun washed the temple yard and colored the temple itself with ochre and gold, picking out and heightening the brightly painted frieze that wound its way below the pediment.  The cicada hummed in the warm afternoon sun and the newly mown fields-- for it was near the end of summer--perfumed the air all around us. Ariston brought some wine, sweet and chill, for we keep it in earthen bottles in the cold depths of the sacred spring. We poured some out on the ground beneath the tree; my father said a prayer and we drank.  A second cup and then a third made us, if not giddy then relaxed and open with one another. I felt the tension drain away; perhaps he did too. His formal manner thawed, his careful and guarded speech became more free. We talked-- not about the war, not about the king, but about our lives.  He told us about his wife and son and told my father how I had seen a vision telling him that all is well with them.  In turn my father told him about his life before the god called him, and after, about my mother and my birth.  I said how grateful I was that he had brought me home.   
 
    “I am glad to have done it,” he said. “It was wrong to keep you and wrong to treat you so. But to our grief we know that now. “  
 
    My father laid his hand, brown and mottled with age, on Odysseus’ arm, muscled and hard from years of battle. The hand of the priest that wields the knife of sacrifice lay on the arm of the general that wields the sword of conquest. For the moment they were not priest and general, Achaean and Trojan, but instead just two men, both getting on in years, sharing a cup of wine and having a chat and gossip, enjoying not what divided them but what they both shared, love of family.  I thought, how can there be war and strife, hatred and battle, when two men can speak from the heart about the things that are dear to them.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The afternoon sun began to wane. “Lord Odysseus,” my father said,  “it is time now. We must do what you have come for. The sacrifice must be made just before the sun sets so that the god can take its virtue with him when he sleeps.  See, the people  know.”   
 
    Along the road from the village the people were coming, dressed in black as was right for this was a solemn sacrifice-- women in shawls drawn tight around there shoulders, men draped in dark wool cloaks.  My father nodded to Ariston who came forward carrying a black cloak for Odysseus and his own black robe, edged with gold, the sign of the Apollo embroidered upon it back and front.   
 
    “My lord,” he said, “your soldiers will be given such clothes as well. It is out of respect to the god that we do not outshine him.  Odysseus, will you attend me at the altar?”   He nodded his assent.  “Come, then, the time is now.”      
 
      
 
    By now a large number of people had gathered in the temple forecourt and lined both sides of the path, its stones as ancient as Troy itself, that led from the precinct gate to the steps of the temple. They stood in silence, waiting for us to come there in procession. Ariston fell in before at the head of the procession, carrying Apollo‘s staff. My father followed with Odysseus by his side. I followed behind them.  Four young men helped Odysseus’ priests to lead the cattle for the sacrifice, one brought the white bull, its horns gilded and garlanded with flowers and came immediately behind me; two of the others each led a goat, the fourth carried a cage with white doves. The priests each cradled in their arms a newborn lamb. The soldiers followed, shields slung over their backs and spears reversed, point down, and wound about with laurel and ivy. Ariston, in his strong young voice began to sing the most sacred of the hymns to Apollo, the one that praises him for his strength and goodness and begs him to look with kindness and mercy on all his children, and to that moving chant we walked to the temple and into the presence of the god.   
 
     Once inside, all the cattle were ranged about the altar, each with its attendant who would offer the beast they attended to the god after the sacred bull had been sacrificed and his spirit sent up to heaven.  My father began the ritual, purifying all who were there, sprinkling water and scattering grain, and especially purifying Odysseus himself, who was the supplicant. The fires before the altar burned and the smoke mingled with the incense Ariston had thrown on the flames. The air was redolent with the heady perfume I have known so well for so many years, but which still fills me both with excitement and reverence, for it signals that the god may soon come. Ariston brought the Archer‘s staff.  And my father took it and turned to face Odysseus and his soldiers. Standing before them in his robes and with the staff catching the rays of the sun that were now beginning to enter level and straight through the temple door, I could not wonder that they looked at him with awe, for when they last saw him thus he had called down the curse of Apollo upon them all.  Odysseus knelt and covered his head with the black cloak, and his soldiers  did likewise.   
 
    “Hear me, god of the Silver Bow,” my father intoned, “Protector of Chrysa, Lord of Tenedos, Smintheus, you heard my prayer when in distress I appealed to you and you granted my request and struck down the Achaeans who had insulted you and your priest. But now I come again, humbly, with rich sacrifice, and pray you to hear me: My daughter Chryseis, who serves your altar, has been restored and so I call upon you, Lord of the Sun, accept this sacrifice and lift the dreadful scourge from the Achaeans, who have come as supplicants and in penance, and who kneel before you and beg you, as do I, to release them from your anger.”  
 
    He lay the staff upon the altar before the god, bowed three times and with Ariston and me to aid him, purified the bull with water and grain and then his blood spurted out from the severed jugular, a fountain of forgiveness I was sure, covering me and Odysseus. At the same instant each of the attendants slew their beasts and Odysseus’ priests released the white doves. They fluttered up to the roof the temple and then down again and circled the statue of the god. Then we heard it: first a rustling like dry leaves blown by an autumn breeze, then, around us, from every hidden corner of the temple, mice appeared, white mice, Apollo‘s charges and favored and protected by him. They can be signs of his pleasure-- they were for me so long ago-- or his anger for it is they who bring the plague. They came squeaking and scurrying toward the altar, leapt upon it and in frenzy threw themselves into the altar flame and disappeared into the fire and smoke. Rather than the stench of burning hair and flesh, however an intoxicating sweet perfume rose from the fire and spread around us all, filling the room and wreathing us all in its aroma. It was then, as if to add wonder to wonder, that the late afternoon sun struck the image full on, illuminating it in blaze of white and gold. Was it only I who thought the god smiled down at us.  I cried out, “Thank You Lord Apollo.”  This was the sign. It meant redemption. The plague was ended. A shout went up from everyone as they all, Odysseus and his men and all the people, threw off their black cloaks, and the last of the afternoon light turned us all into rejoicing figures of the purest gold.  
 
      
 
    That night we all feasted; slices of beef, goat meat, and lamb, roasted with rosemary served on wooden trenchers went round among us as we all sat together in the temple forecourt. Cheese and apples were passed around, and honeycombs as well. Everyone drank till we were all giddy with wine and delight. Odysseus, my father, Ariston, and I sat at a low table, the Achaean soldiers sat on the ground with Trojan farmers, men and women, and passed the wine jars around.  We held hands and danced to a flute that someone played and to a drum that someone found, whirling in a circle beneath the moon, soldier and farmer, Achaean and Trojan, silver dancers on a silver ground.      
 
      
 
    The next day we trooped down to the shore to bid farewell.  The soldiers had boarded the ship. Odysseus stood at the foot of gangplank; my father with him. I between the two. We looked at one another. In Odysseus’ eyes I saw the memory of the night before when, simply as two aging men, he and my father had shared the intimacy of talk and wine. But now that had passed.  He was again the general. My father the priest.  
 
    Still I said: “Is there no hope for an end to it all? Can we end it?”   He knew well what I meant.  
 
    He smiled, sadly. “No, Lady, I fear not. This play is already written; we are only the actors in it. We must read our lines, act our parts, and press on to the end.”    
 
    I knew in my heart that he was right. And so we sent them back-- back to their war, back to Agamemnon, back to the endless waiting for history to complete its tale. What the finished tale would reveal, not even my visions could foretell.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Book Four: Briseis  
 
      
 
    Achilles furious about the loss of Briseis whom he had taken from Lyrnessus at his own great peril, confronted Agamemnon and said, "You are obsessed with lust for gold and captive slaves. How can any Achaean follow you into battle? I did not come here because the Trojans had raided my cattle nor my horses, nor cut down my harvests on the rich plains of Phthia. I followed you, for your pleasure, not mine--to gain satisfaction from the Trojans for you and for Menelaus. You forget this, and now you threaten to rob me of the gold and captives for which I have toiled. When my Achaeans sack a rich city of the Trojans I never receive as good a prize as you do, though it is my hands that do the fighting and now you take my gold and my captives Chryseis and Briseis. I will not stay here and be insulted and dishonored just to gather gold for you." 
 
    --Iliad Book 2  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 16   
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    Chryseis is gone and I am alone. I am forgotten also, it seems. I still occupy her large tent; I have not been asked to leave it. No one pays any attention to me as I wander around the camp. I go to the cook tents to make my food or to collect some rations which have not been stopped, even though the woman for whom they were intended has long departed. I wash my clothes with the other women at the washing trough, and at night after they have finished their chores—waiting on a captain, washing a commander’s clothes, cleaning up after a general’s dinner, or if they are pretty, satisfying their master’s lust. I gossip with them in the slave quarters— rows of tents pitched in the middle of the camp around the kitchens and storage rooms and near the edge of the parade ground but far away from the gates, the walls, the ships, or the tents of the soldiers. They are placed in the middle so we cannot easily escape, I suppose. As if we women and boys—there are no old men for they are always killed when women and boys are captured—might late at night launch a ship and sail away to freedom, or in a group scale the high walls and leap over into the no man’s land that surrounds the camp, or overcome the guards and force the gates and run eagerly to the arms of the waiting Trojan forces. The Trojan army—concerned about defending itself and their city has more to do than rescue a rag- tag bunch of runaway slaves and cares no more for us women than our Greek captors do and probably would kill us or enslave us again.   
 
    So at night we all sit in front of the meager fire we are allowed and lament our fate. Sometimes some of the women come to my tent and marvel at the luxury in which I still live, borrowed luxury since it was intended for Chryseis, and the tent as boudoir—or shall I say brothel-- for the king’s delight. But as I have told, he almost never came, and certainly never touched her after her father, in terrible retribution for the king’s brutal dismissal and initial refusal to return his daughter to him, terrorized both king and army and called down the wrath of Apollo upon them all.    
 
      
 
    In the beginning, in the weeks after we had been captured, he did come to her; usually when drunk, and the first time was horror. He burst into the tent two nights after he had first encountered her as she stood proudly before him. I was there; he came in and ignoring me went to her and seizing her by her shoulders said: “Now lady you claim to be scared; you say no man can touch you. Well I am no mere man: I am king. See how you like it.” With that he threw her on the bed. I screamed and rushed to try to stop him. I staggered back from the blow he gave me that sent me reeling into the corner. I fell, weak and dizzy; I tasted blood – my blood, from my lip. I leaned against the corner post of the tent, unable to rise, unable to help her, and too terrified to try. 
 
    “Watch, slave,” he shouted at me, as he forced Chryseis back down on the bed. “See how a king takes his pleasure.” The he hit her. I could not watch, but I could hear. He hit her again, and then all I could hear was his heavy breathing and her whimpering cry as he labored above her, grunting as he thrust, and then with an exclamation of release, all was silent. I opened my eyes. He was standing now, adjusting his clothes. He then said:  
 
    “Sacred are you, lady? Touched by no man? No I guess you never had been.” Then he looked at me where I still cowered on the ground. “Your turn bitch? he said. “Hardly worth it.”  He laughed, and left the tent. I heard him joke to the guard “Tasty meat these Trojan girls.” To his credit the guard did not reply.      
 
    I crawled to my lady who still lay silent upon the bed. I found water and a soft cloth and bathed her face. There was blood on her lips, a bruise was beginning to show on her bare shoulders; blood covered her torn dress as well. I realized suddenly: she is—was-- a virgin. From the goblet by the bedside I gave her wine, cleaned her as best I could and then held her as she sobbed, deep wracking sobs, her head on my shoulder, her beautiful golden hair spread like a halo around her.  
 
    She soon fell into sleep, for I gave her a potion to help her do so. She slept all night and most of the next day and woke as the dusk of the next night was settling. I feared that the king would come again. Thank the gods the king did not come that night, nor for many nights thereafter. The guard at our door was kind; he brought food and I could see he was embarrassed and sorry for her, for she had been kind to him.   
 
      
 
    Late that night, she called to me. I must have drifted off, leaving her sitting by the small smoky fire that burned in a brazier by her bedside.  
 
    “Briseis, can you come to me.” I rose up out of sleep—I had been dreaming of what I always dream: the hot sour breath, the distended eyes of my attacker—and came over to her.  
 
    “Lady?” I said. 
 
    “Here,” she said, “sit across from me, on the other side of the brazier.” Then she began to sing, words that I did not understand, words in the old tongue that no one any longer spoke and that only the priests know.  As she sang, I saw that she had put out before her a tray upon which lay small vials of liquid, and a little pot of colored powder, some grain, and in a little cage, a mouse. How had she found these things?  I sat across from her, the fire leaping between us, casting our shadows hugely against the tent wall, and etching her face with unearthly light. I could see that though her voice was sweet and hypnotic, yet her eyes were cold and deep and hard. I shivered with fear. She must have seen me blanche.  
 
    “Do not be afraid,” she said, “I am with you.”  
 
    With that she poured the content of one of the vials on the fire; a sweet perfume filled the tent and colored smoke, like the purple mist of the sea at sunset a rose around us. She gave me the grain.  
 
    “Throw it on the fire.”  
 
    I did as she bade me. Then she began to speak; I did not understand her words but I knew that it was prayer, perhaps even a spell. More liquid was poured upon the fire upon the grain that was beginning to sizzle; more mists, more perfumes. She took the cage, placed it upon the little shelf at the brazier’s edge and opened the door. The mouse inside it made no move, but seemed to look at her, as if waiting for a sign. She then spoke again. Now I could understand her. 
 
    “Lord Apollo, hear my prayer and accept my gifts. Protect your daughter and those she loves”—and here she sprinkled some of the liquid upon me—“and bring down your vengeance upon those who have dishonored me. Apollo, Lord Smintheus, slayer of men, Protector of the Innocent, hear me.” With that she cast the powder upon the flame and it exploded in blinding light and at that moment I saw, or thought I saw, the mouse, leap up and throw himself into of the midst of the fire and into the wreathing smoke. Then the fire suddenly fell and was extinguished. As the smoke cleared I looked to see, but saw no little mouse, no little immolated corpse in the ashes. Chryseis sat across from me and in her face I saw triumph, and also, peace.   
 
    “Now indeed, my Briseis,” she said, “we need have no fear.”   
 
     The king did come again to her; but now I know that it was she not he who triumphed and left him sobbing in the dust.   
 
    And now of course I know, now that she is free, that her power—her magic? Her spells? Or her goodness? —brought it about.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 17   
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    I have not after all, been forgotten. A few days after Chryseis left, a guard came to me. “Follow me,” he said, brusquely. 
 
    I thought:  Am I to be killed now that I am no longer of use?   
 
    We made our way through the camp, from the tents where the slaves and captives were housed, past the parade ground and toward the cluster of larger tents occupied by the officers who served the king.   
 
    We came to a tent nearest to the king’s.  It was one of the largest of them all, and a royal standard flew before it.  
 
    The guard pointed to the entrance.  “Go in,” he said.   
 
    Inside it was dim and the smoke from a brazier filled the air with sweet blue smoke. At a table at the far end a man sat with his back to me, bent over what seemed to be maps and charts.  I came in, stood waiting. Finally he turned. It was Odysseus.  
 
    “Lady Briseis,” he said—I noted the “Lady.” What did it mean?  He pointed to a low stool near the table. I sat and waited for him to speak. 
 
    Odysseus had accompanied my lady back to her father and of the many officers—some of them kings in their own right, who attended the king-- he was said to be the kindest and the most fair and honest.   
 
    In our quarters among the slaves and captives we heard stories. Indeed little was unknown to us about our masters-- about the king’s drunken rages and his cruelty to women, something I had experienced first hand. We knew about Menelaus’ greed.  We knew that Achilles had no interest in women or in treasure but lived for glory and for his friend Patroclus. Little can be hidden in a camp where the masters are served in such close quarters every day by the enslaved. And so ask any of us to tell a tale of this Greek lord or that, repeat the horror of their rape by one arrogant officer or another, and we could do it. We also heard of Odysseus’ wisdom and wiles, of his craft—and of his kindness. Thus when I came to Odysseus I was not afraid for he had been kind to my mistress. And some said that it was he who saved her.  For a few minutes he sat without speaking, looking at me.  
 
    Then: “You are a handsome woman, but I see that you are, may I say kindly, no longer in the precise bloom of youth.  I am told that you have no kin to ransom you.” 
 
    I looked at the ground. That was, all of it, too true.  
 
    “And” he want on, “since your mistress is gone you have no lady to serve. Of course I cannot allow you to remain in her tent; it is a bit too sumptuous to house a servant—a former servant—and at the moment you are of no interest to His Majesty, especially if you can bring no ransom.  So you are of little value I fear.”  
 
    He paused and looked intently at me. Did he want me to answer? Was he going to suggest that I come to his tent as, as what, as a slave for sex? 
 
    He must have seen the fear in my eyes, or read my thoughts.  
 
    “No Lady Briseis, you are quite safe from me. Unlike many I am faithful to my wife. But I do need something from you. I have a duty and that is to be concerned with the best interests of the king.” 
 
    Again a silence. Again that intent stare, seeing through me. 
 
    “I am sure you know, for who does not know now, that Achilles and the king have quarreled. Achilles has left the camp and for all practical purposes the war, and set up his camp with his soldiers a few leagues north of here. The king is proud and angers easily. Achilles is also proud and also angers easily. Unhappily for us, he is also our most formidable weapon. The king will not admit it, but without Achilles we are at a severe, even fatal disadvantage. And, unhappily, an angry Achilles is also a danger to the king. And I—we--do not know what Achilles plans as he sits and nurses his wounded pride there in his camp, though it is barely a morning’s march from ours. Will he fight against the Trojans without us, or will he turn and fight against us? Anything is possible.  
 
    He paused. “Do you wonder why do I tell you this, you a woman and a slave?”    
 
    He did not wait for me to answer. 
 
    “Here is why. I have arranged for you to be given to Achilles. This has two advantages, one for you and one for me.  The advantage for you is that with Achilles you will be safe. For when the king realizes that you remain after his desire, the lady Chryseis was, in effect, taken from him, he will turn his rage toward you. And no doubt after some sexual adventuring that will surely not be pleasant for you he will quite likely kill you. Thus if you are in the camp of Achilles you will be safe from the king. Achilles, as I am sure you also know, will not touch you or harm you, for he loves his friend almost to frenzy and he is, while an alarmingly bloodthirsty killer, still a gentleman.  
 
    The value for me? Knowledge. You can tell me what passes in Achilles’ camp. You can watch and listen and discover what he intends and I will arrange a way for what you learn to be brought back to me. And thus I do my duty for the king. I believe that you can help. I say ‘you can,’ I probably should be direct and say ‘you must.’  You have no choice.  And the fact is neither do I for no man can do it. Achilles would trust no man from the king’s camp. But a woman, a slave, he will ”   
 
    I understood all too well why I had no choice—or a choice between death and ending my life as an exhausted slave.  
 
    “But, my Lord, I do not understand, why would Achilles want me?”  
 
    “He will not, strictly speaking want you as I have already made clear. But honor is the key to this young man. And so I have planted a few seeds among those in the army who love and revere Achilles and who feel that he has been insulted by the king. Soon some men will clamor that because the king has his treasure—kept imprudently in my opinion, from the horde brought by your lady’s father--that Achilles should have his. Seeing that the king chose Chryseis, who by right should have gone to Achilles since he captured her—and you--the army keenly feels--or will shortly feel--the unfairness of Agamemnon’s arrogant appropriation of the treasure and both hostages won by Achilles.  
 
    “So certain among them will demand that the other woman—Briseis—you--should go to Achilles as his prize of honor, though in fact Achilles has asked for nothing for himself. He will not want to insult the good intentions of the army who love him and who he loves, and so when hears of it where he sulks in his distant tent, he will accept and we will send you to him—with a sufficient quantity of treasure from your lady’s ransom to sweeten the arrangement further.  
 
      
 
    “You-- and all that gold—will serve as another trophy that proves once again what no one doubts, the deadly effectiveness of Achilles’ murderous prowess in war. The king will agree, for he will hope that the gift to Achilles will end the quarrel between them.  That will, I fear, be a false hope. But things are delicate between the king him and his men, and he will do nothing to further discomfort the army upon whom he relies for victory over Troy which is, after all, why he—and all of us--are here.”    
 
    It was as he said. The old master of intrigue planted his seeds. In a few days Odysseus’ plan took shape and then bore fruit. The king was approached by a delegation of officers demanding that Achilles should be appeased. Of course we knew what was said. 
 
    “We can never win Troy without him,” old Nestor, king of Pylos insisted.    
 
    Diomedes, bravest of the princes after Achilles, heatedly shouted:  “A majority of the army believes you are wrong.”  
 
    “So?” Said the king, turning away as if to dismiss them.  
 
    “I will tell you why ‘so,’” Diomedes said, angrier still. “Because no king long keeps his throne if he has no army to support it.” 
 
    It is said that the king went white with rage and would have struck Diomedes had not   Nestor and the priest Calchas intervened, and that Odysseus finally took t the King aside and after a whispered colloquy, the king, composure regained, though with a chilly and peremptory manner, said: “My only interest is victory over Troy that we have come to destroy because they present a clear danger to our wives and homes, our gods, and our way of life. Nothing must stand in the way of that. I will be gracious as befits a king and send to Achilles this slave Briseis. I will also send gold for such trinkets are more important to him than to me. I need nor want neither. Then I will go to war, with or without Achilles, and raze the walls of Troy to the ground.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    Destruction. Yes, that is why the Greeks are here, to destroy my land, my people and the great city that gives us all our name. That is why I am held a captive slave, a woman alone here in this camp of men.  Here in the camp, the war often seems oddly far away. I sometimes hear it, for a trumpet sounds and men are mobilized, and with a clatter of arms, the rattle of chariots and the excited neighing of horses, a contingent of Greeks goes racing out the great main gates to fight with a contingent of Trojans who have been sighted by the lookouts galloping toward the Greek camp across the Trojan plain. But we who serve simply wait. We wait inside the camp protected by the walls. The Trojans wait outside to breach them.   
 
    No matter what the poets say when they write about the titanic battles of superhuman heroes who never seem to rest, real armies can’t fight on and on without ever stopping. Horses need food and water. Chariots need to be repaired, swords re-sharpened, spears points re-honed. Men have to eat and rest and most of all the wounded and the dead must be tended. When a battle is done, guards come to the tents where we are housed and we are taken outside the walls to the battle field.  Our task is to clean up after it all is over—to tend the wounded and to clean and dress the bodies of the dead so they can be burned on funeral pyres and sent to the eternal fields of heaven where heroes eternally roam.    
 
    Yesterday, after yet another indecisive battle, the day’s carnage ended at sundown, for no one fights at night, and as is always the case, the truce of the dead is called between Greek and Trojan. At daylight it is our turn, the slaves and women. We are led under guard outside the gates to begin the most terrible duty of all.  The dead lie strewn across the landscape, their blood making every patch of soil sacred ground. They must be found.  This is a job for both slaves and soldiers, and so I a Trojan go from body to body, looking for fallen Greeks, tending to my enemy.  To the victor belongs the spoils, they say. When defeated blood spills out upon the ground and the eyes can no longer see, no warrior who has lived to see his enemy die--whether he is Trojan or Achaean—will leave that treasure, armor made of bronze, swords chased with gold and set with precious gems from distant lands, upon the ground to rust and molder and decay. And so the dead lie stripped of their armor, naked on the ground where they fell. I go from body to body. If a man is wounded, we do what we can to ease the pain until soldiers come to carry him back to the camp. We close the eyes of the dead, if they still have eyes to close, and with the water we carry wash their battered faces so as to tell if we can whether they are Greek or Trojan. If Greek, Greek soldiers carry them toward their camp where the funeral pyres await. Sometimes we have to hail a Trojan soldier to come to take one of their own. On the field of death, an odd comradeship exists as Greeks and Trojans, who that morning fought against one another work together to find and honor the dead some of them may have helped to kill.  Greek and Trojan soldiers and their slaves move across the field, collecting their dead, digging trenches into which the bodies of horses are dumped, lifting dead men into carts, and trundling them to lie on the huge pyres upon which the bodies will eventually burn.  Before night the priests, and detachment of soldiers, both Greek and Trojan, under the flag of truce will burn the dead. This is a sacred protocol of war, mutually agreed upon, and the only decency that all observe. Finally at day’s end, the remains will be gathered and buried in a common grave. And so along with the smoke from cook-fires and sacrifices, smoke rises from the pyres on which dead men lie, broken bodies, men disfigured and unrecognizable, common soldiers and commanders, for death levels all on the battlefield.  
 
    Amid their rites of death in which both Greeks and Trojans participate both armies prepare again for war in full view of one another, as if in this bravado each side says do what you will, you cannot win. . Greek horsemen ride hurriedly back and forth from our field to the camp; Greek soldiers mounting on the walls. In the far distance one can see Troy, its great gates standing wide, as if to say, we do not fear you upstart Achaeans.  Messengers ride in and out, no doubt bringing intelligence to Hector; and no doubt taking orders back from him, directives sent to captains saying how the master strategist wants to set his huge war engine in motion once again and aim it at the Greeks.  
 
    Even as I tend the dead soldiers go about the business of their day.  I hear them shouting; hear the horses whinnying, hear men cursing or laughing, even hear the clank of cook-pots and utensils as they make their meal.  Once in while a Trojan soldier on death detail looks up and waves with a jaunty arrogance as if to say, “Look your fill, you will not live to see another day.” If the Trojans breach the walls of the Greek camp I suppose they will they kill me too, indiscriminately, not caring whether I am their enemy or their own.  Then we are done and under the guard of our captors, we return to our tents behind the walls. Behind the safety of the walls—if safe they will be for long—I wait to be sent to Achilles.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Briseis  
 
      
 
    And so the next day with two heralds as escort and a small cohort of men, I was mounted on a wagon filled with gold and sent to Achilles, slayer of men. We set off on the early morning hours, carrying Agamemnon’s pride as a gift to Achilles. We left by the seaward gate and descended to the shore. As the wagon jolted across the sand I looked at the sea stretching toward the horizon and towards the land from when the Greeks had come. I sent a prayer to Apollo: “Send them back to their ships, let them swarm up the boarding ladders to the deck and raise their sails and leave Troy forever.” But I knew that this prayer was not about to be answered.  I wondered if the soldiers with me looked at the sea and longed for their home as well, as I longed for mine, if they thought too how futile this war had become. But their faces were impassive as we started along the shore toward the camp of Achilles and his Myrmidons. Their camp lay on the northernmost edge of the ridge, and a long stretch of rocky shoreline stretched from where the majority of the ships were beached at the southern end to those of Achilles that lay at the northern end. The morning was foggy, though the sun was beginning to break through as we walked. The ocean withdrew, washed back up unto the stony shore, and withdrew again taking a wash of pebbles with it which were then drawn back and flung upon the beach, the slow cadence of the advancing and retreating sea sounding a note of endlessly repeated sadness.  
 
    After a morning’s march, as the sun was at its highest in the sky, we eventually reached the ships and tents of the Myrmidons. The black ships lay beached on the white sand of the shore. Unlike so many of the Greek ships, they were trim and clearly ready for sailing or for war. Achilles’ soldiers were housed in neat rows of small tents, outside of which their armor and weapons hung, polished and gleaming bright in the sun. Groups of soldiers sat of front of the tents, cooking fires smoking; others exercised, naked, on the sands. Then I saw Achilles. He was sitting on an outcropping of rock that jutted up on a rise above the sea. I was taken aback, for the warlike Achilles was not plotting strategy with an officer, or stringing his bow to send an arrow winging to bring down a passing bird so that he would be in practice when he needed   to send one into the heart of an enemy. He was playing a lyre. I could hear him singing above the sound of the waves. He has a rich sweet voice and the song he sang is known to all soldiers: it is a sad one and tells of the deeds of heroes and the glory that comes to those who die in battle. Patroclus sat opposite to him. Achilles was singing to him. Both men were stripped to the waist, wearing only loincloths. The morning sun washed the two of them with a soft golden light and they looked like young gods painted on a temple wall.  
 
    Patroclus caught sight of us and made a gesture to Achilles who turned to look where Patroclus pointed. His face darkened when he saw us, for of course he had no notion why were here. He stood up and I saw then that next to his lyre his bow leaned against the rock. Patroclus was also already; some of the soldiers nearby had risen.  But it was obvious that we were no danger, a woman sitting in a cart, accompanied by four soldiers and a royal herald, whose persons are sacred and must not be harmed.  
 
    "You must come upon some important matter,” he said with a quick flash of his handsome smile. “Come to my tent. I will give you wine and food.” With this he led us to his tent, in front of which a tangle of blankets was spread on the ground, as if the two men had slept outside under the sky. A cook fire burned. He scooped up the blankets and disappeared into the tent. Patroclus followed and the two of them reappeared carrying cushions, a couple of low stools and tables. I clambered down from the wagon and went to the place beside it, to wait, head down, hands folded as a woman should do while the men talk. But Achilles called to me.   I saw recognition in his eyes.  
 
     “It is the lady Briseis,” he said. “Welcome. Rest yourself.”  He motioned to a stool.  He was, as Odysseus said, a gentleman.   
 
    “Patroclus, bring a larger wine bowl, and don’t stint on the wine. Bring enough food as well” Patroclus reappeared and set a chopping-block in front of the fire, laid the loin of a sheep on it and some goat meat and held the meat while Achilles chopped, sliced, and salted it and put the pieces on spits over the fire. Patroclus mixed the wine—strongly as Achilles said--and passed cups of it to me and to the herald, and also to the soldiers of my guard, who he had bade to sit as well. Before drinking we all poured a bit in the ground as a libation to the gods. Patroclus took the now sizzling meat off the fire, set it on platters, and handed bread around, while Achilles dealt out portions. Just like an old married couple, I thought.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 20 
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    Achilles and Patroclus. They are legends, these strong and handsome men, and one can see not only that they adore one another but why. Achilles is the younger of the two, but though younger, he leads. He is splendid—golden hair bleached by the sun, skin bronzed, sensuous lips, yet his cool gray eyes look with curiously impassionate appraisal. He is   immensely charming, and yet there is a touch of the cruelty in his glance. Achilles smiled at me. I smiled shyly back. Next to him sits Patroclus, by his side, very close by his side. His hand lingers on Achilles’ shoulder. The gesture says it all. Patroclus is handsome in a different way--manly, almost brusque and taller than Achilles, with dark straight hair and piercing jet back eyes. He has a dazzling smile and together they make a gorgeous pair. 
 
    They are of course lovers, and the world knows it. That is part of their legend—their devotion.  All admire it, and poets have even made songs about them, comparing them to Zeus and the beautiful boy Ganymede who the King of the Gods so loved that he took him to Olympus where they love eternally. Or to Orpheus, who when his Eurydice died, could not bear to look at another woman and turned instead to the love of men and sought solace in the arms of the beautiful youth Calais.  When Achilles and Patroclus stand together on the parade ground in the front rank of their soldiers, wearing as they sometimes do matching golden armor, it is a vision: Achilles’ golden hair glowing like a halo in the sun and Patroclus, dark, saturnine, heroic face. . Behind them are their men, armor polished and the plumes of their helmets combed out, eyes staring out from the narrow slits on either side of the long nosepiece of the sinister helmets they wear, their tanned skin and shapely legs show beneath the short but armored chitons falling briefly just below the curve of the breastplates that are shaped like the well-muscled chests of athletes. In precise measured lines they stand, ready at any moment to go to war, ready to change in an instant from a static image of militancy on parade into a savage killing machine, plunging spears brutally into men’s breasts, thrusting swords deep into stomachs, or coolly winging an arrow between the eyes.  This is the picture that men see and they see this too: the so obvious love of the one man for another and the so obvious heroism of the two. In them soldiers sense all that moves the deepest well springs of their souls—courage and bonding--the necessary love of brave men for brave men. For these soldiers Achilles and Patroclus are legend embodied in life. In them is the hero Hercules who loved Hylas, and also Apollo, Lord of the World, who loved Hycinthus, about whose passionate love for the god and tragic death, boys learn in school.    
 
    I have to say that I was not immune to Achilles’ beauty, though I dared say nothing. But then, I suppose, who has not fallen a little in love with him. But I also knew it was pointless to try. I know the stories of men loving men, but I do not understand them. Perhaps no woman can, for that love shuts us out.  We are not necessary in that passion. Some women react to this with rage to this rejection.  Why else was it that the Maenads, those cruel sexually obsessed women, attacked Orpheus who had rejected them for a handsome youth and they tore him limb from limb and threw his mangled remains in the river. But to no avail, for Orpheus is born again over and over, and his songs remind us that it was he who taught men the art of loving men.  
 
    I am no Maenad; I do not understand these men or their love, but I accept it. What else is there to do? As the days passed and I saw that I was welcome there, I became settled into the life of Achilles’ camp. It was not like the huge Greek camp, where huge numbers of men were housed in countless tents and where every cohort or squad was accountable to their own lord or minor king, and he to the lord or king to who the were vassal, and all to Agamemnon. The sheer size of the Greek army made for a certain unruliness about daily life. But not so here. Here all was discipline and order, the men exercised twice a day on the beach; Achilles or Patroclus conducted war games among squads at least once each day. All was moderation. No drunken nights around the campfire; no slave girl or pretty boy passed from man to man for brutal fun. Up with the sun. To bed as the moon rose.   And so I was largely ignored and I found peace and freedom—freedom from fear. For no king drunk and late at night would burst in to ravish me. I had to tend no dead, wash no wounded, serve at no soldier’s tables, avoid no reaching hands or the knowing leer or the obscene suggestion. I served only Achilles and Patroclus, bringing them their simply meal which I had made—some gruel of vegetables, apiece of roasted lamb, some lentils in a stew. I tided their already tidy tent. I washed their clothes in clear clean spring water.   
 
    One day, after I came upon a parchment scroll that Patroclus had been reading and, having little to do, settled myself by the door of the tent to read it, Achilles came upon me there. I jumped up, flustered. 
 
    “I’m sorry my lord,” I said. I hastily replaced the scroll and started to go. 
 
    No, Briseis, do not go. You have done nothing wrong.” Achilles said.  “You can read? “ 
 
    “Yes, Lord, my husband taught me; he was man of the book.” 
 
    “That is a good thing,” he said, “for a woman to know. And writing?”  
 
    “Yes, lord, that too.”  
 
    He smiled, and I caught a hint of glee and mockery in his look. “Perhaps I will have you pen a letter to the king, for he surely must want to know what I will do, if or when I will return to battle. Perhaps he will send Odysseus to find out. Oh yes, I know what you are supposed to do.  Tell Odysseus all you see and hear.”    
 
    I was astonished. How did he know? 
 
    “It is no matter. I will fight when I am ready, not when that king commands. He will know soon enough what Achilles will do. It is already written in the stars and we have no need to send letters.  But for tonight, perhaps you will read to us?  No dry history like that Patroclus likes, but a tale of love and life, of gods and men.”    
 
    At that moment I think I loved him.  Though I knew it was futile.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Book Five:  Trojan Women   
 
      
 
    “Helen and all her wealth is the prize for whom I will battle with Menelaus”, said Paris. “Let him who shall be victorious and prove to be the better man take the woman and all she has.” 
 
    ---Iliad Book 3 
 
      
 
    Andromache stood by Hector, weeping and taking his hand in her own said. "Dear husband, you pride and valor will bring you to destruction; think on your son and your wife, who may soon be your widow. I shall have nothing left to comfort me when you are gone, save only sorrow. Have mercy upon me; stay here in Troy; do not make your child fatherless, and your wife a widow.” 
 
    --Iliad Book 6 
 
      
 
    Hecuba. Mother of Hector, and her women went to the temple of Athena. Hecuba lifted up her hands to the goddess with a loud cry. "Holy Athena" she cried, "protectress of our city, mighty goddess, protect my son and I will sacrifice in your temple, if you will have pity upon Troy and the wives and l children of the Trojans.” 
 
     –Iliad Book 6 
 
      
 
    Cassandra, fair as golden Venus stood upon Troy’s high walls and saw her dear father Priam in his chariot and what was lying upon the bier. With a loud cry she said, "Come Trojans, men and women, and look on Hector; if ever you rejoiced to see him coming from battle when he was alive, look now on him dead who was the glory of our city and all our people." Foremost among them mourners was Andromache who led their wailing as she clasped the head of mighty Hector in her embrace 
 
    -Iliad Book 24 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 21   
 
    Hecabe  
 
      
 
    Here in Troy I watch and bide my time. What else have I to do?  I no longer go outside the city. “It is too dangerous, Majesty,” the captain of my guard says to me. My husband forbids it and I am bound to obey him, king and husband that he is. Every morning when I rise I look out and see the city, many-towered and gated, brooding and impregnable behind our huge high walls. They were built before men reckoned time by King Laomedon. who called upon the gods to aid him.  It is said that Poseidon did the work while Apollo watched the king’s flocks and played the lyre to make music for the labor. That Laomedon cheated Poseidon of his pay is never talked about, but Kassandra—my poor mad daughter--foretold that sooner or later that perfidy would cause the Trojans heartbreak for because of it Poseidon is no friend of Troy. Perhaps she is right.  But no one, of course, wants to believe her.  I begin to think I do.  
 
    How well I know this golden city. The citadel rises up above the city, its towers, as poets have said, almost cloud-capped. Highest of them all is the Tower of Ilios. Broad streets lined with mansions bisect the city and lead to the Scaean and the Dardanian Gates. The greatest mansion of all, our palace where I live with Priam my lord and husband, is the wonder of the citadel, its roofs of cedar richly painted and gilded, supported by marble colonnades fronting the polished porticos and doors of chased and polished bronze worked in intricate patterns designs. The palace is so huge that it is said that no one has ever seen it all, for it houses vast suites reserved for us, for Priam and Hecabe, and for the Royal Kindred, fifty chambers for Priam’s fifty sons and their wives. Endless corridors lead to room after room filled with the wealth of all the ages, brought to Troy for a thousand years.  
 
    In the vast throne room marble floors of deepest purple reflect like a mirrored pool, making the expanse seem vast and seem surely endless to one coming to an audience with the king as they walk, weak with fear to the foot of the throne and prostrate themselves before Priam as protocol demands. Majestic, richly robed and glittering, the king is wreathed in incense and seated on the Throne of Troy, high-backed lion-armed, cushioned in rich fabrics of purple and red and blue, canopied with cloth of gold, and wrought of silver, electrum, and precious stones, and raised on ten broad steps above the level of the room. Here Priam presides over the riches that Agamemnon has come to despoil.  
 
    Upon rising from the prostration and just before they move closer to kiss the toe of Priam’s scarlet sandal, no supplicant before the throne remains un-awed by the frescoes that cover the walls, colors like jewel tones, that tell of the lineage of our ancient house. There is Zeus in majesty and Dardanos, his son, first of Troy’s kin to come to the Troad. He   married a daughter of Teucer, who was king there, and it was he who gave Dardanos a site for a city, called Dardania, that still stands on Mount Ida’s slopes not far from Troy.  He was founder of the royal line and thus we Trojans call ourselves Dardanians and through him our kings claim descent from Zeus and say that they are divine. Shield in hand, spear at the ready, lion skin about his shoulders, Ericthonios, Dardanos’ son strides the wall next after his father. It is he who brought riches to the city, and his herds of horses covered the plains- and ever after we have been known as horse tamers. It was this king who sent his ships filled with the rich products of our lands—pottery adorned with scenes of gods and daily life, weapons of bronze, intricate jewelry worked in gold and produce from our fields---across all the seas of the world even so far as Egypt.  When his son Tros succeeded him, he began to build and it is from him that the name of Troy derives. Zeus favored Tros and when he saw Ganymede, Tros’ son, more handsome than any boy has ever been, he loved him and swooping down from Olympus like the eagle upon the prey, took lovely Ganymede up to heaven and to his bed where he serves him for all eternity.  
 
    It was Ilus, the next king, who built the empire that is called Ilium, and it was to him too that the Palladium was given, for when he had traced the boundaries he prayed to Zeus for a sign that what he had done was good. As the frescoes show, the next day he found, half- buried in the earth, that object so sacred it must never be described to profane ears.  And to him came the voice of Apollo saying,  “Guard this well, Ilus, for it bestows the favor of the Goddess and so long as you preserve it you will preserve your city. Keep it, for it carries empire before it.” And so near to the palace, Ilus commanded that a great temple dedicated to Pallas Athene should be built, the largest building on the citadel after our palace, and therein the Palladium was reverently placed. The temple glitters with gold, every boss and facing is inlaid with it, every architrave and plinth is rich with its glow, and the colors of its painted walls and columns, when the sun catches them right, casts a rich and mellow wash of red and ochre and blue upon the marble pavements surrounding the temple precincts.   In it, I, as Queen of Troy, preside also as High Priestess, first among the devotees of the Goddess.  
 
    Beyond our huge walls—from which rise at intervals high watchtowers--- the side of the steep escarpment upon which the city stands drops down to the lower city, spreading out below and outside of the citadel walls. When he was young—when we were first married, Priam’s wisdom and prudence caused the city to grow even larger. New houses were built, seemingly every day, some of mud and wattle faced with painted clay, others larger and more pretentious. A newly rich merchant’s house perhaps, two floors high, of smooth-faced stone, carved and polished, and with a columned and painted portico to lend prestige to his new status. If he had good fortune exporting wool from Trojan sheep, or finely made jewelry, he could sit beneath a silken awning upon a terrace with his   wife and concubines and watch the “little people” pass below. He could keep an eye on the port, embraced by the protecting arm of the Sigeum promontory, into which merchant vessels sailed from around the world. If he sees a sail, what a scramble it was then as he rushed to the port so as to be first on the spot to buy or sell to his brother traders who come from Crete or Egypt or far Assyria.   
 
    But now the Achaeans sit in their camp and stare at Troy, at us.  And what of us here in   Troy?  We can, for a time, afford to wait behind our walls, for our   strength lies there and not in the size of our army.  We know that to opt for all-out man-to-man battle might be foolish even to contemplate. But we have time, and we have provisions:  seemingly endless water from the springs that gushed within our walls; more than enough to eat, since we can still draw upon the rich farms and herds of cattle. We can still rely on vassals loyal to us scattered throughout the Troad to the north of Troy to provision us, vassals out of the range of Achaean foraging parties and patrols. And so we wait behind our high walls, safe, for now, in our gleaming city. We walk our broad avenues lined with palaces full of treasure—gold, jewels, bronze axes, ancient statues of the gods that date back to the most ancient days of the race of men---inestimably valuable things that are the real objects of this war—and for which we Trojans are prepared to die. It is all about gold and we all know it, for no one cares a fig about aging Helen. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 22   
 
    Helen 
 
      
 
    I live grandly in this great and glittering city, so rich and so old and so arrogant, in a vast palace that seems never to end.  I have myself never seen the half of the rooms.  I have a huge suite of rooms in the Ilios tower filled with treasures from time beyond time and from nations now disappeared from men’s memory--marble statues, rich hangings, gold cups on golden tables. There are women to wait upon my whims and my days blend one into the other, days filled with incense and the sounds of the cestrum, the slow silent pacing of processions, the stately movements of a royal family ancient beyond time and it seems to me lost in hopelessness, for all know the oracles, though none will believe them.   
 
    I attend all the ceremonies for I am first among the women of royal rank after the queen, and so I await upon her rising and preside at the enrobing. At the sacrifices to the gods in Troy’s great temple, so old that none can tell its age or who may have built it, after the king and Queen I am the first to adore the Palladium, first to cast the incense. At audiences with whatever king or ambassador has managed or dared to seek Priam out, I am given a chair near the throne, for it is due my rank. For I am Queen of Sparta of which I made Menelaus king. I am sacred and my person is inviolable for I am Leda’s daughter who lay with Zeus. I am more royal than Hector or Andromache, certainly more so than my husband the handsome Paris who came a-begging to my Kingdom, where to my ruin I gave him what he wanted. I am Helen. 
 
    And I wait, but I do not know for what. For news of the slow progress of a battle? For that insolent servant girl to bring a tray of sweetmeats that I commanded this morning?  For intelligence of some foray against the Achaeans? For more death and mayhem? For the arrival of some bit of costly silk, shimmering with Tyhrennian purple and edged with gold thread, brought from a distant land through the Trojan uplands that the Achaeans do not control?  Or for the war to end? For Menelaus to take me back? Or for my death when he does?  
 
      
 
    For nine years I have paced the dark halls of this place, going out into the city only in a closed chair, always with a guard, never allowed to leave the walls to walk by a stream or through the perfumed forests, for fear that Troy's prize—Helen, Leda’s daughter, beloved of Paris —will be found and taken by some Achaean band in foray back to Menelaus. I wonder, though I know in my heart what the answer is, how I would fare in Menelaus’ hands? I have heard he has vowed to kill me for dishonoring him.  How can I blame him for that? Dishonor him I did.  
 
    How long ago was it that Paris took me? He took me, but it was not against my will. Even then I was not all that young—I had a daughter who was nine and a son. I have now been in Troy a decade – or is it more? My mouth was not petulant then but willing, so long ago, when he said, “My Helen, My Helen, be mine. You are the world to me.” He traced my name and wrote, “I love you” in wine on the amber top of a table as Menelaus presided just a few feet away at a feast   for the Trojan prince.  I feared that Menelaus would see, but he was either too drunk to notice, or too preoccupied with what he always grandly and self-importantly called “affairs of state that women wouldn’t understand.”  Indeed the next day he sailed off to Crete to attend upon the funeral of a much-beloved and very rich grandfather and to see no doubt if he had profited by the old mans death—an affair of state that anyone could understand.  
 
    That night, again as we dined, Paris picked up the goblet from which I had just drunk and put it to his lips, pressing them to the rim at the very spot which mine had touched. I saw that some at the table noticed this, and I signed to Paris to be more discreet. Dipping his finger in the wine, he wrote again on the tabletop: “Come away with me.”  I was breathless. That night I saw to it that he came to my chamber. Handsome and golden he was, his eyes as blue as the bluest deeps of the sea. His skin was fair and soft and glittering as if covered with gold dust. I wanted him and I took him. The next day I threw caution and common sense aside for what I thought would be an eternity of love and passion. I left bandy-legged little Menelaus and that grim and humorless Spartan court behind. I left my daughter too. Paris saw to it that we did not leave unburdened and enough palace treasure for a lifetime was loaded aboard. Nor did he forget, though I protested that it was impiety, to strip Apollo’s treasury of its gold as well.  For that I have bitterly paid.  
 
      
 
    I did not resist Paris, let it be said. Indeed I invited him with my eyes, those eyes so famous in the tales they now tell about me. The dark eyes that seduced Paris (and Theseus too, but that so very, very long ago) are now brightened by drops to make them clear. My hair that was so often stroked by Paris is no longer as soft or lustrous as it once was. “Oh Helen, Helen” he said as he ran his hands across my body, caressing my breasts, cupping my face with his hands, tangling them in my hair. “Oh Helen I love you so,” he said as we lay naked and desirous on a silken bed beneath the stars of a honeyed night on the high deck of the red-painted ship. Its silver sail billowing in the wind, it bore us away from the dull routines of Sparta and me from the clumsy embrace of Menelaus.  Paris touched me then, stroked my hair, and I thrilled to his touch, to his body rich and sweet and strong, his manhood inflamed and eager, and I was eager too. I was more passionate than Aphrodite as I taught him arts that he—younger than I–had never imagined. We sailed into desire that night and into love, our bodies wildly keeping time with the swift beat of the oar-master’s drum as it urged the rowers to make all speed away from Sparta.  
 
    Now my body is touched only by servant’s hands, pummeled and pomaded every day to keep me supple. For it has come to be that I, Helen, am now in middle age.  Middle-aged Helen! My face so famous it is said a thousand ships were put to sea to bring me back, is now lined around the eyes with little crow tracks. My hair is now touched only by the juice of certain barks to give it luster and hide the gray. The corners of my mouth, its lips no longer kissed with love, turn down a bit in a petulant way.  So as to deceive the multitude into believing that I remain forever young, my women work hard each morning to apply a mask—no King’s royal golden mask this—but one of thick kohl and rouge and powders and paint. But for whom? Certainly not for Paris, who now never comes to my door. 
 
    But I must look, as they say, “my best.” I am required at all the audiences when subject Kings or ambassadors come to offer treaty or tribute. As they rise from the prostration before the throne of the King, I can always feel their eyes on me. They see the king robed in majesty, mysterious and masked, seated before them wreathed in clouds of incense. And then they look for Helen. Helen the beautiful, Helen the figure out of myth. Though their business may be with the king, they really come to Troy to see my face, the serene and youthful face of the incomparable beauty that they have seen engraved on some ivory amulet, found perhaps in the jeweler’s market of their distant land and given as a gift to a favorite. They look for the legend; look for she for whose love all the lives in all the world have been forever changed.   
 
    I know it is always a bit of a shock to them when they catch a first glimpse of me.  I sit on a low chair at the left of the throne. Not the right, for that is reserved for royal Trojans, for Hector and for Priam’s Queen. I am surrounded by my handmaidens. A handsome boy fans me. I wear a diadem and rich silks, sheer and in soft hues. They set off my body well, I like to think. But the shock remains, for the face they see is – how shall I say it – careworn.  They see a woman, tired, and aging. My eyes, despite the cosmetic arts, are dark with lack of sleep and I stare fixedly into space. I try not to hear the whispered reactions as they stand in the crowd of onlookers to which they retreat after the final obeisance. But of course I can hear them. “Is that Helen? She is old now,” I hear them say.  
 
    Because of the inevitable confrontation between legend and fact, I find on days of audience that it helps to take wine mixed sometimes with a posset of calming herbs and poppy juice. This sweet draught allows me to wander in other worlds even as the world comes to Priam.  It calms the serpent that gnaws at me, stills the small Furies that tangle my vitals in knots so that my hands tremble.  I sit silently in my chair as men pass before me. I watch as the rituals of audience unfold. I wait for the effect of my morning drink to deaden my fear. I hope none see me grip the armrests of my chair until my knuckles are white.  
 
    But I am still beautiful compared to the other royal women. Hecabe is as old as Priam, she is dowdy and her breasts sag and she can hobble about only with difficulty, though her bright eyes never cease to scan the sky for omens and the plain for news. Andromache, still stately, was never really beautiful. Hector and she are middle aged too.  Kassandra is quite mad; a hag is how best to describe her, hair disheveled and eyes wild. Some say she was beautiful once and that she received the power of prophecy as a gift from Apollo, who desired her.  But less kind gossip is that she was raped in Apollo’s temple on the day she came of age-- but by whom no dares to say --and this drove her mad.   
 
    I know they talk about me. Sometimes when I enter the family dining hall, the talk falls silent. Hector rises and nods distantly, always courteous but never close. Andromache rises too, for I am a queen and she a princess. Priam looks vague, not always seeming to know just who I am. Paris kisses my hand, but avoids my eyes.  Sometimes though he seems on the verge of inviting me to join him near his couch. But he never does.  I enter, take my place; we all speak of inconsequential things. I toy with my food, and when I can no longer bear it I retire.  As I move from room to room of the palace, or as I stand waiting to take my place in a procession, a passing court chamberlain, fussing with the order of protocol, bows low, but not quite low enough and I sense the hostility. For though I am Helen, I am not a Trojan. And by sign and gesture and miniscule insinuation, a nuance of tone, a glance from under an eyebrow, a slight hesitation in making the obeisance due to me, they—Priam, Hecabe, Hector, Andromache, the countless royal sons, the chief ministers, even the servants--- let me know that I am foreign, unwanted, and the cause of all their woes.  
 
    Sometimes in the mornings as I sip my wine, too early perhaps in the day, I can hear the soft and mocking sibilance of the younger women who serve me. If I drop my mirror from my unsteady hands, or stumble a bit, or my Trojan is slightly mispronounced when I ask for another goblet to steady me, I see contempt in their eyes. They make little comments just enough out of my hearing so I distinguish no words. But the tone is clear. I know that the moment I turn in anger or reproach they will assume again that servile mien they are taught to adopt, and approach me in that half-crouch that Trojan servants use before their mistress, this foreign queen for whom their country has been brought to such a pass. At times like this I sit at my table of unguents and powders and as I am prepared by their hands for some new ceremony, I stare at my image in the polished mirror that one or the other holds for me, wondering where beauty went and why love died. 
 
    Now all I can do is secretly send for the handsome boy who attends me at the ceremonies, or sometimes the guard at my door (I am guarded always), or some stable boy to satisfy me when I need it. Perhaps it is no secret that I do so. There are no secrets in this labyrinthine palace. Perhaps today they will give me a handsome youth with strong loins and legs and sun-burnt arms to solace me, out of pity.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 23   
 
    Hecabe   
 
      
 
    Everything terrifies me. I sleep badly. I lie staring into the darkness after I retire. Then I doze off, but it is not for long. I come out of a restless sleep gasping for breath, in the early hours and  unsure of where I am. It seems sometimes as if a creature of nightmare squats on my chest, choking off my breath. I fall back to sleep but my dreams are troubled.  I think I hear the clatter of soldiers clambering up the parapet wall outside my window. Or is it Kassandra shrieking from her tower? 
 
    Then I awake again, for Antiope, who has served me for years, has came into my room. “My Lady,” she says gently, touching my shoulder.  I opened my eyes. I must have drifted off.   I saw that the water clock showed that it was still early morning; the gray dawn had just begun to show through the closed shutters. Antiope is clearly frightened. “Lady, please, to the window.”    
 
    Exhausted from another sleepless night, I go to the window. I can breath some chill morning air to clear my head. Before it all began I used to love to look out from this vantage across the fields where grain waved golden and horses grazed, across the silver strand of the Scamander to the high ridgeline that rises sharp and rocky against the horizon and beyond which is the sea—our pathway to the world.  It calmed me to see it, the world all in order. This morning there was no tranquility. The rising sun showed me the terrible spectacle. Coming down from the ridge, pouring out through the gates of their camp, snaking in columns across the river and to the plain before our walls, our enemy came. 
 
      
 
    Now, after all these years, has the end come at last? But is it more terrible now than when they first appeared an eternity ago? Then I woke to hear the great bell from the Ilios tower sounding a deep tolling alarm. People were running through the corridors. I hurried to the door of my chambers and outside Antiope was gathered with others of the servants. They were, oddly I thought, ranged in front of my door, as if to protect it.  “My lady,” Antiope said, “quickly back inside where it is safe. The Achaeans have come.” Just then a detail of the household guard came marching up and formed a rank in front of the door. The captain saluted. “Your majesty,” he said, “you must remain inside till the king assesses the situation.”  
 
    It was assessed quickly enough. The Achaeans indeed had come. Priam came to me shortly. We were invaded. Because of that woman. Agamemnon had come with all of Achaea and with his brother Menelaus to get her back.  We had heard rumors, of course, of a great fleet of ships. But then reality outran apprehension; there they were: the ships; the men, the horses, chariots. Then the tents, the cook fires.  From every window facing the sea, from the rooftops, the balconies, from the heights of the Ilios tower, everyday when we looked out, that is what we saw.  
 
      
 
    In the beginning I implored Priam to let her go.  But Priam would not have it.  It was a matter of pride and policy, he said. Paris bought her here but she came of her own will, he insisted.  What can the Achaeans do anyway, he argued. “We are impregnable. Troy’s walls have never been breached. They will soon see that. The Achaeans are rabble, upstart barbarians; they are no match for us. You wait,” he said. “They will soon slink away with their tail between their legs. All our allies are marshaled; the army is strong.  “And,” he said, “you must not meddle in such things Hecabe, my dear. Let the men decide. That’s as it should be. ”  
 
    But they did not slink away. They despoiled the southern cities. One by one they fell and the Achaeans ranged like locusts over the land, taking everything they could. Then Andromache’s father, King Eetion was killed when Thebe was burned.  
 
    We held a great state funeral for Eetion and his seven sons in the Temple to speed them on their way. We wailed and made offerings to all the gods for their souls. But we had no bodies to burn. Andromache, who I love as if I had borne her, had been married only a short time to my sweet Hector when the news came. She went nearly mad with grief. She had lost a father and all her family to the barbarian Achaeans.  At the funeral she sat with the family in front of the chanting priests as a hecatomb of cattle were slaughtered. Her face was mask of agony; she clutched Astynax, my grandson just born, to her breast. Looking at this suffering I decided that it was right that we keep the woman Helen. She and her Achaeans must pay for this outrage.       
 
     But time has dulled our pain. Year after year has gone by. The Achaeans have not been able to mount an assault on the walls. Time is on our side, the king says, and he may be right. He says that food is scarce for the enemy. And now I hear with delight that plague has struck them too. The gods look with favor on us. I pray to the Great Mother for strength.   
 
      
 
    And so we have settled in. The war has become a way of life. Things are not quite the same as before the Achaeans came, of course. Like them we are deprived of some food, and of grain from the south. But our northern and eastern borders are, for now, secure. We have rich farmland there, trade continues from the ocean onto the northern ports, though I have heard lately that some merchants fear to come to Troy. It is not secure they argue.  We have water enough from the springs that feed the cisterns, dug by Heracles some say, beneath the city walls. We could hold out long if need be. Though for how long? That is the question. But I sense that the edges are beginning to fray.   
 
    Life goes on in the city as always, for there is nothing else to do but go about our business. I oversee my women, see to it that they card wool and weave it; or I plan a banquet with the chamberlains. I see Andromache every day and play with Astynax. He still suckles from her breast and it is lovely to see them, she holding him closely while he greedily eats. Someday he will be king, if we survive. Ceremonies continue, for Priam dearly loves them. Processions wend through endless and ancient corridors, priests chanting, stately lords in gorgeous robes pacing slowly, the king carried on his throne. The court gathers every week; every day some event is celebrated, some ritual enacted, oracles are taken, emissaries received. Births occur, marriages and deaths. Court clerks bustle about in the chancery, adding up accounts, tallying up grain stores, making entries into the archives. The nobles of the court busy themselves with gossip and intrigues—the latest story going around, giving much mirth to everyone, is that Helen’s Menelaus was without—how shall we say--finesse in love. Made a few grunting sounds, then when he was done, rolled off her like a fat satisfied goat. They say Helen admitted this to her maid because she needs to gossip with someone since no one will talk to her. Well, I say no one, Priam seems to be willing to spend time  with her.  I suppose that is all that matters to her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 24   
 
    Kassandra  
 
      
 
    Every day my father sends a priest to spy on me and report to him my  “ravings,” as he no doubt says. Ravings! If they are ravings why does he want to know them in such detail? Every day he comes, this priest, and spends time with me, pretending that he comes merely to gossip and indulge in aimless chatter. He claims to come as a comfort, to be a window, as he always likes to say, through which I can see the world outside.  But I know why he is there. He listens carefully and tells my father all I say. Far from being a comfort he is in fact my jailer. He is always deferential-“My lady this,” and “My lady that.”  “Yes, Princess; No Princess.” But I see the pity in his eyes and sometimes fear.   
 
    Occasionally it amuses me to alarm him. In the midst of some gossip about court doings that he initiates so as to draw me out--what great lady has set her cap on a moment’s dalliance with what handsome captain; what handsome boy has become the momentary favorite of what great officer of state. Or he tells some delicious anecdote making the rounds from serving maid to mistress about the despicable Helen.  I pretend to go all-stiff and roll my eyes back in my head as if seized by some divine presence. I mutter something portentous, if incoherent. He always starts in alarm, his knuckles grip the chair arm, and he looks at the door as if contemplating a quick escape from the madwoman in case she becomes violent. But remembering his errand, he bends forward and listens intently, hoping to catch some useful “raving” to carry back to the king, my father.  These things I do to pass the time, to break the monotony of my sojourn here high above the city, kept away from all eyes save those that are allowed to see me. This is my sport, for they say I am mad. Of course I am not, though my heart is filled with rage. And so as this witless priest babbles on, imagining that I am deceived by his prattle and that I do not know why he comes every day, it calms and pleases me to play my own small game. For though I am powerless I can, if for just a moment, wield power—gain a little victory--over this priest who locks the door when he leaves.  
 
    I do not rave. I am not mad, though none believe me. My visions come from heaven. I know that.  But when the true vision comes upon me I am never ready for it. Then there is no pretense. I move suddenly from the waking daylight into the mist and darkness. Long vistas open and a presence truly divine seizes me. A voice calls and echoes in my head, one I have heard all too often before.  I only know what has happened after I wake again. My maids are gathered around fanning me, pressing cool cloths soaked in rosewater to my forehead, holding a cup to my lips so I can sip a bit of warmed wine and hone I swim up into the light, my head pounding, weak, nauseated and exhausted.  
 
    Nowadays the whirlwind in my brain comes upon me here in my tower where I am alone, save for those who care for me, shut away from the curious eyes of strangers or the desolate look of my kin. But before they locked me up, it could be at any time, and too often in public, with people watching. In fact whenever I came into a room in the royal procession, walking behind my father Priam and Hecabe and Andromache and Hector, I was sure I heard them whispering about me. Out of the corner of my eye I caught knowing glances passing from one courtier to another, as if they were waiting, eagerly perhaps, for me to cause another spectacle. Coming to my place near the throne, I was sure I could hear a woman, face painted in chalk white, cheek decorated with stars in deep red rouge, waist cinched tightly in, breasts exposed and tipped with rouge, her hair in twining snake locks in the latest fashion, turn to another and whisper into her companion’s ear as they both looked at me through eyes, heavy lidded and dark with kohl: “She was bitten by the sacred snake in the sanctuary of Apollo when she was celebrating her coming of age. That’s what’s driven her mad.”  Did the second lean close, lips to the ear of the other and reply:  “Yes, but did you know that it was the queen and our lord king who left her there alone, forgot her entirely, because they had, shall we say, a bit too much of the pleasures of the festival? Of course we all know what really happened. Of course you know what they say?  Her brother Paris was there as well. But…. Bitten by a snake? What a quaint way of putting it, my dear.  Well I hope that she doesn’t have another fit today.  It must be so painful for her poor mother knowing that what happened was her fault. And my dear, so embarrassing for all of us.  Really they should lock her up.”   
 
    And lock me up they did because once too often in crowded rooms of state I screamed and fell. Once too often in the midst of some stifling ceremony, with ambassadors prostrate before my father’s throne, the presence came upon me. Or once too often when at dinner among my kin, the drum-beat in my head began.  I see Hector reclining by my side, Andromache bending toward me about to speak, my mother, Hecabe   offering me a savory dish of figs and lamb, my father at the head of the table in deep conversation with some visiting foreign prince. Then without warning I see horror on all their faces and I know that the darkness has come again. As through a mist I see   my mother, hand to mouth, pain in her eyes, drop the dish of figs and move to cradle me in her arms as Andromache turns her head away and buries it in the folds of Hector’s cloak while he looks grimly on.  I am told that I stiffen, choke, emit a strangled scream and sink back into my pillow, eyes rolling and shriek out words, words, words—sometimes meaningless, sometimes all too coherent, striking those who hear them with terror or with the certainty that I am mad.  Too often it happened thus, and so to end the scandal and the embarrassment my father decreed that I should be kept out of sight, lodged here in this tower, a pyramid built upon the highest rampart of the citadel.   
 
    And here I am served by a retinue of maids, tended by slaves, ensconced amidst silken hangings and gold and lapis lazuli, in rooms perfumed with costly frankincense, surrounded by costly objects, polished mirrors of reflecting bronze, tables of rich dark wood, gilded chairs, and beds soft with fleece and velvet. Here in these royal chambers. I, Kassandra, am a princess, but a prisoner nevertheless.   
 
    But the horror is this. Though I am never prepared for it, and know nothing after the light fails, once I have passed from the other world back to this, I always remember what I have seen in those travels into the darkness.  I remember what I have said and what I have prophesied. For this is my gift: to see the future and to tell it plain and true. And this is my curse:  no one will believe me. And thus they call me mad.  
 
      
 
    It began after the ceremony that marked my coming of age when all the court had drunk deep of sweet dark wine and my mother and father—younger then—left me alone in the sanctuary of Apollo’s temple because love called them to their bed. Then the god came to me. As I stood in prayer before his altar, dedicating myself as we of our house do to the service of our ancient name and the city that we rule, around my feet twined the huge and ancient snake that slept behind the statue of the god. I knew that it was a sign, for the snake is sacred and the god is in him. And then, to my mingled joy and later sorrow, Apollo came to me and transformed me from girl to woman, but in so doing gave me an eternal gift and eternal sorrow.  
 
    His kiss was like a fire from heaven, searing me through and through. I was young; my womanhood had begun to open like a rose at dawn. As if the sun had descended into my arms he came. Handsome and golden he was, his eyes as blue as the bluest deeps of the sea. His skin was fair and soft and glittering as if covered with gold dust.  
 
    He spoke to my heart, not in words but in music, loud and strong. “Be with me forever,: he said, “lie with me throughout all eternity and I will give you all the world to see, the future and its meaning will be in your hands, and with it you can rule the world.”     
 
    “Oh yes,” I said, “Oh yes, Lord. Yes. Give me that gift, for then the world will know me and love me. My father will love me and hold me and protect me, my mother will always care. I will be mistress of Troy.”  I said  “Yes, lord give me the gift. Take me.”  His touch was warm and sensuous and he covered me with his body: his god-head enveloped me and his manhood entered me like a white-hot sword thrusting home, a pleasure as intense as pain. The music engulfed me, its rhythmic pulse faster and ever faster, its melody rising high and higher as it whirled through me, a throbbing drumbeat and a chorus that rose to wild crescendo. But I was suddenly filled with terror and screamed, “No, no let me go, I can bear it no longer.”   
 
     I struggled to resist and to escape, but in his fury he pressed his lips to mine and like the heat from the raging altar flame that consumes in a moment the victim’s tender flesh, I felt the knowledge of all the ages flow into me, and envelope me and the words echoed everywhere: “No mortal rejects the God.” Then all was ended; the music faded with a dying fall and there was no more light.  I could just hear his voice, coming from a great distance and echoing as if from some deep cavern in the earth:  “Take your gift, but know that though you will always bear witness to the truth, all men will always doubt you.”    
 
    And so it has been.  Do I still believe?  How could I do otherwise?  
 
    Will my story one day be painted upon the royal wall where the ancient stories of our race appear?  I fear that it will not. There will be no image of a trembling girl and an angry god, rendered in somber colors and static pose, newly set there, by a nameless artist, next to others of my kin. Row upon row of them stand there, kings and sons and grandsons of kings. There will be no image of my father, nor of Hecabe my mother, who bore Paris, nor of Hector and Andromache and their son Astynax. Nor even if the city were to survive in spite of what I have seen to be its fate would there ever be one of Helen.  
 
    In early morning just as the sun rises I like to go to the balcony that crowns my tower. This is the time when the air is clearest, the morning silent and the view most tranquil, just before the work day begins and the city rises to pursue it tasks. A little smoke has begun to rise from cook fires in the city and from the charcoal burners whose fires burn at the foot of the walls. But no temple yet shows any black smoke of sacrifice, and no chariots clatter in the streets. The guards do not change till the Priam makes his daily progress to the walls to look out on the Achaean camp. Nor have they yet begun to stir. No enemy is about at this very early hour. From here on the highest point of the citadel, I have a clear view in every direction.  I can turn north, south, east, and west, and see spread out before me all the lands that my family have ruled since time began.  It is at this moment, just as Apollo’s chariot is poised to start its daily traverse across the sky, that I like to greet him, my former lover, author of my gift and misery. From my high vantage I look across the Trojan plain. On it we raise sheep and horses, figs and olives, and there are vineyards. We send fine wool around the world and swift horses, and sometimes chariots with them, and swords and spears heads of bronze, for we are master armorers as well. I wonder how many sharp Achaean blades were made in our own smithies and are destined to drink our blood.   
 
      
 
    On the high bank of the ridge that rises above the bay one morning--it seems now an eternity ago—the Achaeans appeared. They had come in the night and so silently that no one heard. They drew their ships upon the beach that faces out into the great sea—some call it Aegean—and made a camp upon the high point of the ridge. From their lookout towers they see where the Scamander flows into the bay and they look toward us as we can look toward them. From my tower I can see both their camp and the ships upon the beach. Indeed fair Helen, you did command a thousand ships to sail to Ilium.  Sometimes, if I squint my eyes and look carefully, I think I can see among the tiny figures standing on the watchtower looking out toward Troy Agamemnon watching me. I have a rendezvous with him, alas.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 25  
 
    Helen 
 
      
 
    I stand in the shadow of Priam’s tower, strongest and largest of the fortifications that punctuate the walls of Troy---my back against the cool dark stone of the citadel that Trojans call the Pergamos. It is now just midday.  I have been waiting, as have we all, since it is a point of court ritual that all must be in place before the king arrives, just as none may leave before him. Though the sun is high, the wind still buffets this height and I pull the cloak around me, the one Paris gave me. It is of fine wool, trimmed with ermine and with a golden clasp wonderfully worked with an image of the golden apple—an irony I see now but did not think it so then. The wind seems to choose my particular spot to gust, but I am lucky to be wrapped so; the girl who attends me has no cloak and she shivers. I think I should give her my cloak, but why? She, servant though she is, like her masters, like all the others, despises me. I stand at a distance from the small group waiting for the King, sensing the distance they keep from me. I am not, like them, a Trojan.   
 
    Soon a crash of arms alerts us as the guard comes to smart attention.  Priam, robed in purple and wearing his diadem, carried in a chair, and wearing too the glittering mask that a Trojan King wears so as to hide his face from the irreverent gaze of the common. But these trappings do not conceal his frailty. I can see his hand trembling as it grips the lion head of the arm of his chair.  He comes preceded by the Master of Ceremonies, self importantly heading the procession, and surrounded by court chamberlains, guards, fan bearers and boys with incense, and accompanied by an unsmiling Hector and Andromache—one day to be king and queen? Who now can tell.  
 
    Priam is carried to the edge of the battlement wall. As he does every day he looks long and hard across the Trojan plain to the distant encampment of the Achaeans.  Even from this distance drifting faintly to us, we can hear the shouting of men, the sound of animals, a trumpet blowing.  It is always the same, this morning survey—hardly, I always think, a thing of great moment, for what can have changed from the day before, or the day before that, or the one before that? It would surely be enough to dispatch some scout to the walls to see if anything has changed from the night before and come back to the king with the news. But as age overtakes him he has become suspicious, doubting his advisors, needing to see it all himself, have a hand in everything that once he might have left to generals or to Hector. The king decides and so it is done and what might have been simple recognizance has come to be yet another ritual in the many ceremonies with which this aging monarch loves now to fill his empty days.  
 
    As King and commander he comes to take the measure of his enemy, staring at the plain below that stretches to the sea, which now in the mid-day sun is a vast silver expanse tinged with cerulean blue. He gestures toward the shore where the Achaeans wait, they the wolves and we the sheep in the fold. He inclines his head and some gorgeously dressed flunky whispers sagely into his ear. It may be he is a general for all I know. Priam nods vaguely, says something in return and makes a gesture toward the plain. Hector as usual looks into the sunrise and his face remains grim. It is the same each time, and there seems to be little point to it all for nothing changes, day after day after day. And for day after day—for how long?-- there has been nothing but silence from the Achaeans. The camp has been obscured by a pall of heavy black smoke.  
 
    But today is, suddenly, different. From the direction of the Achaean camp we hear the sound of a trumpet, then more and more join in, risings note upon note and cascading across the plain from the sea to us. Hector rushes to the parapet, shading his eyes with his hand. More whispers are exchanged, urgently. Hector speaks quietly to the king, and then commands are given and a soldier, with a salute and the clank of arms, hurries away. Hector, barely bowing to the King, rushes away too, shouting for Aeneas, his second in command, to follow.  I do not move from my place, but I know what it means as well as any.  On the loom of fate another strand, perhaps the last, is being woven.  I am oddly calm as I confront the possibility that my journey of nine long years may now be at an end.  How long I have waited for this day, waited here in Troy.  The wind has picked up. Is it merely an echo or can I hear as if from a distance the voices of untold numbers of men chanting in unison?  It is no trick. I hear it—“Ag-a-mem-non! Ag-a-mem-non! Ag-a-mem-non!”--louder and louder, a war cry carried upon the wind.  I shudder against the sudden cold.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 26   
 
    Andromache  
 
      
 
    Now we all are waiting, the men on the battle field, the women here in the city.  Hector, Paris, Aeneas, Antenor, all of Priam’s other sons-- Deiphobus, Helenus, Pammon, Polites, Antiphus, Hipponous, Polydorus, and Troilus—and  Priam himself, are now outside the walls. We, their wives and daughters—Hecabe, Helen, Kassandra, Hecabe’s other daughters Creusa, Laodice, and Polyxena—are within. I watched my husband leave this morning, hurriedly, for the attack was sudden.  He kissed Astynax, our son, our jewel.  He  held my hand for a  heartbeat. We kissed. My heart broke, for I fear at each parting that this kiss will be the last. Then he was gone to bid farewell to Hecabe and then to mount  his horse and ride to battle.  
 
    We wait  as we have  been waiting for summer after summer, winter after winter. We have waited as the leaves fall and the snow flies, as the buds open  and the water rushes down the streams in a  torrent to the bay. We have waited, enduring,  as the sun rises every day higher and hotter in the sky,  as the river’s  torrent grows less and less until the flies swarm in the heat above the dry river course and the grain is ready to be harvested. We have waited until we see the winter skies began to lower once again. I wait for him—my lord, my Hector who I love-- as he too waits on that barren field  for Paris and Menelaus to fight to the death.  
 
    I hope it will be to the death. I hope one of them dies. I don’t care which. Let Menelaus win and take accursed Helen back. We can do without her gold. We have gold enough for all the ages. Deep in the vaults below the city it lies in rich and gleaming splendor. Should the Achaeans ever see it they will stare in wonder, never having imagined  in all their dreams of greed  the real vastness of that horde. Or let Paris triumph. It is immaterial to me. Let him slay Menelaus, drive a spear into his heart or through his eye to pierce his brain. Then he will keep Helen.  The Achaeans will depart. She will grow old; men will care less and less. Paris’ eye already wanders.  Eventually she will not matter.  
 
      
 
     How have I become so callous and so unfeeling? I was not that way when first Hector brought me here, the blessing of my father coming with me. Our match was a union of our houses made by Eetion my father, king of Thebe,  and Priam.  It was a love match too and joy came with it.  My brothers danced at our wedding. Priam presided and welcomed me with love to Troy. I was given love and gave it in full measure in return. On my wedding day Priam still stood straight; Hecabe’s hair was just beginning to be touched with grey. There was no Helen then.   
 
    Priam too waits for death; I can see it in his face.  He is brave, is our king, and would even now die to protect his queen should need demand. But old age respects neither slave nor monarch, and his hand trembles. Hecabe is stooped and her hair is as white as the snow upon Ida.  Now she prefers to stay  alone in her chambers, allowing one old trusted servant to attend her. To please the king, and dressed in the splendor of a bygone age like a phantom from another time, she sometimes appears at a banquet or attends from time to time in the temple. But since the war began, she retreats more and more every day. Simply put, she is afraid, like all of us. 
 
     I try not to show my fear. I must set an example.  But I see fear everywhere; in the faces of my women,  in the eyes of the people who I see going to and fro about their work when sometimes I am carried in a  litter to the lower town. Now that the men are gone, save those too old or too young to fight, the streets of the city are filled only with women, talking in low tones in the market or sitting in front of their houses, their black shawls pulled about the heads, kneading bread, or  cutting up  bits of lamb and vegetables that with some barley they will make into a soup for their children, for whom they all fear.     
 
    In the palace the days are muted too, without the men. Kassandra, mad as ever, is kept in her tower from whence we sometimes hear her call, no doubt  warning us  of something. Who can know? Who can care? We do not need her warnings to know that all is not well.  
 
    And there is Helen, who brought it all upon us. Her  maids, loyal not to her but to me, report her every move. She waits too, alone like all of us.  She puts a brave face on it, for as she always reminds us, shrilly, she is born divine, a queen in her own right and save for  Priam and Hecabe,  outranks us all. When some one of us, in spite of protocol or to flout it, leaves a room before her, or fails to make the obeisance she believes her due, she looks sullen, then angry, and then rushes, sometimes in tears, to her rooms, there to  sooth herself with wine and poppy juice and to stare into her mirror and watch age stare back. Does she still hope to lure Paris back into her bed? Or does she think one day to find Menelaus again between her thighs? We all wonder if she spies upon us and sends out secret couriers to aid the Achaeans. Many  think so, but none can prove it.  
 
    Yes, we are a city of women, Trojan women, waiting behind the walls.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 27   
 
    Helen  
 
      
 
     “My lady, the king commands you.” I see Priam beckoning to me as the Chamberlain, who has come to where I stand, bows to me, indicating by a deferential gesture that I should approach the king.  I follow the chamberlain to Priam. He absently extends his hand, but does not look at me; his eyes are still fixed upon the spectacle unfolding on the plain below the city. I kiss his hand, and with this he looks at me. A flicker of a smile,  an old man’s smile, sweet and vague, crosses his lips.  Of all the family Priam is the most kind.  The others are always  frigidly polite. If needs be Hecabe, ever royal,  nods  distantly when we meet or chats stiltedly when we must be together at some function,  but in essence she ignores me. Andromache and Hector  obviously  detest me, but  like Hecabe, their hatred has become dogged and sullen; they put up with me and make small talk if they must, but think of me as something that must be born, like an incurable disease. Who knows what Kassandra thinks? Before they imprisoned her when she fell into a gibbering and shrieking fit, in the rushing incomprehensibility  of her ravings I too often heard my name linked with warnings of Troy’s doom. 
 
    Far below the tower spreads the  broad panorama of the plain of Troy. The distant ocean, an amethyst blue, is  broken by  the glitter  of breaking silver waves;  the horizon  sharply etches a divide  between the sea and  the sky bright  with the  mid-day sun. Looking at the plain  is to see it as if through  a haze of shifting and translucent dust.  In a line parallel with the shore of the bay  I can see our forces  racing  into the sun, shields raised, spears at ready. Toward them in a seemingly endless stream like a river at flood tide  the Achaeans are pouring down from the ridge, through their earthworks  and across the Scamander,  which now at the end of summer is low enough even beyond the ford, for men, horses, and chariots to  cross it quickly and with ease. The dust breaks into a million silver motes that  make the two huge armies  racing towards one another bent on deadly collision  seem  somehow unreal,  an almost magical  vision.  But it is no vision; it is war.  Shouts rise up to us, war cries, imprecations, threats of death, the sound of horse’s hooves drumming on the earth, the inchoate roar that armies make as they charge one another, bent on death.    
 
    Priam reaches to take my hand.  I am astonished, but I fold mine in his. His skin is old and papery, dry with age, but his grip is stronger  than I thought.  
 
    “Are they coming to take you, my Lady  Helen?” he asks.  It is always “My Lady Helen.”  He is always courtly  and formal, and never unkind.   
 
    “I do not know my lord,” I reply, “that is in the laps of the gods.”  
 
    “Yes,” he says, “there are always things that we cannot control.”   
 
     Just then a chariot with driver and an armored warrior in it  swerves  from the edge of the Trojan  line  and races between the advancing forces and after circling three times in an ever decreasing spiral, comes to a stop in a cloud of dust. Even from here I can see that this sudden appearance has caused some confusion  on both sides, for some of the men in front ranks falter and seem to slow.  
 
    Priam said,  “Who is it  my lady, these old eyes are not so  sharp as they were when I used to lead my armies into battle. Then I could see a hawk mount in a moment  to  the sky, or  see the flash of a spear point of some soldier hidden in a thicket in my path and  dispatch him with a single throw without ever slowing my advance. Now it is all dim. Who rides there?  Who  comes between my army and the advancing Achaeans ?”     
 
    When watching a tragedy from the very highest row of the theatre, the actors on the stage far below seem to be miniature men, playing out the  realities of life. Yet even at that far remove one can recognize a favorite player  from the way he gestures, stands or  speaks. And so I knew in moment the identity  of the  warrior who waited in the chariot before the two armies.  It was Paris—my Paris—commanding  the warring sides to silence.   
 
    Priam plucked at my sleeve.  
 
    “Who is it, Lady?”    
 
    “It is your son, Prince Paris, my Lord. He stands before both armies  and is speaking to them.”   
 
     “Ah,” said the King. “Prince Paris. Yes, my son. And your husband too, Lady.”     
 
    From below there rose up to us a cheer that came from both sides, in response it must be, to what Paris has said. And as if in answer to it from the Achaean side now another chariot comes, this accompanied by an even louder cheer from the Achaeans.  There is only one man in it.  
 
    “What is it now, Helen?  Tell me what you see.” Priam’s  voice  seemed frightened as if he already knew.   
 
    How can I not recognize this man?  That way of holding his head low, looking out from beneath his helmet, the broad shoulders and the rigid  determination of his stance. Have I not slept with him in our broad bed, bearing there for him an heir?     
 
    Though a mime’s dumb show has no words to  explain the import of the play,  and though we could hear no words echo up to us from the scene being silently enacted  in the theatre  far below,  it  took no adept in drama to divine it: Menelaus had come to fight for me.   
 
    The king said, “ You know I cannot let you go. You must stay. For his sake.”     
 
     Was there an edge of desperation in his voice?   
 
    “I fear, my Lord,” I said, “neither you nor I have a choice.”   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 28   
 
    Hecabe  
 
      
 
    Antiope comes to me to tell me more news. Paris--my  son--will fight the monster Menelaus. They say Menelaus is a hulk of a man;  red-haired! And uncouth and a boor, like his brother Agamemnon. They are both brigands; adventurers all of them.  Can you expect them to be any better than barbarians?  And now Paris  is  to fight that brute. I must pray to the Great Goddess for his safety.  Things go from bad to worse.  
 
    Paris, Paris; headstrong, so careless. He is the cause of all our grief, yet I cannot help but love him. He survives. When I was carrying Paris I had a dream that the city was burning. Kassandra, hair flying every way, face  contorted,  ran through the  palace shrieking that  my child  would cause the destruction of  the city if he lived. Kill him,  she said. We did not. We took the easy route and  sent him away, perhaps thinking that he would  die, but hoping that he would not. And he survived and came home. The city still stands. Another reason to doubt Kassandra. The king was right to put her away.  
 
    But what if Paris dies?  Dies for Helen?  I feel my throat close up, my heart pounds.  I must sit down. I ring the bell by my table and Antiope comes, She sees my face and knows what is wrong right away and goes to the  table, mixes  wine and poppy juice to calm me.  “There, there, mistress, drink this.  I have gone to the temple and prayed and offered to Aphrodite for Lord Paris.  All will be well.” We are close and I can talk to her like to no one else. Somehow, whether it is because of the quick effects of the poppy juice, or from some divine comfort, I am reassured.  I smiled at her and took her hand. She is good woman, sweet and simple. She worships Aphrodite as her special goddess. Aphrodite she is called here in Troy, but in my land we call her Cybele, the Great Mother. In Phrygia before Priam came to my father’s kingdom to woo me, I was her priestess. I do not speak of her in Troy for our Trojan men fear the madness that comes with her worship, and so I honor her secretly. In the mountains under the moon, when women worship the Mother they do not need men save as a sacrifice. Will the Mother protect my son, for me, her priestess? Or will she demand his blood?  Though I hate her, this I know of Helen. She is an adept of the Mother too. When she hears of this battle between the men who claim her, for whom  and for what will she pray?    
 
    In pomp and with celebration Paris brought Helen home. She came into Troy with him in his chariot, chased with beaten gold. They were wreathed with wedding garlands and incense rose around them, lyres  and flutes  and cymbals played and choirs of boys and maidens sang the wedding hymn. Slaves followed in the procession weighed down with coffers of gold, oxen pulled carts displaying stolen treasure,  grand even by our lights. Up through the city they went to the temple on the citadel, surrounded by crowds cheering, dancing, and singing. Men called out lewd jests and Paris swept her from the chariot to the temple steps and kissed her there and then before the people, spilling some wine  from the golden cup he carried  upon her dress, staining it poppy red.  Kassandra, still free then, ran to and fro upon the parapet wall that looked down on the temple square, repeating over and over again a single word: woe, woe, woe.  But no one could hear her, the din of celebration was so great, and if they could no one paid her any mind.  
 
    The king has gone to the battlefield!  There is to be a sacrifice and a truce and then Paris and Menelaus will fight, and whoever wins takes Helen and ends the war.  The  news raced through he palace like a fire  across a plain of dry grass  from one person to another, from the page who serves the king to his  lover in the chancery, from him to a chamberlain in the Household,  from him to a minor noble  of the court, from him to his mistress and from her to  the Chief Lady of my court, and  thus to me, for Priam has already gone, not having time to wait nor wishing to disturb me, for he knows that it will only  alarm me further. A truce? Is it possible? Is it even likely? Is this good news?  I do not know. We all know the Achaeans are perfidious. Beware of their gifts, the old adage says.  I think I will order all the windows to be closed so that I cannot see; so that I cannot hear.  Yet even from behind the shutters the sound will surely rise up from below the walls, war sounds,  the grim  music of death, a  discordant  and  terrifying  melody that  never seems to end.     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 29   
 
    Helen  
 
      
 
    I go back to my rooms, preceded by a torchbearer to lead me through the darkness of the endless corridors. He walks ahead of me, eyes cast down, his torch throwing shadows upon the ancient stone walls. We travel down the long flight of circular steps that leads to the floors where I am housed, through rooms, some never used, in which cabinets filled with rarities and curious things line the walls, and statues of long dead kings watch as we pass. He is a handsome lad.  He had looked at me from beneath his long lashes.  He thought I did not see.  But I did.  I look at his broad shoulders as he walks in front of me. I wonder why he is not with the troops. Then I see he has a limp, he drags his foot slightly as he walks. But no matter, he is handsome. Perhaps when we come to my chambers I will offer him wine, perhaps not. No, I will not.  I am weary with a tiredness that a boy will not assuage.   
 
     All day we have been transfixed by events, watching from the vantage of the Ilios Tower. From there I saw it all: saw the warriors mass to do carnage, saw Paris make his brave but foolhardy boast, saw Priam make a truce, saw toy soldiers range themselves  around  a killing ground, saw men I love duel for me. They fight. Paris escapes.  Darkness falls. Then, a mystery. Paris cannot be found. Oh Paris, handsome, careless boy. Did fear over take him?  Did he run? Did he hide? Handsome boy? He is a boy no longer; middle-age approaches. But to me he will always be the boy who so long ago took me and loved me. Where is Paris? And so, where am I?  
 
    I come to my rooms. I dismiss the boy and my women too.  Alone, I light a single lamp; the oil is sweet and the smoke from it perfumes the room and makes me drowsy, the room is deep in shadow. I warm some wine on the brazier and to help me sleep add poppy juice.  Sitting in the tiny pool of light, I ponder what is to come. Sometimes I wonder why they put up with me, these royal Trojans. Surely would it not be easier for Priam to ship me back to Menelaus and so end it all.  
 
      
 
    There is a movement at the door. Who can be there? I have commanded no one.  Perhaps that handsome lad has come back, hoping that I will change my mind. I sip the warm wine and feel the soft and sensuous thrill of the poppy juice begun to assuage my fear and, as it always does, make my head light and my blood desirous.  There it is again.  A rustling and a soft footfall. “Who is there?”  I call, half afraid and half uncaring. The curtain moves and parts, from behind it steps a figure, hidden by the shadows. I begin to rise; a scream forms in my throat. “Do not fear, My Lady Helen.  It is just your wandering husband, come home to you.”    
 
    Exhaustion is written on his face, which is grimed with dust and sweat; his cloak is torn, his armor dull with dust and blood. Yet he is so beautiful.  I am overwhelmed by the realization: Oh, how I want him. Oh, how long it has been since I have had him.  Instead I say, “I do not understand. Why, how, are you here?”  
 
    “Never mind, lady, let us say that a goddess led me.”  
 
    A goddess? Did a goddess lead him from the dueling field in the darkness, passing with him through the Trojan line, concealing him among the shouting men so that he was lost to Menelaus’ sight? Did a goddess lead him up the road to Troy, away from Menelaus searching for his prize, and light his way to some secret gate hidden in the towering wall? Did she show him how to pass unseen, silently and with stealth, through dark passages where as child he used to play, and through unused and empty rooms where as man he fondled some willing servant girl or had his way with others, who being less willing, he took by force? And did this goddess for love of him and to spite the Achaeans lead him then to me?  Or was it that he was, simply, afraid. And so he ran from the field rather than fight Menelaus. In the darkness and confusion he slipped away, slinking back home to me?  I did not  care.  He was here.  
 
    I can not help myself. I run to him. I want to take him in my arms and comfort him. But with a dismissive glance he wearily raises his hand to stop me, and, turning his back on me goes to the bed and sinks down upon it with a groan of pain, and sits upon the edge of the bed, his head in his hands. I see that dried blood streaks his bare leg, and his beautiful hair is caked with sweat. He sits motionless; I stand, barely breathing, not knowing what to do.  Then with a wordless gesture he motions to me to help undo his armor, the bronze greaves covering his calves, the gilded breastplate. I help him remove these battered and bloodied clothes of war, help remove the sweat-soaked garments beneath the armor, help him to lie back, naked, on the bed. I can see that though he is bloodied his wound is slight.  I sit next to him. I cannot help it; I stroke his hair. He does not resist.   
 
    “You serve me well lady,” he says. “Like a dutiful wife should do. Come, bring water and oils, and wash my body.  I have had a victory--of sorts. Do I not deserve some laurels?”  Bringing water, and oil that I knew would sooth, I wash him, sponging away the dust and blood with a lamb’s wool cloth and begin to massage the oil into his flesh. He is trembling—is it exhaustion or fear? The I realize: he is struggling to hide his tears. Or is it--this is my hope--desire? I smooth the oil unto his silky flesh. He accepts my ministrations, but still lies passive as a statue.   
 
     Then he says: “Wine.”  
 
    The wine is dark as I pour it, bubbles sparkle around the golden rim of the goblet. I do not add water, but instead, from a casket that I keep among my cosmetics, I take a small vial, and un-stopper it. The scent is rich as I pour a few drops into the wine.  With a prayer to the goddess, I stir the potion into the wine, and take it to the bed.  
 
    “Wine, my lord,” I say, and sit next to him and help him rise, my arm around his is bare shoulders, supporting him. He takes the cup, takes a sip, and another, then drinks it down and with a sign sinks back down on the bed, dropping the cup.  A few drops spill on the sheets. From the purple stains a faint aroma of orchids rises, mixed with smell of orchids and other earthier scents, unnamed plants plucked at night in groves sacred to the goddess and brewed into elixirs that stir men to desire. I know that it will not be long.           
 
    I slip out of my robe and lie beside him. He does not, as I feared that he might—as he had done so often I these last years-- push me away. I let my hair brush his flesh. I kiss him lightly on the forehead, then on his lips.  My hands glide from his shoulders, down across his chest, and to his thighs. I stretch my body full upon his and his desire rises against me.  
 
    No words were needed.  We lay there in that bed, carved with swans at head and foot and soft with downy pillows and swathed with soft covers and silken throws. Slowly as the heat from my body began to penetrate his and our flesh was sealed as one by the aromatic fragrance and silken smoothness of the oils, the past and bitterness dissolved and drained away for both of us. In the darkness I took him to me, sending a prayer up to the Great Goddess who had heard me.  Once again and after so very long I felt his hands upon my body, his touch upon my neck, upon my breast, his lips tasting mine as I tasted the dust and blood upon them, and savored it. I reveled in the silken flesh of his body, his downy chest and thighs, and finally I took with greed and ardor his risen manhood as he lay atop me, moaning a little. We moved in tune to that rhythm that can never be forgotten no matter how long the absence. We tossed again, young lovers, rising and falling upon that silver sea.  I rose to meet his ecstasy as he met mine and together we sailed into the ecstatic dawn of rekindled desire. 
 
    But even as I received his frenzied kisses, sweet with the aroma of wine and orchids, a small nagging voice spoke: “Helen: you have conquered him once again. But from whence comes your victory, Lady, from your beauty or the wine?” 
 
   


  
 


 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter  30  
 
    Hecabe 
 
      
 
    The long shadows cast by the lamps moved against the tapestry-hung walls like dancers honoring the goddess in a sacred grove. All day long the sounds of battle were horrific. I could not shut them out even with closed shutters. I called for a women to come and play a lyre, but the horror of what was taking place below the walls made my music meaningless and mute. For I was right, no truce could last. Poor Paris, he fled the field. Do other mothers know what it is like to have a coward for a son?  Poor Trojans, we must now fight on, for the truce had barely begun before it was broken. It was not broken because Paris broke his word, but because some Trojan, eager more for gold than peace and thinking to himself—peace will bring me nothing, war could give me all that I can take-- took aim at Menelaus as he passed and let an arrow fly. The Greeks needed no more than that. The war began again.    
 
    Now at last, silence has come with the darkness. I have dismissed my women, I am alone. My lord and husband Priam is alone too, I surmise.  If he has come down from the tower where all day he watched, he has not come to me. Poor king, watching in despair as his kingdom is beset by alien hordes. Poor man, who I love but cannot comfort.  Poor father, seeing his sons fall on a distant field and he can raise no hand to help.   Poor Hecabe, alone.  
 
    I hear a clank of arms in the corridor. Then: “Mother, mother, open.  It’s your son, Hector.”  I rush to the door. Open it. He comes in, without words he enfolds me in his comforting arms, strong son and I, his sobbing mother. “I have been so frightened,” I say. “Have you come to pray at the temple? Is it the end?  Are we defeated? ”    
 
    “I am here,” he said, “but not to pray.  I have come from the walls.  And yes, the enemy is at the gates, but it is because I have led them there. For a reason.  Do not ask me. I do not trust even these walls to keep a secret. Suffice it that I have roused our men, exhorted them and they are ready to ride out to kill in defense of Troy.”  
 
    “My son, take some wine to warm you,” I said, trying to cover my confusion. 
 
    “No mother, no wine. I have no time. There is much to do and you must help me. You must be strong.  I need you now. You are Queen and you must leave these rooms and show yourself to your people.  The women of Troy live in fear, alone in the city, without their sons and husbands to give them strength.  You, their Queen, must provide that strength. It is you who must pray, Mother. At dawn go to the temple with all the women of the city. Make an offering to the goddess, as splendid as you can. I do not know if that will bring us aid, but it will bring your people comfort, strength, purpose and hope, and that is what is need now. I will tell you this. I see our fortune about to change.” He kissed me on the forehead. Oh my brave son. For him I will be strong. For my people I must be strong.   
 
    “Now, he said, “I go to Paris, my brother and your son. He skulks here in Helen’s arms while brave men die.  I will not have it. He will come to battle, else I will slay him here. It would have been better if he had not been born. But if dies by some Achaean sword, at least his blood may be sufficient sacrifice to atone for all his sins, sins against you my mother and against all of us, his family, and his city.  
 
    His voice is cold with anger. Hector does not rage; his anger is not red hot and furious like the raging blaze of wood burning in a bonfire out of control. Rather it burns like the chill blue fire that flames when ignited fumes escape from a fissure in the rock.  He is right; perhaps Paris should never have been born. That is my burden. I was warned, but I did not heed it. I ignored the prophetic words sent from the gods. It would have been better if I had raised my shawl to cover my head, turned my face to the wall, and commanded that Paris, that beautiful child, be slain.  But I could not. He was my son. How could I have done it?  For Troy I will pray tomorrow.  For me, in expiation, I will sacrifice.  Will the goddess hear?   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 31  
 
    Helen  
 
      
 
    I looked at him as he slept. His hair was spread out on the pillow, a golden halo around his head. The stubble of his beard touched his face with a slight shadow and lent to the youthfully chiseled perfection of his features a stern, strong and more manly cast. But unlike his brothers who wore luxuriant beards, well-trimmed and perfumed, every morning he shaved to make his face smooth as a stripling boy, a face that was as handsome in sleep as it was when eager with desire.  
 
    He was eager last night when after so long I once again kissed that handsome face.  But now a day has a passed, a day in which the battle has come to Troy. From our window we could see it all. Achaeans advancing in the early morning light, the sun glinting off their armor and flashing off the points of their spears; Trojans marching to meet them, the rising sun at their back. Then it began. Trojans skirmish with Achaeans, warriors lock in combat with one another.  The noise from the battle rises to us, the hideous din of armies clashing, snatches of sound-- a trumpet, a horse screaming in the throes of death, a distant shout of triumph, a scream of fear, the crash of armor against armor, the terrible discord of war.  
 
    And what has Paris, Prince of Troy done as men fight and die? 
 
    He lay abed this morning, still exhausted from his ordeal, perhaps still drowsy from the wine I had given him. I had risen to tell my maids who had come at sunrise to leave us. I cut some bread and spooned out some honey, poured a little wine and brought it to him. I sat next to him on the bed and looked at his beautiful body, still naked from the night before, golden now and free from dust and blood, glimmering slightly from the oils I used to cleanse it. I could still smell the lingering scent of the drink that reunited us. My heart was hopeful. Last night had been a journey to heaven itself, a memory revived of distant love and recalled desire. Perhaps   this new passion might rekindle old love.  He opened his eyes. Looked around, half rose to support himself on his elbow and saw me. He waved me away.  
 
      
 
    “Helen, my dear,” he said, but his voice was chill. “What an amusing drama you staged last night. But do not imagine that I did anything but play a part. The actor, you should know my lady, is not the man. Oh, by the way, you must call your maids bring your creams and powders. The night is kinder to you than the morning.” I recoiled as if struck. He laughed and rose, walking naked across the room. He stretched like some well-muscled animal, ran his hand through his hair and   down and across his chest to his stomach and below. Was this to taunt me?    
 
    Then from the window I heard the first hint of what was to come. I ran and looked out. “They have come,” I cried, “The Achaeans are marching. You must go. I will help you with your armor.”    
 
    He went to the window. From below anyone watching could see him, beautiful and naked, looking out across the Trojan plain.  Without a word he turned. I ran to where his armor was carefully laid out on a marble table. ‘Don’t touch that,” he snapped.  He threw on a light linen robe, and sitting upon the edge of the bed, he began to eat the food I had brought. He did not offer any to me.    
 
    “My lord. Paris.” I said. “The Achaeans….”  
 
    “I know dear Helen. I know. Surely you expected them? And surely you must be glad to see them, your countrymen marching so full of threat and purpose. They have come to take you back, Lady.”   He spread more honey on the bread. “And perhaps they should,” he said. Then he drank deeply from the fragile crystal wine cup engraved with the arms of Troy. Finishing the wine, with a dark look at me he tossed the cup away. It shattered upon the cold marble floor.    
 
     “Perhaps they should.”  His words were like a blow, as if he had struck me and raised a red welt across my face.  All the memories of our night of love dissolved and the memory and the desire fell in fragments, shattered like a crystal goblet thrown violently upon the marble floor.  I hated him.     
 
    The day passed in strained and painful silence, save for the sounds of never ending death that we could not fail to hear.  I feared to leave my rooms; he would not. My maids eventually came and padded silently about, bringing food and drink, straightening from the night before. I did not command them to help me dress.  Paris, still half-clothed polished his armor. Armor, I thought, that it seemed he did not intend to wear.    
 
    I tried to work at my loom and weave the story of this war. In length after length of fine wool I have woven over the years the tale of all our lives. There is Menelaus, standing enraged on Sparta’s shore, having found me gone. There is Agamemnon, his daughter dead in his arms. There are bright seas and a thousand ships, and Troy glittering on its mountainside. There is Achilles, slayer of men and his Patroclus. Hecabe, Priam, Paris, all of them, all of us.  It is a dreadful record that I weave.  I have woven the death of men; must I weave the death of love as well?  
 
    I must have dozed, or else I simply sat staring blankly into space, my heart a desolate waste, my body numbed by poppy juice and wine that a maid had silently set by my chair. The night had come.  The moon had risen and it sent a silver beam through the window. No lamps were lighted, but the moon cast its light on Paris, who lay on the bed, his robe fallen away, his body that of a naked silver god. He moved sensuously in his sleep, aroused by some dream of love.  But I know that it was not a dream of me.   
 
    Disgusted I went to the window. It was silent. Below me the Trojan plain was covered as if with a huge cloak of jet black velvet, sprinkled with a million stars fallen from the sky to light it.  The campfires glittered—Greeks and Trojans-- an untold wealth of gleaming points of light before the walls. It was as if each lighted fire was a beacon warning all the world that the god of War waited in the darkness, ready to march with the rising of the sun. 
 
    The door burst open. Hector strode in, in full armor, his face grimed with filth and blood. Without looking at me he went to the bed and pulling Paris from it like a rag doll, he said in a low and level voice,  “Paris, get up!” His voice was so full of rage that it sent a chill of terror straight to my heart.   Paris, fear and confusion in his eyes, turned scarlet and ran to the other side of the room, putting the bed between himself and Hector.   
 
    “Well, brother, how nice,” he said. He bent to the bed, and picking up the crumpled robe, pulled it around himself to hide his nakedness. 
 
    “No, brother, it is not ‘nice’,” Hector said, “to see you here, naked and besotted while brave men die and the walls of our city are in danger. It is a disgrace, my brother, and I should kill you now. You shame us all.”  
 
    I ran to Hector. “Please,” I said. “He will come. It is my fault. He has said he will come.” I was disgusted with myself, but I could not help it myself from saying it.   
 
    “No my lady,” Hector said in that terrible low and menacing voice, “for once it is not your fault. And yes, he will come. Never fear. After all, we go to kill Achilles.”    
 
    And with that he turned and left, leaving the door open, swinging on its hinges, as if to invite Paris to follow. Paris stared blankly at the open door and into the darkness beyond.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 32  
 
    Andromache  
 
      
 
    Hector came late at night, his armor stained with blood, exhaustion in his face. I helped him take the heavy armor off, bathed him and rubbed oil into his aching muscles, made him warm wine. We sat together holding hands as young couples in love do when they think no one sees them. We have never stopped being a young couple, in love.  
 
    “I have no choice,” he said. “Look, come to the window.”  
 
     He led me to the window, but I already knew what I would see. The armies spread out across the plain, sleeping killers, waiting for the sunrise.      
 
    “No choice?” I said trying to fight back the tears. “You have a choice. Choose me. Choose our son.  Do not leave us here alone.   No choice!  Choose to leave the battle to your commanders. They know your plan. They will carry it out.”  I knelt before him and took his hands in mine.  
 
    He could not look at me.  He turned his face away.    
 
    “I will lead us to victory tomorrow,” he said. “You will see.”  
 
    “But what of the day after that? And the day after that?  And day in and day out as long as this war goes on.”   I felt hysteria rising.  “Think of us, alone here, never knowing if you will live or die. Never knowing if I am wife or widow. Never knowing if my son any longer has a father. Soon enough our days will end. Let me end them here, alive, with you.”      
 
    “Don’t you think I know this,” he said, pacing across the room and back.” It’s all I think of. But I have chosen you, don’t you see? I have chosen to fight for you so that no damned Achaean will take you a screaming captive to some far distant barbarian shore and force you to serve him at his at his table and in his bed.”  
 
    “If I do not go into this battle, then what will my men say? That I have fled, like Paris? No, I am Hector, Prince of Troy and one day to be king. Can I abandon this city in its most desperate need?   There is nothing to be said my love. Nothing. War is the work of men. This man does not run from battle.  I will go in the morning at first light.”  Then kneeling beside me, where I had slipped down unto our bed, and pulling me to him, he stroked my hair. Quietly he said. “I fight for him too, for our son.” He pointed to the cradle where Astynax slept, oblivious to my tears, unheeding of my despair.  I clutched Hector to me. In the middle of the night when I awakened from a terrible dream---I saw him dead, and heard the lamentation in the temple as we mourned him-- he soothed me and held me in his arms and together we drifted back into sleep.    
 
    Hector rose in the dim pre-dawn light, armed himself, and made ready for war. There was nothing left to say between us that had not been said.  He kissed me; we held hands for a moment. I was beyond tears now. Then going to the cradle he picked up our son, Astynax, who he likes to call little Scamandrius.  But as he took him in his arms, perhaps frightened by the fearsome aspect of his father’s helmet, narrow eye slits and long black plume, the child began to scream.   Hector laughed, and took his helmet off.   
 
    “Such screaming will never do for a boy who will one day be king,” he said. He kissed his son, and then kissed me.  But as he left I was sure that all that he could hear was the frightened sobbing of his son, following him into the dawn.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 33   
 
    Kassandra 
 
      
 
      
 
    No one comes now. The king no longer sends his spy.  I live alone.  I scream in the night and no one comes. I shout and pound on my door, but I am not heard—or I am ignored.  Only my maids attend me; they bring me food and open the door so I can walk on the parapet and see all that takes place on the plain far below. Sometimes I think that I will fly away, off the parapet to freedom in some distant land.  Or maybe I will throw myself from this height and let them find me there in the early morning mist, broken and bloody. But I know what will come. I have another destiny, so I do not do it.  
 
    I never sleep now, so I saw Hector come riding in late at night. He saw my mother and Helen, that I know, and his wife, poor faithful thing, doomed, like all of us. This morning as the armies begin to stir he rides out, armor gleaming.  And with him is Paris, my lovely brother. Oh brother, Paris of the golden hair, how splendid you look as you ride to war.  You are like some sacred stallion belonging to the gods. My sweet Paris in your glittering bronze, as you gallop down the ramp toward the wide-open gates you know that you are beautiful and you are laughing as you ride.  Hector does not laugh. Does he know where he goes? Alas, I do.      
 
    I had a dream the other night. I am a bird, a falcon I think, and I fly from the balcony of my tower, up, high above Troy and surveyed all the realm of Priam. I circled gaily toward the north, saw ancient Dardanos far below, founded by our most ancient kin. I flew low along the banks of the Hellespont, saw fish jumping in the sea, and then rose high to look across the ocean to Samothrace, the holy island from whose mountain top Poseidon watches all the realm of the wine dark sea.  Then swooping wildly, floating upon the clouds, taking the wind and rising direct into the sun, I rushed like a swift feathered arrow shot from an ox-horn bow and passed across the river Simoeis. Then I saw Mount Ida in the distance marking the furthest boundary of our land. There I have gone to pray at the shrine of Zeus when Hector made sacrifice there. From Ida Zeus rules us all. As I flew high, intoxicated by my freedom, breathing the thin chill air, I swooped up over the mountain and saw Zeus upon his throne on the highest peak, far above the timberline. He is terrible and wise, sitting alone upon Ida shrouded in black storm clouds from which he sends his lightning to strike fear into the hearts of men.   
 
    The priests say that the gods look down on us and watch us as we live our lives. In this endless time of war surely they are watching. And what is more they have taken sides.  I have seen it.  In my dizzy flight I passed above Mount Killikolone and there seated among the oaks and pines, looking down upon mankind as if watching the runners at a game, I see them, the gods who love us.  There is Apollo. He hates Achilles and his hatred will guide the fatal arrow that ends that hero’s life. Artemis too, that most terrible goddess who Agamemnon insulted, like the others surveys our struggles as if they are spectators and we are bulls dying in the ring.  There is Aphrodite who from her seat on the mountain-top waits to lend aid and succor to our city. When battle rages she fights beside her lover Ares who manipulates the wars of men.  She is besotten by my brother Paris whose careless passion has brought us all to grief.  
 
    I continue my flight far to the other side of the lands of Troy. Below is Thebe, its towers ands temples ruined, its king dead by Achilles’ hand. I see below me, like miniatures, the houses of Holy Chrysa and the Smintheum where Apollo dwells, so sacred none dared harm it. Along the coast I fly low, like a hungry hawk looking for mice or hares in the underbrush, but instead of prey I see the dead on the ground and ruined farms and blackened fields and the stench of death is so suffocating that I rush as high as I can into the clear air, so high that I can see Tenedos, an island jewel in the azure sea, and soon I am within sight of the Achaean camp, its ships resting arrogantly upon the shore—our shore.  
 
    Their might is frightening, and frightening too is what I see upon the height that rises in the ocean shore just near the Achaean camp. This is what men call the fortress of Heracles, where it is said that the hero himself took refuge from monsters from the sea that plagued our city in time gone by. Though it protected Heracles it has failed to protect us. Upon its heights the gods in whose hearts hatred of Troy burns gather to cheer on their favorites.  Poseidon come from the sea waits there, revenge in his heart because of a debt long unpaid that Troy owes him.  Hermes, who brings good luck, has cast his lot with the Achaeans too.  Hera, consort of Zeus hates us as does Athene, because it was our Paris who denied them the golden apple. As we fight on the plain below, so the gods battle one another in heaven. They will go to battle and use us all—Trojans and Achaeans alike--as pawns in their deadly game, moving us like counters from one place on their board to another, working their will by letting fly or staying a spear, turning a chariot aside, raising a storm of dust to blind a warrior so that a favorite can thrust his sword home through the leathern armor and into the beating heart.  
 
    Now I see the towers of Troy before me, and below me the Tomb of Ilus, and then the city. Below me a tiny figure—ah my brother, there you are-- limps up the road and slips into a secret postern gate.  There is a light in Helen’s room. And on the Trojan plain and before the city walls, a black carpet covers the earth punctuated by pinpricks of flame, two great armies camp there around their fires, waiting for the morn.   
 
    Above me the stars wheel across the sky in their never-changing course. As those spheres of fire revolve in the eternal heaven, I hear the music that they make, meant to keep the world in harmony, sound an ominous and discordant note echoing across the plain from the direction of the sea .But wait!  As I rush toward descent there is a fragment, a hint of prophecy.  
 
    I hear a silver trumpet sounding a fearsome fanfare. I know with certainty that the hour is now at hand. War will soon be upon us and the fulfillment of Troy’s dark destiny will be set in train. Will they then still call me mad?  As I feel my strength leaving me and as the dream begins to fade, I rush back toward Troy’s high walls. Below me on the seashore a man stands alone, staring into the ocean distance, seeing something far away. It is Achilles, waiting for his fate. I do not see his friend, his passion, the man for whom he lives. I do not see Patroclus. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Book Six: Briseis   
 
      
 
    Briseis, fair as Venus, when she saw the mangled body of Patroclus, flung herself upon it and cried aloud, tearing her breast, her neck, and her lovely face with both her hands. Beautiful as a goddess she wept and said, "Patroclus, dearest friend, when I went hence I left you living; I return, O prince, to find you dead; thus do fresh sorrows multiply upon me one after the other. I saw him to whom my father and mother married me, cut down before our city, and my three own dear brothers perished with him on the self-same day; but you, Patroclus were always kind to me and I shall never cease to grieve for you.” 
 
    -Iliad, Book 19  
 
      
 
    Achilles, you died on the fields of Troy, a world away from home, and the best of the Trojans and Achaeans died around you.”  
 
     –Odyssey, Book 24.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 34 
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    Like all women, I stand on the fringe of the world of men, for they do not allow us at the center of events. Or so they like to think. But even standing at the edge of their closed circle, if you watch you see much, and know much. As I go about my business doing the work expected of me, I know that I fade into the background of the life men lead in Achilles’ camp. The arts of war are masculine arts and so they do the things men do and in which women have no part.  Not only that, but they live for each other, and so unlike some men—like Agamemnon need it be said-- they do not desire me so they do not see me.  They are not unkind to me, indeed both of them treat me more like a lady of consequence—which I was, then as a servant-- which I am.   
 
    But as I went about my work, making food, mending clothes, I could not help but sense tension building, and building between them. It is the war of course and it is Achilles’ self-imposed exile from it, an exile he has also imposed upon Patroclus as well. Though we are nowhere near Agamemnon’s forces, we know what goes on. Battles go on. Trojans attack, Greeks counter attack.  Though as a spy I have been of little use to Odysseus—because I have not wanted to betray Achilles—yet I do not seem to avoid picking up bits and pieces of news as I serve Achilles and Patroclus their dinner and they talk on, not worried about my presence or what I might hear.   What I hear is that Achilles has managed to be kept well informed not only about the progress of the war, but the secrets of Agamemnon’s councils. In neither case is the news good. The Trojans seem to win every skirmish, and take bits of ground nearer and nearer to the Greek camp and of most concern to their ships. The king and his generals are at odds—some urge abandoning the war altogether; others urge attack but only of the king will reconcile with Achilles and let him lead the charge. The king refuses to reconcile and insists he can win without Achilles. And of course Achilles refuses to fight until the king makes amends for the slight to his honor that Achilles believes has been inflicted on him.  
 
    A day or so ago, I came to the tent, thinking the two of them were elsewhere. But they were there and I heard them, shouting at one another. Never has this happened.  Patroclus and Achilles who have never raised their voices in anger to one another.  
 
    “I will not fight; let the king ruin it all. I heard Achilles say. There are some things a man wont do and I won’t bow down to that drunken sot.”  
 
    “But our men, our brothers, our friends, they are dying, and we sit here. We might as well be killing them ourselves.”   This was Patroclus and his voice trembled with anger and frustration.     
 
    Achilles did not answer. I stood outside the tent. I knew I shouldn’t, but I was transfixed. For I realized that if Patroclus could convince Achilles to fight, then my own people were in danger. My own people. But who were they? It was Achilles who had saved me from death.  
 
    “Every day they move closer to our camp and to our ships,” I heard Patroclus say. “One day they will overpower us and what then? Will they burn our ships and leave us all stranded here to be picked off like rabbits. I wont allow it.”  
 
    “We have our ships here, on our shore. They will not burn those.” Achilles said coolly. 
 
    “I see” Patroclus said, and the anger in his tone was even more intense. “So will you cast off and leave Troy, leave your friends behind, dead?   Is that what you call honor/”     
 
    “Don’t preach to me about honor,” Achilles answered. I have no stain on me nor will I ever. If I have to I will storm the walls of Troy myself, at the head of my brave men, but I will not do it with as a vassal of Agamemnon until he abases himself in the dust before me to pay for the insult he has paid me. “ 
 
    “And meanwhile our men die and without you they cannot win.”   
 
    “That is not my choice, “Achilles said coldly.   
 
    “The let me make mine,” Patroclus said. 
 
    They had become calmer and I sensed that affection had triumphed over anger. 
 
    “What will you do? Achilles said in a quiet voice. I felt the apprehension in his tone.  
 
    What he did all the world knows all too well.  
 
    In desperation Patroclus played his final card.  
 
    “Lend me your armor. In it I will go to battle.   When they see you—me—riding to the field you know what will happen—they will believe that you have come to war and out of fear they will surely scatter and retreat.”  
 
    I could not believe what I was hearing. How could that plan work?   
 
     But Achilles, strangely, agreed. How he could he have done this?  What possessed him? What blindness overcame his reason? Was it love, Inability to refuse Patroclus anything even the prospect of death?  
 
    But then Achilles commanded Patroclus—commanded him! — to make no forays no charges, slay no men.  
 
    “Even” he said, “even if the gods offer you the chance of winning glory for yourself, you must not seize it. You must not fight.  Turn back when you have saved the situation at the ships. And leave the rest to do the fighting on the plain.”  
 
    But Patroclus did not turn back.  
 
    An thus it was that Patroclus went to war, and thus it was on a quiet late afternoon, as I was mending clothes by the tent and Achilles was throwing javelins at a target fixed to a tree some distance away, I saw someone running along the beach and toward the camp, running as of he were pursued by a thousand furies.  Achilles saw him too. He put down the javelin he was just about to throw. From where I sat I could see not see his face but I could see his shoulder muscles tense as he started off to meet the runner.  
 
    It was Antilochus, the son of Nestor and a boy of about eighteen summers who, it was said had come to the war because he had long loved Achilles and been mooning over him for some time ever since.   
 
    He ran towards Achilles, Achilles hurried toward him.  I could hear no words, but this is what I saw. The boy dropped down to one knee, exhausted and breathing hard. Achilles knelt before him, took a scarf he had around his neck and wiped the sweat from his brow, waiting for him to catch his breath. Then the boy reached out both hand to Achilles in gesture almost of supplication. I saw that he was saying something, that he said what he had to say, and then his head dropped down as if he could not look at Achilles.  
 
      
 
    The was a static moment; neither moved. Then Achilles rose stood rocking back and forth, his hands before his face.  Even from where I watched I saw his whole body shaking as if he had been taken with a sudden and horrific chill that shook him to the bone. Then he sank to the ground before Antilochus and wept. Achilles wept! And then he looked up to heaven and the sound was terrible, a long drawn-out terrifying cry like an animal in the direst pain. In the inchoate sound of grief I heard one word rise to the skies: “Patroclus.”  Antilochus took the devastated man in his arms and together the two of them huddled on the cool grey sands as the ocean came roaring in. It is said that Thetis the sea goddess is the mother of Achilles and in the long drawn out mournful swell of the sea, perhaps she mourned too. I mourned as well, for it was clear what had happened. I fell upon my knees, and tore my cloths and wept for a man I had come to love even though the world said he was my enemy.  
 
    Why had it come to this? Was Patroclus headstrong, suicidal or helpless in the grip of fate? I do not know what daimon filled him, but he charged direct to his fatal rendezvous with Hector and the gods—and with death. Hector killed him, and hector despoiled his body, stripping off the fabled armor. How could Achilles not have known that Patroclus would do just that? How could he not have known that Patroclus would see this as a chance at last to equal or even surpass his lover in bravery, and that he would do that, for him, for them, for their legend? And most terrible of all, how could Achilles not know that it was his pride that had sent his lover to death? And the horror. Patroclus died alone, without his friend at his side, the friend who if he had been there might have saved him, or died gloriously with him. But at least Patroclus died with glory. It was for Achilles to live, knowing that all the blame was his. 
 
      
 
      
 
    What came after has already been taken up by the bards and turned into legend. Achilles marched from his camp and his ships, unto the battlefield and towards the plain where the battle still raged. It is likely that in his grief and rage he sprinted to where his lover lay dead. But the poets lend mystery and magic to the scene. They say that as he ran he began to grow in stature and the air around him became luminous, began to glow with a white-hot incandescence. Into the battle came Achilles, wreathed in fire and become a giant His figure cast a tremendous ray of light across the battling men and they one by one, group by group, company by company turned to stare. The astonishment and the spreading fear was palpable. It was an incredible spectacle. A thousand men who moments before had been engaged in the hysteria of slaughter turned and stared, Trojan and Achaean, at the blinding pillar of flame which enwrapped Achilles, slayer of men. 
 
    And then he raised his voice. It was a trumpet call. It was a summons to death and vengeance. It was a clarion sounding the crack of doom. There were no clear words, but the power of his voice and the sheer terrifying presence of this fiery apparition, enfolded, the priests later said, by the aegis of Pallas Athene Herself, so terrified the Trojans that they fled pell-mell, in panic and terror, leaving the body of Patroclus crumpled, pitiful and alone, lying on the field of war. It was clear then to the Achaeans who now miraculously had possession of the field, what to do. Achilles, separated from the world by the fire of divinity, watched while the Achaeans carried the body of Patroclus through a wide lane of his comrades. They carried it high on their shoulders, the poor, mutilated, bloody thing, in a procession of the living and bloodied, across the plain, to the ships, and placed it on a makeshift bier beside the sea. Praise the gods, the beautiful face, at least, was unscarred.  
 
    Achilles watched all this, immobile. The flaming aura which had enveloped him before faded, flickered, and was gone. He was a vengeful giant no longer, now a man again, weak with loss, weak with grief. He approached the bier, reached out and brushed the cold hand with his own. In all the repertoire of their passion, that gesture was the most achingly, intimately tender. Then the hot tears came. The evening deepened into dusk and then into purple shadows as if it was in mourning too. Achilles lay prostrate before the body of his friend. The sun, as if exhausted with grief, paused for a moment on the distant rim of the darkening sea, and then slipped below the horizon. The light had gone out and the world was dark.     
 
      
 
    All know the events of the next dreadful days. Already the bards are trying their skill at this story, singing their various versions around the camp fires, finding which gains most approval, which lines most essentially capture a scene, a battle, a tear. They tell already how Achilles mourned Patroclus, how he made his terrible vow that would send the souls of many heroes down to Hades, while their bodies lay as meat for the dogs and carrion birds. They sing how, for Patroclus, he vowed to slay Hector, bring his armor and his head as blood-price to the bier and shed the blood of twelve noble Trojan youths as recompense for those dear wounds. He said: "I will cut their throats and their blood will pay for yours." 
 
    Some of the bards tell how the body was washed and perfumed and laid out in fine linen upon a bier of fragrant wood. Others interpolate miracles: the body was saved from decay by the intervention of Achilles’ divine mother Thetis; an amazing set of armor for Achilles inexplicably appeared. Some describe the tense scene between Achilles and Agamemnon and their reconciliation. But all of them, as is their profession, sing of war, telling in gorgeous detail the hideous truth, the tale of Achilles' mighty slaughter, the men he killed as a vast and bloody sacrifice in the name of love. All their songs are about the horrible consequence of the wrath of Achilles, who killed for love.  
 
    Yes, it is true. In the dreadful battle that followed the return of Patroclus' body, Achilles, garbed in the shining, and by now in everyone's mind, divinely made armor, sallied thunderously forth to kill. Men claimed—and the bards eagerly seized upon these claims and the priests later wisely said they foresaw it and validated the tales—men claimed that they saw the gods themselves in full array, battling on the field in aid of their favorites, carrying out the inexorable law of fate.  
 
    In battle Achilles grimly calm, but to all eyes clearly insane, slaughtered the flower of men: Demoleon, Polydorus, Priam's youngest son, Lycoan, another son of Priam, Dryops, Mulios, Deucalion, Dardanos, Echelos, Khigmos, all, all dead. He drove a group of men into the river, leaping into the water after them, turning the water to life's-blood. A dozen of them he pulled out like weeds, bound them, and sent them back alive, with the grim assurance that they would die before the sun set, throats cut for Patroclus. It was only for Hector that he sought. 
 
    And of course there are a dozen versions of Hector's death as well. But there is truly only one, and it is grim and it is shameful. It is best told quickly, without the embroideries the poet's use. They met; they fought. The battle was cruel. Gods may have aided them, but it was Achilles' strength and his anger that gave him victory. One can go to any bard to hear the details, to hear the description of thrust and parry, of hacking blades and plunging spears.  It is enough to say that carried before the inexorable power of wrath, Troy's great hero fell to Achilles’ raging sword and spear. Achilles bent over his fallen enemy, bent close as if to hear his final words. Then standing erect he dealt the deathblow. With that, in grim imitation of the past, he stripped the body. Then his men came and shameful to tell, each of them thrust their sword into the lifeless corpse. But most shameful of all, and an offense to every decency, Achilles pierced the sinews of Hector's ankles and tied the body behind his chariot. Then, whipping his horses to their greatest speed, he dragged the thing around the walls of Troy, his dreadful shouts of victory playing indecent counterpoint to the wailing lamentations that rose from the many towers of Ilium as the Trojans now foresaw their fate and the inevitable end.  High on that tower reserved for kings ancient Priam, a King of Kings and now a shrunken old man, watched in horror. Next to him a feeble woman. All knew that this was Hecabe, mother of princes, now bereft of her most beloved son.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 35  
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    He has freed me, but freed me for what? Can I, a woman, find my way to Troy across the battlefield, find my way to that high gate and demand entrance because I am—what?  A well-born Trojan woman, or just a slave freed by the Greeks?  They guards at the gate will not know if I tell the truth, nor even believe me. Will they heed my entreaties to allow me to speak Hecabe, the queen who will know me? I have nothing, save what I wear. Nothing to prove who I am. They will think I am a spy, or mad.  They no longer admit anyone to the city, even if I could find my way to the shadow of the walls. They may kill me, though most likely they will rape me first. My only hope for life, such as it may be, is to go back to the Greek camp.  
 
    The funeral done, Achilles now sits for hours at a time staring out to sea, seeking comfort, perhaps from Thetis, sea Goddess, who all say is his mother. Does he conjure up pictures of his Patroclus, remembering what had been, imagining with bitter sorrow what might have been if he had not let Patroclus go, alone, to war?  Achilles only waits to die. There is nothing for him. Patroclus is gone and love is dead. Hector is dead and revenge is cold.  “I will send you back to the king,” he said, and the cursed gold too. I do not want it.” He smiled a mirthless smile.  I saw death in is eyes.     
 
    I go to him where he sits upon the rock where they both used to sit, singing to one another. I stand, waiting for him to notice me. He looks my way, but seems to barely see me. In his eyes I see death.    Kneeling before him, I stretch out my hands as supplicants do. He seems to awake from his dream.  
 
    “Rise up, Briseis, you need not kneel to me” 
 
    “Lord, you have freed me, and bade me go. But where?  I have no place to go. I have no home; that lies in ashes. I have no kin. They are all dead. Will Troy take me? Will you send men to take me there, or go you yourself to take me to the Trojan gates and intercede for me there? I am a woman, a slave. I am nothing.   I am lost.” 
 
    Tonelessly, he answered. 
 
    “We are all lost, lady. All of us. You cannot stay here; there is no place for you. I go to war, and I will not come back. My men will die; I will die. This is prophecy. Nothing can change it.  I will send you back to the king. Everything is his now, even the victory.”        
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 36  
 
    Briseis 
 
      
 
    It must seem to the Trojans that their defeat is now inevitable. It seems so to me, kept now in close confinement here in the camp of my enemies. Their–our--greatest hero, Hector, is dead, slain by Achilles in vengeance for the death of Patroclus.  How the horror must have demoralized the Trojans as Achilles dragged Hector’s body three times around Troy’s high walls. How all the inhabitants of Troy—from the lowliest slave to Priam himself—must have seen the black specter of defeat settle upon them, filling their days with despair and their dreams with terror. What must surely most unnerve them is that Achilles has reconciled with the king. Not because he wants to make peace with Agamemnon, who he still hates, but because he wants to kill.   Or be killed.  
 
    I live in fear too, for I am, after all Trojan already in the hands of my enemies, and a worthless woman who the king has already despoiled.  When the Greeks overrun Troy will they kill me?  When the king tires of me, will he kill me?  When I am alone I lie awake, waiting to hear the clank of arms.  Will it be a soldier come to kill me, or is it the king, drunk coming to take his pleasure on me—not with me, but on me. I lie rigid while he sweats and grunts above me, breathing hard, for wine impairs him, and of that I am glad, even though then he curses me and hits me hard across the face to punish me for his incapability. If he manage to achieve the release he came for, he rises, smirks, tosses of a goblet of wine, and leaves without a word, leaves me lying in the dusk of the tent, weak, bruised, ashamed. But I no longer cry.  
 
    Every day the troops go out to battle. Every day a priest makes a sacrifice, sprinkling the men with the blood from the kill as they march by, all of them saluting the king, Odysseus, and old Nestor on the dais. We slaves sometimes gather near the route of march from parade ground to the gate to see.  The battles rage every day, soldiers march out everyday. Achilles wheels his men around before the king, gives him a salute, and off they go, Achilles and his killers, the Greek’s best hope. Nestor’s son Antilochus—with whom Achilles now consorts--is in the vanguard with about a hundred of his boys from Pylos. Nestor waved at him as he passed. From my distant vantage I saw a tear trickle down his cheek.  
 
    The king does not go near the battle. It is said that he believes he is too valuable a commodity—his phrase-- to risk losing him out there. Ever since the army marched out he had been drinking in the command tent—well the king was drinking—and waiting to hear some news from the front. Today I have been summoned to serve him at table.  I supposed if he gets drunk enough he will…I will not think about it.   
 
    “Ah, yes, Briseis, Chryseis’ little slavy. Still pretty are you?”  I stood with my head down.  I did not answer. “Well hop to it, girl, bring me wine.”  
 
    I was relieved that he asked for nothing more. But there were others at the table, the priest Calchas, Nestor, his bother, Menelaus. I hoped that as the meal became more raucous I could slip away unnoticed.   
 
    The king was talking to—rather at—the others. “When our boys are finished with them, I’ll go out and mop them up,” he was saying, though his voice was now more and more slurred. “By the way, when its over” he said to Calchas, “ I’d better have a good oracle about our victory. There’s going to be some bloody action in that city when we take it and I want everyone—all the world—to know the gods are on our side and that whatever we do is justified.”   
 
    “My lord, the oracles come from the gods,” the priest replied in a pompously pious tone.  “I do not control what their message”. “You old fraud,” the king said, “I’ve bought and sold better men than you, Calchas. You’d better get me my oracle and it had better be good.” 
 
    The king signed to me to bring him more wine. In the corner a beautiful boy, a Trojan captive from some southern town I think, played the lyre. Above the sound of the music we can hear the din from the battlefield; it is a distant sound and so it must be nearer to the gates of Troy. Ever since Achilles returned to the field, it’s been victory after victory. No wonder the king stays away. He knows he will be outshone by Achilles. “Girl, bring us another drink.”    
 
    Then, horses hooves, the rattling crunch of chariot wheels, the voice of the driver as he reined in. A figure nearly falls into tent. It is Diomedes. He is covered from head to toe with grime and blood. He has sustained a wound to his temple and blood runs down his face, covering it like the red masks actors wear when they portray demons on the stage, and out of which their eyes glare balefully as did Diomedes’ eyes, wild, exhausted, and full of terror.  
 
    The king looked up and started at the sight, shocked out of the stupor into which he had begun to fall. 
 
    “What is it? Good news from the front?”    
 
    “Calamity. We are lost. Achilles is dead.      
 
      
 
    Should I not rejoice that Troy’s greatest enemy, who slew its greatest hero, is himself slain?  Surely in their city the Trojans rejoice, seeing hope, seeing the intervention of the gods, seeing a miracle. Even as the smoke of Hector’s funeral pyre rises to heaven, so the hymns of thanks for Achilles’ death must rise with it.  But I can sing no hymns. Among all the Greeks he was the kindest, asking nothing from me, giving me the most precious thing that women seek, perhaps even more than love: respect and honor.  
 
    And so as each day ends, followed by endless night, Trojans and Greeks each go to their   confused and restless sleep-- and I to mine.  In the scales of destiny on the one hand the Trojans can place dead Achilles and rejoice that he is gone. In the other they can weigh the loss of Hector without whom any certainty that they might triumph has been lost. In what scales will my life be weighed? All that is certain is that on Troy’s doorstep, crouching likes a hungry lion hoping for its prey to bolt, Agamemnon’s army waits.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Book Seven: The Tears of Women Water the Graves of Heroes 
 
      
 
    Agamemnon intoned a prayer: Mighty Zeus, grant that the sun may never set nor   darkness fall until I bring down Priam’s golden palace, blackened with smoke, and send up his gates in flame, and all his men are fallen in the dust and bite the earth in death.” 
 
     --Iliad Book 2.  
 
      
 
    Odysseus’ men crouched in hiding...in that horse the Trojans dragged…to the city height.”   
 
    --Odyssey Book 8    
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 37   
 
    Hecabe  
 
      
 
    They have burned my son’s murderer. Just as my Hector’s spirit ascended to the skies in flames, so Achilles’ body was consumed as well.  The sky was black with the smoke from the pyre. But how was this day any different from all the others?  Every day some young man is laid out and set alight, his ashes gathered and placed in a tomb far from home, even as his killer is also interred on foreign shores. Surely there is a mother somewhere who would say--if she knew that the man who killed her boy lies in ashes--“They have burned my son’s murderer.” Surely though her face is streaked with tears she would, as I do, thank the gods with grim and bitter pleasure that they have given her vengeance for her loss. Is Achilles’ mother weeping now?  They say she is goddess. But even the gods are not beyond tears.  
 
    Schoolboys are taught that there is nothing more noble than to die for your country, and nothing more glorious than to give up your life before it is barely done. Glorious? I was there. I saw what glory meant. Priam rushed like a madman to the parapet as it became clear what Achilles intended to do to our son as he tied his naked body to his chariot. From far below his voice carried up to us on the tower. “This is for Patroclus.”  And then he lashed his horses into frenzy. Priam cried out, even tried to leap from the tower, but he was restrained and collapsed, weeping, hiding his face in his hands. Did I weep and tear my garments. Did I want to rush and pull the dagger from Priam’s belt and plunge it into my heart?  Yes. I did. But I did not. A chill like the iciest wind from Ida seized me, yet I composed myself like a marble figure on a plinth. I looked at my husband, an aged king and desolate father. He must now be my chief care and I must be the rock upon which his crumbling world can rest.  
 
    Days have gone by now. Priam, mastering his grief, went alone into the camp of the Achaeans to bring back the body of his son. If those Achaeans believed they knew what it meant to be a king, they were wrong, Until that day no man among them had ever seen what a true king should be. That day Priam showed them what it means to be royal, heir of a hundred kings.  Even Achilles, slayer of men, slayer of my son, was humbled by that simple aged man and bowed low to him as he rode from that camp with his son in his arms, and into glory.  
 
    There is one consolation. Though my son Hector is dead, my son Paris has slain his slayer. In an irony that no one ignores, to Paris—who Fate made the author of all our woe—Fate gave the gift of being the agent of Achilles’ death.  Raging near the Scaean Gate and, some feared, about to storm it, Achilles met Paris face to face in battle. Did my son see the chance to redeem his tarnished name and so summon his courage at long last and fit an arrow to his bow and let it fly? This is what I must believe, though some say that it was not Paris who guided that fatal dart but Apollo, who seeing that once again Paris was about to turn and run, aimed his invincible arrow at Achilles’ heel and because he hated him destroyed him.  
 
    I would have done a dance of vengeance and thanksgiving in the temple before the altar of the god to give thanks for Achilles’ death. But the game of Fate was not played out. Even as Achilles was carried from the battlefield an Achaean arrow struck my son, and then another and then a third. Wounded, blinded, dying, we carried Paris to heal at the temple on Ida’s slope. But he will not heal.  I know that he will die.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 38   
 
    Andromache  
 
      
 
      
 
    I float up out of the drugged darkness for I do not sleep unless my maid mixes a strong potion to make me forget.  But no matter how strong the drink it does not keep my dreams at bay.  I still see my Hector lying on his bier, flames licking around him. It has been many days now since we gathered his ashes and placed them in a golden urn and reverently interred them in the tomb of Trojan kings, but that is what still haunts my dreams and that is the memory that rises with me every morning.   
 
    I lie in bed staring at the ceiling, trying to focus my eyes on the intricate patterns painted there. As the drug wears off I try to make sense of the designs that shift and waver as I realize that I must confront yet another day without my lord, my husband, my Hector. I start, a little more awake, for the usual fear grips me and as I do every morning I look to the cradle where my baby sleeps, fearing that he will not be there. But he is, my only joy. What a beautiful child he is. He nestles in the blankets, voyaging I hope on some lovely sea of dreams.  
 
    Then I realize that there is something different. I cannot quite focus on what it is. Then I know. It is silence. There are sounds that I cannot hear, sounds that I have been used to hearing—the sounds of an occupying army and a city under siege. I run to the window and throw back the heavy curtains that shut out the night. The sun streams in. It is still very early.  The city streets are empty. In the far distance the ocean is empty too, its surface a vast, calm, shining mirror of sliver and blue. Empty! That is it! The sandy beach beyond the ridge is empty too! There are no ships! On the ridge where the Achaeans have so long waited to destroy us, I can see the walls of their camp. There are no tiny figures manning the walls. I see no smoke from cook-fires rising against the sky as I have been able to do every day for years when I cared to look toward that threatening scene. 
 
      
 
    What has happened? Below me I see a soldier of the watch racing toward the command post where Aeneas, who now commands our forces, must still be asleep. I can hear him shouting. I cannot make out the words but the tone is unmistakable. Excitement and joy.  
 
    They have gone! Agamemnon and his army have gone!  I sit now holding Astynax in my arms; it is almost dusk. Hecabe has been with me and together we have bathed him and gotten him ready for bed. We sent all the servants away and did it ourselves, just like any family should do. I put him into his cradle and pull the fleece blanket up to his little chin. A future king deserves nothing less.  He will make a handsome king and a great one, for he is his father’s son.      
 
    Earlier, just as soon as I had called the maids to see to Astynax, I ran in excitement from my rooms, along the central corridor of the palace to the chambers of Priam. I arrived just as Aeneas came running up the staircase. “Awaken the king,” he shouted to the chamberlain on duty. Aeneas bowed to me; the chamberlain disappeared and in a moment both Hecabe and the king appeared, sleepy eyed and in their night robes still.  The officious chamberlain tried to bring some dignity to the scene by attempting to adjust a more suitable robe around the king’s shoulders. Aeneas went down on one knee but even before the king gave him leave to rise he had leapt up: “They have gone, your Majesty, the Achaeans have gone. The camp is empty; the ships have sailed.”      
 
    The city is awash with joy. People throng the streets as the news passes from one person to another. There is near hysteria, ecstasy, joy! In the palace, even the weight of all our sorrow seems lightened by the news. It is miracle!   
 
    Later that day in a procession of litters carrying me, the queen, and some of the higher ranking royal women, and preceded by the king in his chariot and by Aeneas and the commanders, we passed from the citadel and through the lower town, the people, lining the way, cheered us wildly. Once across the plain we came to the shore and stood on the sand with the sea rolling in at our feet. Just above us the ridgeline sloped down to the beach. From where we stood we could see the vast empty parade ground upon which our enemies had gathered and taken solemn vows to raise our walls to dust. On every side smoking heaps of rubbish showed where tents had been burned and the remnants of the camp had been destroyed. It was desolate and empty, nothing living could be seen, not even a wandering dog left behind. From one watchtower a tattered banner flew. That was all. Stretching away to the north and south the silver crescent of sandy beach lay empty under the sun, as if it had never seen the black hulls of Agamemnon’s thousand ships.  
 
    Empty, I said? Not quite. At the far end of the beach rose an object of wonder. We all stared at it in amazement. It was huge, rising up at least five times the height of a man, maybe more. Why was it there? What did it mean? Is it a gift to Troy? Is it an offering to the gods? Outlined against the sky by the late afternoon sun that shone at its back, the gigantic wooden horse stood, solemn, majestic, and mysterious. Its black eyes, painted to look like life, stared impassively down at us, revealing no answers, telling no secrets.           
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 39  
 
    Helen  
 
      
 
    After all these years, after the untold numbers of the dead, they have gone, admitting failure, and leaving behind what they came for. I am left behind. The thousand ships launched to bring me home have sailed away in the middle of the night. What is more, the thin thread that tied me to Troy is severed, for Paris is dead. Without him what reason do they have to care if I live or die? Or worse what reason do they have now to keep me alive? Will there be some fatal “accident” or a subtle poison that no one can detect. No one would protest, or care. It would be easy for them to put an end to me. Does some silent assassin wait for me to doze off so that he can steal out from where he hides and smother me with a heavy pillow or strangle me with a silken cord, and when I am lifeless, sew my body into a linen shroud and hide it where one will ever find it? Would I struggle? I might not. My only hope is Priam, who was always gentle. But now, with all the threats to his kingdom gone, will he hearken to those royal Trojan women who have no love for me and let politics rather than decency guide his hand?   
 
    The “politics” have begun already. I am forbidden to attend the celebration. They have locked me in my room. “For your own safety, my lady,” the oily chamberlain explained as he turned the key.  But I can see it all from the windows in the palace where all the royal sons and wives are housed. From here indeed I have vantage that commands all of Troy.  From the western windows I can look across the square toward the city gates and to the sea. From the center windows and the balcony that fronts them I face the king’s palace.  Between the two royal houses the temple stands facing the huge city square. This morning, the day after the ships sailed, what seemed like the entire city poured down to the beach and in long columns of sweating men, began to drag the horse back to the gates.  The horse? Of course I know about that. Who does not?  The city has been all a clamor to bring it within the walls, the better to see it, for it is a symbol of our—of their—victory. All that is save for Kassandra who somehow managed to escape from her tower and ran to her father, screaming, “Burn it, burn it!  Woe will come to us. Woe.”  But no one pays her heed and they got her and locked her up again.    
 
    It is so big they have had to make a breach in the walls to bring it in, since it does not fit through any gate. I watch as they pull it up the main causeway that leads to the citadel. “Heave, heave, heave,” they shout, and bit-by-bit the horse moves forward. It is huge—strong legs, mighty withers, expansive chest, all made from wooden planking carefully and cleverly shaped. Its haughty head rises almost to the height of my balcony as they bring it at last into the square before the palace and the temple. I can look right at it from my balcony. And it looks back at me. Into its black eyes, cunningly, disks of some polished substance have been placed so that when the light catches them the eyes seem to move as if they were alive, as if they saw.  
 
    People have been coming in a stream ever since the creature was finally put into place. They gawk and marvel at it. Those who can read explain to those who can’t that the placard nailed in the middle of its chest says that it is gift to Troy and an offering to Athena to ensure that its givers have a safe journey home. When people hear that their faces break into huge grins and they clap one another on the back. Priam has ordered that food and drink be given out, and the food stalls have sprouted up all over the square. People sit at the foot of the horse and have impromptu picnics. Some of them have begun to dance around the horse. More and more people join. A band of musicians adds the beat of drums and the tootling of horns to the shouted song of triumph that the dancers—their numbers increasing every moment--have begun to sing as they whirl around the gigantic horse, who continues to look at me, paying them no heed.  
 
    Across the square on the palace balcony a detachment of royal guard appears and with them ten heralds. Raising their trumpets they sound the royal salute. The sound rises over and above the celebrating crowd and the raucous shouts begin to trail off, the dancing stops. The people turn to face the palace. The trumpets sound again and with a crash the great bronze central doors are flung open. Heralds carrying banners emblazoned with the royal arms of Troy appear and preceded by priests and wreathed in clouds of incense Priam and Hecabe, robed and crowned, are born out on high portable thrones carried on the shoulders of liveried footmen. The mass of people in the square, as if they were one, fall to their knees.  
 
    Priam is accompanied by Aeneas, who steps forward.  “People of Troy,” he shouts. “Hear the will of Priam, our only lord. He commands me to say that Troy is free. The enemy has fled. They have left a token of their defeat, a gift for Troy, this great horse. Tomorrow His Majesty will dedicate it to Athena. Henceforth, the king has decreed, the image of this horse will proudly grace our victorious banners.  It is not for nothing that we Trojans are called tamers of horses.”  The people cheered these words, breaking into a pandemonium of joy. Aeneas raised his arms for silence. “But now, people of Troy, your king commands you—rejoice! Rejoice!  Troy has triumphed.”  
 
    With that Priam and Hecabe are carried back into the palace. Aeneas stands for a moment surveying the square. He looks across and sees me. Our eyes lock. From below someone sees the direction of his glance and turns to look up, at me. Others look as well. There is an indrawn breath and then a stirring in the crowd as word passes among them that I stand above them looking down. In an instant the crowd breaks into jeers and shouts, someone throws a stone. It strikes the wall just behind my head. Sick with fear and horror and despair, I run back into my room and slam the shutters closed. From within I can hear the rain of stones and the taunting shouts, and too, the shouted command of some Trojan captain as he brings his men on a run into the square to control the crowd so as to defend the woman he hates as much as they.   I go shaking to my bed, mix wine and poppy juice. Pour more into the wine and drink it down. The stones have stopped striking against the shutters now and the people have resumed their celebration. I drift off to the sound of music and singing, the sounds of a people who believe that a terror has been lifted from their hearts at last.     
 
      
 
    Late at night I am suddenly awakened. Did I hear something?  A heavy silence has fallen on the city. The revelry is done. I go to the shutters and open them a crack and peer out.  I can see nothing through the small aperture. I open them wider and go out to the balcony. My brain is still thick with the drug and my vision dimmed by it. The hulking mass of the horse stands in the center of the square, the silver light of the full moon frosting the side of the beast facing my balcony. The other side, in darkness, casts a black shadow across the square, and the angle of the moon is such that the shadow of the horse’s head, hugely magnified, is projected against the palace walls. Something moves in the darkness. I try to focus my eyes. What is that?  Slipping into the shadow cast by the Trojan horse I see a figure. Behind it there are others. Some are climbing hand over hand down the horse’s strong front legs; others are running toward the palace. As each figure drops to the ground it too disappears into the darkness, but not before I see a brief, silver flash of light. I catch my breath. I am fully awake now. Has the shining moon, glinting off the weapons of armed men, signaled my salvation or my doom?     
 
    Then I hear again what must have wakened me. Floating like the cry of hunting hawk upon the night there comes a long drawn-out wailing scream, echoing from the black mass of Kassandra’s prison tower that sits on the highest point above the citadel Then all is silence.               
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 40  
 
    Kassandra  
 
      
 
    It was as if my body was mine no longer. I could not control it and I knew that god had seized me and that once again the future was about to be revealed.  I raced around and around the chamber, throwing myself against the walls, beating at the door. I bit my tongue, trying not to scream. I tasted my own blood in my mouth and felt invisible hands tearing at my flesh as if to rip out my entrails. I could not breathe; my head pounded, resounding with the steady beat of a thousand war drums. I fought it but the screams came and with them the falling and the falling and the falling. 
 
    I fell through space and time and as if a magician had repeatedly thrown his magic powders on a flame as they do when they conjure incandescence out of night, everything around me was lit again and again for brief unbearable moments with unnatural light.  In the lightening flashes I see horrors. Black ships with water like white teeth foaming at their prow fly upon the beach that they had just lately quit. Men pour over the sides. A beacon flashes from one of Troy’s towers. They march, flowing across the plain like a silent and deadly tide creeping toward the sleeping town. They are at the walls. The gates open. Men pour through. Still the city sleeps. 
 
     I want to cry out, “Awake! Awake!” I try to shout. But I cannot move. I cannot speak. I can do nothing but watch. From a dozen points along the walls flames begin to rise. Then, in instant, Troy’s walls are a ring of fire and with a shout and a clash of arms that shake the heavens, the Achaeans are upon us. Our soldiers now pour out of the barracks, but like ants swarming from a broken nest who are stamped upon and killed by the feet of their destroyer, our soldiers stand for time, fall back, are overcome and finally overwhelmed by the on-rushing forces swarming through the gates and through the broad streets of Troy.       
 
    Towers sprout bright bouquets of fire, the flames shooting up like beacons lighting the carnage:  ranks of grim soldiers march shield to shield across the square, like reapers their swords are scythes cutting living grain, spreading a carpet of black blood upon the pavement.  Nothing stands against them. They do not stop but move inexorably, their boots crush the bodies they have slain and as they pass they skewer any who seem to cling life. A screaming woman runs from a burning house. A soldier purses her. With a stroke her head is lopped off and with a shout of triumph he scoops up the bloodied golden goblet she was cradling in her arms. In the lurid light of the burning city soldiers run from house to house forcing barricaded doors and windows, tossing burning torches through them and rushing in even as the flames begin to crackle. Then they are out, herding frightened people. A flash of a sword, a thrust of spear, they fall —an old woman, a mother clinging to her child, someone’s aged grandfather—or an arrow hisses as an archer picks them off as they stumble out through the rising smoke. From house to house they go, from palace to palace, and the heaps of treasure grow and grow as warriors return with sacks bulging with gold and gems, with arms laden with treasures that have come to Troy from all the world, amassed for a thousand years.           
 
    In the square the Trojan horse watches through impassive eyes as soldiers rush toward the palace and mount the broad steps that lead to its great bronze doors. As they run they cut down the royal guards who stand, and die, vainly to protect them. The attackers are at the head of the stairs before the doors. Someone shouts, “Batter them down!  Take the king!”  But then to my horror the doors slowly open. The attacking soldiers stop, wait, to see if some larger force will issue out.  “No! No!”   I try to say, for I know what is to come. 
 
    The doors are open wide now. There, in the door, standing in the center, is a man, old and alone. It is Priam. The sacred Lord of Troy, High King of Ilium, son of a thousand kings. He waits, robed and crowned, with his sword in his hand and around him a corona of light seems to glow.  Who could not be stunned and stirred by that?  The ancient majesty of Troy, descended from the blood of Zeus, has come out to defend his realm.  The soldiers stare in awe at what they see. They falter, they begin to fall back. Then their commander leaps in front of them and races up the steps to where Priam stands. He shouts “We did not come here to let him live,” and with a single stroke his sword like a whirling silver arc slashes through Priam’s neck and the body falls in a shower of blood. The commander stoops to retrieve the crown, fallen to the ground. He raises it and the soldiers, their faces mirroring at once horror and triumph, race up the palace steps. and soon the cries of the dying  horribly resound from inside the ancient halls.           
 
    Dreadful sights flash by my eyes without respite.  The city burns. Its people die. Hecabe is taken in fetters, cursing, to Odysseus’ ship. The palace is put to the torch. And from its heights I hear screams, terrible screams. A woman struggles, her face a mask of horror. It is Andromache. She shrieks a curse at the soldier who turns from the parapet over which he has just hurled her child, Astynax, heir of Troy. The child seems to float on air for a moment like a bird—then falls, falls, plunging toward the rocks, strikes them, and like a pomegranate that splits wide open when it plummets from its tree, stains the pavement upon which it falls a rich dark red. With a satisfied smile the soldier makes a sign. Guards bind her, and drag her screaming away.  
 
    And then as suddenly as it came, all is now calm and silent. The vision passes.  I float above the world, my body wrapped in night and starlight. Carried upon moonbeams I drift across the sky. I see the heavens unfold in glory. I am free, though I am exhausted and my body aches. But I can move again. I realize that I am lying on the floor of my room, my knees drawn up to my chin, as if I were an unborn child about to spring out of my mother’s womb. My head is full of inchoate images, meaning nothing, with difficulty I raise. The silver moon, full and glittering sends a beam, like a path to heaven though my window. I look out. Below me the city, so full of revelry today lies deep asleep and silent. The moon picks out the great Trojan horse that my father will dedicate to Athena when the morning comes.   
 
    Was it just a dream or a signal of what will come? Suddenly, sickeningly, I know the answer. I also know that this time, no one will doubt the truth of what I see.   Involuntarily I double up; my stomach burns with hideous pain as if a fiery sword had run me through, the way my mother told me the birth pangs feel when they at last begin. I cannot help it. I scream in terror and in pain. My scream echoes and rebounds from all the walls and towers of Troy and in it I hear the agony of all the ages and the prophecy of the end.                
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue: Chryseis 
 
      
 
    My father died a year after they brought me back to him. We had such a little time together and it was not happy.  He came home in joy and in triumph; he died in sorrow and in pain. We had been spared the vengeance visited upon the rest of the Troad. Perhaps Agamemnon, in a moment of uncharacteristic generosity thought that we had given enough. Indeed we had, for my father had stripped Apollo of all his treasure to ransom me. Or perhaps Agamemnon feared that even in defeated old age Chryses the priest might have influence with Apollo still?  
 
    My father was desolate and so was our land. He gradually sank into darkness. Some days he did not seem to know where he was; he could not sacrifice, the words would not come. He did not recognize those about us that we had known for years. But, and it makes me weep to remember, he always smiled when he saw me.  On the day he died it was if the god gave him strength. His eyes cleared; his voice was strong again.  He half rose from his bed and held out his hand to me, bidding me come beside him.  
 
    “I love you, my daughter, sweet Chryseis,” he said 
 
    And then, he was gone.  
 
    There was no doubt in my mind what I would do. There never had been. I would honor him. With the help of the few villagers who were left, I performed the rites, burned the body, and by moonlight I scattered his ashes from the cliff side above the sea, as I knew he wanted me to do, letting the wind take them, falling to earth or riding on the breeze, floating out to sea to be washed to some distant shore.   
 
    I have never been back to Troy, even in all the years that have passed. And why go? People say it is a ruin and a dangerous and haunted place. The wind moans through the broken walls, the gates lie shattered, the palaces are razed, the temple stripped of its treasure, on the great streets of the city only a few columns remain, rising darkly against the leaden sky. It is said that Priam’s ghost wanders the empty streets weeping, for his body was never was found and so his soul never placated or released. 
 
      
 
    When it was done and the last Greek had looted the last golden cup and raped the last young girl and killed the last defender, the city walls were razed and the land was sown with salt. The Achaeans sailed away in their black ships, taking with them Trojan treasure, Trojan women and pretty boys, and leaving desolation behind. Troy smoldered on its high cliff, a ruin never to be rebuilt. The roads were unsafe, bandits—Achaeans who stayed behind, renegade Trojans, poor men from upcountry hoping to find remaining scraps of plunder, no one knew who they were-- lay in wait for any traveler.  No one dared leave their homes, and   hardly anyone came to the temple.  
 
    And what triumph did the war bring to the victors? What triumph was there for Achilles, his friend slaughtered, and his own death inevitable? Or for Agamemnon dead, his blood seeping out even as Clytemnestra danced in vengeance over his corpse?  Or what for Helen, returned as chattel to her dark Spartan court, where grown old and fat and shrewish, despised by Menelaus, she waited for nothing but to die?   What triumph for Hellas and all its lands: for Pylos with its silver beaches, for Corinth of the golden temples, for Boeotia, Phocis, for Holy Thebes, for Athens of the splendid citadel and the rich temple of Athene, for little Thisbe, for rocky Ithaca, for Arne where the grapes hang thick, for Argos and Tiryns that had come with eighty ships? What victory was there even for the cohorts of Lacedaemon and all the armies of Menelaus, or for Rhodes, or for Idomeneos, Lord of Crete of the hundred cities, all of whom came to Troy?  A thousand ships and a thousand peoples came to Troy and left on its shores only the smoking funeral pyres of their sons.  
 
    Now the singers try to explain the inexplicable and justify the death and carnage around Troy’s walls by inventing stories of the intervention of the gods.  Was Paris a coward when he ran and hid from Menelaus? No, it was Aphrodite who wrapped him in a cloud and whisked him back to Troy and Helen’s arms.  Did Agamemnon despair, and deciding that the war could not be won, tell the Achaeans to sail for home? No, it was a false dream sent from Zeus to deceive him. Did Pandarus break the truce between the armies because he was a malicious and headstrong fool? No, it was because Athene prompted him to do so.  Did Agamemnon slay his daughter because he was determined to do anything to prosecute his war of conquest?   No, he cut that innocent throat because the priests said that if he did so Artemis would be pleased.  For surely no god or goddess sends false dreams to kings. No goddess deceives weak men with visions; no god demands that we kill our children. These stories are the inventions of men. The gods speak in the silence; they speak in the private recesses of the heart and speak when the air is clear and the wind pure. Then a soft voice calms the turmoil of the mind and all becomes clear. The gods may stir the spirit, but they leave the decision and the action up to us.  And thus, when we act, on our shoulders rests the consequence. 
 
    Sing of glory how they will, and of the intervention of the gods and the piety and bravery of men, of the quest to recompense broken honor, no metered line or honeyed tongue can disguise that it was not about Helen. The reality was gold and grain and ox hides, bronze and emeralds and trading ships, villages and counting houses, and the vanity, ignorance, and greed of kings. The war was about the lies they told to secure their ends, and the contempt of nations one for another. These terrible things always lie at the heart of war. And now, here at what must seem to many to be the very end of times, they have brought ruin to us all. It is the victors, they say, who decide the truth. The truth is that the victors left a land drenched in the blood of brave young men, an ancient city destroyed, an ancient nation ruined beyond repair.  What honor was this? What victory?    
 
    One by one they all have gone, those heroes, those names that shook the world and whose deeds astounded all mankind and gave the poets brave new songs to sing. Some died in shipwrecks sailing home from Troy. Others came home to find that the loving arms they had left were entwined about another. Few died happily in their beds. Others awakened, like Agamemnon, to the searing pain of a knife in the night. Some went mad. Some faded into obscurity, forgetting, even as others forget, why they had once been the children of fame.  
 
      
 
    I too fade into obscurity, though once I stood at the center of the affairs of the world.  But now I live alone amidst the fallen stones. I have chosen to do so because I have chosen to serve the god. I know that Apollo has not deserted me, perhaps because he knows that I can survive even though all the world is weeping, though often I think his gaze is distracted, or that sometimes he even looks away. If Apollo has bent his gaze elsewhere, it is because there is much in the world now for him to see. Even here, far away from cities and from the concerns of nations, I hear of it.  Though from time to time a wandering singer comes, it is not from those brave songs that I learn the real stories. Not poets but simple people tell me of the misery and fear that stalks the world, even now so long after great Troy fell.  
 
    Once in a while merchants make their way here as they go from village to village, hoping to trade some cloth or a tin utensil for a bit of old bronze or sometimes just for a meal and a glass of sour wine. They complain that there is little left to barter. If there once was gold it has gone. Sometimes they tell stories of lands beyond the sea, of the doings of the peoples of the isles, once even of distant Ithaca, and thus I learned that Odysseus wandered twenty years before he came back to his rocky isle. This seemed right to me. Only Nestor, of all the great lords who fought at Troy, returned safe to his home. That too, seemed right to me.    
 
    It was also thus that I heard, a few years ago, that Helen had died. The news came from a Spartan woman who came to me because she could have no children. After the ceremony and after my prophecy for her we shared some wine and bread and she talked of Helen. All the world knew that Menelaus stormed into her chambers as Troy burned around them, intent upon killing her for her infidelity, and all the world knew that seeing her, even though she had aged a decade and was no longer young, that he could not do so and collapsed in tears in her triumphant arms. What I did not know was the aftermath.  It was years before Helen came back to Sparta, five or six at least after the war was done, and when they returned she and Menelaus retired to the palace high above the city and were never seen. Some claim she hanged herself in remorse, others that she was taken living into Elysuim.  Perhaps this so, but if that were the case, she went as an ancient crone. For when I heard the tale, thirty summers had passed since Troy fell, and by then, sad mistress of her dreary Spartan court, her face would have launched no ships.   
 
     A few pilgrims come from across the sea and they apologize for the meagerness of their gifts and tell hard tales of a diminished and darkening world. Though it has been years since the great war ended, still, they say, even in the great cities people are hungry.  Crops fail, no plea or sacrifice makes the land fertile. And they tell fearful stories of strangers coming into the mainland from the north.  
 
    “They come, my lady, sometimes a few at time, sometimes in groups. More each time. Wherever they come there is conflict. They take what they will for they are armed and though our lords send soldiers to fight them, the strangers have weapons that cut through bronze as easily as through flesh.”  
 
    Another story did not come from merchant, poet, or pilgrim.  Instead it was broadcast as if by magic across the entire world. One heard it on the wind, in the sighing of trees, in the waves rolling urgently upon the sandy shore, in gossip at every market; one saw it in the eyes of men looking fearfully at their wives. Agamemnon, great king, mighty above all men, Lord of all the Isles, Lion of Mycenae, slayer of men and despoiler of Troy was dead. He who lived through battles died at home, hacked to death by his wife and her lover, Aegisthus. It is said that as she swung the axe that severed his head, as he stumbled to his knees and fell like a bull at sacrifice, as the axe bit through his neck and his head rolled away, eyes staring in horror and unbelief, blood spurting into the tepid waters of his bath into which he was about to step when the blow fell, Clytemnestra danced in manic rage and joy shouting “Iphigenia, Iphigenia, rest now. You are avenged.” 
 
     Did I take satisfaction at this death? Oh yes, for   even now, late at night just as I am about to descend from waking into sleep, I sometimes start and feel his hands on me. Even now the dream still comes: I smell his sour breath; I feel his moist body bearing down on me, his hands around my throat, his harsh rasping breath, his guttural and unspeakable demands as he tells me what he intends to do. I feel him enter me, take his quick and brutal satisfaction; then he rolls away, stinking, drunk, unconscious, and I lie weeping and in pain.  Do I rejoice that he is dead? I do.  For this is the war that I remember. I do not remember trumpets or charging men or battle cries. I remember tears and rough hands, and grimy sheets and pain. This war brought ruin to me and destruction to the vanquished.  
 
    Let the bards make great men out of monsters. Let them sing the bravery of heroes and lament the loss of fallen lords.  In my heart I will lament the women, for they always remain unsung, though their hurt is often the most grievous. I will weep for Andromache, wife of Hector and mother of the heir of Troy.  Princess and priestess, she ended her days a chattel, taken among the spoils of war to serve as breeding stock for a petty king.  Chattel too was Kassandra, raped by his men and taken by Agamemnon as his prize. Men called her mad. But her madness was only that she saw the truth more clearly than us all. What she prophesied indeed came to pass. But did she know all? Did she know that she would become Agamemnon’s prize, and when he fell to Clytaemnestra’s axe, did she know that she would then be Clytaemnestra’s victim? If she did, perhaps she did not care.  Perhaps she welcomed it. 
 
      
 
     I weep for Hecabe, mother of Princes, Queen of Troy, who saw her son Paris die, who saw her son Hector dead, who saw her Priam, her king, her lord, her love, slain before her eyes.  In the last bloody days of war, in an act of malice, mockery, and contempt, Odysseus took her as a prize. But who would want her save to mock her? She was an old woman and beyond beauty or the bearing of sons. They say that when Odysseus got her as far as Thrace she had gone quite mad and become foul and shrill and full of curses. And thus, unable to bear her rant no longer, he had her stoned to death.  
 
    Will I weep for Helen? No. She deserves no tears.  
 
    There has been so much weeping now, and for so long. As the years go by, I lose count of them. How many summers have passed since it all was ended I can barely tell.  How long has it been since Troy fell and the dark ships sailed away, leaving us bereft, bereft of King and kin, bereft of food and sustenance, bereft of hope. I was a girl then; I am old now. Sometimes late at night when I cannot sleep, I wander out of the house and sit upon the broken wall by the temple gate, or go into the Apollo’s grove and rest amidst the trees, silvered in the moonlight.  Sometimes then, in the darkness at the edge of the grove or further away, near the cliff’s edge, I think I see my father. He beckons me; when he smiles I am reassured. I know that soon I will join him.   
 
      
 
    Now I only wait to die.  When my time comes will I go into Hades, cross the river with the boatman, and there on that misty shore, in the Asphodel Fields will I see all those who have gone before?  Will I come upon Achilles there, his Patroclus in his arms and lounging and laughing with Antilochus, the three of them at peace? Will I see brave old Nestor, the only one among the Achaeans who deserves honor, for he did not sully his own? What of Odysseus, who some called wily and others wise? Will Agamemnon walk there, eyes downcast, his hands red with a holocaust of innocent blood?  Will Priam ever find rest?  Will I find my Briseis there, of whom I never heard again? 
 
    It is late at night. I awake and think I hear voices calling me, coming from the sea. I rise and slip into a thin garment—it is summer now and the nights are rich and redolent with the aroma of myrtle, thyme and honey. I go to the cliff even as the full moon is poised to rise out of the sea and begin its voyage across the heavens. The sea washes upon the shore far below; steady and inviting, like the croon a mother makes to a child half asleep. It calms me; I look at the silver waters and think how they can wash away all pain and memory, and make all things pure. Night birds wheel across the sky, softly adding their own call to the voices; bats flit in and out of the trees. I stand upon the cliff side and the earth is moist and warm to my bare feet. I dig my toes into the sweet grass and the smell of crushed mint rises about me.  
 
    I slowly lower myself to sit upon the outcropping of rock to which I have come for years now, when I need to hear the voice of god. It was here that I first felt his power; it was here that I first knew that I could see beyond time and into hearts. It has been long now, though, since I could see so freely.  My visions now come in the darkness, born out of the smoke of incense. But tonight I think: “I will wait here. The god will speak.”  
 
    In the night the voices, indistinct but familiar, more felt than heard, give me strength. Is it my father I hear? Are these the voices of all who have gone before, the voices of innocents and the dead or the voices of men and women yet unborn? I do not know. But like the chant of priests at some great temple ceremony, stately, royal, mysterious, the voices swirl around me and in me and through me, and as the sea too sends its never-ending throbbing music up to me high above on the cliff, I feel it come. The god is here.   
 
    Pain drains away; stiff joints become supple. I rise from my seat, stand up. I am tall and young again.  Heart pounding, my blood coursing through my body, I feel as if I am bathed in fire and light. Power flows through me from the earth and sea and sky, and   across time and years I see the wine dark sea roll in and out. I see nations and hear the endless litany of life and death, of birth and creation, of war and chaos, women raped and men butchered, cities fallen and temples ruined, their names only surviving as legend on the tongues of men. I see Poseidon, shaker of the earth, rise in rage from the sea and stamp his foot upon the foundations of the earth: cities tremble, waves rise higher than mountains. Mycaene is in ruins. Corinth falls. In island Crete, great Minos seated on his throne in state, surrounded by the pomp of court and majesty, goes pale as the first shock brings down painted columns all around him, and the world goes dark as the bull god roars his rage.  Across the islands of the sea my gaze roams: to Pylos, and Sparta, and Arcadia, and to high Olympus itself. I think that I see the gods look out as the heavens quake, and even they shudder at what they see.  Darkness settles like a shroud upon the earth, and I hear the sobs of children echo in the mountains, in the empty streets of fallen cities, and across the desolate and barren plains.  
 
    Then it fades. I see the moon again. Bats still fly overhead, squeaking as they pursue their evening meal.  I again smell the myrtle and the thyme. I look at my hands; they are old once more. My knees are stiff again. But my head is clear and my heart is light. There is one voice only now, speaking in unison with the sea. Still partially wrapped in the shifting images of things that were and things that are yet to come, I look out across the vast expanse of the ocean. I raise my arms in greeting to the rising moon. The world and time are all before me. I take a step to where the cliff edge etches a sharp line against the moon-dappled sea far below. It is the boundary between my old lost world and the new one yet to come. It is a frontier open at last for me to cross. Below me the sea glitters, an undulating sheet of silver, bright with moonbeams. Like a beckoning pathway it stretches out to the distant mountains and to all the lands of men and nations. I stand on the edge of the world. I hear my father call. All I need to do is take a step into the air, into the clouds, into glory.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Afterword: The Reality of Troy  
 
    For Homer, Troy was no myth and the war that destroyed it was real, an event that resonated down the ages from the time that Troy’s walls were razed by Agamemnon to Homer’s own, some four hundred years after the time that most in the ancient world believed that Troy fell. Nor did ancient authors doubt the historicity of Troy and the war that destroyed it. The Greek historian Herodotus assigned the date of Troy’s fall to about 1250 BCE.  Eratosthenes of Alexandria believed it to be about 1185, and a marble tablet called the Parian Marble, discovered on the Greek island of Paros, dated the fall of the city precisely to June 5, 1209 BCE.  From Thucidydes, writing in the fifth century BCE to Josephus writing in the First century AD, Homer’s story was accepted as an accurate depiction of a real place and of real events.  Indeed age after age has believed the story of Troy, and so over two millennia, in art, in music, and in literature, and lately in film and in shreds of popular culture, Troy and the terrible war that engulfed it and the names that made it an all-too human tale, has remained a story that is central to our understanding of those times and through them of ours.  
 
    Homer probably wrote the Iliad about 850BCE. In it he—or they, for some still claim that “Homer” is a collective name for several poets—tells the story of the last days of the ten year war that ended with the fall of Troy to a coalition of nations led by Agamemon, King of Mycenae, the most powerful of all the kings of the ancient Greek world. Coming  from  dozens of tribes, nations, petty fiefdoms and kingdoms all around the Aegean Sea--on mainlaind Greece, on the shores of Asia Minor to the east, north to Thrace and Macedonia and south to Crete and variously called Acheaens, Argives and Danaans by Homer--for the words “Greek” and “Greece” were not used by him--this huge coalition sailed, Homer claims, in more than a thousand ships to the shores of the Troad  and  the sacred city of Troy. Their mission was to bring back Helen, wife of his brother Menelaus of Sparta, who had been abducted by Paris, Prince of Troy, son of Priam, Troy’s king.   
 
    Homer’s story begins only a few weeks before the end of the war. In twenty-four books he describes the plague that nearly decimates the Achaean army, brought down upon them by the arrogance of Agamemnon, the wrath of Achilles that arises from a dispute between him and Agamemon which in turn led to a crippling stalemate in the war. But once the deadlock is broken, there follows--told in excruciatingly gory detail—descriptions of bloody battles during which Patroclus, Achilles’ special friend—and as ancient authors believed, his lover and companion--is killed by Hector, heir to the throne of Troy, who then is slain by Achilles. There follows the agonizing funeral of Patroclus during which Achilles vents his grief. Finally, Hector’s body is returned to Priam by Achilles. For the end of the story—the death of Achilles, the wooden horse, the fall of the city, the death of Priam, the abduction of Hecabe, Andromache, and Kassandra, and the aftermath of the war including, primarily, Odysseus’ twenty years of wandering,  one must turn  to Homer’s Odyssey.  
 
    For the ancients, Troy was a sacred city.  Its light and sanctity shone across the ancient world, and its reputation for unrivalled riches, military power, and as huge and impregnable was a staple of ancient descriptions of it.  Homer describes it as  “holy” and a “well-walled” city with four “lofty gates,” “fine towers,” one of which was the “great tower of Ilios,” and “wide streets.” He describes its huge royal palace with fifty chambers for the king’s fifty sons. Modern research has confirmed that it stood in Asia Minor in modern-day Anatolia near the seacoast of northwest Turkey and southwest of the Dardenelles, and thus at a crossroads of major trading routes upon which it could send a large variety of goods and receive riches from the entire Agean and beyond.  Thus, whether or not Helen’s abduction was a fact and sufficient cause for an invasion, Troy’s power, size and wealth was enough to tempt the Achaean forces to invade and destroy it so as to seize its riches and remove it forever as both a military and commercial threat.   
 
      
 
    The Iliad and the Odyssey, which are among the oldest texts of ancient literature to survive intact into modern times, were for the Greeks--the descendants of Homer’s Achaeans—virtually sacred texts. The Greeks believed them to tell the real history of their race. They read them to learn about war and its conduct, and found in Homer’s epic codes of conduct for the ideal hero and cautionary tales about greed, impiety, cowardice, and deceit. They learned there too about the power and unpredictability of their gods, and the death, whether terrible or glorious, that must eventually come to all men.      
 
    So powerful and real was Troy’s legend to the ancient world that the city became a reverenced site for visitation.  Xerxes, the Persian king, according to Herodotus, visited there in 480 BCE when crossing the Hellespont, and sacrificed to Athena.  Alexander, who carried with him everywhere a copy of the Iliad, and who admired Achilles as a paragon of heroism, visited the city in 330 BCE and dedicated his armor to Athena and laid a wreath at Achilles’ tomb, famously declaiming “Oh fortunate youth, to have found Homer as the herald of your glory.” But three hundred years later, when Julius Caesar visited the city, there was little left to see. The small city that stood there, he must have thought, could not have been the glorious city of Homer’s tale and the city from which Aeneas set sail to found Rome. Caesar toyed with the idea of rebuilding it and the Emperor Constantine imagined his new capital as rising on the site of old Troy. The Emperor Julian, who so detested the Christianity that Constantine brought to the Roman Empire that he was called the Apostate because of his rejection of the faith and his attempt to revive the worship of the old gods, was pleased to discover upon his visit to the remains of Troy in AD 355 that the shrine of Hector and the Tomb of Achilles were intact and that before their altars fires of sacrifice still burned to show that the memory of Troy had survived even after a thousand years.  
 
      
 
     That memory has indeed survived intact and untarnished down the ages. From the fall of Rome to the Italian renaissance, into the sixteenth century and until the nineteenth, the “matter of Troy” as medieval writers called it, provides the subject for a huge body of literature and images in the visual arts. From Virgil’s Latin Aeneid to Saxon writers of the middle ages and to romances of the twelfth century like the Roman de Troie, to Chaucer’s Troylus and Criseyde, through Chapman’s translation of the Iliad in 1598, to Shakespeare’s Troilus and Cressida and to Alexander Pope’s great verse translation in the 18th century, the story lived on. Like the ancient Greeks, British Victorian students found in the Iliad inspiration that helped them found an empire, and even now, American movie stars don armor to become Achilles.  
 
      
 
    Even as the myth survived, the remains of the city disappeared beneath the shifting soil of two millennia. Some came to think that Troy was only a myth and that the city and the war were a figment of the imagination of a poet whose identity was itself in doubt. The story of how that perception has changed over the last century parallels the rise of archeology as a branch of exact and rigorous science.  The names and work of a dozen explorers—some dreamers, some careful scientists, some part charlatans, figure in the resurrection of Troy. So exhaustive has been the research to unearth this ancient city that it has now been proven that Homer’s account is a remarkably accurate portrayal of the physical location of the city and there is now little doubt that Troy was real, a great city that war destroyed.  
 
      
 
    From both the Iliad and the Odyssey, as well as from the legends of Greece I have taken the events  that I recount  in the voice of  the women  over whom the war was fought and to whom I give a voice in this book. The first of them Chryseis, daughter of  the Trojan priest Chryses appears in only a few lines in the text of the Iliad. But her  capture by Achilles  first leads to the devastating plague brought upon the Greeks  because Agememnon refuses to return her to her father and  then to the disastrous argument between the  Agamemnon  and Achilles that nearly destroys the Greeks battle plan. Briseis, another  captive of Achilles, is also a minor  player in the Iliad, but a major one in my story. Both allow me to see the Greek side of the battle through the eyes of captive Trojan women. From withion the besiged city of Troy,  Hecabe, Queen of Troy, Andromache, Hector’s wife,  and Kassandra, Hecabe’s and Priam’s daughter,  whose prophecies of the terrible end of the city no will believe, look from their walls and see the terrible threat  that will destroy them. And  of course Helen, the pawn over whom  the war is fought  and because of whom the thousand ships were launched,  occupies both worlds—at once that of Greece from whence she came and Troy  where she waits to to see who will win her.  Homer tells his story from the viewpoint of the omniscient author. I narrate this book--not precisely a re-telling but a re-imagining of the Iliad-- in the first person voice of  those  women of Troy who were buffeted, torn, puzzled and in some cases destroyed  by the unexpected and inexplicable complications of this violent  clash of cultures that has come down to us as a dreadful exemplar of the horrors of war.  Thus my title:  Trojan Women  
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