The "Iliad," by Homer
Book One
Sing, goddess, the anger of Peleus’s son Achilles
And its devastation, which put pains thousand-fold upon the Greeks,
Hurled in their multitudes to the house of Hades strong souls
Of heroes, but gave their bodies to be the delicate feasting
Of dogs, of all birds, and the will of Zeus was accomplished
Since that time when first there stood in division of conflict
Atreus’s son the lord of men and brilliant Achilles.
 
Book Three (15-55)
Now as these in their advance had come close together,
Paris the godlike, leapt from the ranks of the Trojans,
As challenger, wearing across his shoulders a leopard skin,
Curved bow and sword; while in his hands shaking two javelins
Pointed with bronze, he challenged all the best of the Argives
To fight man to man against him in bitter combat.
Now as soon as Menelaus the warlike caught sight of him
Making his way with long strides out in front of the army,
He was glad, like a lion who comes on a mighty carcass,
In his hunger chancing upon the body of a horned stag
Or wild goat; who eats it eagerly, although against him
Are hastening the hounds in their speed and the stalwart young men;
Thus, Menelaus was happy finding godlike Paris
There in front of his eyes, and thinking to punish the robber,
Straightway in all his armor he sprang to the ground from his chariot.
But Paris the godlike, when he saw Menelaus
Showing among the champions, lost his courage;
To avoid death, he shrank back among his men.
As a man who has come on a snake in the mountain valley
Suddenly he steps back, and the shivers come over his body,
And he draws back and away, cheeks seized with a green pallor;
So in terror of Atreus’ son godlike Paris
Lost himself again in the host of the haughty Trojans.
But Hector saw him and in words of shame rebuked him:
‘Evil Paris, beautiful, woman-crazy, cajoling,
Better had you never been born, or killed unwedded.
Truly I could have wished it so; it would be far better
Than to have you with us to our shame, for others to sneer at.
Surely now the flowing-haired Greeks laugh at us,
Thinking you are our bravest champion, only because your
Looks are handsome, but there is no strength in your heart, no courage.
Were you like this that time when in sea-wandering vessels
Assembling oarsmen to help you, you sailed over the water,
And mixed with the outlanders, and carried away a fair woman
From a remote land, whose lord’s kin were spearmen and fighters
To your father a big sorrow, and your city, and all your people,
To yourself a thing shameful but bringing joy to the enemy?
And now you would not stand up against warlike Menelaus?
Thus you would learn of the man whose blossoming wife you have taken,
The lyre would not help you then, nor the favors of Aphrodite,
Nor your locks, when you rolled in the dust, nor all your beauty.
 
Book Nine (185-191)
Now they came beside the shelters and ships of the Myrmidons
And they found Achilles delighting his heart in a lyre, clear-sounding,
Splendid and carefully wrought, with a bridge of silver upon it,
Which he won out of the spoils when he ruined Eetion’s city.
With this he was pleasuring his heart, and singing of men’s fame,
As Patroclus was sitting over against him, alone, in silence,
Watching Achilles and the time he would leave off singing
 
Book Twelve (309 – 328)
And now he (Sarpedon) spoke in address to Glaucus, son of Hippolochus:
‘Glaucus, why is it you and I are honored before others
With pride of place, the choice meats and the filled wine cups
In Lycia, and all men look on us as if we were immortals,
And we are appointed a great piece of land by the banks of Xanthos,
Good land, orchard and vineyard, and ploughland for the planting of wheat?
Therefore, it is our duty in the forefront of the Lycians
To take our stand, and bear our part of the blazing of battle,
So that a man of the close-armored Lycians may say of us:
“Indeed, these are no ignoble men who are lords of Lycia,
These kings of ours, who feed upon the fat sheep appointed
and drink the exquisite sweet wine, since indeed there is strength
of valor in them, since they fight in the forefront of the Lycians.”
Man, supposing you and I, escaping this battle,
Would be able to live on forever, ageless, immortal,
So neither would I myself go on fighting in the foremost
Nor would I urge you into the fighting where men win glory.
But now, seeing that the spirits of death stand close about us
In their thousands, no man can turn aside nor escape them,
Let us go on and win glory for ourselves, or yield it to others.’
 
Book Sixteen (68-170)
But now Sarpedon watching his cromrades drop and die,
war-shirts billowing free as Patroclus killed them,
dressed his godlike Lycians down with a harsh shout:
"Lycians, where's your pride: Where are you running?
Now be fast to attack! I'll take him on myself,
see who he is who routs us, wreaking havoc against us -
cutting the legs from under squads of good brave men."
With that he leapt up from his chariot fully armed
and hit the ground and Patroclus straight across
as soon as he saw him, leapt from his car too.
As a pair of crook-clawed, hook-beaked vultures
swoop to fight, screaming above some jagged rock -
so with their battle cries they rushed each other there...
Now as the two came closing on each other
Patroclus suddenly picked off Thrasymelus
the famous driver, the aide who flanked Sarpedon -
he speared him down the guts and loosed his limbs.
But Sarpedon hurled next with a flashing lance
and missed his man but he hit the horse Bold Dancer,
stabbing his right shoulder and down the stallion went,
screaming his life out, shrieking down in the dust
as his life breath passed away...
Again Sarpedon missed -
over Patroclus' left shoulder his spearhead streaked,
It never touched his body. Patroclus hurled next,
the bronze launched from his hand - no miss, a mortal hit.
He struck him right where the midriff packs the pounding heart,
and down Sarpedon fell as an oak or white poplar falls
or towering pine that shipwrights up on a mountain
hew down with whetted axes for sturdy ship timber -
so he stretched in front of his team and chariot
sprawled and roaring, clawing the bloody dust...
So now Sarpedon, captain of Lycia's shieldsmen
died at Patroclus's hands and died raging still,
crying out his beloved companion's name "Glaucus-
oh dear friend, dear fighter, soldier's soldier!
Now is the time to prove yourself a spearman,
a daring man of war - now, if you are brave,
make grueling battle your one consuming passion...
Then you, Glaucus, you fight for me with bronze!"
You'll hang your head in shame - every day of your life -
if the Argives strip my armor here at the anchored ships
where I have gone down fighting. Hold on, full force
spur all our men to battle!"
Death cut him short.
The end closed in around him, swirling down his eyes,
choking off his breath. Patroclus planted a heel
against his chest, wrenched the spear from his wound
and the midriff came out with it - so he dragged out both
the man's life breath and the weapon's point together.
 
Book Twenty-Four (485-526)
But now Priam spoke to him in the words of a suppliant:
“Achilles like the gods, remember your father, one who
Is of years like mine, and on the door-sill of sorrowful old age.
And they who dwell nearby encompass him and afflict him,
Nor is there any to defend him against the wrath, the destruction.
Yet surely he, when he hears of you and that you are still living,
Is gladdened within his heart and all his days he is hopeful
That he will see his beloved son come home from the Troad.
But for me, my destiny was evil. I have had the noblest
Of sons in Troy, but I say not one of them is left to me.
Fifty were my sons, when the sons of the Achaians (Greeks) came here.
Nineteen were born to me from the womb of a single mother,
And other women bore the rest in my palace; and of these
Violent Ares broke the strength in the knees of most of them,
But one was left me who guarded my city and people, that one
You killed a few days since as he fought in defense of his country,
Hektor; for whose sake I come now …
To win him back from you, and I bring you gifts beyond number.
Honor then the gods Achilles and take pity upon me
Remembering your father, yet I am still more pitiful;
I have gone through what no other mortal on earth has gone through;
I put my lips to the hands of the man who has killed my children.”
So he spoke, and stirred in the other a passion of grieving
for his own father.  He took the old man’s hand and pushed him
gently away, and the two remembered, as Priam sat huddled
at the feet of Achilles and wept close for manslaughtering Hektor
and Achilles wept now for his own father, now again
for Patroklus. And their sobbing rose and fell throughout the house.
Then when great Achilles had taken full satisfaction in sorrow
And the passion for it had gone from his mind and body, thereafter
He rose again from his chair, and took the old man by the hand, and set him
On his feet again, in pity for the gray head and the gray beard,
And spoke to him and addressed him in winged words: “Ah, unlucky,
Surely you have had much evil to endure in your spirit…
The heart in you is iron…Such is the way the gods spun life for unfortunate mortals,
That we live in unhappiness, but the gods themselves have no sorrows.
Credit: Excerpts from The Iliad by Homer, translated by Richard Lattimore, 1951 and Robert Fagles, 1990
 

 
The Odyssey
(translated by Emily Wilson, 2018)
Book IV
And Menelaus said.
"Yes, wife, quite right.
I have been round the world, and I have met
many heroic men and known their minds.
I never saw a man so resolute
as that Odysseus. How tough he was!
And what impressive fortitude he showed
inside the Wooden Horse! We fighters lurked
inside, to bring destruction to the Trojans.
You came there too. Some spirit who desired
to glorify the Trojans urged you on.
Godlike Deiphobus was following you
Three times you went around the hollow belly,
touching the hiding place, and calling on
us Greeks by name; you put on different voices
for each man's wife. Then I and Diomedes
and good Odysseus, inside the horse,
heard you call out to us, and we two wanted
to go out, or to answer from in there.
Odysseus prevented us from going.
Then all the other sons of the Achaeans
were quiet; Anticlus still wished to answer,
Odysseus' hands clamped shut his mouth
and saved us all. He held him there like that,
until Athena led you far away."
Book VIII
When the people were assembled,
Alcinous addressed them. “Hear me, leaders       (Al-keen-oos_
and chieftains of Phaeacia. I will tell you                  (Fay-ee-shyah)
the promptings of my heart. This foreigner –
I do not know his name – came wandering
from west or east and showed up at my house.
He begs and prays for help to travel on.
Let us assist him, as we have before
with other guests: no visitor has ever
been forced to linger in my house...
               ...And I invite you also, lords, to welcome him with me.
Do not refuse! We also must invite Demodocus, the poet...       (Dem-aw-duh-kus)
Later that night at Alcinous’s banquet
They all took food. When they were satisfied, the Muse
prompted the bard to sing of famous actions,
an episode whose fame has touched the sky:
Achilles’ and Odysseus’ quarrel –                  (Ah-kill-ees, Oh-diss-ee-us)
how at a splendid sacrificial feast,
they argued bitterly...
So sang the famous bard. Odysseus
with his strong hands picked up his heavy cloak
of purple, and he covered up his face.
He was ashamed to let them see him cry.
Each time the singer paused, Odysseus
wiped tears, drew down the cloak and poured a splash
of wine out of his goblet, for the gods.
but each time, the Phaeacian nobles urged
the bard to sing again – they loved his songs.
So he would start again; Odysseus
would moan and hide his head beneath his cloak.
Only Alcinous could see his tears,
since he was sitting next to him, and heard
the sobbing. So he quickly spoke. “My lords!
We have already satisfied our wish
for feasting, and the lyre, the feast’s companion.
Now let us go outside and set up contests
in every sport, so when our guest goes home
he can tell all his friends we are the best
at boxing, wrestling, high-jumping, and sprinting.”
... They lined up, then dashed
all in an instant, right around the track
so fast they raised the dust up from the field.
Clytoneus was the best by far at springing;            (Kly-tone-ee-us_
he raced past all the others by the length
of a field plowed by mules and reached the crowd.
Next came the brutal sport of wrestling,
in which Euryalus was best. In jumping,              (Yer-ee-ah-lus)
Amphialus excelled. And at the discus,                 (Am-fye-ah-lus)
by far the best of all was Elatreus.                          (Ell-at-tree-us)
The prince Laodamas excelled at boxing.           (Lay-ow-duh-mus)
They all enjoyed the games. When they were over,
Laodamas, Alcinous’ son,
said, “Now my friends, we ought to ask the stranger
if he plays any sports. His build is strong;
his legs and arms and neck are very sturdy,
and he is in his prime, though he has been
broken by suffering. No pain can shake
a man as badly as the sea, however
strong he once was.”
...He stood up in the middle of them all
and called Odysseus.
“Now you, sir! You should try our games as well
if you know any sports; it seems yo would
Nothing can be more glorious for a man
in a whole lifetime, than what he achieves
with hands and feet. So try, set care aside.
Soon you will travel, since your ship is launched.
The crew is standing by.”
               Odysseus
thought carefully – he had a plan. He answered
“Laodamas, why mock me with this challenge?
My heart is set on sorrow, not on games,
since I have suffered and endured so much
that now I only want to get back home.
I sit here praying to your king and people
to grant my wish.”
               Euryalus responded with outright taunting
               “Stranger, I suppose
you must be ignorant of all athletics.
I know your type. The captain of a crew
of merchant sailors, you roam round at sea
and only care about your freight and cargo,
keeping close watch on your ill-gotten gains.
You are no athlete.”
               With a scowl, he answered
“What crazy arrogance from you, you stranger!
The gods do not bless everyone the same,
with equal gifts of body, mind, or speech.
One man is weak, but gods may crown his words
with loveliness. Men gladly look to him;
his speech is steady, with calm dignity.
He stands out from his audience, and when
he walks through town; the people look at him
as if he were a god. Another man
has godlike looks but no grace in his words.
Like you – you look impressive, and a god
could not improve your body. But your mind
is crippled. You have stirred my heart to anger
with these outrageous comments. I am not
lacking experience of sports and games.
When I was young, I trusted my strong arms
and was among the first. Now pain has crushed me.
I have endured the agonies of war,
and struggled through the dangers of the sea.
But you have challenged me and stung my heart.
Despite my suffering, I will compete.”
With that he leapt up, cloak and all, and seized
a massive discus, heavier than that
used by the others. He spun around, drew back
his arm and from his brawny hand he hurled.
The stone went humming. The Phaeacians, known
for rowing, ducked down cowering beneath
its arc; it flew beyond the other pegs...
“Try to match that!
If you can do it. I will throw another,
as far or farther. You have made me angry,
so I will take you on in any sport.
Come on! In boxing, wrestling, or springing,
I will compete with anyone, except
Laodamas: he is my host. Who would
fight with a friend? a man who challenges
those who have welcomed him in a strange land
is worthless and a fool; he spites himself.
But I will challenge any of you others.
Test my ability, let me know yours.
I am not weak at any sport men practice
I know the way to hold a polished bow.
I always was the first to hit my man
out of a horde of enemies, though many
comrades stood by me, arrows taking aim.
...and I can throw a spear beyond the shots
that others reach with arrows. I am only
concerned that one of you may win the footrace
I lost my stamina and my legs weakened
during my time at sea, upon the raft;
I could not do my exercise routine.”
The crowd was silent, but Alcinous
said, “Sir, you have expressed, with fine good manners
your wish to show your talents, and your anger
at that man who stood up in this arena
and mocked you, as no one who understands
how to speak properly would ever do.
Now listen carefully, so you may tell
your own find friends at home when you are feasting
beside your wife and children, and remember
our skill in all the deeds we have accomplished
from our forefathers’ time till now. We are
not brilliant at wrestling, or boxing,
but we are quick at sprinting, and with ships
we are the best. We love the feast, the lyre
dancing and varied clothes, hot baths and bed.
But now let the best dancers of Phaeacia
perform, so that our guest may tell his friends
when he gets home, how excellent we are
 at seafaring, at running, and at dancing
and song...” ...Then Odysseus said,
“King of many citizens, great lord,
you boasted that your dancers are the best,
and it is true. I feel amazed to see
this marvelous show.”
That pleased the reverend king
He spoke at once to his seafaring people,
“Hear me, Phaeacian leaders, lords and nobles
The stranger seems extremely wise to me.
So, let us give him gifts, as hosts should do
to guests in friendship. Twelve lords rule our people,
with me as thirteenth lord. Let us each bring
a pound of precious gold and laundered clothes,
a tunic and a cloak. Then pile them up,
and let our guest take all these gifts, and go
to dinner with them, happy in his heart.
Euryalus should tell him he is sorry,
and give a special gift, since what he said was inappropriate.”
Book IX
We soon were at the cave, but did not find
the Cyclops; he was pasturing his flocks.
We went inside and looked at everything
We saw his crates weighed down with cheese, and pens
crammed full of lambs divided up by age:
the newborns, middlings, and those just weaned.
There were well-crafted bowls and pails for milking,
all full of why. My crew begged, "Let us grab
some cheese and quickly drive the kids and lambs
out of their pens and down to our swift ships,
and sail away across the salty water!"
That would have been the better choice. But I
refused. I hoped to see him, and find out
if he would give us gifts. In fact he brought
no joy to my companions. Then we lit
a fire, and made a sacrifice, and ate
some cheese, and sat to wait inside the cave
until he brought his flocks back home. He came
at dinnertime, and brought a load of wood
to make a fire. He hurled it noisily
into the cave. We were afraid, and cowered
towards the back. he drove his ewes and nannies
inside to milk them, but he left the rams
and he-goats in the spacious yard outside.
He lifted up the heavy stone and set it
to block the entrance of the cave. It was
a rock so huge and massive, twenty-two
strong carts could not have dragged it from the threshold.
He sat, and all in order milked his ewes
and she-goats, then he set the lambs to suck
beside each bleating mother. The he curdled
half of the fresh white milk, set that aside
in wicker baskets, and the rest he stored
in pails so he could drink it with his dinner.
When he had carefully performed his chores,
he lit a fire, then looked around, and saw us.
'Strangers! Who are you? Where did you come from
across the watery depths? Are you on business,
or roaming round with a goal, like pirates,
who risk their lives at sea to bring disaster
to other people?
So he spoke. His voice
so deep and booming, and his giant size,
made our hearts sink in terror. Even so,
I answered, 'We are Greeks, come here from Troy.
The winds have swept us off in all directions
across the vast expanse of sea, off course
from our planned route back home. Zeus willed it so,
We are proud to be the men of Agamemnon,
the son of Atreus, whose fame is greatest
under the sky, for sacking that vast city
and killing so many people. Now we beg you,
here at your knees, to grant a gift, as is
the norm for hosts and guests. Please sir, my lord:
respect the gods. We are your suppliants
and Zeus is on our side, since he takes care
of visitors, guest-friends, and those in need,'
Unmoved, he said, 'Well, foreigner, you are
a fool, or from some very distant country.
You order me to fear the gods! My people
think nothing of that Zeus with his big scepter,
nor any god; our strength is more than theirs.
if I spare you or spare your friends, it will not
be out of fear of Zeus. I do the bidding
of my own heart. But are you going far
in that fine ship of yours, or somewhere near?
He spoke to test me, but I saw right through him.
I know how these things work. I answered him
deceitfully.  'Poseidon, the Earth-Shaker
shipwrecked me at the far end of your island.
He pushed us in; wind dashed us on the rocks.
We barely managed to survive.'    But he
made no reply and showed no mercy. Leaping
up high, he reached his hands towards my men
seized two, and knocked them hard against the ground,
like puppies, and the floor was wet with brains.
He ripped them limb by limb to make his meal
then ate them like a lion on the mountains.
devouring flesh, entrails, and marrow bones,
and leaving nothing. Watching this disaster,
we wept and lifted up our hands in prayer
to Zeus. We felt so helpless. When the Cyclops
had filled his massive belly with his meal
of human meat and unmixed milk, he lay
stretched out among his flocks. Then thinking like
a military man, I thought I should
get out my sword, go up to him and thrust
right through his torso, feeling for his liver.
That would have doomed us all. On second thoughts,
I realized we were too weak to move
the mighty stone he set in the high doorway
So we stayed there in misery till dawn.
Early the Dawn appeared, pink fingers blooming,
and then he lit his fire and milked his ewes
in turn, and set a lamb by every one.
When he had diligently done his chores,
he grabbed two men and made a meal of them.
After he ate, he drove his fat flock out.
He rolled the boulder out and back with ease,
as one would set the lid upon a quiver.
Then whistling merrily, the Cyclops drove
his fat flocks to the mountain. I was left,
scheming to take revenge on him and hurt him,
and gain the glory, if Athena let me.
I made my plan...
At evening he drove back his wooly flocks...
His chores were done;
he grabbed two men for dinner. I approached
and offered him a cup of ivy wood,
filled full of wine. I said 'Here, Cyclops! you
have eaten human meat; now drink some wine,
sample the merchandise our ship contains.
I brought it as a holy offering,
so you might pity me and send me home.
But you are in a cruel rage, beyond
what anyone could bear. Do you expect
more guests, when you have treated us so rudely?'
He took and drank the sweet delicious wine'
he loved it, and demanded more. 'Another!
And now tell me your name, so I can give you
a present as my guest, one you will like...
So I gave him
another cup of wine, and then two more.
He drank them all, unwisely. With the wine
gone to his head, I told him, all politeness,
'Cyclops, you asked my name. I will reveal it;
then you must give the gift you promised me,
of hospitality. My name is Noman.
My family and friends all call me Noman.'
He answered with no pity in his heart,
'I will eat Noman last; first I will eat
the other men. That is my gift to you.'
Then he collapsed, fell on his back, and lay there,
his massive neck askew. All -conquering sleep
took him. In drunken heaviness, he spewed
wine from his throat, and chunks of human flesh.
And then I drove the spear into the embers
to heat it up, and told my men, 'Be brave!'
I wanted none of them to shrink in fear.
The fire soon seized the olive spear,
green though it was, and terribly it glowed.
I quickly snatched it from the fire. My crew
stood firm: some god was breathing courage in us.
They took the olive spear, its tip all sharp,
and shoved it in his eye. I leaned on top
and twisted it, as when a man drills wood
for shipbuilding. Below, the workers spin
the drill with straps, stretched out from either end.
So round and round it goes, and so we whirled
the fire-sharp weapon in his eye. His blood
poured out around the stake, and blazing fire
sizzled his lids and brows, and fried the roots...
So did his eyeball crackle on the spear.
Horribly then he howled, the rocks resounded,
and we shrank back in fear. He tugged the spear
out of his eye, all soaked with gushing blood,
Desperately with both hands he hurled it from him,
and shouted to the Cyclopes who lived
in caves high up on windy cliffs around
They heard and came from every side, and stood
near to the cave, and called out, 'Polyphemus!
What is the matter? Are you badly hurt?
Why are you screaming through the holy night
and keeping us awake? Is someone stealing
your herds, or trying to kill you, by some trick
or force?'  Strong Polyphemus from inside
replied, 'My friends! Noman is killing me
by tricks, not force.'  Their words flew back to him:
'If no one hurts you, you are all alone:
Great Zeus has made you sick; no help for that.
Pray to your father, mighty Lord Poseidon.'
Then off they went, and I laughed to myself
at how my name, the 'no man' maneuver, tricked him.
The Cyclops groaned and labored in his pain,
felt with blind hands and took the door-stone out,
and sat there at the entrance, arms outstretched,
to catch whoever went out with the sheep.
Maybe he thought I was a total fool.
But I was strategizing, hatching plans,
so that my men and I could all survive.
I wove all kinds of wiles and cunning schemes;
danger was near and it was life or death.
The best idea I formed was this: there were
those well-fed sturdy rams with good thick fleece,
wool as dark as violets - all fine big creatures.
So silently I tied them with the rope
used by the giant Cyclops as a bed.
I bound the rams in sets of three and set
a man beneath each middle sheep, with one
on either side, and so my men were saved.
One ram was the best of all the flock; I grabbed
his back and curled myself up underneath
his furry belly, clinging to his fleece;
by force of will I kept on hanging there,
And then we waited miserably for day.
When early Dawn revealed her rose-red hands,
the rams jumped up, all eager for the grass...
he felt the back
of each ram as he lined them up - but missed
the men tied up beneath their woolly bellies.
Last of them all, the big ram went outside,
heavy with wool and me - the clever trickster...
We rode a short way from the cave, then I
first freed myself and then untied my men.
We stole his nice fat animals, and ran,
constantly glancing all around and back
until we reached the ship.
 


