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4.1 Homer: The lliad

Homer's fliad, the great epic of the Trojan wars, is based on the legend of the seduction and abduction
of Helen, wife of King Minolaus of Sparta (in Southern Greeca), by the young prince Paris of Troy, or
llium, a city in Asia Minor, not far from present-day Istanbul. Helen, who is considered to have been one
of the great beauties of history, fell in love with Paris and gladly accompanied him to Troy. Her husband,
understandably, was not pleased so sent a Spartan army to Troy to bring her back home. Once there,
however, the Greeks found themselves unable to penetrate the walls of the city. Always ingenious, the
Greeks built a wooden horse, the famous “Trojan Horse,” and filled it with soldiers. The curious Trojans
pulled it inside the city, and the Greek soldiers leaped out, took the city, and recaptured Helen. Prominent
in all these activities was the formidable Greek warrior, Achilles.

Little is known of the life of Homer. He lived in the eighth century s.c. and is thought to have been blind.
Itis probable that he did not actually compose the fliad and Odyssey in writing but recited them to his
disciples who presumably then transcribed them.

Source: Trans. Aloxander Pope.

BOOK XXII

To such T call the gods! one constant state.
Of lasting rancour and eternal hate:

No thought but rage, and never-ceasing sirife
Till death extinguish rage, and thought, and fife
Rouse then thy forces this important hour,
Collect thy sou, and call forth all thy pover.
No further subterfuge, no further chance;

“Tis Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance.

Each Grecian ghost, by thee deprived of breath,
Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death
He spoke, and launch'd his javelin at the foe;
But Hector shunn'd the mediated blow.

He stoop’d, while o’er his head the flying spear
Sang innocent, and spent its force in air
Minerva watchd it falling on the land,

Then drew, and gave to great Achilles” hand,
Unseen of Hector, who, elate with joy,
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Now shakes his lance, and braves the dread of Troy.
“The life you boasted to that javelin given,

Prince! you have miss'd. My fate depends on Heaven.
To thee, presumptuous as thou art, unknown,

O what must prove my fortune, of thy own.

Boasting is but an art, our fears to blind,

And with false terrors sink another’s mind.

But know, whatever fate I am to try,

By a0 dishonest wound shall Hector die.

1 shall not fall a fugitive at least,

My soul shall bravely issue from my breast.

But first, try thou my arm; and may this dart

End all my country’s woes, deep buried in thy heart.”
The weapon flew, its course unerring held,

Unerring, but the heavenly shield repell'd

‘The mortal dart; resulting with 2 bound
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From off the singing orb, it struck the grovad.
Hector beheld his javelin fall i vain,
Nor other lance, nor other hope remain;
He calls Deiphobus, demands a spear-
In vain, for no Deiphobus was there.
All comfortless he stands: then, with a sigh:
“Tis so-Heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh!
1 deenn’d Deiphobus had heard my call,
But he secure lies guarded in the wall
A god deceived me; Pallas, ‘twas thy deed,
Death and black fate approach! ‘tis T must bleed.
No refuge now, 0 succour from above,
Great Jove deserts me, and the son of Jove,
Propitious once, and Kind! Then, welcome fate!
“Tis true I perish, yet I perish great:
Yet in a mighty deed I shall expire,
Let future ages hear it, and admirel”

Fierce, at the word, his weighty sword he drev
And, all collected, on Achilles flew
So Jove’s bold bird, high balanced in the air,
Stoops from the clouds to truss the quivering hare.
Nor less Achilles his fierce soul prepares:
Before his breast the flaming shield he bears,
Refulgent orb! above his fourfold cone.
The gilded horse-hair sparkled in the sun,
Nodding at every step: (Volcanian framel)
And as he moved, his figure seem’d on flame.
As radiant Hesper shines with keener light,
Far-beaming oer the silver host of aight,
When all the starry train emblaze the sphere:
So shone the poiat of great Achilles” spea.
In his right hand he waves the weapon zound,
Eyes the whole man, and meditates the wound;
But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore
Securely cased the warrior's body o'er
One space at length e spies, to let in fate,
‘Where “twixt the neck and throat the joiated plate
Gave entrance: through that penstrable part
Furious he drove the well-directed dart
Nor pierced the windpipe ye, nor took the power
Of speech, unhappy! from thy dying hour.
Prone on the field the bleeding warrior lies,
While, thus triumphing, stem Achilles cries:
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“At fast i Hector stretch’d upon the plain,
Who fear’d n0 vengeance for Patroclus slain:

Then, prince! you should have fear’d, what now you feel;
Achilles absent was Achilles stll

Questions:
1. What seems to be Hector's attitude toward fate?

2.In this passage, does fate seem arbitrary or are there other forces at work? What are these forces?




