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IMPORTANT ACHAEANS (GREEKS)

AGAMEMNON

Son of Atreus
High King of

Mycenae

MENELAUS

Son of Atreus
King of Sparta
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Son of Laertes
King of Ithaca

“LITTLE” AJAX

Son of Oileus 
Prince of Locris

“GREAT” AJAX

Son of Telamon 
Prince of Salamis

NESTOR

Son of Neleus 
King of Pylos

DIOMEDES

Son of Tydeus 
King of Argos

TEUCER

Son of Telamon 
Half-brother of Ajax

The initial letter of each captain’s name is subtly worked into their breastplate and/or 
helmet. This and their unique shield decoration should help you tell them apart.

PATROCLUS

Son of 
Menoetius

ACHILLES

Son of Peleus
Leader of the 
Myrmidons
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HECTORHECTOR

Son of Priam
Prince of Troy

ANDROMACHE ANDANDROMACHE AND

SCAMANDRIUS

Wife and Son of Hector
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Daughter of Zeus
Wife of Menelaus
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King and Queen 
of Troy

ZEUSZEUS

God of Lightning 
Chief of the Gods

HERA
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Wife of Zeus

ATHENAATHENA

Goddess of Wisdom, 
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POSEIDON

God of the 
Ocean

HEPHAESTUSHEPHAESTUS

God of Fire

HADES

God of the 
Underworld

APHRODITEAPHRODITE

Goddess of 
Love

ARESARES

God of War
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God of the Sun 
and Medicine

HERMESHERMES

God of Trickery 
and Messengers

ARTEMISARTEMIS

Goddess of Hunting 
Sister of Apollo

THETISTHETIS

Goddess of the Sea 
Mother of Achilles

PARISPARIS

Son of Priam
Prince of Troy

PANDARUSPANDARUS

Son of Lycaon
Leader of the 

ZeleansZeleans

AENEASAENEAS

Son of Aphrodite
Leader of the 
Dardanians

SARPEDONSARPEDON

Son of Zeus
King of Lycia

THE GODS
(Top row: children of the Titans; bottom row: children of Zeus)



This is not the story of the Trojan War. Or at least not the whole story.

In The Iliad, Homer relates events that took place in the tenth and fi nal year of 
that war, centering on a feud between the warrior Achilles and the leader of the 
Greek forces, King Agamemnon. It does not tell the whole story of how the war 
started, or how it ended.

The Trojan War was fought probably sometime around the twelfth century B.C.E. 
(the late Bronze Age) between the people of Troy, on the west coast of Turkey, 
and the Achaeans — a loose alliance of city-states in and around Greece (nobody 
used the names Turkey or Greece at the time). The Achaeans were also sometimes 
called the Argives or the Danaans, just to confuse you.

The war was fought over a woman. Or possibly an apple, or a lot of gold, or 
control of trade routes. Here’s what supposedly happened: the two mightiest gods, 
Zeus and Poseidon, were both attracted to a sea-nymph named Thetis. But Zeus 
received a prophecy that Thetis would bear a son far more powerful than his 
father. Nobody wanted to see how powerful that son would be if he was fathered by 
a god, so a marriage was hastily arranged between Thetis and a mortal adventurer 
named Peleus (a companion of the legendary Heracles). 

The gods all came to their wedding and gave them priceless gifts, such as a pair 
of immortal horses and a magnifi cent spear and suit of armor. The goddess Eris 
(Strife or Discord) wasn’t invited to the wedding, but she showed up anyway. 
She rolled a golden apple into the midst of the party, with the words “For the 
fairest” written on it. This resulted in a beauty contest between Hera, Athena, and 

Prologue



Aphrodite, each of whom thought she was the fairest, and this contest was judged by 
the (un)lucky Paris, prince of Troy. At fi rst he said he couldn’t choose, but then the 
goddesses started offering him gifts, and Aphrodite won by promising him the most 
beautiful woman in the world: Helen, daughter of Zeus and Leda. She neglected to 
mention that Helen was already married. Also, by choosing Aphrodite, Paris made 
Athena and Hera his enemies forever.

Most of the Achaean leaders had been suitors of Helen years before. During that 
courtship, all of them had sworn an oath to defend whoever won her hand . The 
winner turned out to be Menelaus, King of Sparta.

So when Aphrodite helped Paris seduce Helen and steal her away, Menelaus and 
his brother, Agamemnon (King of Mycenae), called in the oaths of all the Achaean 
leaders, and they all set sail for Troy to claim Helen (along with the gold she’d taken 
with her and the loot they hoped to plunder from Troy, plus command of the best 
trade routes between Asia and the Mediterranean). 

As for Peleus and Thetis, they did have a son. His name was Achilles.



Book 1

RAGE. Sing to me, O Muse, of the rage of 
Achilles, fi ercest of all the Achaean warriors who 
sailed to Troy. His anger at King Agamemnon 
cost the Achaeans countless losses, sending the 
souls of many strong men down to Death.



They went to sack the city, to topple its 
towers and take back Helen of Sparta. 
Agamemnon led that mighty army across 
the sea to Troy, blackening the waves with 
an endless fl eet of ships.



It was Apollo who brought that strife 
to the Achaeans, striking their ranks 
with plague because Agamemnon had 
wronged Apollo’s priest Chryses.

Chryses prayed to Apollo 
for retribution, and the god 
heard him. Down he came 
from the heights of Mount 
Olympus, the arrows of 
disease and death rattling 
in his quiver like thunder, 
and darkness following in 
his footsteps.

Sing, O Muse, of the quarrel between Achilles 
and Agamemnon, in the tenth year of the war. 
Which one of the immortal gods began it?



His silver bow rained down 
affl icting arrows on the Achaeans 
for nine days, and they fell sick 
and died in droves. Day and night 
the funeral pyres burned the dead.

On the tenth 
day, Achilles 
called all the 
captains to 
assembly.

Hear me, Lord Marshall Agamemnon and captains of Achaea. We shall 
never sack the citadel of Troy. This plague will devour us. All the armies 
of Priam and his allies couldn’t drive us back, but now disease will strike 
us down. I think we must sail for home, unless any man gifted at reading 
the will of the gods can tell us why they’ve turned against us.

I can tell you. But you must promise 
to protect me, great Achilles, for my 
answer will bring down the wrath of a 
man whose power I cannot escape.

The sceptre Achilles is holding represents permission to speak in assembly and was 
passed around so that only one person spoke at a time. Agamemnon also has a sceptre, 
which marks his authority as High King of the Achaeans.
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Apollo will not lift this plague until 
Agamemnon returns the girl to her father, 
freely and with no ransom asked, and we 
make sacrifi ces on Apollo’s altar.

You bird of ill omen! You always 
speak against me, and your 
prophecies are all of doom.

Yes, I refused to give 
up the girl. She’s mine! 
She is more pleasing 
to me than my own 
wife, Clytemnestra!

I promise you, Calchas, my spear 
will take the lifeblood of any man 
who tries to punish you — even 
if it is Agamemnon himself you 
mean. You have my oath.

Then hear me, my lords: 
Phoebus* Apollo is angry 
because Agamemnon would not 
ransom Chryseis, 
daughter of the 
priest Chryses. 

* A popular nickname for Apollo, 
Phoebus means “bright.”

He refused a fair 
price for the girl 
and sent Apollo’s 
favored priest away 
with threats and 
insults. 



All the spoils of war have been shared out. What woman 
shall be offered up to satisfy your pride, Agamemnon?

And yet, if it is true Apollo brings this 
plague, then I will give Chryseis up to 
appease the god and save the army.

But heed me: I must have another 
woman in her place! How would 
it look if I of all men, the Lord 
Marshall, lost my prize?

Perhaps I will have your woman, your woman, your
Achilles. Or Odysseus’s, or Ajax’s, 
or any one I choose! That man may 
choke with rage, but let him! I will 
take his prize to replace mine.

Who shall 
it be. . . ? 

Well, there’s 
time to choose 
later. Let’s waste 
no more time 
now — take 
Chryseis back 
to her father at 
once, and make 
offerings to 
Phoebus Apollo.

*  The Achaeans attacked many lesser cities allied with Troy. The prisoners they captured, both 
men and women, became slaves (though they might be ransomed or could buy their freedom 
back.) Slaves were among the most valued prizes divvied up with the other “spoils of war.”

You overbearing, 
shameless, greedy fool! 
How can any man obey 
you in battle after you 
threaten to take from 
us by force what was 
given fairly?

I have no quarrel with the Trojans. They’ve 
done nothing to me. I came here to fi ght on 
your behalf, to help your brother retrieve 
his wife. Is this how you reward me?

I’ve done your will, fought 
harder in the fi eld than 
you ever have, sacked city 
after city.* Yet each time 
you take the lion’s share 
of plunder!

Well, I’ve had enough. 
This time I’ll sail for 
home, and leave you 
here to face the killing 
spear of Hector.
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Go, then! Desert like a coward. 
But I tell you now that I will take 
Briseis,* your pretty prize, for my 
own. Let no man think he can 
thwart the will of Agamemnon.

! — Athena, 
daughter 
of Zeus, 
why do you 
appear here?

White-armed Hera sent me to 
quell your killing rage. Hold 
your hand, hero. Soon you’ll 
be repaid many times over, and 
endless glory will be yours.

Do not use your 
sword. Cut him 
with your words. 
Tell him how it 
shall be.

*  Briseis was the daughter of King Briseus of Lyrnessus, an 
ally of Troy. Achilles captured the city, killed her husband 
and brothers, and kept her as a prize of war.



Agamemnon, I swear by this 
staff — this branch which will 
never sprout again, which is 
used to dispense the justice of 
Zeus — that there will come a 
day, not far off, when you and 
every Achaean soldier will groan 
and wish for Achilles’s help. But 
I will not come, even though 
Hector kills your men by the 
thousands! Then you’ll tremble 
in fear and remorse for this 
dishonor done to me.
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This is a black day. How the 
Trojans would rejoice if they 
could see this bitter fi ght 
between the greatest men of 
our army.

But listen. I am the oldest 
here. I fought with greater 
heroes than any now alive — 
even godlike Theseus! And 
they all listened to my advice. 
So heed me now.

Great Agamemnon, 
give up the girl at 
once, and do not take 
Achilles’s prize. We 
will see you repaid 
with the best spoils 
when we sack Troy. 

Achilles, don’t turn 
against us, but fi ght 
the Trojans and win 
everlasting glory.

Well spoken, Nestor. But 
Achilles wants to lord it over all 
of us, and I will not allow it.

I’ll never follow your 
orders again if you take 
Briseis. And should you 
lay claim to anything else 
of mine, your blood will 

soak my spear.
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That was the rift that wrought 
such suffering for the leaders of 
Achaea and Troy alike.

Now Agamemnon ordered a fast ship 
readied, with twenty strong rowers, 
and Chryseis put aboard. Under 
Odysseus’s command they set out 
swiftly upon the highways of the sea.

Meanwhile Agamemnon sent two 
heralds, Eurybates and Talthybius, 
to fetch Briseis from Achilles’s hut.

Come forward, friends. My 
quarrel is not with you. Patroclus, 

bring 
Briseis 
out.





Why do you 
weep, my child?

Mother, why ask me 
what you already know?

Zeus has promised me glory; but Agamemnon gives me unendurable 
disgrace. Mother, will you go to Zeus on my behalf? Remind him 

of his promises, and of his debt to you, 
for saving him when the other 

gods wished to bind him in 
shackles — you called up 
Briareus, the creature with 
a hundred hands, to hold 
them off. Ask Zeus to take 
the Trojan side, drive the 
Achaeans back to the ships, 
and show them all the folly 
of Agamemnon.

Alas, my son! You 
have so little time 
left in the light of 
day. If only you 
could be happy for 
one moment.

Zeus and the gods 
attend a feast in 
Ethiopia, but when 
they return, I will 
do as you ask.
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Reaching the port of Chryse, Odysseus reunited Chryseis with her father, and they 
burned offerings and raised prayers and songs to Apollo. Then Odysseus sailed back 
across the sea to Troy.

All this time, Achilles 
nursed his anger. On 
the twelfth day, his 
mother, Thetis, fl ew up 
to Mount Olympus.
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I saw you bow 
your head to that 
sea-trollop just 
now.* What have 
you promised her?

I’m sure you’ve 
guessed already, Hera.

Attend me, Dream. I 
have a task for you.

Yes, great 
Zeus?

You’ll let the Trojans drive the 
Argives back to their ships, all 
for the glory of Achilles.

If I will, then let my will 
be done. You only hurt 
your cause by goading me.

Leave off now, before you 
feel my anger.

*  If Zeus bowed his head when making a promise, 
it was said to be an unbreakable vow.

Take a dream to Agamemnon. Tell him 
to attack the city with all his force. Tell 
him the day of victory has come.
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Book 2 — The Armies

Zeus the Thunderer 
has sent me a dream. 
Our day of triumph 
has arrived. 

Form up the army, 
and we will fi nally 
topple the walls of 
Troy. Zeus favors 
us this day!

But fi rst I have an idea: I’ll 
test the men, telling them 
to board the ships for 
home. Odysseus, Nestor, 
and all you captains, be 
ready to rally them; bring 
them back if they succumb 
to their longing for home.

Captains! 

What put this foolish 
notion in the king’s mind? 
Had Dream made him 
blind in his confi dence?
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Achaeans! Here we sit on the beach at 
Troy, as we have for nine long years — 
no victory, only heartache — missing 
our families, our homes. The hulls and 
rigging of our ships are rotting, while the 
walls of Troy stand strong. We outnumber 
the native Trojans ten to one. We’d have 
crushed them years ago, but their allies 
are numerous and well equipped.

I see now that Zeus lied when he promised 
us victory. Let’s board our ships and sail 
for home at once!

The hearts leapt within their 
breasts, and the Achaeans 
scrambled for their ships.

But Athena put 
strength in Odysseus 
to rally them — 
calling the captains to 
help him, corralling 
the commoners back 
to assembly.

Stop!
Bring them back!

The king 
tests you!
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High King! Your men would 
forget their promise to 
you — their oath that they 
would not go home before 
sacking windy Ilium!* They’ve 
lost heart, and they miss their 
wives — as any man would do 
after a month at sea, let alone 
nine years at war!

But listen, all of you! 
Remember the prophecy of 
Calchas — the signs you all 
saw with your own eyes!

When we made 
sacrifi ces at Aulis, 
a great red snake 
emerged from the 
altar. It climbed a tree 
nearby, where a mother 
bird and eight chicks 
perched on a high 
branch. The serpent 
ate them all, even 
lunged and caught the 
mother bird. Then it 
was suddenly turned 
to stone!

Back 
in line!

For shame, 
Achaeans!

*  Troy is also known as Ilium, Ilion, and Ilios, in honor 
of its founder King Ilos. The Iliad means, roughly, “the The Iliad means, roughly, “the The Iliad
Song of Ilium.”
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Calchas took no time to read those signs. He spoke 
up at once and said, “This sign comes from Zeus, 
as clear as day: nine birds devoured, nine years we’ll 
fi ght in Troy, and on the tenth its stone walls and 
broad streets will be ours.”

This all unfolds as Calchas said, and soon 
we’ll sack the heights of Troy. Hold on, my 
friends! The victory will come.

My lord, form up the 
army according to tribes 
and clans, and lead us 
into battle. Then you’ll 
see which commanders 
and which men are 
strongest in the fi ght and 
which are holding back.

O wise Nestor 
and cunning 
Odysseus! 
If I had ten 
counselors like 
you, Troy would 
be ours already.

Let every man eat 
now, sharpen his 
spears, prepare 
himself to fi ght all 
day — no rest until 
night parts us from 
our enemies!



Agamemnon ordered an ox slaughtered. They 
wrapped the thighbones in fat, burned them in 
offering, and prayed to Zeus for victory. Then each 
man tasted the organs and ate his fi ll of the meat.

Then the heralds called the army to muster on the open plain. 

O Muses who look down from high Olympus, how shall I describe that mighty host of 
men who poured out from the ships, like the great fl ocks of migrating birds that take 
wing in the meadows by the stream of Caÿster — as numerous as the leaves of a forest.



I could never name all the rank and fi le, but tell me, O Muse: who 
were the captains, the heroes who led each company in battle?

The giant Ajax, 
son of Telamon, 
brought 12 ships 
from Salamis, 
with 120 fi ghting 
men in each, and 
beached them at 
one end of the line, 
where the greatest 
danger lay. 

Beside him were 
the Locrians, led by 
“Little” Ajax, son 
of Oileus — little 
by comparison with 
Telamonian Ajax, 
but no man had more 
skill with a spear. He 
brought 40 ships.

From the stallion 
land of Argos came 
Diomedes and his 
lieutenants Sthenelus 
and Euryalus, with 
80 ships.

From the mighty 
citadel of Mycenae, 
High King Agamemnon 
brought 100 ships.

From Sparta came 
Agamemnon’s 
brother, Menelaus, 
lord of the war-cry 
and husband of 
Helen. 60 ships.

Men of Pylos, led by 
the wily charioteer 
Nestor of Gerenia. 
90 ships.



These were foremost among the 
Achaeans, but there were more: 
from Boeotia, Phthia, Phocis, 
Athens, and Euboia they came. 
From Arcadia, Buprasion, 
Dulichion, Aetolia — from all the 
lands and allies of Achaea, more 
than a thousand ships in all.

Agapenor 
of Arcadia. 
60 ships.

Odysseus led the 
proud Cephallenians 
of Ithaca, Neriton, 
Zacynthus, and 
Samos. 12 ships.

Idomeneus 
of Crete. 
80 ships.

Tlepolemus, 
son of Heracles, 
brought 9 ships 
from Rhodes.

Podalirius and 
Machaon, sons of 
the healer Asclepius, 
brought 30 ships.



On they fl owed, rank on rank, to the plain before the Scamander River, 
and the earth resounded with the tramp of marching men and horses’ 
hooves. The captains in their chariots rode ahead of their soldiers, 
armor fl ashing, horsehair plumes nodding grimly above their helms.



Only the mighty 
Achilles stayed 
back now, just as 
he had threatened. 
He had brought 
fi fty ships of fi erce 
Myrmidons, but 
now they idly tossed 
discs and spears 
on the beach while 
their commander 
pined for Briseis and 
nursed his anger at 
Agamemnon.



From the mighty walls of Ilium, the 
Trojans and their allies fl owed out on 
the Troad* to meet the Achaeans.

King Priam’s son 
the mighty Hector, 
breaker of horses, 
led the Trojans, the 
largest contingent.

Aeneas, son 
of the goddess 
Aphrodite, led 
the Dardanians, 
nearest of 
Troy’s allies. Sarpedon, son of Zeus, 

and his lieutenant 
Glaucus  led a mighty 
force from the far-
distant land of Lycia.

*  The plains around Troy are called 
the Troad, or Troas.



The men of 
Zelea were led 
by the famous 
archer Pandarus.

The men of Adresteia 
and Apaesus were 
led by Adrestus and 
Amphius, sons of 
the seer Merops. He 
begged them not to 
go but could not turn 
them from their fate.

Asius led the Arisbeians. 

Hippothous and Pylaeus — 
the Pelasgians. 

Acamas and Pirous — 
the Thracians.

Pyraechmes — the Paeonians.

Pylaemenes — the Paphlagonians.

Odius and Epistrophus — 
the Halizonians.

Chromis and Ennomus — the 
Mysians. Ennomus was an augur,* 
but his bird-lore would not save 
him from the hands of Achilles.

Phorcys and Ascanius — 
the Phrygians.

Nastes led the Carians.

* An augur is someone who predicts the augur is someone who predicts the augur
future based on the fl ight of birds.
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Book 3 — The Challenge

Tell me, O Muse, how those 
two great armies faced off 
for battle. 

Their advance brought up a 
rolling cloud of dust so thick 
that none could see more 
than a stone’s throw across 
the plain.

The Trojans drew up wave on 
wave, roaring like the ocean 
surf, while the Achaeans 
came on in silence, shoulder 
to shoulder. 

At once the graceful Paris stepped 
out from the Trojan lines, daring the 
Argives* to meet him in combat.

And Menelaus, rejoicing to see his 
enemy, leapt down to meet him.

*  Homer uses Achaeans, Argives, and 
Danaans interchangeably.
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I’m ashamed 
to call you 
my brother.

Handsome Paris, favored by Aphrodite! I 
wish you’d never been born. You were brave 
enough when you sailed to Sparta, stole the 
wife of Menelaus, and brought the hornet’s 
nest down on all our heads! Now you cower 
away from the man you wronged.

You’re right to rebuke me, Hector. 
Still, each man has whichever gifts 
the gods are pleased to give him. 
Do not despise the gifts of the 
goddess of love.

But now I tell you, I will fi ght Menelaus. Let it be 
a duel to end this war and save the city. Whichever 
man triumphs, he’ll keep Helen and all her wealth. 
Let the rest put down their weapons and take oaths 
to depart in friendship.

Battalions, halt!
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Hold, Argives! 
Hear him out!

Trojans! Argives! Paris challenges 
Menelaus to single combat! Let all 
men put their weapons down while 
these two fi ght between the lines 
for Helen and her Spartan gold. 

The winner takes it 
all — the rest, with 
solemn oaths, shall 
part as friends!

I am the wounded party here, and I agree! Enough hardships. 
The Trojans and Achaeans should part in peace!

Bring down a black ewe and a snow-white ram to sacrifi ce. 
And bring King Priam here so he can make the oath of peace 
himself, since I do not trust his wild sons.
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Helen!

Soldiers slung their shields on their backs and 
sat down in the dust, with hope in their hearts 
that one more death might end the war.

Come, dearest, and see a marvel! The armies have 
stopped fi ghting! The men lean on their shields, 
their sharp spears stuck in the ground at their feet.

Come here, my child. 
I bear you no ill will.

I revere you, great 
Priam, and I love 
you as a father. I wish 
these misfortunes 
had not followed 
me to your city.
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Come, come. My old eyes are not so 
sharp as they once were. Tell me, child, 
who is that imposing Achaean there?

That is the High King 
of Mycenae and all the 
Argives: Agamemnon, 
son of Atreus.

He was my 
brother-in-law 
once — or was 
that all a dream?

Oh, fortune has favored 
you, Agamemnon — you 
command the greatest 
army ever seen!

Who is that man there? Far shorter 
than Agamemnon, but broad as an 
ox or a burly ram, ranging back and 

forth to bring his fl ock to heel.

That is Odysseus, son 
of Laertes. No man 
can match him for 
tricks and strategy.

Who is that 
giant who towers 
over all the rest?

That is Great Ajax, bulwark 
of the Achaeans. And beside 
him is Idomeneus, who often 
visited us from Crete.

I remember them all, my husband’s 
comrades. But there are two I cannot fi nd: 
my brothers, Castor and Polydeuces.*

*  The twins of the constellation Gemini. 
Homer tells us they are already dead.
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King Priam, Hector begs 
you to bring a black ewe 
and a snow-white ram 
for sacrifi ce. 

Agamemnon drew his dagger and cut tufts of fl eece from 
the sacrifi cial animals to distribute among the captains.

Paris and Menelaus will fi ght a duel to win Helen 
and her gold. All the rest will part in peace.
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Father Zeus, and Helios with your all-seeing 
eyes, you Rivers and you Earth, and you Powers 
of the Underworld, I call on you to witness our 
oaths and see that they are kept. If Paris kills 
Menelaus, let him keep Helen and her wealth, 
and we will sail for home in our black ships. 
But if Menelaus kills Paris, the Trojans must 
surrender Helen and all her possessions, and 
compensate the Argives suitably.

If any break their 
oaths, we fi ght on 
to the bloody end.

The sacrifi cial lambs gasped out their 
lives on the Trojan earth. And now wine 
was mixed and poured out to the gods, 
every man praying for victory or safe 
return to his home.

The gods, I’m sure, already 
know who will survive this 
combat. Myself, I cannot 
watch my son do battle with 
Menelaus. I take my leave.
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Hector and Odysseus 
then measured out the 
ground of combat, and 
threw lots to see which 
fi ghter would hurl 
his bronze spear fi rst. 
Paris’s marker fl ew fi rst 
from the bronze helm.
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Father Zeus, grant me 
revenge upon the man 
who wronged me, so 
that every man may 
be warned against 
betraying his host!
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O cruel Zeus!



37



38

It was Aphrodite’s touch that made 
the chin-strap break, and then she 
concealed Paris in a mist and drew 
him away from the fi eld of battle.



Paris
!!!
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Aphrodite brought Paris to his 
own bedchamber and swept the 
sweat and dirt of combat from 
his handsome body.

Then she fl ew in the 
guise of a maid to the 
battlements to fi nd Helen.
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Come, my lady. Paris himself summons you to his 
bedchamber. You would not know he has just come from 
battle, so fresh and fair does he appear. Rather, you’d 
think the man was going dancing. Hurry to him now.

Ah! Goddess, I 
recognize you now. 
Why do you seduce me? 
Haven’t you caused me 
enough pain? Why not 
go to him yourself if you 
love him so much?

Paris? 
How?

Do not refuse me, 
mortal girl. If you 
lose my favor now, 
the love of Trojans 
and Achaeans alike 
will turn to hatred, 
and then your fate 
will be a grim one.




