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I don thine armour, golden and fair
As thy countenance speaks thy words
Thine eyes doth glow, full of fear
But my friend I have already spoke

My brother thou art, in all but blood
Thy winged words cannot hold me
Thy foolish anger turned thee coward
But shadow of thy thunderous bravery

Thine unbridled wrath, and fallible heart,
Defeat doth follows thy heart ensnared
To war I must go, and play my part
As I don thine armour, golden and fair

As thy greaves are placed upon my limbs
A fire doth runs, in this blood of mine
Thou places thy helmet upon my head
Once crowning thy hair so gold and fine

Upon rough black curls, thy helmet now lays
Upon a man less noble than thee
Why dost thou sink as a man so base?
Thou were Son of the Gods, now unworthy

Your hands doth beg, a silent sound
Though thy touch is engraved upon me
I will move the earth, when I find my ground
My brother in war, do not deter me

Thine eyes doth shine, with tears of old
Thy lips doth tremble in cold despair
A parting the fates could not have foretold
I will go with Nike’s shield and trumpet blares

As swords do clash, and gods doth cry
Shadows fall upon thy glinting helmet
For the Daughter of the Apple we all must die
To Hades clutches we all shall plummet

Yet my feet will lead me to the fields war
A mortal man who must hold his sword high
Beauty doth arises, like spring after thaw
All seems beautiful to a man doomed to die

Alas Legends and heroes must set and rise,
Like Apollo’s Sun chariot, bright and aflame,
In between must come the night’s dark skies
As the hero ascends, the heavens learn his name

I set out conquer, under thine armour and form,
My back hath turned, yet my heart lays bare,
Between and before us, roars a mighty storm
Yet I shall don thine armour, golden and fair

HEKTOR

The bright sun bathed Troy in a splendid light. As glorious as gold the city looked as young Hektor studied the finely shaped buildings that overlooked the glittering sea. The eight-year-old boy leaned over the window and sighed, with a sort of contentment that not even the most devout of worshippers could find.
	He would have remained like this a while yet were it not for the loud banging of the doors behind him. He turned just in time to see his sister Kassandra burst in. Her cheeks flushed a feverish red and her long dark curls bouncing behind her, entwining themselves into unmanageable knots. Her dark eyes flashed with zealous excitement.
	“It’s a boy!” she exclaimed. 
	Hektor grinned at her. He had many younger brothers; even so he was excited at the prospect of having another, whom he could make his friend.
	“Where is he?”
	“With mother of course!”
	With that she took his hand and raced across the halls with her older brother in tow. Kassandra’s squeals of laughter could be heard through the hallowed halls, filling them with golden mirth. They soon reached their mother’s chamber, but stopped suddenly at the door perceiving a serious conversation. There stood their father, Priam, a dark man of formidable stature, head bent low, eyebrow furrowed in concern. Aesacus most revered of all the seers in Troy sat beside Queen Hekabe who cradled the child in her arms, oblivious to the tension that surrounded the room.
	It was then that Hektor caught a glimpse of the child. Dark haired like him and his siblings with a wistful cherubic face. Priam addressed Aesacus.
	“Is all well for the fate of the child?”
	“So far yes my liege.” But then he turned to Hekabe who looked up delighted. “If you may permit you majesty.” Started Aesacus. “May I inquire into any dreams you had last night.”
	Hekabe frowned. “I don’t remember.” The creases between her soft brows deepened. “There was one. Now that I think of it. I dreamt I gave birth to a flaming torch.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Silence fell over the room as they watched Aesacus put his mind and perception to interpreting the nature of the dream. His dark eyes became as vacant as an ancient tomb, filled with strewn bones and looted of its treasures. He seemed as if in a trance. Then suddenly he gasped. His eyes widened. Hektor never forgot that look of pure mortification. As if he had gone down to the merciless underworld, to its bare trees and black earth. As if he had glanced upon the terror and beauty that was Persephone crowned with bleached bones and bloody diamonds upon her black hair.
	“The boy will be the death of us all!” he cried. “We must kill him.”
	“NO!” Kassandra’s loud screech resonated throughout the room.
	She rushed as if ready to attack the old seer for the words he had just uttered. Yet Hektor’s hands fastened upon her slim wrist, being careful not to let it slip through his hold. The three adults faced them, as if only just realising the presence of the children. Priam turned, for the first time Hektor saw tears in the eyes of his dear father. He hated them. He then glanced at the baby, who lay asleep unaware of the disaster the Fates had bestowed upon him. Why did something so small have to start something so big?
	“He’s my son!” Hekabe whimpered holding the child to her breast. “He’s but a baby. How can you trust a dream? It is nothing but the product of the lucid mind!”
	“Dreams are ordained by Zeus himself.” Mumbled Aesacus severely.
	“I can’t do it.” Quavered the voice of mighty Priam. “I can’t kill him.”
	For the first time Aesacus’ features were those of pure sympathy.
	“We’ll leave him on Mt. Ida.” He stated. “That way the gods can decide his death or the death of the Trojan people.”
	With shaking hands Priam took the child from his wife’s trembling hold. He looked upon his son for what he was sure was the last time, then handed the boy to Aesacus.
	He turned his back his magnificent robe swishing along with the sharp movement.
	“Take him away!” he ordered.
	The seer holding the fate of Troy in his hands bowed and hastily left the room. Once the footsteps could no longer be heard Priam turned his head and faced his two children. Hektor held on to his sister, he could feel the wrath seeping through her veins like flames. She remained silent with her glittering eyes flashing accusingly at all those around her.
	Priam knelt in front them as a prisoner kneels for execution.
	“You must promise.” He started “Not to tell you other brothers and sisters.” He gave a brave smile. “You have to be strong for me. It was hard for me to make this decision.”
	Hektor heard the pain in his voice and he hated it. With tears in his eyes he let go of his sister’s hand and wrapped his arms around his father’s neck, his stained cheek pressed against his shoulder. Soon enough he felt Kassandra’s arms over his own. Brother and sister held their father in a tight embrace.
	Yet Hektor had not forgotten his dear mother. He looked up from the folds of his father’s robes and through his tears he saw a sight which he wished he hadn’t seen. She seemed to crumble. Not knowing what happened around her. Her eyes were glassy with tears, her lips trembled with grief. Broken and out of reach, a woman unlike his mother. It was the baby that caused all of this and he hated it with every ounce of his being. It was hear at eight years of age that he swore by all the gods and rivers he knew to protect his city and his family from harm. Be his death come before they were touched.
	
Patroklos 

The low thud of the wooden dice sounded against the soft earthen ground. Patroklos grinned, a smile that was almost dazzling against his bronzed skin.
	“I win this round Clysonymus!” he exclaimed to his companion.
	Clysonymus furrowed his brow. But the lines of disappointment cleared, as he took up the dice in his plump fingers. 
	“We’ll see who wins the next round.” A smiled erupted upon his face. “I was going easy on you.”
	Patroklos’ heart blackened with indignity and inferiority. These words were far too familiar for his liking.
	“Are you saying I’m not good enough?”
	Clysomynus’s eyes widened, as if he suddenly realised what he had just said. 
	“Patroklos I didn’t mean…”
	“You know exactly what you meant! You’re just like the rest of them!”
	“Stop crying! Maybe they are right! You really are like a puny little girl!”
	That was when the fine threads of self-control snapped in the young boy’s mind. He cried and lashed out at his companion. Clysonymus staggered back and fell, startled by his friend’s fiery outburst. Full of rage like he had never felt Patroklos threw himself on top of Clysonymus raising his scrawny fists to deliver his blows. Clysomynus, now suddenly frightened tried to defend himself, waiting for the blows to recede by they didn’t. Blow after blow Patroklos’ fists found Clysomynus’s blubbery flesh. 
	“Patroklos stop!” he cried out through his tears. “Please you’re hurting me!”
	But Patroklos had not intention of stopping. He had enough of being treated like a scrawny good for nothing child.
	“I hate you!” he roared pummelling him with every ounce of strength he had in his thin body.
	When the fire inside of him receded so did his blows. He finally took in the situation. His fists were covered in blood, as were his clothes. He looked down at Clysonymus and cried out in disdain. For his companion’s body was covered with bruises. His clothes were stained with blood. Blood that gushed from his nose, mouth and the base of his neck.
	“Clysonymus! Wake up! Please you have to!” pleaded Patroklos. “Please!”
	But there is no use pleading to the dead. They cannot hear you, and if they can, there is nothing they can do to come back. 
	Horrified by his own actions Patroklos rose and backed away from his friend’s dead body. He looked down at his hands, the blood startling against his skin. A final look at his dead body and the realisation finally hit him. This blood would remain there for as long as he lived. He was a murderer.
	For every blow he had delivered to Clysonymus he received one hundred such to his conscious. He was always shunned for his weak form and emotional state of mind. Now he will be ostracised even further for being a murderer.
He screamed. He didn’t care who heard him. His best friend was dead and he himself had killed him. He turned his back and ran screeching all the way, revolted by what he’d done. The guilt and remorse ate away at him, threatening to push him over the very brink of his sanity. 
He crashed through the doors of his house weeping, gasping for air and on his knees. The blood on his arms streamed down in jagged rivulets, hitting the floor with an indiscernible drip drip. 
“Patroklos!” he heard his father, Menoitios’s deep booming voice call out in concern. Patroklos registered footsteps coming towards him. He heard his father gasp. He didn’t dare to look up.
“Patroklos! Child what happened? Who hurt you? Was it that Alastor boy again?”
Patroklos shook his head, sobs racking his lungs. It was far too much for five-year-old boy to handle. He looked up at his father with a torn guilt-ridden expression. His eyes seemed shredded in their bloodshot complexion.
“I killed him!” The little boy finally managed gasp out. 
“Killed who? Patroklos? What happened?”
“Clysonymus! I killed him!” Another round of tears plagued his eyes and tormented his chest. “I hate myself! Father I killed him!”
A looked of pure mortification graced the man’s stern features. Patroklos knew his exact thoughts. The old hero who had once sailed with Jason and the Argonauts had been through the unimaginable. Yet he never in his wildest dreams imagined that Patroklos, his own sweet Patroklos could have killed someone.
Menoitios brought his son in his arms. He didn’t care that the blood now stained his robe. The blood was now his onus as well Patroklos’s.  He held him close to his chest. Patroklos could feel his hot tears seep through to his shoulders where Menoitos had pressed his face.
“Tell me exactly what happened.” He said, his voice surprisingly calm.
Through blubbering and sobbing Patroklos told all. Of how one simple statement had set him off on an unimaginable rage. And how he had unwittingly killed his best friend. He didn’t fail to try and paint himself, as the most detestable person imaginable for that was how he felt. But it came across as a little boy wholly insecure by his experiences and unhinged by what he had done.
“What will happen to me?” he asked his father.
Menoitios ran his fingers lovingly through his son’s dark curls as he comforted him.
“I’m going to take you far away. Where no one can hurt you.”
By now their maid Marpessa had come to main hallway. Patroklos caught sight of her and buried himself further into his father’s chest. He didn’t want her to know what he had done. It was then that he swore in earnest that he would never let such anger blind him ever again.
“Marpessa.” Started Menoitios. “Bathe him and give him clean clothes. Tell Xanthe to cook his favourite dish. Pack our clothes Patroklos and I are going to Phthia, where Peleus resides, tomorrow.”
Marpessa outstretched her arms towards the little boy. Reluctantly he removed himself from his father’s steadfast hold. Marpessa took his blood stained hands into her own. She did not ask him any questions even though she knew something was amiss. She gave him a bright smile; Patroklos gave her watery one of his own.
She never ceased to make him laugh. Marpessa was young woman in her early twenties. She was considered as beautiful as the goddesses. Her fiery red hair and her ivory freckled skin made her standout from other woman. But her bright green blue eyes showed glimpses of her feisty independent nature. That along with her preference to women ruled her an outcast. Hence Menoitios had trouble marrying her off. Not that it mattered anyway, Patroklos adored her as if she was his own mother and he would dearly miss her if she were no longer a part of the household.
Despite his anguish a question formed in Patroklos’s mind as the reached the bathing house. Marpessa started to take off his bloodstained clothing. As they were being taken off Patroklos grew more self-conscious of the blood. But none the less he found the courage to ask. 
“Who is Peleus?”
“He’s your mother’s father.”
“Oh.”
He had never known his mother. She had died on the day he was born. Patroklos knew her name was Polymele but not much else. His father never talked about her unless he was making comment on Patroklos’s eyes, which as he was told was the same emerald green as his mother’s.
Patroklos put his mind to work figuring out where this particular relation stood in the family tree.
“So does that mean he’s my other grandfather?”
“Yes Patroklos he is.”
“Will grandfather Aktor miss me when I’m gone?”
“He will.”
A picture of the old king, his grandfather, came before his eyes. He loved the old man very much.
“I don’t want to leave him.”
“Patroklos you will always come to visit and besides you can write to him.”
“Are you coming with us?”
Marpessa hesitated in her work before saying coolly.
“No Patroklos I’m not.”
Patroklos’s heart sunk. He couldn’t imagine life without Marpessa, Phthia sounded very bleak indeed.
“Are there any children?”
“There is one.” Said Marpessa lifting Patroklos and lowering him into the tub. “His name is Achilleus.
Briseis
Her fingers ran down the thin pages of the scroll before her. Her soft blue eyes filled with mirth as the words before her transported her to a new world. Her long chestnut hair fell in waves behind her back, almost golden bright as if they were the very rays of the sun.
	“Briseida!” she heard her nurse maid call.
	Her heart skipped a beat from fright. Hastily she redid the scroll and it was just at that moment that Ariadne walked in.
	“I was just…” started the Briseis.
	The old woman sighed shaking her head. 
	“You will never find a husband. Reading books that were made for men of fifty, that is ten times your age. It’s unhealthy for girls.”
	Briseis bent her head low. Yet her eyes seem to flit towards the scrolls. She always stood on the rift between two worlds. One was the earth that was the life of a normal woman and the other an endless ocean that were her stories. She wished she could be the perfect daughter, but she found herself drawn to the ocean no matter how hard she tried.
	Ariadne’s expression softened a little. 
	“Your mother calls for you. She wishes to give you your first lesson in weaving!”
	Ariadne seemed to think that this was the best thing imaginable. Briseis frowned. She hated it. Seeing the women sit in front of a loom all day was far too boring. She didn’t like the idea of having to mechanically thread pieces of string. Why can’t women do something much more worthwhile? Like read a good story, transporting you to another world. Or fight, at least then women wouldn’t be kidnapped or taken as slaves. Yet she kept those thoughts to herself and reluctantly consented taking a hold of her nursemaid’s hand.
	Ariadne gave her a large smile and led her through the halls. Briseis clutched on to her hand dreading the boring lesson that was sure to ensue.
	Suddenly Briseis’ ears picked up a sound. It sounded like the clash of metal and the grunt of men. What was happening? As they walked the sound got louder and louder. Finally the curiosity inside of her built up so much that she eventually let her hand slip from that of her nurse’s and ran towards the direction of the noise.
	Soon she entered an open courtyard, the sunlight reflected of metal and hit her eyes. Startled she blinked before refocusing her eyes again. Plain before her eyes stood her brother Adonis, a young reckless man, clad in glinting armour with an ardent smile splayed carelessly across his lips. Sweat dripped down his bronzed muscles. Sword in hand, he had obviously just been sparring. Her eyes glinted with wonder. She wanted to wear that armour, it seemed more beautiful than any of the dresses she had ever worn.
	Adonis finally noticed his little sister and the gleam in her eyes. His smile grew wider. 
	“Briseis, what are you doing here?” he asked sweetly.
Adonis was never condescending, which Briseis found comforting. She shrugged her shoulders. Ariadne finally came in.
“Briseis!” she shouted. “How many times-“
Adonis laughed.
“Its alright Nurse. She can stay here with me.”
“But her mother wants to giver her weaving lessons…”
Adonis’s countenance suddenly turned serious.
“Tell mother that she is being daft, limiting Briseis to women’s work. Those exact words. These are orders not a request.”
Ariadne bowed and left the courtyard. With that Adonis took off his helmet revealing long locks of chestnut hair. He placed the helmet atop Briseis’ head and grinned.
“A little big but it will do for now.” He stated. 
He motioned to his sparring partner. 
“Find her a sword.” He then addressed Briseis, “I’m going to teach you fight.”
“Just like how you taught me to read and write?” she asked excitedly.
“Yes Briseis. Just like that. I’m going to make you the cleverest and strongest woman in the world.”
“Stronger than Herakles?”
“Stronger than Herakles.” He confirmed.
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