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Prologue

Long, long ago—when gods still walked among men and the stars
hung closer to the earth—a war began that would change the fate
of the world. It happened in Troy, the proudest and mightiest city

of the East, whose walls rose as if to challenge the sky itself.

For centuries, poets retold its story, and the greatest of them all—
Homer—turned it into song everlasting. They say he sat by the fire,
lyre in hand, singing of heroes who sought glory, love... or simply

victory.

But this story is not only about battles. It speaks of pride and
wrath, of courage and compassion, of gods who toyed with mortal

fate—and of men who dared to defy the gods.

Among them was Achilles, the bravest of the Greeks. Born of a
sea goddess and a mortal man, he grew up knowing his life would

be short, though his name would live forever.

To protect him from that fate, his mother—when he was just a
baby—tried to make him invulnerable. She carried him to the River
Styx, whose dark waters were said to grant immortality to all they
touched. The water wrapped around him like a dark mirror, leaving

only his heels—where the goddess held him—untouched.




When he came of age, the god Hephaestus, moved by his fondness
for Thetis, forged for Achilles an armor no mortal weapon could
pierce. His shield, bright as the sun, mirrored the whole world: the
sea, the land, humankind, and the gods. When he raised it, it

seemed he held the fate of his enemies within it.

Swift as the wind and fierce as the storm, Achilles sought neither
riches nor kingdoms—only that his name would never be

forgotten.

Across the sea, on the slopes of Mount Ida, lived a young shepherd
named Paris. He tended his flocks, unaware that he was the son of
Troy’s king and queen—and heir to their throne. An oracle had
foretold that he would bring ruin upon the city; thus, he had been

abandoned at birth and raised far from the palace.

Paris grew among mountains and meadows, ignorant of his royal
blood—never imagining that a single choice of his would ignite a

war remembered for all time.

In Troy, his brother Hector was preparing to become the city’s
defender. He was brave and just, beloved by his people, husband to
Andromache, and father to a small child. He sought neither glory

nor fame, only to protect what he loved.

If Achilles fought so that his name would live forever, Hector
fought so that his people could simply go on living,

Meanwhile, in Sparta, a princess was growing up—Helen, a woman
of unmatched beauty. Kings and princes from all over Greece
came to win her hand, but her father, Tyndareus, feared that

choosing one would anger all the others.

Desperate to avoid a war among his allies, Tyndareus sought the
advice of Odysseus, king of Ithaca, known for his cunning,
Odysseus did not seek Helen’s hand, for his heart already belonged
to Penelope, the king’s niece. By helping Tyndareus, he hoped to

gain his favor—and his blessing to marry her.

At last, Menelaus was chosen as Helens husband. And, on
Odysseus’s counsel, all her suitors swore an oath to defend that

marriage and protect its peace.
Thus was born The Iliad—the great song of heroes.

A tale that, thousands of years later, still lives on... for pride,
courage, and the human heart have changed little in all the ages

since.



Chapter 1 - The Apple of Discord

A great wedding lit up both earth and sky. Peleus, the noblest of
men, was marrying Thetis, the sea nymph whose radiance made the
waters tremble. On Mount Pelion, the peaks were veiled in golden
mist, and the immortals descended from their heavenly dwellings
to celebrate the union—Zeus, Hera, Athena, Apollo, Poseidon.
Laughter rang through the air as the gods raised their cups, and the
Muses braided their voices around the fire. Music shimmered in the

air, and nothing seemed capable of disturbing that joy.

But on Olympus, peace never lasts for long, Eris, the goddess of
discord, had not been invited—and wherever she walks,
resentment follows. From high above she watched the banquet: the
shining goblets, the laughter... and bitterness grew inside her. The
air itself seemed to tighten, as if the sky were holding its breath.

“If they will not have me among them,” she murmured with a

crooked smile, “then I’ll make sure no one forgets this day.”

Cloaked in dark clouds, she descended to the feast and let fall a
small golden object. It was an apple, polished like the newborn sun.

Upon its skin gleamed an inscription: “For the fairest.”
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Silence fell like a veil. The laughter died away, and the goblets froze

mid-air.

Hera, queen of the heavens and wife of Zeus, spoke first. “It must

be for me,” she said coolly. “I am the queen of the gods.”

Athena, the gray-eyed, replied without raising her voice. “Beauty

without wisdom is a flower that withers at the first wind.”

Aphrodite, bathed in rose-colored light, smiled with dangerous
sweetness. “And without love,” she whispered, “what use is

wisdom?”’

Zeus stared at the apple, irritation flickering in his eyes. He knew

that any choice would set Olympus ablaze.

“Let another decide,” he said at last. “Not a god, but a mortal—

one who can judge with unclouded eyes.”

And from that moment, Olympus hung between festivity and

storm.

Meanwhile, that same night in Troy, Queen Hecuba gave birth to a
son. In her sleep she dreamed of a torch burning in her arms, its
flames licking the city walls. Her daughter Cassandra awoke

trembling.

“That child will be the flame that consumes the walls of Troy,” she

said.

Alarmed, King Priam sought the counsel of seers, and all agreed:

“His fate will bring ruin upon Troy.”

The newborn was secretly given to a shepherd to raise far from the

palace—though few believed the child would survive.
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Years passed, yet the echo of that golden apple still rang among the
goddesses like an open wound. None of them forgot the insult,
and each waited for her chance to prove she was the one who truly
deserved it. One morning, as the sun rose over the slopes of
Mount Ida, three radiant figures appeared before a young Trojan
shepherd named Paris. They did not walk—they floated above the
grass, so light that even the flowers did not bend at their passing.

Athena, Hera, and Aphrodite—accompanied by Hermes,
messenger of the gods—stopped before him.

“Young mortal,” said Hermes, “you have been chosen to settle a

dispute. Take this apple and decide which of them deserves it.”

Paris, his fear slowly fading, listened as each goddess made her
offer. Athena promised him victory in every battle. Hera offered
dominion over all the kingdoms of men. Aphrodite was silent for
a moment, then whispered, her voice soft as wind through the

leaves:

“I will give you the love of the most beautiful woman in the

world.”

Time itself seemed to stop. Paris desired neither armies nor
crowns—only a face he had dreamed of, and a name he did not yet

know. He took the apple and held it out to Aphrodite.
“For you,” he said. “For nothing conquers love.”

The other goddesses fell silent, while Aphrodite smiled—a blend

of tenderness and triumph.

“Paris, prince of Troy,” she said, “by your birthright you shall meet

the most beautiful woman in the world.”

11



The Apple of Discord

“Prince?” he stammered. “But I’'m only a shepherd.”

“Yes,” said the goddess, “but what you have set in motion today
will weave the threads of fate beyond any mortal dream. Come

with me—I will show you the place that has always been yours.”

Together they walked the same paths Paris had known all his life,
yet now they seemed different—grander, almost sacred. The air
was still; even the birds dared not sing. When they reached the
gates of Troy, the guards approached in awe. Aphrodite gestured
toward Paris, and when the men saw the marks of his birth, they

recognized him.
“It is he,” they murmured. “The son of Priam and Hecuba.”

They led him to the palace. Paris felt small before such grandeur,
yet he followed the goddess’s warm presence. Priam and Hecuba,
with Cassandra and their other children, awaited him. Their

faces—Ilined with years and sorrow—Iit up at the sight of him.

Hecuba bent toward him, tears filling her eyes. “My son... my lost

son,” she whispered, holding him close.

Priam wrapped his arms around him gently. “Welcome home,
Paris. We should never have let you go. Now you shall be the prince

Troy has long awaited.”
Only Cassandra remained silent.

From that day on, every choice Paris made would carry the weight
of his city... and of the world beyond its walls.
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Chapter 2 - The Abduction of Helen

Since his return to Troy, Paris had tried to adapt to his new life as
a prince. Often he longed to be again the shepherd who followed
his flocks across the hills. But now he was the son of kings, bound
by duty and by the hopes his name inspired. The people watched
him with curiosity: some saw in him a favorite of the gods; others,

an omen hard to read.

Many whispered that the youth raised far from court would never
equal the strength and honor of his brother Hector. Even the
king’s counselors doubted that Troy’s destiny could rest in his
hands. Yet neither the gold of the temples nor the voices of the
council could erase from his mind the memory of Aphrodite—and

the promise that still beat within his chest.

King Priam, wishing to prove his worth and still the murmurs of
the people, sent him to Greece as an envoy, charged with
strengthening alliances and bringing good tidings to Troy. It was his

first true mission—a test of trust and of manhood.

Thus Paris came to Sparta, where King Menelaus and Queen
Helen received him with gracious hospitality. For several days,

banquets filled the palace: music echoed through the marble halls,
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wine flowed without end, and the scent of the gardens mingled

with the smoke of torches.

But Aphrodite, who never forgets her promises, had woven the
threads of this journey in secret. From behind golden curtains,
Helen watched the young Trojan, unaware that he was the man the
goddess had chosen for her. The prince spoke little, and when he
did, his voice carried the calm of one who listens before he

ansSwers.

Helen, used to words wrapped in flattery, was startled by that
silence that seemed to understand everything, And all the while,
Aphrodite, unseen, enclosed them both in her fragrance. Desire
grew between them without words; what began as curiosity

became a silent vow.

Soon a messenger arrived with urgent news: Menelaus’s father had
died in Crete. Bound by duty, the king departed for the funeral,
leaving his guest in the queen’s care. Then the palace changed its

rhythm.

The servants’ steps slowed, the lights dimmed, and the nights ...
grew longer. Helen wandered the corridors with her heart in
turmoil, while Paris felt each step draw him closer to a destiny he

could no longer escape.

One night, as the moon whitened the marble of the palace, Paris
found her among the sleeping gardens. No words were needed—
fate had already spoken for them. Helen thought of her husband,
of her daughter, of the gods who watched from above ... yet also
of the loneliness that had lived within her for years.
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Paris stepped toward her, and the world seemed to stop. When

their eyes met, the choice was already made.

Before dawn touched the roofs of Sparta, the Trojan ship had set
sail eastward, carrying with it the seed of a war that would set the

world ablaze.

When Menelaus discovered his wife’s absence, he lifted his voice to

the heavens.

“By the gods!” he cried. “Let all Greece bear witness to my

‘,’

dishonor

Without delay he journeyed to Mycenae to seek the aid of his
brother Agamemnon, mightiest of kings. Agamemnon heard his

tale with a grim face and clenched fists.

“Then,” he said, “the time has come to honor the Oath of

Tyndareus.”

He sent messengers to every corner of Greece, reminding the
kings of their vow to defend Helen’s marriage and punish whoever
dared to break it. Across mountains and seas they carried the news:

Helen had been taken, and her husband demanded justice.

One by one, the kings answered the call. Agamemnon gathered

beneath his command a fleet so vast it darkened the horizon.

But not all came willingly. In Ithaca, Odysseus—who loved the
calm of his island and the cry of his newborn son—pretended
madness to avoid the war. He yoked an ox and a donkey together
and began to plow the sand, as though to sow the sea. But the
messengers saw through his ruse, and he had no choice but to join

them.
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In another corner of Greece, the goddess Thetis tried to hide her
son Achilles, knowing that if he sailed to Troy, he might never
return. Yet the young man understood that destiny was calling, and

he set out for war without looking back.

And so the heroes gathered: Ajax, strong as a wall; Nestor, wise
and aged; Diomedes, bold and loyal. When their sails caught the
wind, the coast of Greece shimmered with color—Ilike a garden

unfurled upon the sea.

And in the heavens Aphrodite smiled in quiet triumph, while Hera
and Athena turned their eyes away, knowing their quarrel had at

last reached the hearts of mortals.
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Chapter 3 - Preparing for War

Along the coast of Greece, the kings who had answered
Menelaus’s call gathered at the port of Aulis. Thousands of men
arrived from every realm until the shore overflowed with weapons,
with horses—and with hope. The clang of hammers rang among

the masts, and the air smelled of iron, of salt... and of wat.

From the crest of a hill, King Agamemnon looked down upon the
fleet. A thousand ships lined the beach, awaiting the signal to
depart. It was a sight so grand it seemed wrought by the gods
themselves. Their hulls gleamed beneath the sun, and the banners

of each kingdom rippled proudly in the wind.

But Agamemnon was driven by more than brotherly love. He knew
this war could forge a single Greece—a single command, a single
voice. If he triumphed over Troy, no king would dare challenge his
power or his right to rule them all. And deep within, he felt destiny
urging him to unite the peoples beneath his banner and restore the
pride his land had lost.

Then, just as everything was ready, the wind died. The sails hung
limp, and the sea grew still and soundless, trapping the fleet in
place. Days dragged by. The beach became a field of murmurs and
doubt.
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The soldiers—men made for battle—now found themselves facing
a subtler enemy: time. The motionless sea seemed to drain their
strength, and the merciless sun deepened their despair. In the
camp, some whispered that the gods mocked them; others, more

tearful, thought the calm a sign of the storm to come.

The priests raised their prayers, burned incense, offered fruit, and

begged the heavens for a sign. But the gods remained silent.
One afternoon, the oracle spoke at last:

“The winds shall not blow until Agamemnon returns to the

goddess Artemis what was once given to her.”

At first, no one grasped the meaning of those words. But the king
remembered uneasily that Artemis had been present when his
daughter Iphigenia was born—and that the child’s first cry had
echoed beneath a flight of white birds over the palace. Some wise
men said the goddess had blessed the newborn; others whispered

that she had claimed her as her own.

Agamemnon wandered the shore, his steps heavy in the sand. The
burden of command—of a kingdom’s fate upon his shoulders—

was nothing compared to the anguish of what he now faced.
“Is this truly what the gods demand?” he murmured.
“What king would sacrifice his own child for a war that is not his?”

Within him, two forces clashed: loyalty to Greece and the love of
a father who could see nothing but his daughter’s face. And deep

down, he knew what must be done.

At dawn, the sky was veiled in unmoving clouds. In the middle of

the beach, a white altar stood waiting, Then Iphigenia arrived with
22
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her mother, Clytemnestra, believing she had been summoned to a
ceremony in honor of the gods. But when she saw her father’s face,

she knew it was no day of celebration.

“Father,” she said softly, “do not be afraid. If the goddess calls me,
I will go with her.”

A golden light descended from the sky. The breeze that had slept
for days awoke with a gentle sigh. Amid the radiance appeared

Artemis—serene, resplendent, divine.

“The child you raised belongs to my realm,” she said, “and today

she comes with me.”

She touched Iphigenia’s brow, and both vanished in a veil of light.
Upon the altar lay a white deer—symbol of purity and of the bond
between earth and forest—proof the goddess had been appeased.

The men fell to their knees. Agamemnon lifted his eyes and
understood that this had always been Iphigenia’s fate.

Soon a new wind stirred the sails—first a whisper, then a steady
breath, then a roaring gust that made the masts groan with joy. The
sea awakened, and the ships began to move—one after another—

driven by renewed purpose.

Agamemnon watched the horizon, feeling that part of his soul had
been left behind—buried in the sands of Aulis. Iphigenia had been
the offering for a greater destiny, yet the price was so high that
victory could never bring him peace. Something hardened within

him, a weight he could no longer ignore.

From that moment on, there could be no turning back. As the sails

swelled and the wind carried them toward Troy, Agamemnon
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thought of how the gods toyed with mortal lives—how a single
sacrifice could set the fate of all humankind in motion. In his heart,

guilt mingled with resolve.

He had lost his daughter, and her death could not be in vain. The
war must be won, and his rule secured, so that Iphigenia’s name
would live on in victory. The winds bore them toward Troy, and
with every gust that filled the sails, Agamemnon felt the weight of

his sacrifice driving them onward.
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