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: 4 H’i’he Story So Far:

When Helen, beauteous queen @f Sparta, was taken across the sea to the city of Troy (also called llium) by its prince
Paris, her husband Menelausraised a large Achaean (Greek, or Argive) force, led by his brother Agamemnon, to
bring her back. In the war’s ninth year, Agamemnon offended the Achaeans’ greatest warrior, Achilles, who vowed
to fight no more till the matter was redressed.

On occasion, the Olympian de@ities took sides in the war—Apollo and Aphrodite favoring the Trojans, Hera and
Athena the Achaeans. But Zeus, king of the gods, at the urging of Achilles’ goddess-mather Thetis, turned the tide
of battle temporarily in favor offfroy and her allies, and the Achaeans were driven behind their ship-wall by Hector,

Aeneas, and the other Trojans.

Patroclus persuaded his comeade Achilles to let him wearhisammar to frighten off the Trojans. But Hector killed
Patroclus and took the armor. “Achilles, enraged, made peace'with.,Agamemnon and vowed to enter the battle again.
Thetis persuaded the god Hephaestus to make new and even betterarmor forAchilles. Her son slew so many
Trojans that the River' Scamander came to life to oppose i To'hélp Hector, Apollo, in the guise of the Trojan
prince Agenor, lured Achilles away from the city. When the other Trojans fled withifviisawalls; eniy Hector now

stood outside its gates, awaiting his final, fateful bout with Achlll&},wf" P
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Trom agove,
PRIAM <RI<D
TO HI$ SON T
COM< INSID<
THE GATES..

Many a
brave son has
that monster

taken from
me!

Stay not
to face him
alone and
unsupported!




. sonof N\
[ Peleus--why
1 1 doyou, who are
but man, give
chase to an
immortal?

7~ You have
deceived me,
Far-Parter.

You saved
the Trojans and
robbed me of glory
at norisk to
yourself.

Were it
in my power
todoso, I
would exact my
revenge...

ButI
shall return
to the city--and
may yet sack it
this day!




Hector! I \ ! ..
see Achilles’ gy inside, to be
armor gleam on ; the guardian of

his breast as 5o the city-- ‘
he speeds ~ g ‘
this way!

--Or you
will meet death
at his hands, for he
is even mightier
than you!

== BUT STILL HIS
= B€sST-LOVED

SON STOOD

HIS GROUND...

"X

+AS IF
H¢ WERE...

AS ASHILLES WITH FéLL
mjep TOWARD [l INTNT...

..AR€S
HIMSELF...

. PLUMED
LORD OF
BATTL<!




AT LAST, F€AR

BEHOLD HIM THUS--

--AND H<€ FL€D

IN DISMAY )
FROM BEFOR<€
TH¢ SAT€S-- J

--WITH A<HILL¢S
PARTING AFT<€R
HIM, AT HIS
UTMOST sP<<D.

AS HORS€S IN A KHARIOT
RA<€ THUND€R ROUND

) TH€ TURNING-POSTS

o WHEN <OMPETING FOR
SOM€ GREAT PRIZ€--
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Tese o : VEEE ,7. :
RUN FULL L 1oTHRes |
SPé<h-- ra Xy «L TIM<S-- |-
P

W\\ 4 . .
) --ROUND
i\ THE <ITY
A\ OF PRIAM.
) ~
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AS TH¢ GODs

My heart
is full of pity
to behold a man
who is dear to me
pbeing pursued
round the walls

b

! Father, would you i
pluck this mortal

out of the jaws i

of death? i
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we now save

him--or let him
fall before
Achilles?

B ,l'.
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\ A~ voas
- you will, but we

others shall not
pe of a mind £,
with you!

Take
heart, dear
Athena. I will let
you have your
way.

Do
without
hindrance
as you are




WHéN(VéK Hé(TOR
GOT N€AR TH€
DARPANIAN GATES
AND UND€R TH¢ WALLS

AND WOULD
H<AD HIM
BA<KK TOWARDs
TH€ PLAIN.

N<€VER <OULD
ALHILL€S <OM€
UP WITH HEKTOR...

A<H/LL<§ MAP€ SIGNS
TO THE AKHACAN HOST,
L<ST ANOTHER MAN

\| AIM A PART AT TH<¢
SON OF PRIAM...

A
WIN TH¢ GLORY OF
HAVING HIT HIM.




LM THeN DI Z<us
(| 7eass A poom
!

ON €A<H OF HIS
GOLDEN S<ALES..

i

AND THE€ POOM OF
HESTOR F&LL DOWN
D<€€P INTO TH€
HOUsS€ OF HAD<S.

TH¢R€ON, ATHENA -

beed TAKING TH€ FORM OF D€IPHOBUS,
p— SH¢ DREW N€AR HE<TOR...

WENT <LOS€ UP TO
TH€ SON OF P€L€US...

Noble
Achilles,
Hector cannot
escape us any
longer.

Stay
here and take
preath, while I go
persuade him to
make a stand and
fight you.

My dear brother, we
shall await his onset--
together!

Deiphobus,
you have always
been dearest
tome of allmy
brothers...

stand and fight--
with no keeping of
our spears in
reserve!

But
henceforth,
Ishall rate you
yet more
highly.




No longer
will I fly from

¥~ Butletus
make a covenant

will give up the
other's body to
his peopl 1

You shall
pay in full for the
grief you have

caused me!

v

B

There can
be no covenants
between men and lions--
between wolves
and lambs!

H<<TOR
AVOID<D
TH€ SP€AR...

BUT ATH<NA SNAT<H<D
IT UP AND GAV< IT BA<KK
TS A<HILL€S WITHOUT
HEKTOR S€<€ING.

Zeus
has not yet
| revealed to you
the hour of




Your e : } B
shaft rebounds /7 .- : MUY Uk second spear, |}
from my shield, f = AT g, 2 Deiphobus. 4%

The gods
have lured
me on to my
destruction!

( If my doom has come 5 -
(\ upon me, then let me not die —
ingloriously and without
| a struggle--

; me first do
some great thing
that shall be told

among men
_hereafter!




BUT A<HILL¢S KN€W TH¢
ARMOR H€STOR WORE,
FOR IT HAD B€<N HIS OWN,
WORN BY PATROLKLUS
B€FOR€ TH¢ SON OF
PRIAM D€SPOILED HIM.

ALL WAS PROTEKT<D-- | f
SAVE ONLY TH€ THROAT
WH€R€ TH¢ <OLLAR-BON€S
DIVID€ TH¢ N¢<K FROM
TH€ SHOULD<RS.

T
B 715 15 A MosT
1 pea ‘..

. AND HER€
DID A<HILL€S
STRIK€ HIM...

W THROUGH TH¢
FL€SHY PART
OF HIs N<<K.
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LRI you thought b WX But his - e U
= yourself mighty W e, comrade, mightier :
i when you slew ¢ .5 T far than he, was left --and ’
: ) Patroclus. j o behind him at now has
*. S N '_ - the ships-- laid you

low! L

) b ~/  1Ipray : —\\'\——X
; { you...by your
~ life and -
/_yj knees... P
Let not

dogs devour me... = ‘\

- but accept the rich
treasure...which my
Y father will offer
Y you... - |
- oy
¢ -
)
S y J
S
- ‘I
By S
g r /

% / N0 SRy I could
. b V. cut your flesh

into pieces and eat

/ v £ ' bt L it raw, for theill
\ - = — o ~ you have
Y & "‘ p : . 4 done me.
=& i = : "W ©

No ransom
will save you
A from the dogs
and the
ultures!

May I bring
heaven's wrath
upon you...the day
paris and Apollo slay
you...at the Scaean
dates...

THEN DID TH¢
SHROUDS OF
D€ATH <NFOLD
H¢KTOR...




LAND HIS SOUL

AS TH¢ OTH€R
ARGIVES DREW ROUND,
A<HILL¢S STRIPP<D TH€
BOPY OF ITS ARMOR...

For my
part, I will
accept my fate
whenever the gods

AND NO ON€ <AM€

N€AR HE<TOR 363
WITHOUT SIVING S A
HIM A FR¢SH WOUND. S N:
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We have achieved a mighty
triumph--overcoming this man
who has done us more hurt

than all the others
together!

?

u F‘_ It is easier to handle him now
. ’L; than when he was flinging fire
= onto our ships! _
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b0 | THEN A<HILL€S
2 PI€R<€D TH€ SIN€WS
g | Y OF HEKTOR'S F€€T
2 FROM He¢€L TO ANKL€--

--PASSED THONGS
OF OX-HID€
THROUGH THEM-- ﬁ

g ;—élglzét;Asg‘gggngé L B /L\ (U B S el S
3 L TG et N L W it
THE BODY OF HEKTOR i : = g i

S BEHIND HIS <HARIOT. W «l‘ \

FOR Z€Us HAD NOW
| DeLIVeR<D THe SON OF
o PRIAM INTO THE HANDS
S| OF His Fo<s TO PO HIM
OUTRAG< IN HIS OWN LAND.

Alas, my 1 et . Open the
son--what 1 A T gates! Imust
have I left to g ! o e \_ go to him!
live for, now that
you are no

e
S
\\\\m\

Achilles

g wouldbut
slay you, too,

O King.

Many a
son of mine
has he slainin the
flower of his

youth.

Yet, grieve
for these as I may,
Ido so for Hector
more than for
them all...

...and the
bitterness of my
sorrow will bring me
down to the house
of Hades!




| HE<TOR's WIF¢,

/é ANDROMAKH¢, WAS AT &
HER LOOM WHEN SHE 5

HEARD THé <RI€S <OMING

FROM TH€ WALLS...
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f \/ Some great \ ! -
the voice of h g e
my husband's misfortune for PR

Priam's children |, (¢ i
I;o;&r:r? mustbeat /i, |4 ’.r/

A
~1/{ ,!f ./H 1
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s

never live
tohearit, i




BA<KK AT HIs SHIPS,
A<HILL€S LAID HIS
BLOOD-STAINSD HAND
UPON TH¢ BR€AST OF
HIs D€AD FRI<ND ...

Patroclus,
I will now
do all that

I promised

. ™y
e
.

Lwill And twelve
drag Hector noble sons of

here and let the rojans will 1 also
dogs devour

him ... slay before your l

K- N

BUT THAT NISGHT,
TH¢ SAD sSPIRIT
OF PATROLLUS
DR€W N€AR HIM...

U Yet” W B T

T will
do all as you
have bidden
me.

Bury me
with all speed,
Achilles...

..that T
may join those
that are beyond
the River
Styx.

TH€ NEXT NIGHT,

| AS TH< FUNSRAL

| PYR< BURNSD UP
TOWARD H€AV4N...

youwell, ¥ Butdogs,
Patroclus. not fire, shall
- devour the flesh
of the son of
Priam.

Y<€T, FOR ALL TH¢ PAYS OF TH¢ FUNRAL
= GAMES OF PATROLLUS, THE RAVENING DOGS
i \\ <AM€ NOT ABOUT TH€ BODY OF HEKTOR ... [ \
R /
B

o A

—| FOR APHRODIT,

o | PAUGHTER OF Z€Us,
| K€PT THEM FROM HIM,
*| NIGHT AND PAY.

e




ALL TH¢ WHILE, AKHILL¢S
STILL WEPT FOR THINKING
OF HIS P€AR <OMRADE...

WHEN DAWN BROK€,
THR<< TIM¢S DID H¢ PRAG
<<KTOR ROUND TH€

\
’;'OMBOOF PATROKLUS... ;’
e L \
.?_ L] \"

AND THEN
BE<N€ATH TH€

<ITY’S WALLS.

AND SL€€P, BEFOR€
WHOM ALL THINGS
BOW, <OULD TA
NSO HOLD UPON HIM.

BUT APOLLO WOULD
il NOT SUFF¢R TH¢ BODY
2| TO B< DISFISURED...

. AND APHRODIT¢ HAD
ANSQINT<D HIM WITH
AMBROSIAL OlL OF
ROs€, THAT HIS FL&SH
| MISHT NOT B€ TORN.




AND WHEN TH€ MORNING OF
TH¢ TWELFTH DAY HAD <OM€,
PHO€BUS APOLLSO SPOK€
AMONG TH€ IMMORTALS...

You
gods ought be
ashamed of
yourselves!

You yourself
feasted and
played your lyre
at their
wedding!

Hector was mortal,
while Achilles is the
offspring of a
goddess whom I
myself reared and
married to great
Peleus.

Hector always gave
sacrifice to you--and
now you let Achilles
dishonor his
dead body.

\

Hera, wife,
pe not so
pitter.

honor shall not
be equal...but T will
give counsel to Thetis, M

FL€<T AS TH€ WIND,

"gf .= )
¥ I know well the W -
ON THE FLOOR OF TH< ‘% B oGt roions B

IRIS WENT TO THETIS

S€A, AND BROUGHT &

H€R TO TH€ SIR€ OF ever in your
GODS AND M<EN...

. But you

Yok must tell your
son that the gods
are angry with him
that he will not
give up the body ¢
of Hector.

do as you
% say, great




My son, Zeus
how long will would have
you go on you accept Troy's
mourning like You ransom for
this? yourself the body of
: have no long time Hector.
to live, and Death
and the hand of Fate
are already close /]
peside you.

So
be it--if
Zeus himself
commands
me.

Have no
fear of death,
for Zeus will send
Hermes, slayer of
Argus, to protect

the lord of
Olympus bids you
go alone, save for
one honored servant,
to ransom noble
Hector.




TH¢ RANSOM TR€ASUR€S HAD B<€N PLA<<D
IN HIS <HARIOT WHEN H€<UBA <AM<€ TO HIM...

That cruel
savadge will lay
hands on you, knowing
neither respect
nor pity!

A doddess
has spoken
tome, so
I will go.

<O

Let Achilles
slay me, if I may but
first take my son

in my arms and
mourn him!

THYUS DID PRIAM

AND HIS MAN IDA€US y Sty Oy py— X
OFON 354 PLAM.. A A<KOMPANI<D -~

THEM TO TROY.

ONLY WHEN PRIAM
HAD R€A<KH<D TH<
DWELLING OF A<KHILL€S,
UNS<EN BY ANY...




the Achaeans came,

Nl

them, now, has the
born by various fierce war-dgod
laid low...
And Hector,
our duardian,

have you lately 4;\\-

slain

your own aged
father...accept the
ransom I have brought
for his body...and ;
have compassion g
For I
have raised
tomy lips the
A hand of him who
killed my
son.

have iron courage,
even though some god
brought you safely
to my ships.

give up Hector's
body...




BUT, LAT¢

IN TH¢ NIGHT,
H€RMES <AM<
AGAIN TO
PRIAM...

You must
take your supper
here...then enjoy the
blessed boon of
sleep in my
forecourt.

Old sire,
you sleep in
the thick of
your foes.

At daybreak y Eleven days
you shall take your city shall
your son away, newly have to mourn and bury
dressed in a fair shirt , Hector...while I shall
and mantle. \ stay the Achaeans
- from battle.

Depart at
once--for, if
Agamemnon learns
you are here, he
will hold you for
a threefold
ransom.

AND SO HERMES
€SCORTSD THE KING
AND HIs S€RVANT
QUIKKLY THROUGH
TH€ HOST, $O

THAT NO ON€
P<R<€IVED TH<M...

. TILL PRIAM’S DPAUGHT<R
<ASSANDRA <AUGHT SISHT
OF THE€M FROM TH€ HISGH
WALLS OF WINPY TROY.




ON TH¢ T<NTH DAY
AFT€R, TH€ P€OPLE
OF ILIUM LAID TH€

N
S€T TH€ FIR€ TH<R€TO.

AT DAWN ON TH€ €LEVENTH
DAY, THEY QUENSH<D
TH€ LAST OF TH€ FLAMéS
WITH WIN¢ AND WRAPP<D
HIS WHIT€ BON€S IN SOFT
ROB€S OF PURPLE...

AND PLASCD THEM
UPON TH< PLAIN, IN
A GOLDEN URN, IN A
GRAVE KOVER€D OVER
WITH LARG€ STONES.

i
THEN THEY WENT
BA<K INTO TH€ <ITY
AND HELD HIGH F€AST
IN TH€ HOUS€ OF

il PRIAM, TH€IR KINS.

THUS DID TH€ <ITY OF
TROY <€<L€<BRAT€ TH<¢
FUN<RAL OF HE<TOR,
TAMER OF HORS<€S.




