Tliad
Lattimore:

Sing, goddess, the anger of Peleus’ son Achilleus

And its devastation, which put pains thousandfold upon the Achaians,
Hurled in their multitudes to the house of Hades strong souls

Of heroes, but gave their bodies to be the delicate feasting

Of dogs, of all birds, and the will of Zeus was accomplished

Since that time when first there stood in division of conflict

Adfreus’ son the lord of men and brilliant Achilleus '

Fagels:

Rage—Goddess, sing the rage of Peleus’ son Achilles,
murderous, doomed, that cost the Achaens countless losses,
hurling down to the House of Death so many sturdy souls,
great fighters® souls, but made their bodies cartion,

feasts for the dogs and birds,

and the will of Zeus was moving toward its end.

Begin, Muse, when the two first broke and clashed,
Agamemnon lord of men and brilliant Achilles.

Lombardo:

Rage: Sing, Goddess, Achilles’ rage,

Black and murderous, that cost the Greeks
Incalculable pain, pitched countless souls

Of heroes into Hades’ dark,

And left their bodies to rot as feasts

For dogs and birds, as Zeus’ will was done.
Begin with the clash between Agamemnon—
The Greek warlord—and godlike Achilles.

Pope:

Achilles wrath, to Greece the direful spring

Of woes unnumber’d, heav’nly goddess, sing!

That wrath which hurl’d to Pluto’s gloomy reign

The souls of mighty chiefs untimely slain;

Whose limbs, unburied on the naked shore,

Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore:

Since great Achilles and Atrides strove,

Such was the sov’reign doom, and such the will of Jove!




