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I have used many names, but the

name by which you would know me
is Odysseus. To hear this story fills
me with emotion. It fills my eyes with
tears to hearthe name of my friend
Achilles, whose bones now lie under
Trojan sand. But to hear myself
described as a hero, a man of honour,

makes me want to laugh.

I remember the day when I first
heard that red-haired Menelaus,

King of Sparta, was mustering an

army to fight against Troy. It was the




very day my wife Penelope gave birth

to our son Telemachus. When I held
that child in my arms everything
changed. Stiddenly SISl hoRdesite
to sail across the sea and risk my life
fere o sellke ©FF enrevihiar maevais
wounded pride.

So when Menelaus’s lieutenant
arrived on the shore of my island,
I vASE O thercltoMmcets hinitl=lc
was met by my wife, the baby in
her arms. She told the lieutenant

that I had gone mad. She led him
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