 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Deiphobus and I grew up together, the two young, forgotten children of the two great houses of Troy. We spent our days pleasantly enough, ranging up and down the halls of the keep, snatching tidbits from the kitchen, chasing the hounds about the courtyard, and of course, planning wicked tricks to play upon his eldest sister. At every opportunity we would plant dead spiders in her room, or tie her feet to a chair. These escapades generally ended in disappointment, as Cassandra always seemed to know that something was amiss. But occasionally she was distracted, or preoccupied with one relic or another, and would fall prey to our clever young minds.


Cassandra was by far the best person to pull such pranks on, not only because she was such a challenge, but also because she never scolded us afterward. She would merely roll her eyes, lightly slap Deiphobus on the cheek and muss up my hair, and then continue on with whatever she had been doing before the interruption. Deiphobus and I would duck our heads in supposed shame, then dash around the corner to begin plotting our next trick. In retrospect, I suppose that Cassandra never truly believed our shows of chagrin, but simply humored our childish displays. At the time, however, we were convinced of our clever deceptions.


When I was twelve or so, King Priam, Deiphobus’ father, held a large series of athletic events and invited heroes from all across the world. My friend and I attended these events every day, gleefully watching our brothers trounce all of their opponents. We both adored our older brothers. Deiphobus would have followed Hector for hours on end had he been allowed, but too often the young heir had royal duties or weapons training, neither of which Deiphobus was yet old enough to attend. As for myself, Aeneas was about all the family that I had. Our father had never married, nor was he ever likely to. He was a handsome enough man, as was demonstrated by the women who were always willing to lie with him (thus Aeneas and myself). He was not a very good father, however, and I was never precisely certain if he even knew my birth date. But I cannot completely blame him for his inattentiveness. Due to an illness he’d contracted shortly after my birth, he had lost all strength in his legs. Now, unless we called for a litter to be brought, he was confined to his bedroom. For all that he was a permanent cripple he had a positive view of life and was always upbeat, if a little distant. As for my mother, I couldn’t have picked her out of a crowd. As soon as I was old enough to survive without her, she disappeared back into the endless stream of concubines in the city. So I came to be raised by my father Anchises and Aeneas.


About a week after the games began both Aeneas and Hector had already won enough matches to guarantee them entrance into the final rounds. However, they had so thoroughly beat all of their peers that they had no one to compete against, except for each other. So Priam announced that the events would begin anew, with neither Hector nor Aeneas competing.


Disappointed that our beloved brothers were not participating, Deiphobus and I skipped a day of events, and headed instead to the bustling kitchens to snatch some sweetmeats and possibly a honeycake. But as we were stealthily heading out the back door, Deiphobus heard someone mention his brother’s name. He grabbed my sleeve and drew me behind a cabinet.


“Not at all!” one of the cooks was saying. I turned to protest about the stall in our day, but Deiphobus covered my mouth with his hand before I had the chance to get out a single word. Grumbling, I resigned myself to a delay. I settled my skirts around me and bit sullenly into one of the pilfered honeycakes.


“No, I swear it!” the other cook said. “As like to the Prince Hector as could be. And good at the games, too.”


“But why would the gods sends us a second Hector? Or do you suppose it is one of them, come about us like they do in the tales?” The woman sounded absolutely mortified at the thought. “What if the food isn’t good enough? For pity’s sake, Lina, add some more parsley!”


From there the conversation shifted to the uninteresting topics of recipes and cooking. Deiphobus and I quietly slunk out the back door and into one of the dimly lit halls.


“What was that all about?” I complained, leaning against one of the cold stone walls. I was getting my dress all dirty, but I hardly cared about that at the moment. “They were probably just talking about one of your half brothers.”


Deiphobus merely shook his head. My friend could be quite silent at times, which thoroughly irritated me. Apparently this was one of those instances, for without a word he turned around and began heading toward the courtyard were the games were being held.


Of course I had to follow him. As many people throughout the keep joked, Deiphobus and I were all but joined at the hip, and it was rare to find one without the other. Aeneas had even mused once that by some cruel trick of the gods we were twins, separated into two wombs. The thought of that was ridiculous of course, though there were times when I understood what my peculiar brother meant. This was one of those moments when I could see exactly what he was saying, for although I had no personal desire to see the mysterious phantom Hector, I still followed in the wake of my taciturn friend.


It didn’t take very long to figure out where the curious look-alike was. Although there were five events occurring simultaneously, it was obvious where the greatest focus was. The majority of the spectators were crowded about the center circle, where the wrestling was taking place. I was a bit mollified as we headed over, for wrestling had always been my favorite of the games.


Only fourteen and already one of the tallest men in Ilium, Deiphobus easily shoved his way toward the front of the mass. It was quite a bit more difficult for me, being rather smaller. I finally decided to abandon all semblance of dignity, and grabbing onto the back of Deiphobus’ robe, I allowed myself to be towed through the crowd.


“Wow, Deiphobus, he really does look like Hector!” I was suitably impressed by the man who stood victorious before us. Not only did he have the dark features and curly hair of the House of Priam, but he also had the same proud tilt to this chin, and obviously had inherited their legendary skill in athletics. Personally, I thought him far more handsome than Hector, less rugged about the face and without the coarse beard which I loathed.


“Zeus above,” Deiphobus whispered under his breath. I was too busy admiring the godly man’s musculature to pay attention to my friend’s horrified words. He really was a beautiful man, and I decided that if Anchises ever did marry me off to one of Priam’s sons as he often threatened, then I would ask that it be this one (I conveniently forgot that although the man’s parentage seemed obvious, he had never been formerly recognized as being of that house).


I was admittedly a bit disappointed when Deiphobus led me away from that glorious spectacle. However, I was always up for an adventure. Therefore my disappointment in the remainder of the day was quite understandable, for it ended up being unendurably dull. Shocked by the sighting of one who was undeniably his brother, Deiphobus spent the remaining hours wrapped in an almost sulky silence, refusing to speak even to me. As for myself, I decided that if he wouldn’t say a word, than neither would I. I couldn’t decide whether this was to be taken as a show of solidarity, or as punishment to Deiphobus, who had always enjoyed my carefree chatter. I eventually decided upon both. To my friend it was a rebuff of his attitude toward me, but the rest of the world was to view it as a sign that our friendship was so strong that even I, a renowned blabbermouth, was willing to silence myself for the remainder of the day. Whether anyone correctly interpreted my gesture I couldn’t tell, but I was suitably impressed with myself. This resolve was shattered, of course, when Aeneas returned to our rooms that night, brimming with news and gossip regarding the newcomer.


His name was Paris, and he was an orphaned shepherd who lived just to the east of our city. Not much else was actually known about him, but there was the unavoidable speculation. There was the issue of his resemblance to the royal family, obviously, and this was what most intrigued Anchises and Aeneas. I was more interested in the rumor that he had met three of the goddesses, and was actually a favorite of Aphrodite.


“He won all of his event today,” Aeneas said as he pulled his linen tunic over his head. He paused for a moment before removing his robe, cocking one fair eyebrow at me. I dutifully turned my back. It had been agreed upon by my peculiar little family that I could remain in Aeneas’ room longer than was strictly permissible, provided that I “respected” my brother. In application, this meant that I faced the wall until he had tied a night robe around his lean young body.


“Don’t worry,” I said confidently. “You and Hector will beat him easy.”


“Well, obviously,” Aeneas replied. “I mean, that’s to be taken for granted. The exciting thing about it all is that King Priam will be there to judge the contests. Can you imagine the look on his face when Hector and Paris square off?”


I admitted that I couldn’t imagine that, and Aeneas chuckled fondly, patted my head, and sent me off to bed. But I was not quite willing to lay myself down just yet, and I wandered into my father’s room to see if he might be a better conversationalist.


“Do you really think that Paris knew Aphrodite?” I asked. I had never been one to dance my way around subjects, and when I had a question I was likely to blurt it out immediately, without the niceties that most people observed. I think that Anchises rather liked that about me, for he had never denied me an answer. This time was no exception, as he lay down the scroll he had been reading and motioned for me to sit on the trunk against the wall. It was a wooden trunk, more than slightly uncomfortable, but I decided not to tell my father that fact. After all, he might take it to mean that I didn’t want to speak with him, and after a day of silence I was about ready to burst.


“Did Paris, the young unknown, meet the goddess of beauty herself?” Anchises mused, smiling slightly. “Well, anything is possible. The gods are a capricious lot, especially the lovely Aphrodite. But this Paris is a comely youth. . .yes, Calligenia, it is possible, I suppose.”


I winced a little at my father’s use of my full name. I much preferred the shortened form of Calli, and had spent most of my life convincing people to use the abbreviation. Anchises, though, could be quite obstinate and steadfastly refused to accede to my wishes. I had eventually decided to excuse his transgression since he was my father, regardless of how little he acted like one.


“Yes,” Anchises continued, slowly stroking the dark beard which was characteristic of all Trojan men (with the curious and unexplained exception of my brother). “I would say that he has met her, for he has that look about him. And clearly he has been blessed by some god. Does it matter very much to you, my daughter? If it troubles you greatly, I could ask Aphrodite about their relationship.”


I stared at my father, trying to figure out what he meant by that curious statement. He sounded as if he knew the goddess. I had never thought of my father as a reverent man, so why then did he offer to speak personally to one of the immortals on my behalf? For some reason the idea of easy-going Anchises knowing a god greatly troubled me, as if the knowledge could in some way change my life. I wanted to ask him about it, but couldn’t quite gather up the courage. Ashamed of my cowardice, I bit a subdued goodnight to my father and retired to my room, where I spent a long and fitful night.


The next morning dawned bright and clear, a glorious day for the final events. Deiphobus, apparently recovered from h is sulks, woke me early in the morning, banging on my door and shouting loudly.


“Come on, Calli, you’re going to miss everything! Hector and Aeneas left over an hour ago! The first event will start any minute now!”


Aghast at my tardiness, I quickly drew a dress over my head and dashed out the door. Deiphobus handed me a pastry he’d grabbed from the kitchen and I ate it ravenously as we ran to the courtyard. The first event was archery, in which neither Aeneas nor Hector were competing. The match was between Asios, a friend of bout our brothers, and an unknown arched named Pandaros. The odds were heavily stacked in Asios’ favor, and as he rose to take his shots a riot of cheering rose from the crowd. All three of his shots were within a fingers breadth of one another. Hector clapped him on the back as he left the circle, congratulating his friend on his success.


The arena quieted as Pandaros stepped up. A few people turned to their neighbors, whispering about the mysterious young man. Pandaros seemed to take it all in stride, calmly stringing his bow and sighting along the arrow. In one smooth motion he released the arrow, and it flew straight to its mark, finally landing, quivering, in the exact center of the target. The next two shots followed in close succession, all so close that their tips nearly touched. The crowd was quiet for almost a minute before they suddenly exploded into a fit of applause, and people rushed forward to pat the winner on the back. Even Asios was upbeat about his defeat, laughingly bowing down before the victor. Pandaros grinned, obviously unaccustomed to such attention. Meanwhile, Deiphobus and I were slightly bored, neither of us being particularly interested in archery, and we wandered over to the track which was being prepared for the footraces.


“Hello, Deiphobus, is it?” I nearly jumped out of my skin as Paris wandered over to us. The man seemed to have supernatural powers, for I hadn’t seen or heard him coming. Deiphobus, however, didn’t seem even remotely surprised.


“Hello, Paris. Ready to lose in the races?” He said smoothly, glaring at the other young man. I felt a strange shiver as the two faced off. Their identical brown eyes were spitting flames, and their hair curled about their necks in the same way. They could have been twins, they looked so much alike.


Paris broke the tableau first, throwing his head back and laughing aloud. “And just who will I be losing to? Your brother Hector may be able to beat me in contests of strength, but he will never be able to catch me in a race!” Deiphobus just glared at him. I tugged nervously at my friend’s sleeve.


“Come on, Dei, let’s go. The wrestling will begin any moment now! He’s not worth your time.” Despite my words, I avoided Paris’ gaze. It was eerie. All of Priam’s children looked alike, Hector and Deiphobus the most since they had the same mother as well. But there were six years between Deiphobus and his brother, enough to make their features quite different. Paris was somewhere directly between the two, a peculiar combination of Hector’s more rugged features and Deiphobus’ youthful countenance.


My friend was still glowering as we arrived at the wrestling ring, but the sight of his brother gearing up for the battle seemed to cheer him. Hector had drawn the first match, and was unfortunately squaring off with one of his many brothers, Helenus. Although Helenus was known as being quite intelligent, he had never been much of an athlete. Even so, it was a fairly even match. The two were of a roughly similar size, and while Hector had greater experience, Helenus was miles smarter. Nonetheless, I was supremely confident in Hector’s abilities. The crowd, meanwhile, was ecstatic–the only greater pairing would be between Hector and Aeneas (which is precisely what would happen if both won their matches). It was there that I took my leave of Deiphobus, and headed over to where my brother was preparing to wrestle. His was not such a great match, and was over in a matter of minutes. Aeneas graciously helped his opponent to his feet. Grinning, he nodded off all of the compliments as he headed over to my side.


“Well, little sister, ready to see me win the wrestling event?” Aeneas asked. I nodded eagerly and began skipping back to where Hector and Helenus were still grappling in the dust. Aeneas followed behind at a slightly more sedate pace.


We were only watching for a few moments before Hector dispatched Helenus. Deiphobus quickly brought a towel and a basin of water to his brother. Meanwhile I was beginning to get butterflies in my stomach. Here was the moment that Deiphobus and I had been unknowingly waiting for–a show-down between our two brothers. For years we had joked back and forth about who was the more talented, the more skilled, he always siding with Hector and I with Aeneas. But in this one match it would be decided, and if my brother lost I would have to live it down for the rest of my life–not a prospect which I particularly relished.


The two squared off and began cautiously circling one another, looking for a weakness. Aeneas struck first, a quick jab meant only as a probe, and not as an actual attack. Hector easily dodged it, and the circling continued. I inched around the ring until I was at Deiphobus’ side. Breathlessly we both watched.


After half an hour neither had won. Each had achieved one pin, but the entire crowd was waiting for a final defeat. King Priam announced that the next pin would signify the winner. The two men were absolutely exhausted, sweat pouring down their faces. Breath hummed in and out of their lungs harshly, and their eyes constantly dashed back and forth, still searching for the fatal weakness. And then, finally, Aeneas moved. Leaping with infinite grace and speed he jumped at Hector, twisting his body at the very last second, falling to the ground and dragging his friend with him.


“Got you,” my brother crowed triumphantly.


Hector smiled back. “Not quite,” he said.


Twisting his body in a seemingly inhuman fashion, Hector slipped one leg between Aeneas’ two. Using this leverage he flipped both of them over. My brother’s shoulders touched the ground, and the crowd erupted in loud, raucous cheers.


Grinning good-naturedly and shrugging his shoulders unabashedly, Aeneas accepted his defeat. He reached a hand down to Hector.


“Well, champ, up with you now,” Aeneas said as he drew his friend to his feet. But as Hector tried to stand, his right knee buckled beneath him and he fell back to the ground with a sharp cry of pain. Deiphobus and I exchanged a quick, startled glance before running to the aid of the injured man. As we arrived Hector was gently probing at his already swollen knee, wincing as he did so.


“Looks like a sprain,” Aeneas said helpfully, reaching out a finger to poke at the leg. Hector snarled up at him, and he withdrew his hand.


“Are you okay? What happened?” I knelt down beside the young man, staring at his injury in fascination. The joint was already nearly twice its normal size.


“I’m fine,” Hector said through gritted teeth. “I just twisted it. Should be fine by morning.”


Paris, with uncanny bad timing, chose to stroll over at precisely that moment. Assuming a worried expression, he crouched beside us.


“Will he be all right?” He asked. We all nodded, with the exception of Deiphobus, who glared malevolently instead. “Good, good. But I suppose he’ll be out for the remainder of the day. Pity. He’ll have to forfeit his race against me, then.”


“No!” Hector propelled himself up with his good leg, clutching Aeneas’ shoulder to remain upright. “I’ll race. The House of Priam has never forfeited!”


“But Hector, you can barely stand!” Aeneas shook his head. Hector glowered, but didn’t continue his protest. I could feel Deiphobus stiffen beside me. Oh no, I prayed. Zeus above, wise Athena, don’t let him pick a fight he can’t win.


“I’ll do it,” Deiphobus said proudly. “The House of Priam shall not forfeit. I will run as my brother’s proxy.”


A smile lit up Paris’ beautiful face. It was enough to make me wonder if his concern had in fact been genuine. It appeared that there was more to the mysterious Paris than met the eye.


“Calligenia,” Aeneas turned to me. “Help Hector back into the keep. See to it that he finds a healer.” This proclamation was followed by loud protestations from both Hector and myself. I certainly didn’t want to miss the race, especially now that my best friend was to be in it. Not to mention that I would get to see the expression on King Priam’s face which my brother seemed to think would be so amusing. But Aeneas must have realized that we weren’t going to cease our obstinate behavior, for without changing his facial expression he swiftly kicked Hector in his injured knee. The young man collapsed with a whimper, and my maternal instincts (which until that moment I hadn’t known I possessed) took over. That was not to say that I wasn’t still upset at missing the race. Rather, as I helped Hector back to his feet I vowed to stick some of my precious supply of dead rats in Aeneas’ bed that night.


By the time I finally returned to the field (which took fairly long, being as Hector was slow due to his injury–not to mention that I had to find a healer, and then the two of us had to literally wrestle the reluctant young warrior into bed, which was no small feat since he probably weighed more than the two of us combined) the race was long over. The crowd was dispersing, and the only people left were King Priam, Aeneas, and Deiphobus. It was not particularly difficult to deduce what had happened–King Priam had an astounded look on his weathered face, Aeneas was shifting uneasily from one foot to the other, and Deiphobus, dear beloved Deiphobus, was slouched over with a despairing, defeated look on his face. But then there was always room for hope, so assuming a bright, brilliant smile and overflowing with exuberance, I bounded over to the three.


“Hello!” I greeted them cheerfully. “How did it go?” I received three sullen glares for my efforts. So much for the positive approach. I sat down next to Deiphobus and remained like that, in silence, for several minutes. I was beginning to get rather fidgety and bored when King Priam finally broke the quiet.


“Well, there’s no doubt. I’d best go tell Hecuba.” The king rose and left, still with the same stupefied expression. I looked back and forth between his retreating back and Aeneas. After several moments I even managed a confused “huh?”


Aeneas smiled down on me, and extended his hand to help me up. “Come on, Calli, time to go check up on good old Hector. Deiphobus, are you coming?”


Deiphobus gave a noncommital shrug, which my brother seemed to take as a negative. Aeneas didn’t take even a backward glance, and I scurried just to keep up with him. By the time I finally caught up we were entering the keep.


“What happened?” I asked breathlessly. Zeus take his longer legs, it was far too hard for me to keep pace. Aeneas, of course, wasn’t even winded and answered me without breaking his stride.


“King Priam recognized Paris. Turns out he’s really Prince Alexandros.” That really cleared things up. I still had no idea what was going on. Fortunately Aeneas continued on with his tale. 


“I don’t think you were born when they threw the baby out of Troy, but they did–something to do with a prophecy. Anyway, he’s back now, has one of the king’s rattles to prove it. I suppose King Priam has to decide whether to recognize him or not. Either way, big news. I’ll bet Hector will pay a pretty penny to find out.”


Hector didn’t seem overly pleased when he heard the news. In fact, he was downright unbearable. With a roof-shattering yell he tried to bound out of the sickbed, and very nearly made it, too. Fortunately his knee still couldn’t hold his weight, so he was unable to wring Aeneas’ neck, which was his apparent goal.


That very night King Priam announced a feast in honor of his son’s return. Anchises forced me into a full-length gown, which I initially resented. But upon examining myself in the looking glass I changed my mind, believing that I looked quite fetching. For the occasion I even went so far as to bind my hair back with a circlet of beaten silver. 


Even Aeneas was approving of my transformation. “For once people will actually know that I have a sister,” he said teasingly. I cuffed him for that, and spun around angrily. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I heard Anchises chuckle in amusement behind me.


My family’s preparations didn’t take long at all (arranging for my father’s litter required the most amount of time) and we were among the first to enter the hall. The tables were already laden with platters of steaming food. Bustling servants hurried about the room, setting tables and clearing away empty goblets. I spared a moment’s pity for the servants, who due to their occupation were unable to enjoy the festivities with the rest of us. Paris and the royal family were conspicuously absent, and I resigned myself to a long wait before my friend arrived. In the meantime I idly followed my brother around the room as he greeted his own friends.


Time seemed to pass even more slowly than usual, and I was on the verge of crying for boredom when the horns finally sounded, announcing the entrance of the royal family. Sure enough, in came King Priam and Queen Hecuba, resplendent in their regal finery. Immediately behind them came Hector, a sullen look on his handsome face. His entrance was somewhat marred by the fact that he was limping along with the aid of a cane, and I winced inwardly at the pain his knee must have been causing him. The heir was followed by Cassandra and Deiphobus. Cassandra had never looked more lovely, and all assembled sighed collectively at her beauty. Yet she had a dreadfully tragic expression on her face, and her eyes were clouded with despair. Beside her Deiphobus looked no happier, his lips twisted downward in a sneer. All in all the royal family seemed to be in a foul mood, and with their entrance the merry atmosphere in the hall fell apart, and silence descended.


But then, mere steps behind Deiphobus and Cassandra, came Paris, in as fine attire as the rest. But unlike the others his mood was not somber. A broad smile was plastered across his perfectly sculpted face, and his brown eyes glittered with barely suppressed merriment. With his evident joy returned the festive atmosphere of the room, and people resumed talking and eating.


I sidled over to Deiphobus, grabbed his sleeve, and drew him away from the crowd. His eyes lit up as he saw me, and his lips twisted up into a smile. I felt a brief moment of a relief as I realized that my friend was not still despairing over his loss in the race.


“Deiphobus, what’s going on?” I asked. He shrugged his shoulders and glanced back at his father, who was presently biting into the haunch of a goat.


“Well, Alexandros is formally recognized as one of my father and mother’s sons,” he replied dutifully. I rolled my eyes in exasperation.


“I know that,” I said patiently. “But why wasn’t he brought up here with you and Hector? Why was he thrown out of the city in the first place?”


Deiphobus stared at me blankly for a long moment before responding. “Well. . .” he said slowly. “Maybe Cassandra would know. She always seems to know just about everything that goes on around here.”


And so we began fighting our way through the crowds. But this took longer than normal, since every third person wanted to either congratulate Deiphobus on his well-run race, mention his acquisition of a new brother, or compliment me on my dress, of all things! But we did finally  make it through the press and arrived before Cassandra’s throne. I for one was a little ill-tempered by this time, but Deiphobus seemed as in control as ever, so I wisely allowed him to begin the conversation. I had, however, forgotten that my dear friend was not always the most eloquent of people.


“Why was Alexandros thrown out of Troy when he was a baby?” He asked almost painfully bluntly. Cassandra, though, didn’t seem even the slightest bit fazed. While generally her detached expression irked me, at the moment I was rather glad, since it saved me from utter embarrassment at Deiphobus’ complete lack of anything remotely resembling social skills.


“So long as Paris lives, Troy is doomed,” she replied with a slight sad smile. “So I prophesied at his birth. Yet, he has returned.”


I was absolutely stunned. “Wait. . .” I said. “You’re saying that they threw a poor, defenseless little baby out into the wild just because you ‘foresaw’ that something bad was going to happen? That’s ridiculous!”


Cassandra inclined her head slightly. “Yes, now you think so. But believe it or not there was a time when people believed my prophecies. But that was before. . .never mind. It matters not.:


I shook my head and dragged Deiphobus back into our special little alcove. “Can you believe that?” I exploded when we were finally safe from prying ears. “That’s awful! Your sister is worse than Hecate herself!”


“Hey,” Deiphobus protested, insulted on his sister’s behalf. “That is my sister you’re talking about! Besides, how would you feel if nobody ever believed anything that you said?”


“I wouldn’t be making up silly lies in the first place,” I retorted. Deiphobus’ face contorted at the statement, and he abruptly stomped away from me. The rest of the night was absolutely miserable. Deiphobus refused to talk to me, Aeneas ignored me for his friends, and even Cassandra’s calm eyes seemed accusatory to my somewhat guilty conscience. I passed the remainder of the banquet sitting in a hard, oak chair at the back of the hall, nibbling half-heartedly at anything a servant shoved in my face. I was feeling so depressed that I missed what was most likely the most important proclamation ever given in Ilium: Paris’ first assignment as a prince of Troy.


Luckily for me Anchises and Aeneas filled me in on everything I’d missed in my stubborn refusal to pay attention. Paris had been given the role of ambassador to Sparta. I, in my utter ignorance of all things political, thought that this was immensely rude, being as Paris had only just arrived in the city, and had only just been recognized.


“Not at all!” Aeneas burst out when I told him this. “It’s a huge honor! Why, I’d die for an opportunity like that. Zeus, I’ll bet Hector’s none too pleased with this!”


“But why?” I asked. Alright, I’ll admit, I whined this–I was feeling distinctly put out already, and Aeneas’ abrupt dismissal of my opinion hurt my already brutally damaged feelings.


“The Greeks for years have been itching to get themselves into Troy,” Aeneas explained, amazingly patiently for him. “We control the Dardanelles, they want access to the sea. . .anyway, the reasons aren’t important. What is important, is that Menelaus just became King of Sparta when old Tyndareus died. So now, by making an alliance with him, we can insure peace not only from Sparta but also Mycenae, and thus all of Greece! And Paris is the one who’s receiving all of the king’s trust. King Priam is completely placing the fate of Troy into that untried little fool’s hands.”


I stared at him blankly. “Who’s Menelaus?”


“Atreides second son, brother of Agamemnon, King of Mycenae,” Anchises replied. “Now, that’s enough talk of politics for the night. I’m rather tired myself, and I think it’s high time we all headed for bed.” This was met with several groans of disgust from Aeneas and more whining from me, but as always our father won out in the end and we retired obediently to our own beds. I did not get much sleep that night, though. Through the long hours of darkness my brain whirled with all that I had learned. Cassandra saying that Paris would be the downfall of Troy, and now his sudden appointment as peacemaker. . .I tossed and turned, trying to get a disturbing image of burning buildings out of my mind.


The next day I awoke bleary-eyed and short-tempered. Aeneas only had to take one look at me to realize that it was not a good day for his usual early morning teasing, and left our rooms with barely a word to anyone. Anchises was somewhat more brave, and suggested that I have something to eat, and put a better spin on things. I tried hard, I honestly did, to have at least some optimism, but I was in a bad mood for the remainder of the week, during which Paris made ready his preparations for the trip to Sparta. Indeed, I was still somewhat scurrilous on the day that he was to disembark, but my brother and father convinced me to head down to the docks to bid farewell to Paris along with the rest of the population. I had been about to retort that I had no desire to see any stupid old boat leave, that I would rather remain in my room and sulk all day, when I realized that this would give me the opportunity to see and apologize to Deiphobus (who was undoubtedly still upset with me from the banquet). Of course, in all reality I had no real intention of apologizing, but there was always the chance that he would see the light and apologize to me.


Anyway, the end result is that I headed down to the wharf to watch the ship disembark. Deiphobus actually sought me out, and came and stood beside me as we watched the grand galley depart. He didn’t say anything, but then he didn’t need to. We’d been through enough fights by this time to realize that it was easier to just forgive and forget.


The next few years passed relatively uneventfully. After about two months Priam received word from Paris that he’d arrived safely in Sparta. News was, of course, very scarce since our rival city was across the sea, and very few boats passed between the two. But every once in a while we would receive a letter, most of which were fairly vague, and spoke of Menelaus’ evasions and refusals to commit to an alliance. Around the second year, however, they began to be filled with mention of a beautiful woman. At first King Priam was proud of his son, making numerous mentions that perhaps finally one of his children would marry (a comment which Deiphobus and I found terribly amusing, since we both knew that Hector himself had begun seeing a woman, a princess by the name of Andromache). But as the letters continued to come, it became apparent who the woman was: the much lauded Helen of Sparta, and wife of Menelaus.


I, of course, was still but a child at this time, and as heavy as the politics supposedly were, I frankly couldn’t have cared less about them. I spent the bulk of my time in much the same way I had two years ago: following Aeneas around like a pathetically obedient puppy, watching Hector tame the royal horses, and traipsing about the grounds with Deiphobus. Unlike myself, however, Deiphobus had begun to be involved in the affairs of state. Hector was, of course, the heir apparent, but Deiphobus was second in line. Although both Cassandra and Helenus were older than he, it was assumed by all that he would remain high in the succession line until Hector himself had a child. Cassandra, after all, was not only a woman, but a peculiar one at that, with her bizarre prophecies and endless warnings. Helenus had dedicated himself to Apollo, and all knew that a priest could never rule. SO Deiphobus often found himself dragged into long, dull, dreary meetings, which I was no allowed into.


And of course Anchises was becoming ever more irritatingly insistent that I begin considering suitors. He was chafing still about his crippled legs, and as if to add insult to injury, his eyesight was beginning to fade as well. He spent his evening railing at both Aphrodite and Zeus, two deities that I personally would never want to infuriate. But he apparently believed that it was becoming improper for me to spend all of my time around men, and insisted that I either marry immediately, or find women of a suitable age to spend my hours with. I began to regret the feast to which I had worn the full gown since that had begun Anchises’ mission to marry me off. However, in order to placate him, I did my best to find female companionship.


Tat did not go off too well. Most of the girls at the keep instantly disliked me for one of two reasons: the first being that I was of noble birth, the second that I acted far more like a boy than a girl. As Pandaros and my brother became better friends, the young archer introduced me to his sister, the lovely Crised, whom I absolutely could not stand. She was obsessed with clothing, boys, and appearances, three things which I had absolutely no interest in. It was finally, surprisingly, Deiphobus who found me a companion.


Creusa was one of his innumerable sisters. She was several years older than me, but possessed an innocence rendering her almost child-like. She was as feminine as I was not, and at first I did not understand her one bit. She was sentimental, emotional, and unceasingly kind, never becoming angry even when I spat my worst insults at her. She was also, of course, typical stock from the House of Troy: a brown-eyed brunette of incredible beauty. And, although I would never admit it, my freckled, pug-nosed self envied her that loveliness, and was insanely jealous.


But Deiphobus continually stuck the two of us together (often in the company of Cassandra, of all people) and somewhere along the line between calligraphy and weaving I discovered that we had become friends. Perhaps our friendship sprang from the one subject which we shared in common, and loved with fierce strength: my brother.


I had been friends with Creusa for nearly a month before I discovered her passion for Aeneas. Indeed, I had thought that she, like myself, had never paid much attention to men before, and was perfectly content to remain single for her entire life. For some inexplicable reason I had decided that the three of us (Creusa, Cassandra, and myself) would become the Trojan equivalent of the three chaste goddesses. But I was wrong, as I often was, and found out just how wrong on one of the many sunny6 days in Troy, when the three of us would idly walk through the gardens within the golden gates.


“And how is. . .your brother today?” Creusa asked nervously as we leisurely strolled about, fingering the delicate blossoms and reveling in the sun’s warmth. Cassandra had that knowing smile of hers on her face, but I paid no attention as I skipped about.


“Fine enough, I suppose,” I replied without a thought. “I think he’s with Hector, trying to calm down that new stallion.”


“Oh,” Creusa said softly. A warm, rosy blush suffused her cheeks. “That’s awfully nice of him to help with the stables.”


“Yes, well, he and Hector are friends. You should know that,” I pulled a blossom off a nearby tree and stuck it behind one of Creusa’s ears, so that the petals were a lovely contrast against her darker hair. I surveyed the result critically, and decided that I rather liked it, so I put another flower in my own hair before skipping off again.


“Perhaps we should go look at the horses,” Cassandra said slowly, that curious smile tugging upward at her lips. “I would like to see this marvelous stallion everyone is talking about.”


I agreed eagerly, of course, always glad of the chance to watch my brother and his friends at work. I gaily led the way, chattering on about just about every subject that came to mind. Creusa was unusually silent, and Cassandra kept breaking into soft, meaningless laughs.


The stables were only a short way from the garden, and it didn’t take us long to reach them at all. A few of the stable hands helpfully pointed out where the prince was, and we hurried across the hard-packed floor until we finally found both Hector and Aeneas. They were within the corral, along with a marvelous horse, at least twelve spans high. Hector was leaning against one of the posts, wiping sweat off his face with one sleeve. Aeneas, meanwhile, was heedlessly chasing after the stallion, laughing merrily as he attempted to catch it.


“Hello, brother,” Cassandra said. The young woman inched over to where her older brother was, the wry grin still on her face. “You aren’t having much success, I see.”


“Oh! Cassandra!” Hector shook his head, and pointed to where Aeneas was still galloping after the horse. “I’ll admit I didn’t do too well on my first try, but. . .well, Aeneas wanted a shot. I figured I’d let him have a go, but now. . .well, I’d say he’ll be needing a bit of help.”


Cassandra and I both laughed at that, but Creusa didn’t make a sound. When I turned to look at her, to encourage her to join in Hector’s slight jest, I saw her staring with frank admiration at Aeneas. Her eyes all but glowed as she drank in his laughing visage. Confused, I looked back at my brother. I did not see him doing anything to merit such open appreciation. Looking again at my friend, I saw her face turn pink, and perhaps it was then that I finally realized that love between man and woman existed in the world, that Eros was still about his work, and that one of his arrows had struck my friend.


That night I hurried to Deiphobus’ room, to tell him the interesting fact which I’d learned about his sister. Upon first mention of it, his face lit up, and he began to smile.


“How wonderful!” he exclaimed. “I always liked Creusa. . .it’s good that she’s fallen in love. But. . .” Here he paused a moment, and his face fell. “But if she married Aeneas. . .that would mean my sister had married your brother. That would mean we would be related.”


I frowned at that a bit. The though had never occurred to me. “But we can still be friends, right?” I asked worriedly. “Just because I’d be your sister doesn’t mean we couldn’t be friends anymore, would it?”


Deiphobus thought about that for a moment before relaxing. “No,” he said. “No, I guess we could still be friends. I’m friends with Hector, after all, and he’s my brother. I suppose it would be all right after all.”


And those words of his made everything all right for me again, and I began putting all of my efforts into throwing Creusa and my brother together. Meanwhile, Hector was doing some chasing of his own: a young princess from Laedonia named Andromache. She was the only daughter in a family of seven brothers. Neither Deiphobus nor I had ever met her, for she did not live in Troy. However, at the end of each week Hector suited up and headed out, and it did not take long for his family to realize what he was up to. But even with this knowledge, it still came as a surprise to everyone when Hector announced to the city that he was betrothed.


Of course, Hecuba was overjoyed, and began preparations for an immense wedding, complete with flowers, music, and food for all the city. King Priam, though, was still occupied with the situation involving Paris in Sparta, and barely paid any attention to the proceedings. Hector, who loved and admired his father, was a bit disappointed by this apathy, but it did nothing to deter his plans. Indeed, in the weeks following his announcement he walked about the keep with a light step and a lively face. I had never seen the usually serious prince so invigorated and vivacious.


The big day finally arrived, and even I felt nervous. Admittedly, my trepidation did not stem from the wedding itself, but rather from the fact that I would have to wear another gown, which would inevitably remind Anchises of his determination to see me married. I had not counted on his growing blindness, though, and when I finally presented myself to him he could not make out precisely what I looked like. At least that one disaster had been avoided.


The entire city had adorned itself for the celebration. Ribbons were tied across doorways, flowers littered the streets, and music was played from every street corner. Ilium at its most golden. I took a moment to merely breath in the scent of joy and hope which drifted through the air. Closing my eyes, I held my arms wide and spun in a circle. Today was a day of utmost possibilities, a day of love and joy, a day which held all the future within its palm. I finally opened my eyes, and a slight smile touched my lips. Humming a tuneless melody, I trotted off to the courtyard where the ceremony was to take place.


There was a priest of priestess present for each major god. Helenus, of course, represented Apollo. Chryseis was there for Artemis, and Cassandra for Athena. Laocoon, the chief priest of Apollo, represented Zeus as the presider of the ceremony. The thirteen priests stood in a row against the far wall. Behind them was seated the royal family, King Priam and Queen Hecuba at the center and all of their children ranging out to each side. Creusa was sitting there, her eyes unceasingly scanning the crowd. But as Aeneas, Anchises and I entered the square her gaze fell upon my brother, and there it remained.


Neither Hector nor his mysterious bride were present yet, but I could see her family seated in the very front of the crowd, their thrones as majestic as those of the House of Troy. As I looked at their friendly faces I decided that this woman who would one day be queen must be a lovely person, if she came from such a family. 


The trumpets blared, announcing the approach of the betrothed couple. The crowd silenced, and ll turned to gaze toward the golden doors as they swung open. Hector was the first one out, dressed in meticulous white, his dark hair combed until it nearly glowed in the sunlight. His brown eyes were open and trusting, his expression serene.


She came behind him. Andromache. Her hair was long and black, the darkest shade I’d ever seen, deeper than the sky at midnight. Her skin was pale, and her eyes the color of the horizon in winter. As she came out, her gaze remained steady upon Hector, and her step did not tremble. I decided upon first glance that I liked this woman, and it felt as though the world clicked, slowed, and stopped to witness this work of destiny.


Laocoon stepped forward, out of the ranks of the other priests. He began the ceremony with as little fuss as he did everything. He invoked Hera, goddess of marriage, asking her blessing on the union. He took the hands of the two young people and placed them together, intertwined. Then, with a smiling benediction of his own making, he announced them as one.


That was when the festivities truly began. Kegs were broken open, and the music began anew. People ate and drank, and for one night forgot all of their troubles, whatever they might be. Even King Priam perked up from his now perpetual gloom to wish his son and new daughter all of the best.


I caught Deiphobus’ eye, and quickly motioned him toward me. We spoke for a few moments, the usual niceties which must always be observed for such occasions, but it was obvious that he was wondering what I was up to. I was a little insulted that I was so transparent, ut finally gave it up. He was, after all, my best friend. So I told him what I intended to do, and he immediately agreed.


It wasn’t a very intricate plan; hardly worth being called a plan, really.  By the time I had finished relating it to Deiphobus it was set up, and the cogs were set in motion. I ran to Aeneas, telling him that there was something that I had to show him, something he absolutely had to see, oh come quickly, do. Reluctant to leave the party, Aeneas still couldn’t help but grant a simple request from his little sister, and followed me through the crowd. As we came to an alley nearly devoid of revelers (only two drunk men loitered on the ground) I dodged into a nearby building. Aeneas sighed, and began searching for me, remonstrating me for my silly games. By this time Deiphobus had brought his sister down the same alley, and quickly hurried into the building with me. Breathless with excitement, we both snuck to a window to watch the effects of our ‘brilliant scheme.’


Creusa was alarmed upon finding that her younger brother had disappeared. She began calling his name. She wasn’t looking where she was going, being too busy sneaking peeks into every little crevice, so she didn’t notice as she backed up into Aeneas. Shocked more than hurt, she turned around to stare at whoever had bumped into her.


“Oh,” she said breathlessly, the now familiar blush covering her features. “I’m sorry.”


“No, the fault was mine,” Aeneas said gallantly. “I should have been watching where I was going. Please accept my apology.  After all, there is never any excuse for running into royalty.”


One small white hand flew to her lips. “You recognize me?”


“Of course,” Aeneas replied. “You’re Hector’s sister, and one of Calli’s friends. Why wouldn’t I know your face?”


“Oh,” Creusa dropped her head. “No reason.”


“Although I’m afraid that I seem to be unable to recall your name. . .”


“Creusa,” she replied softly, gazing up at him from beneath heavy lashes. Aeneas clapped a hand to his head.


“Creusa, of course! How silly of me to have forgotten the name of such a beauty. Please accept my apology. I am Aeneas, son of Anchises.”


“I know,” Creusa replied, still terribly softly.


“So. . .” Aeneas shifted uneasily from one foot to the other, clearly uncomfortable with the silence and the situation as a whole. “What are you doing here, milady? Shouldn’t you be back at the celebration?”


“Y-yes,” Creusa stammered. “But Deiphobus said he had something to show me. . .only now I can’t seem to find him. . .”


Aeneas, of course, caught on right away. While there was times that I was glad my brother was so bright, that definitely was not one of them. Putting his hands on his hips, he roared “Calligenia!”


Deiphobus and I shared one anguished glance before we guiltily slunk out of the empty building. Creusa, sweet soul that she was, was delighted just to see both of us and know we weren’t harmed in any way. Aeneas, however, had seen through our facades, and while furious, was not was not willing to subject himself to further embarrassment by pointing out our wrongdoing.


“You’ll be explaining yourself at home, I assume,” he said in the deathly low voice he used only when he was very unhappy with me. I sighed and nodded my head. Deiphobus assumed an expression of abject innocence.


“Aeneas, what’s wrong?”Creusa asked worriedly, looking at me with concern. “Has Calli done something untoward?”


“You could say that,” Aeneas ground out between gritted teeth. “But nothing for you to worry about, Creusa. Why don’t we just return to the wedding?”


“Well, all right,” she replied uncertainly. Aeneas shot one more threatening look my way before escorting the girl back to the lighted courtyard. Deiphobus and I remained where we were, shoulders slumped in defeat.


“Well, that didn’t work so well, did it?” Deiphobus asked. I knew there was no malice in his tone, but even so I took it as a personal attack.


“I didn’t hear you come up with a better plan!” I snapped at him. But when my friend’s face took on a hurt expression I instantly regretted my harsh words. “Oh, Dei, I’m sorry, you know I am. I speak without thinking. I just want Creusa to be a happy, and Aeneas.”


Deiphobus instantly forgave me, as he almost always did, and gave me a quick hug. “Don’t worry, Calli, they’ll be fine. Everything will turn out for the best.”


“Of course,” I sniffled. “Doesn’t it always?” And we headed back to the feast.


The rest of the night was a blur to me, a frantic picture of dancing and drinking, no one worrying but me. Throughout the night I continued to fret about Creusa, until Cassandra, sneaking up behind me, whispered in my ear “there’s always tomorrow.” As always, the wise young princess knew precisely how to calm my traitorous heart, and I enjoyed the remainder of the night.


The next morning, on the other hand, was not nearly as pleasant. My head was ringing, and I wanted nothing more than to remain in bed for several more hours. But Aeneas was shaking my shoulders, yelling for me to wake up, that something horrible had happened. In my dream-befuddled state I couldn’t consider anything truly catastrophic. But, obedient to my older brother, I rose and dressed.


It was a somber atmosphere which met me outside. The celebration had ended, and in its place the city was preparing for war. I didn’t realize this at first, of course. All I knew was that the ribbons were gone, and there were several spears tacked in all the corners of the halls. Why this would be, though, I didn’t know. After quickly swallowing down a bite from the tray in our room, I hurried to find my brother, and to discover what had happened.


But the throne room was locked, and an experience guard blocked the door. He informed me that the royal family (along with my brother, apparently) was closed up in there. The guard steadfastly refused all my entreaties, and I eventually had to give up on gaining entrance. Yet I absolutely had to know what was happening, so I continued prowling the keep in search of news.


The courtyard was in pandemonium. Word had gotten out that disaster was imminent, but nobody was quite certain what precisely the catastrophe was. Wives were searching desperately for husbands and children, while some of the merchants had actually gone so far as to begin packing up their wares. Whatever was happening was apparently among the most important events ever to transpire in Troy.


Meanwhile my always insatiable curiosity was nearly causing me to burst. I still didn’t know what had occurred, and I had no idea who I could sk. And then it hit me. Creusa was a member of the House of Troy, but so far removed from the line of succession that she was rarely invited to the closed door meetings. Nonetheless, it seemed quite likely that she would have at least an inkling into what precisely had everyone in such a fervor. A bright smile lighting up my face, I raced back into the keep and bounded up the stairs to Creusa’s rooms.


Her maid opened the doors, and was at first quite reluctant to let me in. IN fact, had Creusa not heard my pleading with the servant, I might never have managed to make my way into her apartments. As soon as I saw my friends face I could tell that she was indeed aware of the transpiring events. Her face was drawn together into a tight mask of worry, confusion, and fear. Her dark eyes were clouded, her features pinched.


“Oh, Creusa,” I said softly, and held out my arms to her. She collapsed into them, and sobbing began to tell me what had happened.


Paris, foolish, pretty young Paris, had done the unthinkable. Not only had he not managed to insure peace between Troy and Sparta, but had in fact irreparably damaged what fragile acceptance had existed. For in a show of immense arrogance, the untried prince had stolen away the renowned beauty Helen, the wife of the king of Sparta.


“And now Sparta has declared way on us!” Creusa cried. “And everyone knows that Menelaus’ brother will add his forces, and there’s no possible way we can stand up against them!”


I was worried, too, but refused to let it show. After all, there always had to be a strong one, there always had to be a shoulder to cry on. So instead of fretting and releasing my own anguish, I calmly stroked my friend’s hair, and assured her in quiet tones that all would be well, that there was still hope. But I could see, with frightening clarity, destruction and pain for all of troy. And while outside my mouth smiled and my eyes glittered with optimism, inside my heart had sunk and I felt a cold feeling in the pit of my stomach. A feeling which I would carry with me for the remainder of my life.






*
*
*


I brushed my hair out to a sheen, staring out the window at the docks, where a bedraggled ship was dropping anchor. There was no doubt in my mind as to whose ship it was. Flying the pennant of Troy, it could only be one of our own, from the design to the proud banner. But there was nothing good about its return. . .instead I was convinced that it heralded our doom.


A full year had passed since we’d heard of Paris’ treachery. A year of staring over our shoulders, of preparing weapons, or every day watching the horizon for attacking ships. We knew it wouldn’t be immediate, knew it couldn’t be immediate. War took time, to gather the troops, to put the affairs of the state in order. And besides, it was difficult to declare hostile intentions when the very person they were going to war with was lost somewhere out at sea. But now the two catalysts had returned, and tension was in the air again.


I quickly bound back my hair and hurried into the hall. I absolutely had to be at the pier when Paris arrived. I had matured quite a bit in the past year–had to, really, as did all of the other children of the city. But even with my newfound perspective, I still possessed the same unending curiosity which had gotten me into trouble so many times before.


It took quite a while to push my way through the city toward the bay. It seemed as though everyone in the city was just as eager to see the young prince’s return as I was. And indeed, who could blame them? It was history in the making–a dreadful, sick history, true, but even so a moment to be remembered for a lifetime. Add on to those people all of the others who wanted to be present only in order to throw rotten fruit at the traitor, and it created quite a mass. Luckily, I had the added privilege of being friends with members of the royal family, and people parted, reluctantly, to let me through. When I finally reached the docks I headed over to where the House of Troy was, and took up my accustomed spot between Deiphobus and Creusa.


“I haven’t missed anything, have I?” I asked crossly. I was not feeling particularly charitable at that particular moment, and most of the reason that I wanted to be present for Paris’ first steps back on his home soil was so that I could land the first punch.


Deiphobus shook his head. “No,” he said. “They only just put down anchor.”



I nodded, secure once again. Impatiently I began tugging at my skirt, trying to rearrange it into a more comfortable position. On my fifteenth (or was it sixteenth? It seemed that nobody knew precisely when I was born) Anchises had begun ordering me to wear full gowns at all times, and I still wasn’t fully comfortable with them. But I was willing to wear them, if only to appease my father.


While Aeneas and I had been growing older, bigger, and stronger, our father had been steadily deteriorating. Within the last year his health had taken a massive downward plunge, and we’d worried for a while that we’d lose him. He’d recovered, gradually, and was still on the mend. Yet now he was unable to leave the rooms, even on one of his custom litters, and did not even move about the suite very much. His eyesight was almost completely gone now, and it hurt to see him unable to recognize us. Yet Aeneas and I both hid our distress behind smiles and cheery words.


So there I was on the docks, clad in a dress for my father who couldn’t see it, and ready to physically assault a prince of the land. But when I saw his familiar face gazing out over the bow of the ship, all of my rage left me.


Paris was much as I remembered him: the same guileless face, th same tousled brown hair, and the same beautiful presence. Though I knew him for a fool, I could not help hoping that he might somehow find happiness. Just as I was berating myself for being as ridiculously senseless as Paris, she stepped into sight. My mind went blank for a moment. 


“She’s not as beautiful as I’d heard she was,” Deiphobus whispered.


“I think she’s pretty,” Creusa said, and I nearly laughed at her tone. Even now, staring at a woman who should e a mortal enemy, Creusa tried to compliment rather than disparage. I, meanwhile, agreed more with Deiphobus. The infamous Helen of Troy was beautiful, there was no denying that. Her head was graced with wavy blond locks, and her skin was pale. But other than the color of her hair, there was nothing truly remarkable about her, nothing to set her so high above the rest of us lonely mortals. I was almost disappointed as I beheld her visage.


Just then a muscular arm shoved me aside, and I cried out, as much in surprise as anger. How dare somebody shove me to one side, as if I weren’t worth a thing! But as I turned to snap at the ignorant, rude man, I found myself having to bite ack the callous words. Hector stood, his arm still slightly behind the rest of his body, where he had pushed me back. His face was as still as stone, and as hard as well. Had I not known him so well, I would not have realized what emotion he so carefully guarded. But I knew where to look, and indeed his dark eyes were roiling with hatred and anger.


Of course Hector was angry, and I recognized that fury, reconciled it to the same feelings beating within my own breast. But never in my life had I seen Hector so consumed by hatred. Though, when I though about it, it did make sense. Paris had just done what to Hector was unthinkable: he had endangered the city for his own sake, had put his own life and pleasure before that of his people. Responsible, martyred Hector would never dream of that. His own life was unimportant, the precedence belonged to the peasants, the servants, the other members of the nobility, but never him. And yet he had not even been given the honor of arranging peace with the Spartans–that honor had gone to the untried young Paris. And he had failed. He had failed not only his father, but the country.


“Ho, Troy!” Paris’ voice drifted softly down to those of us on the pier. Hector glared up at him.


“Go back to Sparta, pig, and take your stolen woman with you!” Hector was shaking now, his fists tightly knotted at his side. Creusa reached out an arm to calm him, but Hector was having none of it. He shook off his sister’s hand and strode forward another step. Beside me, Deiphobus moved, and went to stand by his brother’s side in a show of solidarity.


“Come on, brother!” Paris laughed, as if there weren’t a care in the world. “Aren’t you glad to see me? Your own brother, after all!”


“You dare to call me brother?” Hector spat, his face turning an ugly shade of purple. “You have betrayed home and country, and you dare to address me?”


“A bit uppity, isn’t he?” Paris asked the woman at his side. She merely stared back at him with wide eyes. Paris shrugged and grinned down at the crowd. “Well,” he said. “Like it or not, I am coming down, and you aren’t going to hurt me. After all, I’m an ambassador, and we do have certain rights.”


Hector’s lip lifted in a snarl. I was astounded at the clear show of emotion. Hector usually managed to keep a tight rein on his feelings. I worried a little at what he would do to Paris when the young man disembarked. Apollo, I prayed, I know that you care for this man. Do not let him do anything too rash.


But before a confrontation could being, the crowd parted and King Priam quickly rode through the gap, on one of the beautiful chestnut stallions that Hector had tamed.


He said, quite simply, “Alexandros,” but it was enough to silence everyone. Even Paris’ jubilant expression stilled as he saw the deadly gravity of the king, and his former bravado disappeared as he left the ship and went to stand shame-faced before his father.


“Alexandros, do you realize what you have done?” The king asked quietly. Though his words were soft, they carried well over the crowd, which waited anxiously to see the royal decision.


“Father. . .” Paris’ expression was downcast. From my vantage it looked st though there were actually tears shimmering in his beautiful eyes, but then again, I have been known to be wrong about things like that. “It wasn’t. . .I didn’t mean to start anything, but. . .”


Priam waited patiently for the young man to continue, but it seemed as though all of his spirit had deserted him. The crowd began to disperse, realizing that there was not going to e a great confrontation. Creusa tugged on my arm, urging me to leave, but I refused to move. I was no fool, and I knew that the issue was no resolved. Besides which, I was still waiting to see the great Helen up close.


“King Priam,” the voice was soft and beautiful, but strangely accented. I turned my head to look at the queen of Sparta. Up close she was still no great beauty. Her features were too angular, her hair the slightest bit too coarse to have been described as woven gold (the typical phrase to describe her flowing locks). I was a little disappointed by the utter lack of majesty which accompanied the slight woman. Although she was clearly of some importance, because a young servant followed closely behind her, face toward the ground and black hair obscuring her face.


Hector strode forward to stand beside his father, his arms still shaking with barely suppressed anger. “Why then, Paris, did it take you so long to return? Two years as ambassador, a day to carry off Sparta’s greatest jewel, and then another full year to return?”


Paris raised his head to meet his brother’s challenge, a bit of his former spirit sparking in his brown eyes. “I did not mean to wait for the year,” he spat out, though I noticed that he conspicuously avoided the gaze of his father. Our ship was blown off course, and we had to land in Egypt. The barbarians there wouldn’t allow us to leave. They, too, had heard of Helen and I, and did not believe that it was right. But in the end even they agreed that love should overcome all, and released us.”


“Love overcomes all?” Priam arched one eyebrow, and Paris flushed under the inquisitive stare. Behind him, Helen, too, quailed back, but the servant remained standing tall.


“By the Gods, do you even realize what you have done, you fool?” Hector’s voice was tight and anguished, and my heart clenched when I realized that he had given up. Hector, who never surrendered for anyone or anything, had resigned himself to war and death. If this great hero was falling before destiny, what hope had the rest of the city?


“Yes!” Paris suddenly stood up tall again, shoulders flung back and chest out. “I do realize what I have done, by the gods! For it was they who granted me leave to do so! Or more correctly, it was Aphrodite. She introduced Helen and I, and decreed that our love was just, that she was to be mine.”


“Aphrodite, aid a young pup like you?” Hector sneered. “I don’t find that likely. But we can find out. . .” just then he spotted me at the fringes of the crowd, and reaching out a hand, pulled me toward him. “Calligenia, how is your father today?”


“Anchises?” I asked. “He’s fine, I suppose. He’s been getting much better recently. Why do you ask?”


“We’ll ask Anchises about Aphrodite’s views,” Hector declared ominously. “Out of all men in troy, he would know best.” Still gripping me by the arm, he began walking rapidly back toward my suite, and I had to all but run to keep up with him. Close behind came Creusa and King Priam, with Paris and Helen only a few steps behind them.


“But why?” I asked in confusion as I skipped and tripped. “What does Anchises have to do with Aphrodite?”


“Ask Aeneas,” Hector replied curtly. It was just then that I realized that I hadn’t seen my brother all day. Where on earth could he have gotten off to? It was completely unlike him to miss something as important as Paris’ return. Whatever he was doing had to be something dreadfully important, and I was more than a little upset that I had missed out on it.


When we reached my rooms, Hector brushed me aside and went in himself. Priam and Paris followed, and quickly slammed the door behind themselves, leaving just the three of us women (four, counting the servant) out in the hall. Creusa snuck a nervous glance at Helen.


“So. . .”she said anxiously, her hands clutching at her dress. “How do you like Troy so far?”


Helen and I both stared at her in abject amazement. After a moment of our mouths hanging open, we turned to look at one another, and noticing the identical, stupefied expressions on our faces, broke into peals of laughter. That moment, despite Helen’s reputation, despite the disaster looming over us, we cemented a friendship which was to weather the years.


“I’m Calligenia,” I said, and held out one hand. Taking in graciously, she smiled back at me, blue eyes sparkling.


“An-and I’m Helen,” she replied, stuttering a bit at the beginning, but quickly recovering herself. Another false statement regarding the queen, and I noted it in my brain. Though her voice was indeed beautiful, it was not the voice of a queen, lacking in both strength and confidence. Not that I had a qualm, of course. Although I spent most of my time with nobility, I had never been especially partial to the airs that some of them put on. Helenus, for example, was one of the most arrogant men I had ever met. And Troilus, while absolutely adorable, was the most spoiled of all the princes. No, there was nothing wrong with acting unlike royalty, and I believe that I liked Helen all the more for it.


“So what do you think will happen to us?” Helen asked timidly, staring up at me with her limpid eyes. I considered for a moment.


“Most likely nothing,” I replied. “King Priam has a soft spot in his heart for all his sons. . .yes, even Paris, though he certainly didn’t show it at his birth. I suppose that they’ll give you some rooms.


“Is it true,” Helen’s voice was still softer than the wings of a hummingbird, “that there will be a war?”


“Not necessary–” Creusa tried to be hopeful, but I opted for the more realistic approach.


“Probably,” I replied. “After all, your husband Menelaus isn’t known for being one to take things sitting down. And Agamemnon certainly isn’t. Besides, they’ve both been looking for a reason to attack for decades. This is the perfect opportunity. I’d be willing to bet that the Greeks will be attacking us, probably as soon as they can gather all of their troops.”


“Oh no. . .” Helen’s eyes filled with tears, which she hastily wiped with the back of one sleeve. “It’s all my fault. . .”


“Well, that won’t definitely happen,” Creusa offered optimistically. “Listen, why don’t we just go ask Andromache about the situation? Hector tells her absolutely everything, so if there’s anything to be learned, she’ll know it.”


I ignored Helen as she began to ask curiously about who Andromache was, and Hector. I merely turned on my hell and began hurrying down the hall. Creusa had a good head on her shoulders, and I’d learned within the past year that it was usually a good idea to listen to her advice.


Luckily Andromache was in her apartments, so we didn’t have to continue with an extensive search of the grounds. She answered the door personally, and quickly ushered the four of us in.


“Creusa, Calligenia, how good to see you all again!” She smiled warmly at the two of us. “I’m afraid I wasn’t expecting visitors. . .I figured that you would all be down at the wharf to see Paris’ return.”


“We were, we just got back,” I responded. “Why weren’t you down there?”


Andromache rolled her eyes, a bemused expression on her pretty face. “Honestly, I didn’t wake up. And you know Hector, the dear simply didn’t want to wake me. By the time I was ready, there was an enormous crowd. It simply didn’t seem worth it.”


Creusa nodded. “Actually, Andromache,” she said in a slightly anxious voice. “We were wondering if maybe you could tell us a little about that. . .”


Andromache smiled slightly at the princess. “I will, Creusa, but only if you do something for me first.”


Creusa smiled and bobbed her head eagerly, always willing to help anyone out. Andromache, though, didn’t say anything. She merely lifted her eyebrows and gestured toward Helen and the servant, obviously wanting introductions.


“Oh!” I decided to fill in the blank we had so rudely forgotten. “This is Queen Helen of Sparta, and one of her servants. They only just arrived.”


Andromache’s eyes opened wide, her lashes nearly touching her eyebrows. One white hand fluttered near her breast, and she grabbed onto a chair as if for support. It was obvious that she wasn’t expecting such a response. Helen blushed as she saw the other woman’s harried response, and her eyes returned to their contemplation of the floor.


Andromache quickly grabbed me by the sleeve and drew me into a corner, leaving Creusa and Helen standing awkwardly in the middle of the room. “Calli,” she hissed in my ear, her eyes never leaving the pair. “Are you really certain that it’s safe to talk in front of her? She is a Greek, after all.”


I hadn’t thought about that. As a person, I had already decided that I liked Helen. I hadn’t really considered the fac that not only had she gone with Paris (and thus already betrayed our land) she was actually a Greek, one of the barbarous pirates who had been forever raiding our borders. Besides, who was to say that she wasn’t a spy? It seemed unlikely. . .she was so timid, after all. But then, that would probably make her an excellent spy indeed.


In a few hurried words we agreed upon a meeting later in the day–without Helen’s presence. In less then a minute we had returned to the side of our friends. We stayed n hour in Andromache’s rooms, chatting about inconsequential things. It was refreshing. . .the impending war faded from our minds, and we became four women (well, five. . .but it was hard to count the servant, since she never said a word) meeting just to enjoy one another’s company. I realized with some amazement how far I had come in the past few years, from a young girl who had no friends other than Deiphobus, to a mature young woman. Well. . .moderately mature, anyway.


When Andromache stood up, making it abundantly clear that it was time to go, I began hustling Creusa and Helen out of the room. Creusa kept throwing me confused looks, obviously wondering what had happened to the original plan of interrogating Hector’s wife. I tried to communicate the problem with that, but I don’t believe she understood me. It’s quite likely that she didn’t–I’ve never been very adept with my facial expressions.


Creusa and I guided Helen to her rooms-or at least, to the rooms which had belonged to Paris for the month he’d lived in Ilium. She bid a grateful goodbye to us before entering the rooms with her servant. 


“Why didn’t you ask Andromache about anything?” Creusa asked curiously as we began walking down the hall.


“Because–” I began, turning my head to talk to her. In retrospect I probably shouldn’t have taken my eyes off the hall at that time, since we were rounding a corner, and walking at a relatively fast pace. But I did, and of course luck was not with me (was she ever?) and somebody else was coming down the conjoining hall at precisely that moment. Collision.


I skidded on the ground for several moments after falling. Whoever I had run into was quite a bit larger than me, and obviously more powerful. I shook my head for a moment to clear my vision. But before I saw who my assailant was, I caught a glimpse of Creusa’s face, and that was all I needed to divine the identity of the mystery man.


“Aeneas,” I said in a disapproving voice, putting my hand out to allow him to pull me to my feet. “When re you ever going to learn to watch where you’re going?”


“Probably about the same time you do, little sis,” he replied gaily, yanking me upright in one smooth motion. A broad smile broke out on his face. Over his shoulder I could see creusa, her face still with a surprised, longing look plastered across it. My heart tugged for a moment. She loved my brother so much. . .and he quite obviously was barely aware that she so much as existed. Unrequited love had never really been my thing, but to see my friend in such dire straits. . .I shook the thought off and returned to the topic which had been troubling me since the morning.


“Hey, Aeneas, this morning Hector said that Anchises would know about Aphrodite’s views. What did he mean by that?”


Aeneas’s smile slowly ran away from his face, and he raked a hand through his curly blond hair. His eyes took on a troubled cast. “Because. . .” He paused for a moment, and looking behind himself, as if searching for an escape, for the first time spotted Creusa. He smiled at her weakly before returning to me. “Listen. . .this isn’t really the best time, or place to talk about that.”


I couldn’t believe it. Aeneas knew that Creusa was one of my closest friends. Surely he realized that I would immediately fill her in on whatever he said. Besides, I could see the hurt on her face, when she realized that it was because of her that Aeneas was keeping silent. He didn’t want her to know about something. 


“No, I think right here, right now, is just fine,” I said as sternly as I could, crossing my arms across my chest.  Aeneas stared at me seriously for half a second, before bursting out into laughter. Chuckling, he tousled my hair.


“Oh, Calli, how you’ve grown up!” He chortled. I angrily shoved his hands away from my hair.


“Stop that!” I said crossly. My brother tried to get a hold of himself, and managed to restrain all but a small laugh or two. “If I’ve grown up so much, why won’t you tell me?”


Aeneas sighed, grave once again. “I’ll tell you about it, I promise,” he said, his eyes open and guileless. “Just not right now. Tonight, before we retire. I promise.”


Realizing that I wasn’t going to get anymore out of him, I nodded my head reluctantly. His face burst out into a smile again, and he patted me on the head before continuing down the hall in the direction he’d been headed prior to our minor. . .mishap.


“Alright then. See you tonight, Calli. Good-bye, Creusa.”


Just as he disappeared around a corner, I remembered that I hadn’t yet asked him where he’d bene that morning, why he’d missed the grand return of Paris. But of course it was too late y that time, and I resigned myself to another question unanswered. As I turned to Creusa to continue on our way, I saw her staring dreamily down the hall.


“He remembered my name,” she whispered, obviously overjoyed.


I rolled my eyes skyward. Poor lovesick fool, she was worse off than Apollo when it came to love. I offered a quick prayer to Eros, knowing that it was hopeless. None of the gods had ever answer my entreaties before, why would they start now?


The rest of the day was frightfully boring. My meeting with Andromache was completely pointless–she knew no more about the possible war than I did. . .a bit less, in some instances. Apparently Hector was even more tight-lipped about politics than Aeneas. So I soon found myself with nothing to do. I couldn’t even return to my room for an afternoon nap, since King Priam, Hector, Deiphobus, and Paris were still closeted in there with my father. I thought about visiting Helen, but decided that she had most likely had more than enough excitement for the day. 


I finally gave up on finding anything to do, and headed down to Queen Hecuba’s garden. There, among the trees and sweet-smelling flowers I was able to completely unwind. I laid down on my back, and stared up at the bright blue sky above me. Closing my eyes, I tried to clear my mind of all troubles, but that was, of course, impossible.


The strange thing was, there was no clear precedence in my mind. War against Greece, Creusa and her hopeless infatuation, the secrets concerning my father, the arrival of Helen. . .all held equal points of importance in my mind.


I found myself suddenly overcome with an intense feeling of hopelessness. Nothing was going to turn out all right. We would go to war, and all of Troy would die—everybody knew that the Greeks were infinitely stronger. It had been twenty years, and Aeneas had not yet noticed Creusa, so there certainly wasn’t much chance of that happening now, especially not with war on the horizon. My father had never told me the truth. And never, contrary to what most people think, encompasses the future as well as the past.


I picked one of the flowers along the way, and tucked it behind my ear. Why did things have to get all complicated? Why couldn’t it still be that time when I wore tunics or short dresses, and chased Deiphobus around the kitchens? Why couldn’t I go back to the days of sticking dead rats in my brothers bed and sneaking up on Cassandra? Why couldn’t Deiphobus and I laugh and giggle, and spend every waking moment together? Why couldn’t I go back to that marvelous day when I’d first noticed Creusa was in love with my brother? Why couldn’t I see my best friend any more?


I realized with a sudden pang of guilt that most of my thoughts had centered on Deiphobus, who really wasn’t a problem. True, we didn’t get to see each other often any more. . .he was closeted away with the royals, working on who knew what. And even when he had free time, we lived in different worlds, he in that of men, armor, and horses, while I dwelt with the women, engaging in baking, needlecraft, and entertainment.


I didn’t notice that tears were rolling down my face until a rough thumb pushed them away. I also hadn’t noticed that my eyes had been closed, nor that my body had been shaking. I’m not prone to crying—in fact, I’m quite certain that I hadn’t cried for years, so somehow I hadn’t recognized my actions.


“What’s wrong?” A concerned voice asked. I smiled. If this were a heroic epic, I would have smiled bravely, but the truth is that it was more of a stupid smile, what with my red, puffy eyes, and snot trailing out of my nose.


“Nothing,” I said. “Just. . .change.”


Deiphobus sat down beside me, and reached out his hand to brush away another tear. “Change isn’t a bad thing, Calli.”


I just stared at him. He winced, realizing that in this particular circumstance, change was a very bad thing indeed. “Okay,” he conceded. “Maybe in this case it is bad. But tears don’t accomplish much of anything.”


“I know,” I sniffled, and wiped away at the snot. “I’m just being a silly girl.”


“I’ll say,” Deiphobus said, grinning widely. 


I don’t know whether he had deliberately meant that comment to wake me up or not, but it instantly chased away my depression as I slapped his shoulder. I was surprised to find that muscle had sprung up where before there had only been skin and bones. In fact, much about my friend had changed.


“What are you staring at?” Deiphobus asked uncomfortably. The truth was, I wasn’t really sure myself, but a response was required, and Calligenia has never wanted for quick, flippant responses.


“You are turning into a wooly mammoth,” I informed him archly. He ran a hand over his chin, proudly feeling the few whiskers growing there. “Or more correct to say, you are turning into a half bald wooly mammoth.”


“What?” he protested. 


“You might want to give up on the beard for another year or two,” I said. He responded by grabbing me by the arms and flipping me over his shoulder. I screamed, half in fright, half in outrage, and half in sheer joy (yes, I’ve never been particularly skilled at maths) but he refused to put me down. He stood up, and began walking through the garden, and though I could see his legs trembling from the strain of carrying me, I was still somewhat impressed that he managed to get through the garden.


“Having fun?” A voice interrupted our game. I tried to look out at the speaker from between Deiphobus’ legs, but no such luck.


“What’s happened?” Deiphobus asked, and his voice went flat.


“Ships on the horizon,” responded the familiar voice. I could almost place it. . .just another moment. . .


“But that means. . .” Deiphobus dropped me unceremoniously on my head, giving me just enough air time to spot Hector’s heavily bearded face before plopping painfully onto the ground. I squawked in anger, and was prepared to fight back, but the prince’s next words stopped me dead in my tracks.


“We’re at war.”

*     *     *     *     *


Niko was the first injury on our side. It wasn’t anything too serious, thankfully, and it was more or less his own fault, but it shook us all into the reality of the siege. The Greeks had arrived three years ago, but hadn’t done much outside of landing their ships. Every day they sent a messenger up to our gates, demanding the release of Helen. We stopped bothering to response after the first two months, and now they would come, state their demand, wait thirty minutes, and then return to the ships.


They had attacked the two villages just outside of our city, but we had already pulled most of hte citizens in. Still, the farmlands and pantries of the villagers were enough to feed the Greeks, and the few prostitutes who hadn’t bothered to escape satisfied their other hungers. We knew the stalemate couldn’t last long, I think we all knew that in the deepest of our hearts, but our heads had grown accustomed to the somewhat tense peace, and we had been carrying about our activities in a more or less normal practice.


Niko had late guard watch, one night. He was an avid star watcher, convinced that the gods made their homes among the celestial bodies. Helenus hated him for that, called him a god-hater and insisted that he would face a horrible judgement by Hades, but the rest of us just more or less considered him crazy and harmless. So he was allowed to continue his life undisturbed, and was even given detail along with the rest of the men.


He was watching the stars, just as he would every night, but apparently decided that he wanted a better look. So instead of staying mostly hidden beneath the castle walls, he stood on the parapets, a clear silhouette against the burning lamps and fires of our city. It only took one arrow through his shoulder to remind us all that we were, indeed, at war.


Niko was brought to my room, kicking, screaming, and foaming at the mouth. The guards who had discovered him were not precisely the brightest of our citizens, and, being under the command of my illustrious brother, decided that our apartments would be the best place to bring their injured comrade.


“I’m dying!” Niko screamed as he was dragged into our room. I looked up from the letter I was composing, and even Anchises, mostly blind by this point, turned at the commotion. “Dying, dying, dying!” Suddenly his mournful lament turned into cackles, and he began screaming “You’ll see! When I die you’ll see where I go, not down to Hades but up toward the stars!”


“What is going on?” Anchises demanded to know, but the soldiers ignored him, looking pointedly around the apartment, clearly not interested in a blind cripple or a woman.


I sighed, put down my quill, and went to attend to the man. “Aeneas!” I yelled as I pulled back the man’s tunic to take a look at the wound.


It wasn’t particularly bad, and I knew that I would be able to take care of it myself. So, as my brother came barrelling into the room half-naked (it was, after all, the middle of the night) I calmly pushed the arrow through the man’s back, applied a salve to the wound, and bound it tightly with the tattered remains of his own shirt.


By the time I had finished, Aeneas had finally convinced the soldiers to take the wounded man to Chryseis, and never again to bring an injured man to our apartments. We were finally rid of them, but left with a large blood stain on the floor.


“Does nobody around here have a brain?” Aeneas complained.


“Not likely,” muttered Anchises from where he reclined on a bed. Aeneas sighed, and went over to his father’s side, brushing back the old man’s hair.


“It was nothing, father. An injured soldier, that’s all.”


“The first injury in a war,” Anchises sighed, sounding older and more tired than I had ever heard him. “So it begins.” Aeneas opened his mouth to argue, but Anchises seemed to sense the dissent even without being able to see, and quickly spoke over his son’s protestations. “The war may have technically begun three years ago, but here is where it begins to take a hold of our hearts. Here is when we must truly decide whether we want to fight, or live.”


“Well, that’s not very optimistic, is it?” I asked. I still couldn’t quite figure out how to get the stain out of the carpet.


Suddenly the door was pushed open, and half the royal family came spilling into our rooms.


“Calli, are you all right?” Helen was the first to ask. “We heard screaming. . .”


Before I had the chance to respond, Deiphobus had noticed the stain on the ground, and pointed it out. “Where in Hades did that come from? Who’s hurt?”


“Aeneas!” Creusa screamed, seeing my brother leaning heavily against my father’s cot. She ran to his side, clearly thinking that he was the injured party.


Cassandra, Andromache, and Hector also entered the room, but I couldn’t help noticing that Paris was conspiciously absent. Why had he not accompanied his wife? During the day it seemed that they were nearly inseparable, joined at the hip (well, along with Helen’s servant, who seemed to make a third of the happy twosome), so why was it that at night they would suddenly separate?


As I was trying to create and solve a mystery, Aeneas was trying to disentangle himself from a terrified Creusa.


“I’m all right, really I am!” He protested, laughingly batting away at her hands. “Honestly, woman, I wasn’t hurt, it was a soldier!”


“We’ve taken a casualty, then?” Hector’s voice was heavy, already mourning the death of a man he didn’t know. Aeneas shook his head.


“No, it’s just Niko, he’ll be fine. Calli here did a stupendous job of fixing him up.”


“Bravo, Calli,” Cassandra said lowly, arching one eyebrow at me and clapping her hands. Deiphobus shot me a smile, and opened his mouth, presumably to also thank me, but the other men were clearly in no mood for chitchat.


“They are dangerous,” Andromache was saying lowly. “We’ve somehow managed to forget that.”


“Yes,” Hector nodded his head. “We have, and it’s a good thing that we’ve been reminded. We need to take some action, protect our people. We cannot live under siege for the rest of our lives.”


“Well, there’s not much we can do,” Aeneas said. He seemed to have resigned himself to the frenetic ministrations of Creusa, and allowed her to continue checking his pulse, her eyes worriedly following every line of his body. “After all, they outnumber us three to one. We don’t have much chance of anything outside of these castle walls.”


“There must be something!” Deiphobus said passionately. “We can’t just sit here, and raise our children without them even knowing what freedom means!”


“Why are you talking about children?” Anchises asked, almost sneering. “You’re just past being one yourself.”


Deiphobus instantly stopped talking, glaring at my father instead. I sighed. For whatever reason, Anchises had taken a strong disliking to my best friend, and seemed to take every opportunity to spurn or insult him. Really, it made for some rather uncomfortable situations.


“Still,” I said, in support of my friend. “He’s right. We’re captives right now, and that’s no way to live.”


“And this,” said Hector, not unkindly. “Is not a situation for women. Andromache, if you wouldn’t mind taking the women to our apartment, I would like a word with these men.”


“Would you like me to call for Father?” Andromache, ever the dutiful wife, asked. Hector considered for a moment, before sighing and shaking his head.


“No. He’s old now, and tired. He needs his rest far more than he needs to be waken for this.”


Andromache nodded, and quickly ushered us all out of the room. It took a bit of convincing to get Creusa to leave my brother’s side, but soon enough we were all out of the room.


“No place for women,” I complained bitterly. “Men. They always think they’re so superior. It makes me sick.”


“Well, men and women are made for diferent things, Calli,” Helen said. I continued to grumble, and she smiled at me. “Oh, I don’t think they’re right in this instance, but it’s something to keep in mind. After all, I don’t think any of us has any desire to join in the war.”


I couldn’t deny that. But I was still feeling frustrated, and felt the need to take it out on someone. So, with my brother, father, and the royal family not being within a direct line of attack, I resigned myself to a different, far less deserving target.


“And Creusa, you were just disgusting,” I said. “Throwing yourself at my brother like that.”


“I was worried!” Creusa protested. “There was all that blood on the floor, and he had some on his sleeve. . .”


“And I have blood up to my elbows, what’s your point?” I said. Creusa said nothing, but her face turned a delicate shade of pink, and she stared down at the floor.


“I suppose I was a little too forward, wasn’t I?”



I had expected the other women to leap to the woman’s defense, and had been itching for the fight to ensue. But nobody seemed to really disagree with my opinion.


“He’ll never think much of you if you continue to be so clingy,” Cassandra said.


“Maybe you should try to be a little more independent,” Helen suggested. I nearly laughed, hearing this come from the woman who obediently attended to every little thing that Paris asked. “Aeneas likes stronger women.”


Creusa sighed, and looked up at all of us with hopeless eyes. “It’s just. . .he’s never going to love me, no matter what I do. But if I can just spend time with him. . .even if it will never come to anything. . .”


“It will come to something,” Cassandra said suddenly, fervently and passionately. “You needn’t worry about that. But Creusa, darling, you just have to be yourself. Don’t fuss and coddle, don’t stare at him every moment, don’t let him know that you are hopelessly in love. Just be you. You’ll see, it will all turn around.”


Creusa seemed to brighten up a little at that. I just continued to stomp along to Hector and Andromache’s room, still thoroughly upset. It seemed that I wasn’t going to get my fight after all, and I couldn’t really come up with another topic worthy of argument.


We finally reached the room, and entered it. I was glad that we were not stuck in Hector’s old room, with the damp walls that nearly always had mold. Andromache had brightened it considerably since moving in, adorning the walls with tapestries and the floor with plush rugs. Just being in the cheerful room lifted my spirits. A little, anyway.


As we all settled ourselves down for the men to decide our fates, Helen asked what had quickly become her favorite question.


“So what happens now?”


“Now the war really begins,” I said. I shrugged my shoulders, and shot a hot, angry glance toward the walls. “Now people die. Now Deiphobus finds out what his weapons training has been for, now Hector leaves the castle to protect people, now Aeneas is gone for weeks at a time tracking down the Greeks, now Paris is forced to shoulder a weapon, now—now” I began to stutter, not quite able to finish. Surprisingly, Cassandra took over for me, her eyes wearing a glassy glaze.


“Now our golden walls tumble,” she said. “Now women are raped, sons killed, and disgrace brought to the royal family. Now there is destruction and pain for all of our people.”


“That’s quite enough of that,” Andromache said briskly. Creusa and Helen were staring at the two of us with terrified gazes, but Andromache just seemed slightly annoyed. “Instead of being pessimistic and foretelling doom and destruction, we should be proactive, do something.”


“What are we supposed to do?” I asked, not even trying to keep the bitterness out of my voice. “The men won’t let us do anything.”


“Not quite true,” Andromache said. A slight smile crossed her face. “Calli, when did you learn to bandage wounds like that?”


“I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t think I ever really was taught. I just kind of picked it up. I guessed a lot of it.”


“Excellent. Congratulations, you’ll be our healer.”


“What?” A chorus of four greeted her words. Andromache just smiled, and whipped her dark hair over her shoulder.


“Well, if it’s war, there will be too many wounded for our three healers to aid,” she said reasonably. “So we’ll just step in. You teach us, and we’ll teach other women. We don’t have to be completely helpless.”


“But we’ll need equipment,” I protested. “Bandages, salves. . .”


“Well, I’m not the princess for nothing,” Andromache said archly.


“Nor am I,” Cassandra said, also with a smile.


“Nor I,” Helen and Creusa chimed in at precisely the same moment.


“Well,” I said. “I’m feeling vastly outnumbered here.”


We went to work immediately, commissioning a room from the king, usurping bandages and unused linen from every household and business we could fine. But we didn’t find a need to employ any of our skills. Nothing happened for days, and then the days blended into weeks, and the weeks into months, and once more we lapsed into a false sense of peace, as though the episode with Niko had never happened.


It wasn’t that the men had been idle during this time. They had gathered up patrols, who now worked in a rotating pattern, checking up on all of the villages and small towns throughout Illium’s domain. But it seemed that the Greeks were doing nothing, just sitting in their ships, waiting for us to tire ourselves out.


I was sick of it. It was almost to the point where I wanted them to just attack us, wanted them to begin a real war. Because we could never go back to freedom and true peace until they left, and it was clear that they wouldn’t leave without being given what they wanted. And it was becoming increasingly obvious that Paris would never hand over his wife willingly, and it was also becoming clear that Priam wouldn’t allow it either. So we were trapped in a stalemate, and one which the Greeks seemed to show no desire to end.


Meanwhile, as the troops in the field rotated their shifts of duty, so too did the women rotate in a state of frenzied anxiety. One week it would be Paris, and Helen would be virtually useless for that period of seven days, sitting at her window and staring out, waiting for him to return. The next week it would be Aeneas, and Creusa wouldn’t eat or sleep until he returned. Another week would be Deiphobus, and I would become listless and distracted. The worst, of course, was when Hector was on patrol, for Andromache had become our unofficial leader.


She dealt with it better than anyone else. Perhaps that was because she had the least to worry about: the only man she cared anything about was Hector. Meanwhile, that man was important to everyone of us, and we also had to deal with fear for our other friends and loves.


Mostly, I think, Andromache was just stronger than us. She had been raised to be a queen, and queen’s are never allowed to break down in fright. But when Hector went on patrol, Andromache would become unbearably short tempered, snapping at people left and right. And the rest of us would worry as well, for he was a brother to the other three women, and had been a permanent fixture in my life as well.


Still, outside of the cycles of worry, time passed relatively peacefully. The men had more free time when they were not on patrol, and I was able to return to joking with my brother, and wandering the keep with my best friend.


“Do you think this war will ever end, Dei?” I asked him once, as we were walking along the courtyard. I prefered the parapets, but ever since the incident with Niko I wasn’t allowed anywhere even remotely in sight of the enemy.


“It’s more a question of whether it will ever start,” he said.


I worried about comments like that. It was clear that my friend was becoming somewhat bloodthirsty, more intent on destroying the enemy than recognizing that his own life would be in danger as well.


“Has anything happened yet?” And he would fill me in on his latest patrol. I lived vicaroiusly through his accounts, trying to remember what an outdoor market was like, or fields of sheep, or orchards. 


“I’m going outside,” I told him in the middle of his account. “I can’t take being trapped inside these walls another day. Tomorrow. I’m going outside.”


“And just how are you going to escape all of hte guards?” he asked me.


“I’m going to dress like a soldier and go out with the patrol.”


“What kind of a patrol leader wouldn’t notice an extra soldier?” he guffawed, and tousled my hair. It was a gesture he had picked up from Aeneas and Hector, and I most definitely did not appreciate it.


“Knock it off,” I said, pushing his hand away. “I’m not a child any more. And I won’t be kept tied up to this old place, like a dog to a leash.”


He seemed to realize that I was serious finally, and stared at me for a long moment. “Listen, Calli, it’s dangerous out there. I don’t want to have to worry about you wandering around where there could be Greeks.”


“Do you think I like worrying about you out there?” I asked. He drew himself up to a full height, head and shoulders over me, and placed his hands on his hips.


“You don’t need to worry about me,” He said proudly, displaying his physique to his best advantage. “I can take care of myself.”


“Well so can I,” I said, and brushed past him angrily, heading back for the house. He promptly grabbed me around the waist and threw me over his shoulders, and began walking back the way we’d come.


“And what will you do if they do this to you?” he asked me, now matching my anger. I began to scream, to beat at his back with my fists. I’m sure that the other people in the keep were staring at us, but I didn’t care. I was frustrated and humiliated, and I began gnawing on his back.


“Whoa, what is going on here?” Aeneas voice suddenly spoke. “Deiphobus, you’re not trying to take advantage of my sister, are you?”


My brother’s voice was light and good-humored, but when Deiphobus responded it was in a flat, dead tone. “Never,” he said, dumping me on the ground and walking away before I had the chance to respond. “Just showing her that somebody else could.”


Aeneas laughed, and extended a hand to pull me to my feet. “What was that all about?” He asked quizzically, looking back after Deiphobus’ departing figure.


“Nothing,” I said, clenching my fists. “Just some idiot proving that he doesn’t know the first thing about being a friend.”


Aeneas laughed at that as well, and I couldn’t figure out why. I just hurried back to the room and began packing my things for my departure the following day.


Regardless of what Deiphobus had said, it wasn’t even remotely hard to be accepted by the patrol. I wore Aeneas’ cloak, and pulled the hood over my head. Asios was hte patrol leader, and he’s never been particularly bright. He counted heads, and when he realized that he had one too many, he frowned.


“That’s peculiar. . .” he mused, then shrugged his shoulders and opened the gate. “Oh well, the more the merrier!”


I followed them along until we came to a small hamlet. Though it had been years since I’d been to the small homestead, I recognized the thatched roof and the hordes of chickens pecking peacefully in the yard. I ducked out of the long line of soldiers, and headed over to the house. Banging on the door, I was not surprised when it was opened by Briseis.


“ Calli!” she exclaimed, promptly hugging me with her characteristic friendliness. “It’s been ages! Come in, come in!”


Briseis was the cousin of the royal family, the daughter of Laocoon and sister of Chryseis. Her entire family was devoted to the gods, and Briseis was no different, claiming the protection of Artemis, the goddess of the hunt. 


“What are you doing all the way out here?” she asked, putting a pot of tea over the stove. “we haven’t had visitors in ages!”


“Well, nobody wants to travel the roads, with the Greeks and everything,” I said.


“That’s true,” she said seriously, coming to sit beside me at a long oak table. “Here we have the gods to protect us, but I can’t een imagine what it would be like for those who don’t have their protection.” She looked at me for a long moment. “What are you doing here, Calli? We’d heard they closed off the keep.”


“They did. But I was too clever for them,” and I recited to her my glorious and brilliant escape. She just watched me the entire time with grave eyes, excepting the few moments she took aside to recover the screaming kettle and fill two glasses with steaming water.


“Calli, you really shouldn’t have done that,” she admonished me. “How are you going to get back in?”


I stared at her, unable to come up with a response. How, after all, was I going to get back into the keep? They weren’t very well going to open the doors for me joyously, and they certainly wouldn’t let anyone sneak back in while a patrol was going out. My plan had been focused on getting out, and hadn’t taken into account the necessity of reentering the castle once I had made it out. Briseis sighed, and patting me on the arm.


“Don’t worry,” she said. “We’ll figure something out.”


But we never did figure anything out, because just at that moment there came a furious knocking at the door. Briseis stood up, a puzzled expression on her pretty face, and walked to the door. But before she had a chance to pull it open, the wood burst in all around her, and seven men came pouring in to the small hamlet.


“Damn it, Leikopos!” the one in the lead said, shouting back to one of hte other men in a curiously accented voice. “You said that there wouldn’t be anyone here.”


“They’re just women,” Leikopos responded.


“And pretty ones, at that,” one of hte men snivelled. The others laughed raucously. Meanwhile, I was deciding whether to be terrified, or pleased that the ugly man with the crooked nose considered me to be pretty. It was, after all, the first time anybody had ever complimented me on my looks. I opted for terrified, however, and stood up as quickly as possible, looking around for a way to escape.


“True,” the man in the lead murmured, and smiled. “Better than expected. Theo, Arkeipos, go grab what we came for. The rest of us are going to have some fun.”


Grumbling came from the two men who had been singled out, but at a furious glance from their leader, they trooped back out of the house. The man in the front grabbed Briseis roughly by the neck, and pulled her toward him. “Hello, pretty duckling,” he said, and stuck out his tongue to roughly lick her cheek. She shuddered against him.


“Wh-what do you want?” she asked. “This house is under the protection of Apollo.”


“Really?” he said. “I don’t see your sun god anywhere around her,” and without another word he slammed his tongue down my friends throat. She began struggling against him, moving her head furiously and beating at his chest with her hands, until Leikopos grabbed her arms and pulled them furiously behind her back.


Meanwhile, I had been mostly ignored, and had taken the time to arm myself with a long butcher’s knife. “Let her alone!” I screamed, leaping at Leikopos, but the other two men grabbed me before I had made it much further than the table.


They threw me to the ground, and began ripping my clothing off. I couldn’t see what they were doing to Briseis, but based on her frantic screams, I assumed that she was receiving the same treatment. I struggled against them, but every time I managed to squirm even half of my wrist free, the other man would beat me in the fact, or pull more cruelly on my arms. That, of course, was the least of what they did to me, and after the second man I felt my strength desert me, and I just lay there, limp.


Briseis had stopped screaming as well, and I wasn’t sure whether it would be a good thing or a bad if she were dead. I vaguely heard the sounds of hoofbeats outside the door. Wonderful, I though hopelessly. More of them, come to take their turn.


But the Greeks were not rejoicing at the sound of reinforcements. Instead they glanced at one another, worried expressions on their dark faces. “Grab the girls,” the leader said harshly. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Leikopos lift Briseis and throw her over his shoulder. One of hte men who had abused me attempted to do the same, but as he threw me over his back in the way Deiphobus had done so many times, I felt my spirit return to me.


“No!” I screamed, and began kicking and beating at his back. The other man hit my face repeatedly, and I felt a tooth shake lose and fall out of my open, bleeding mouth. But I continued to yell and struggle, to the point at which the man holding me dropped me on the floor, and I attempted to crawl away.


“Witch!” the second man cursed, and move to grab me, but the leader silenced him. 


“There’s no time. Besides, she wasn’t that pretty anyway,” he yelled, and the Greeks quickly ran off, but not before I had received another kick to my head, and the world went dark.


When I woke, I was lying beside a brightly burning fire, wrapped in blankets and wearing a clean soldier’s tunic. I tried to move, to sit up, but every part of me ached and screamed.


“She’s awake!” Asios’ familiar voice greeted me. I could see his dark, hulking shape across the fire, and shuddered, a little afraid even of this man whom I had known all of my life. A sudden, heavy weight pressed against my back, and I uttered a short scream, and tried to back away. But the only place to go was toward the fire, and I was not so eager for death.


“Shhh, shhhh,” Deiphobus whispered, gently pulling me back toward his side. “Shhh, Calli, it’s just me.”


“Go away, Deiphobus,” I said. I had been all right until I heard his voice. I was able to bear the pain, I could get over my fright. But with him there, knowing that he had seen me, battered, bruised, and naked, I suddenly felt humiliated, dirty in a way that I had never felt in all my life.


“I’m not going anywhere,” he said stubbornly. “I told you not to leave.”


“Just go away!” I pleaded. I could feel my eyes beginning to fill with tears. Why did he have to be there? I huddled deeper into the blanket, closed my eyes against the light of the fire.


“You should have listened to me,” Deiphobus said persistently. I wanted to ignore me, I wanted to return to the blessed comfort of darkness, but apparently I was not going to be granted that salvation. He took his hand off my shoulder, and began to gently stroke my hair. That was the point when I completely lost it, when tears began falling from my eyes, and my entire body shook with sobs. It hurt to cry, hurt to be seen weak, hurt physically from the beatings I had recevied, hurt that I had a reason to cry, but I couldn’t seem to stop. Deiphobus gathered me into his arms, and held me as I cried myself to sleep.


“Gods above, Calli,” he whispered into my hair. “You should have listened to me. You should have known.”

*     *     *     *     *


Weeks went by with no word of Briseis. We didn’t know whether she was alive or dead, and I couldn’t help feeling guilty. Andromache assured me daily that it wasn’t my fault, that I was feeling survivor’s guilt, and that there was nothing that I could have done. But I still felt wretched, and threw myself heavily into trying to help the wounded men who came to our clinic in increasing numbers.


I couldn’t stand to be around men. Aeneas was all right, and Hector I could handle, but all other men I avoided like the plague. Even Deiphobus, who came by almost daily to see me when he wasn’t out on patrol, I tried to stay away from. I wasn’t frightened by him, but I still felt humiliated, and I knew that our friendship had changed irreconcilably. I was tired of change, and convinced that if I didn’t talk to him, I wouldn’t have to accept that things were different.


It was hard to remember the days immediately following my return to the caslt. I was mostly sick, and tired, and unconscious for the majority of the ordeal I remember King Priam himself coming down, and Aeneas pushing his way through the crowd to my side. I remember that Deiphobus personally escorted me to my room, just like any good friend, before leaving my side to report to the king. All of the women worked hard to nurse me back to health, but none more than Creusa.


That kind woman didn’t leave my side until I was well enough to get up and move around hte castle by myself. She slept in the same room as me, just in case I woke in the night (which, to be fair, I did many, many times, screaming and reliving the horrible experience). She fed me when I refused to eat, brushed my hair and gave me baths.


I think that it was sometime during my recovery that Aeneas noticed her, but I can’t remember an exact moment. I can’t even remember them ever being together and awake at the same time. My memories of Aeneas were always at night, and Creusa during the day. But I suppose, during the vast black spans in my memory, they must have seen each other, and talked.


At any rate, within two months of my return, they had announced an engagement. All of Illium was celebrating, glad for a spot of good news among the bleak tidings of the war. Nobody, of course, was more blissfully content than Creusa herself.


“Oh, what fun!” Helen exclaimed when she heard the news. “A wedding! Oh, you must have a thousand ideas!”


“Not really,” Creusa protested modestly, blushing a light, rosy pink. “I was hoping for something small, just a few friends.”


“Sorry, not likely to happen,” Cassandra responded, even her usually dour mood lightened by the happy tidings. “You’re a princess of Illium, and he is from the most well-known nobility. This is an affair that everyone deserves to join in.”


So Creusa was pressed to find brides and bridesmaids, to order flowers nad food, all of which had to be scrounged by commoner’s larders, because the palace was not prepared for such an event. The patrols brought back wild game in addition to news and occassional captured soldiers, and the entire castle prepared for a celebration.


The only problem came with the attendents. Creusa wanted to wear a light pink dress, and wanted all of those attending her to clad themselves in white. I was her chief attendent, and I refused steadfastedly to wear such a pure color.


Creusa, dear heart that she was, couldn’t have cared less, but Andromache was dedicated to making the wedding perfect, and harangued me until I agreed to wear a light gray.


The celebration was nothing compared to that of Hector and Andromache. For one thing, Laocoon wore a worried mask on his face throughout the ceremony, and the throne for Artemis was left painfully empty. Deiphobus stared at me throughout the ceremony, a hurt, somewhat sullen expression on his face. As I saw him standing there, his now fully grown beard neatly trimmed, his tunic carefully fitted, I suddenly realized how much I missed him, finally realized that I now had an empty place in my heart where my best friend had once been. But when I tried to approach him after the service he ran away, refusing to talk to me.


Creusa had never looked more beautiful. Her hair cascaded down around her shoulders, and her cheeks were a pleasant shade of rose throughout the evening. Aeneas, meanwhile, seemed as happy as ever, a golden boy with a merry laugh. 


Even Anchises made it down, and seemed to be in good spirits, laughing and clapping along to music. He was completely blind now, and his eyes stared around with a frightening milkiness to them, but he was still swarmed by concubines and village girls. Feeling slightly lonely in the middle of everyone’s joy, I wandered away to a corner to sit by myself. After a few moments, Helen detached herself from the arms of Paris, and came to join me.


“Calli, are you all right?” she asked. I smiled at her.


“I’m fine,” I said finally. She stared at me, her blue eyes clearly expressing that she didn’t believe a word I said.


“You’re not still thinking about. . .” her words trailed off, unwilling to mention the event. 


“No, I”m fine now,” I lied. I was still uncomfortable around most men, but that wasn’t what had made me flee the festivities. It was seeing Creusa staring with such adoration at my brother, seeing Hector holding Andromache so closely, seeing Paris laughing into Helen’s eyes. . .I realized that I had never really known love, and probably never would. Anchises had given up on finding me a husband, or perhaps just forgotten. Either way, there was a convoluted part of me that wished that he would take up that task again. I wanted to be held in a man’s loving arms. . .which I prayed would be quite differnet than the Greeks. . .


My mind flashed back to the moment by the campfire, when Deiphobus had held me while I cried, then forward to when Aeneas had carried me so gently through the house, then far, far into the past when Anchises had placed me upon his shoulders and danced through the keep with me. None of those counted, though. . .none of them had been real. 



“Really,” I said one more time, motioning for my friend to join the festivities. “I’m fine, I’m just a little tired. Go on.”


She danced back out into the crowd, while I continued to sit by the side, and watch. Cassandra came and sat by me eventually, and I did allow her to remain. I looked at her for a moment, smiled at her, and returned to watching everyone enjoy themselves.


Cassandra, of all my friends, was the only one I ever allowed to share in my sorrow. For all that we all had our own griefs to bear, it always seemed that Cassandra carried more of a burden on her shoulders than all of us combined. I felt that she had suffered everything that I suffered, and never felt a sense of pity from the princess. Besides that, it was easier to bear the company of another single woman at the festival of couples than it was to bear Helen, who clearly idolized her handsome husband.


“When does everything get easier to bear?” I asked. Reds and greens whirled in front of me, flashes of blue and bright gold, and if I focused on one small area, I could almost feel myself transported to the Illium of my memories. Cassandra shook her head.


“Never,” she said. “Not for me, anyway, and not for you. But for some.”


I nodded my head. Aeneas was standing at the food buffet now, slamming food down his throat while laughing heartily at something Hector had said. Andromache stood as close to her husband as physically possible. His arm encircled her waist gently, and she rested one hand upon the young heir’s chest. I didn’t see Creusa anywhere.


“You can’t hide forever,” Cassandra said. “No matter how painful the future is destined to be, hiding won’t do any good. You have to take what pleasure can be found in life.”


“I need another life,” I responded. I looked at Deiphobus, now dancing across the room with Crised in his arms. He looked over for me a moment, but when he saw that I was watching him, he quickly averted his gaze. I sighed. Cassandra followed the direction of my stare, and a slight smile formed upon her lips.


“Oh,” she said. “I should have known.”


“That Crised and Dei would dance?” I asked in confusion. “Isn’t that rather obvious? Her father has been grooming her to marry one of the princes since the day she was born.”


“Yes, you’re right,” Cassandra replied, but the smile didn’t leave her lips.


I stood up, ready to leave the festivities. I glanced around, looking for Creusa to bid her happiness, but couldn’t find her slight figure in the whirl of bodies on the ground. I decided that my brother would have to do, and began forcing my way through the crowds.


“Calli, hello!” he bubbled as I joined him and his friends. He dragged me to his side in a rough bear hug, and planted a sloppy kiss on the top of my forehead. I sighed. Aeneas became absolutely incorrigible when drunk. And he smelled, too.


“Hector, doesn’t my sister look lovely tonight?” He asked. Hector smiled, clearly amused at his friend’s state, and winked at me. Andromache covered a giggle with one hand. “Remember—remember when she and your brother used to run around? She looked more like a boy than a girl. But now she’s beautiful,” Aeneas hugged me jovially, nearly crushing the breath from my chest. “You know what,” he told me, peering at me with the confused gaze of a drunk. “You should get married, Calli, you really should.”


“We’ll set the wedding for next week,” Andromache said, a note of laughter in her throat. Aeneas smiled happily at that, and began nodding his head, blond curls flying in a comical imitation of a gentle lion. 


“Who’s wedding?” Deiphobus asked, coming up behind me. He glanced at me for a moment, before turning back to Andromache.


“Calli’s,” Hector replied. His eyes were dancing with merriment, and I realized that for once our serious prince was joining in a joke. I was a little put off that it was all at my expense, but decided that I could stand to be a scape goat if it would help get the keep into a better state of spirits.


Wine spewed out of Deiphobus’ mouth, and he turned to stare at me incredulou34sly. “You’re getting married?” He asked, breaking his vow of silent. I blushed under his scrutiny. “To whom?”


His question was never answered, which was just as well, since I wasn’t sure myself whether I really wanted to hear whatever answer the royals came up with. Unfortunately, he was never answered because the Greeks chose that exact moment to begin laying siege to the castle.

*     *     *     *     *


I brushed the sweaty tendrils of hair out of my face, and stared once more at the poor man’s leg. I was well beyond my capacities as a healer. In all fairness, I had been beyond them since the night of the wedding, nearly six years ago, but now all hope was really gone.


 More wounded came in every day, and the injuries just kept becoming worse. They had moved from the original cuts and slight lacerations to poisoned arrows and burns: things which I simply had no experience dealing with. But, of course, the healers couldn’t be bothered, because they were kept busy just keeping the royal family healthy.


One of the members of hte House of Troy was in there almost daily, and if it wasn’t one of them, it was Aeneas, or one of the other multitudes of in-laws. On the one hand I was upset with the healers, that a broken arm on Hector was of more value to them than a poisoned dart in a foot soldier’s stomach. But at the same time I was satisfied with the status quo. I could stand to look at the wounds of unknown soldiers, of those men taken from the far reaches of the kingdom. I wasn’t so certain that I could do my job when it was one of my friends. 


Creusa came, finally, to relieve me. She was happy, which was always a good sign. With her gentle spirit, the poor woman came apart every time someone was injured. When Aeneas was wounded, she was virtually impossible to deal with. She would wring her hands and refuse to leave her bedside, even when he himself was practically begging her to. He, for his part, was feeling stifled by her presence.


“For Zeus’ sake, Calli,” he complained to me one day, on a rare occassion when I had convinced his wife to go lie down. “It’s as though she thinks I’m liable to die any minute!”


“Well, there is a war going on,” I said reasonably. “It’s quite possible that you will.”


“I know,” he said. “But she doesn’t have to remind me of that fact every blasted moment, does she?”


“She’s worried about you, that’s all.”


“Well, I wish she would take her worry somewhere else.”


It was rather ironic, in a way. Love, which is supposed to sustain and hold a marriage together, was slowly pulling things apart. Everybody had hoped that the situation would grow better with their son, but that had only made things worse. Aeneas treated the boy like any normal father would: roughhousing, teasing, throwing him in the air, all activities which made Creusa sick with anxiety. And that’s not even mentioning when my brother had given the boy a toy sword.


“How does it look today?” Creusa asked me as she quickly tied back her brown curls. I jerked myself back to the present, and smiled at my friend.


“It’s not bad, really,” I said. “Nobody here is in critical shape. A few bruises and breaks, nothing you can’t handle. How’s the baby?”


“Oh, he’s fine, wonderful,” Creusa glowed. “He’s with his father right now.” Humming, she began pulling bandages out of the cupboards. I had told her repeatedly not to bother, that the gauze was just as easy to reach up in the cupboards as on a table, but she insisted on laying things out so that the room looked like a proper infirmary. I sighed and left her to it.


Usually I wasn’t quite certain what to do after work. If Deiphobus were in the keep, we would often go for walks along the parapets. He would fill me in on the state of the war, and I would update him on the gossip of the keep. I always thought that I was getting hte better end of that bargain, and I think Deiphobus knew it. Still, for the sake of our friendship, he endured the five or ten minutes I felt obligated to spend, regaling him with the deeds of hte servants, or the escapades of his younger siblings.


But Deiphobus was on patrol again, and I hated looking at the battle when I knew he was in it. It gave me a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. Never one to enjoy feeling sick, I prefered to find other ways to pass my time.


So I found myself wandering down the halls of the keep, meandering back and forth until finally I found myself standing before the apartments of my brother and his wife. Shrugging, I knocked on the door. I hadn’t been by in over a week, it wouldn’t hurt to check up on the baby.


I heard a giggle from within, and I frowned. Who on earth did Aeneas know that giggled? I was fairly certain that the only person he spent time with who chittered away like that was his wife, and I had just left her in the infirmary. So who


The door was opened by a young woman, the source of the giggles, I assumed. I stared at her for a moment, trying to place her. She looked vaguely familiar, with her straight dark hair and big grey eyes, but I just couldn’t quite manage to figure it out.


Aeneas filled up the rest of the space beside her, smiling broadly and placing one arm around the woman’s waist. “Lucinda, who is it?” he asked, before raising his eyes to meet my own. 


It wasn’t hard to put two and two together. Still, I didn’t want to believe what I was seeing. My brother,  my loyal, trustworthy, stalwart brother with one of the palace servants? At leaset he didn’t try to deny anything, he didn’t utter one of those foolish “it’s not what it looks like!” Instead the smile just ran away from his face.


“Don’t tell Creusa,” he pleaded. I shook my head. Of course I wouldn’t. What did he take me for, some kind of insensitive clod? I knew that Creusa would remain with him: she was senselessly in love with the man. Telling her would only hurt her.


“Where’s the baby?” I asked him. The girl had seemed to realize this was not a pleasant situation, and retreated back under my brother’s arm and out of my view. At least she had stopped that inane giggling. Aeneas hung his head.


“He’s with Andromache.”


I nodded my head, turned, and walked away. I could hear the door shut slowly behind me as my brother heavy-handedly allowed it to close. I almost felt bad, leaving him. Remose was heavy on his body, almost tangibly felt, and I knew that he regretted what he had done, the way he had betrayed his wife. Still, I also knew that he would do it again. Besides, imaging what Creusa would feel if she ever found out, made it much easier to be angry at my brother.


I wasn’t paying attention as I strode down the halls, too caught up in my own thoughts to notice anybody else. So, unsurprisingly, I nearly mowed down Troilus.


“Hey, watch where you’s going!” The young prince said menacingly, waving a toy sword at me. I looked down at him blankly. The boy was only ten years old, he didn’t even know what it meant to have a sword, and at the moment he thought that I was his greatest enemy in the world. How cute.


I wrinkled up my face and lifted my hands up in front of myself. “Watch out, boy, or I’ll cast  a spell on you!”


“Yeah, right, Calli, you’re not a witch,” Troilus said. Having finally recognized me, he seemed to lose all interest and began skipping down the hall again. I shrugged. I suppose it was a good thing that the little brat didn’t find me scary.


Andromache’s doors were open, so I merely walked in. I wasn’t surprised to see Helen sitting on the couch, balancing a cup of tea on her knees. The two had grown to be astonishingly close friends. I suppose that it all stood to reason: they both had husbands out in the war. Unlike Creusa, neither was the type to break down in hysterics, but even for them it wasn’t easy to be strong all of the time. It made things better to have someone to talk to.


“but they didn’t recognize me,” Helen was saying lowly as I walked in.


“I’m sorry, am I interrupting?” I asked, indicating that I would leave if they so desired, but my two friends motioned for me to come in closer.


“Helen was just telling me,” Andromache said. She didn’t seem quite sure how to end the sentence, and started over again at, what I presumed to be, the beginning. “Father took Helen to the parapets today, to offer to hand her over to the Greeks to end the war. He didn’t want to. . .he fought with Hector for nearly a week. But more and more people are dying. . .”


“Nobody recognized me,” Helen said. “Not a soul. And they refused to trade. So.”


“So.” I echoed.


“So.” Andromache also said. The three of us shared a grin, and I couldn’t help thinking that if we were going to be trapped in a horrible war, then at the very least I was trapped with friends.


“It could be years,” Andromache said. “Anything could happen. . .” she sighed, and looked down at her belly. The crown princess had just learned that she was pregnant a few days ago. But unlike her sister-in-law, she was far from ecstatic. Though Andromache had always wanted children, as had Hector, for that matter, neither wanted a child born now, in the middle of a war. That was no kind of a childhood.


“It will be all right,” Helen said earnestly, clutching at the princess’ hand. “The gods love us, Apollo is on our side. Everything will turn out fine.”


I didn’t believe her, and I don’t think that Andromache did either. But it was easier to believe and accept that little ray of hope than to wallow in darkness forever. Suddenly a sound of horns blared from outside, and the three of us stared at each, our faces lighting up. That meant a changing of the guard. Our men were coming home.

*      *     *     *     *


I was bandaging up Pandaros’ arm when I noticed it. Utter silence throughout the keep, not a sound could be heard. The clashing of swords from just outside had ceased, and I couldn’t hear any screaming or cursing. For the first time in almost ten years, I could hear, actually hear, the silence.


I quickly tied the gauze in place, and then looked quickly around the infirmary. Everyone had been more or less cared for. . .and my curiosity couldn’t stand it a moment longer. Could it be? Could the war have finally been over?


We’d had some hope just a few days earlier, when a contingent of Greeks had ridden toward the castle under a flying white banner. We had dared to hope that they might be coming to surrender, or at least to call for a truce so they could return home, granting us peace for at least a few years. Peace for Aeneas’ son to have a cheerful seventh birthday, for Ajax to learn to speak and run on his own. Peace for me and Deiphobus to finally decide what we wanted to do with our lives. . .


So it was with a heart full of hope that I dashed toward the stairs, nearly running over people on my way. I did collide with one other figure, about halfway up the stairs.


“Calli, I swear to you,” a disgruntled Cassandra complained from underneath me. “You’re been running into me since you were five years old. When are you going ot get over it?”


“Sorry, Cassandra, I was just excited,” I stood up, and extended a hand to help the princess stand. “I heard . . .or rather, I didn’t hear, and I thought”


“You thought it might be peace?” Cassandra asked, a sad smile on her face. “We all wish for that, but I promise you it hasn’t come yet. There must still be much more pain, much more suffering.”


Yet again I found myself wishing that the princess could be just a tad bit more optimistic. But that, I sometimes felt, was like wishing for the sky to be green. Not only was it never going to happen, but it would be quite disturbing if for some obscure reason it did.


“Well, pain and suffering notwithstanding, I’d still like to get up there and see it for myself,” I said stubbornly. “Aren’t you the least bit curious?” Cassandra didn’t seem to have an answer to that, and followed me up the rest of the way to the tower.


The royal family was spread out along the parapets, or at least what was left of them. Queen Hecuba and King Priam stood together, both wearing extremely worried expressions on their faces. The queen still looked as regal and lovely as I had ever known her to look, but the king seemed to have aged decades int he past years, his face worn and lined, and his steps unsteady. He was deep in conversation with Helen, who seemed to be pointing out people on the field below.


Cassandra and I wanderered over to where the royal line ended, and took up a station next to Prince Troilus. Cassandra, of course, could have pushed her way through to the center, as befitting an elder princess. I was grateful that she had opted to stay with me.


“What’s happening in Troy, Troi?”


The prince rolled his eyes, clearly not appreciating my pet name, or my joke. I couldn’t really complain about the joke part, at least. . .it was a fairly pathetic attempt.


“Well, everyone’s pretty much sick of fighting,” Troilus said. “So they’re having a duel, Menelaus against Paris. Whoever wins gets to keep Helen.”


“And they’ll stop the fighting either way?” Cassandra seemed extremely surprised. I shot her  a triumphant grin, but Troilus just shrugged.


A thought occured to me, namely that Paris was a horrible fighter. He couldn’t hold his own against a single one of the royal brothers, not even Helenus. And Menelaus was known, even on our side, to be a warrior of great strength. Somehow, I had the feeling this was not a battle that would end well.


I looked among our soldiers, desperately trying to pick out familiar faces, praying, as always, that they hadn’t died in the hours I had been out of touch. Aeneas was easy to find, his brilliant golden hair shining against the darker shades of the rest of the army. Hector stood at the front, apparently counseling his little brother. But Deiphobus. . .I couldn’t see my friend, and forced the worry out of my thoughts. He was down ther,e of course. We always heard when one of the royal sons were injured. Always.


The two champions strode out into the center of the field. I could barely distinguish them due to the distance and the swirling dust. It hadn’t rained in days, and the ground was dry and barren. Not that it mattered much anyway, I thought bitterly. Our farmers wouldn’t have dared to work anyway.


The battle began fairly enough, with the two men circling one another. It didn’t last long, though. A short exchange of lances, and then Paris’ weapon went skittering along the ground, and Menelaus lifted a lance to his throat.


“Well,” I said. “that’s that. A full ten years of fighting, and we lose Helen and Paris anyway. We’re just back at the beginning.”


Neither Troilus nor Cassandra answered me: they were still focused on the battle below us.


Paris froze for a brief moment, and then suddenly turned and ran back toward Illiad, he threw himself to the ground before Hector, clearly trying to hide. I sneered. The coward. He had gotten us into this whole mes,s and he didn’t even have to courage to let us out. 


The army suddenly turned and marched back within the gates, leaving a very confused Greek encampment directly on our front yard. Cassandra and I exchanged confused glances. We left a cursing Troilus on the parapets and dashed down to Hector’s room, hoping to make it to his wife before he did.


But the halls were crowded now, with people whispering and gossiping, going back and forth on what should be done, and what even could be done. Making it to my friend’s room, never an easy task, was made nearly impossible. I growled with frustration. Cassandra somehow managed to dart through an opening in the crowd, but I was a second behind her, and found my way blocked by a dozen armored soldiers.


“Well this is just ridiculous,” I complained loudly to anyone who would listen, feeling once again like I was twelve years old sneaking through the castle. “I never get to find out anything.”


“That makes two of us,” said a low voice behind my ear. My heart leapt, and I spun around, flinging my arms around my best friend. It was always relieving to see him in front of me, alive, solid, and unharmed.


“Calm down, Calli, I haven’t died yet,” he said with a chuckle, and disentangled himself. “Come on, let’s find somewhere a little more quiet to talk.”


Things had happened more or less like they’d appeared on the parapets. Menelaus challenged Paris to a duel, declaring that the Greeks would pack up ship and leave if he lost, and that Helen would be safely returned, along with exclusive sailing rights through the straits. But Paris, unwilling to die, had fled before them. Seeing Helen upon the battlements, the Greeks had proclaimed angrily once again that she was not their queen.


“But they called a truce,” Deiphobus told me with a furrowed brow. I brought him over a cup of tea. He claimed to hate the warm drink, but I took a certain satisfaction in the fact that he would always drink it when I placed it before him. “No fighting from either side. And I can’t imagine why they would want it.”


“They must have something up their sleeves,” I replied bitterly. “That Odysseus instigated it, no doubt.”


“Still, it will be good to have a little piece,” Deiphobus said with a sigh. He placed the now empty cup down on the table. 


I couldn’t have agreed more. Working in the infirmary was exhausting, both physically and emotionally. We lost men every day, some that I had grown up with, others who had been my mentors. Most, of course, had been “the enemy,” those who wanted to always keep me out of things because I was too young, and later because I was a woman. But even they were not men that I wanted to see hurt, or even less dead.


But, looking at my friend, I realized how much worse it must be to actually be on the front lines. To be dusty and tired all the time, to watch friends being speared beside you and have no way to save them. To always fear, not only for the lives of friends and family, but for your own. I hated that Deiphobus, Aeneas, Hector, and all of my other cherished ones had to go through the experience, and I wished that I was capable of somehow alleviating the drudgery of it all. But at the same time, I was intensely glad that I did not have to suffer as well.


When I finally returned from my reverie, I saw Deiphobus staring at me with the most intense gaze. I tried to smile at him, but the result was weak at best. Still frowning, Deiphobus slowly reached up a hand and brushed a lock of hair away from over my eye.


“Remember that time when we put spiders in Cassandra’s shoes?” he asked me. I smiled at the memory, a real smile this time.


“But somehow she already knew they were there,” I said. “So we put them in Aeneas’ bed instead.”


“And he chased the two of us all around the keep,” Deiphobus said. He was smiling now, too. “But we were laughing the whole time.”


“I can’t remember the last time I laughed,” I said, perhaps a little too wistfully. Deiphobus nodded his head. He reached out a hand and clasped one of my own.


“Where would we be if it weren’t for this war?” he asked. He looked at me expectantly, waiting for an answer.


I realized, with a bit of a start, that I didn’t have one. I really couldn’t imagine where I would be if it hadn’t been for the war. So much of the person that I was had been created due to the war. Would I still have been carefree? Would I have matured? One thing I knew for certain: I wouldn’t flinch away from the touch of a stranger, I wouldn’t close my eyes at the sounds of screams, and I certainly would be laughing a goodly bit more.


I couldn’t picture what I would be doing if not for the war, because I couldn’t even imagine the person that I would be. I looked at Deiphobus, and tried to imagine him without the war.


He had always been more serious than me, more withdrawn. The conflict had forced him to take on more leadership, forced him to become more decisive and outspoken. Gone was the awkward boy I knew who had sulked when beaten in a race. The new Deiphobus was stronger, more contained. Would he be like this if not for the war? Or would he have evolved into a second Helenus, moody, petulant, and convinced of his own self-importance? Or Hector, perhaps, terribly serious and silent?


“I don’t know,” I said finally. I expected my friend to complain at my lack of an answer, or to chide me for lack of imagination. But instead he nodded his head and finally broke eye contact. He peered out the window, and suddenly seemed rather uncomfortable.


“I think I know,” he said slowly. “I would be off on some diplomatic mission, across the straits, in Egypt or Timbuktu. You would be married off by now, and have two or three children chasing you around. Andromache and Hector would have an army of children instead of just Ajax. Father would still be standing strong. And you wouldn’t be afraid of me holding you.”


I was shocked by his last sentence. I wasn’t afraid of being held by him. . .other men yes, perhaps, but not Deiphobus. He was my best friend, my brother. There was no doubt that I had been uncomfortable that first night, but that was to be expected.


I didn’t know what to say, so I didn’t say anything. I walked up to my friend, and placed my arms around him. He shifted a little, and almost timidly, almost shyly, embraced me as well. I didn’t flinch, I didn’t draw back, I just nestled my head into the crook of his shoulder.


“It’s okay to cry, Calli,” He said, his words muffled by my hair. “You don’t have to be strong all the time.”


I found tears pricking my eyes at his words. Hurriedly, I brushed them dry against the fabric of his tunic. “Neither do you,” I said a touch hoarsely.


When he let go of me, I could have sworn that there was moisture on the top of my head. But Deiphobus showed no more sign of intense emotion than he had a moment ago.


“Things are going to get worse, Calli,” he said. I smiled at that.


“You sound just like Cassandra.”


“Maybe, but I don’t know. . .there’s something in the air.” He shook his head. I rolled my eyes.


“It’s called dust, Dei,” I said. “It happens after a battle.”


His mouth dropped open, and his eyes widened. I began to laugh, just the slightest bit, at his dumbfounded expression. After a moment he joined me. 


It was good to laugh again.


Unfortunately, the joy didn’t last long. We finished laughing, shared a few more memories of past escapades and adventures, and then promptly fell asleep, sprawled across the divan. We were woken the next morning by the sound of clanking weapons and stomping feet.


Deiphobus was up in an instant, running out the door. Somewhat more slowly, and infinitely more sleepy, I followed.


“The truce is off!” one of the soldiers said, saluting smartly, apparently responding to a query from my friend. “Pandaros. . .he shot at Menelaus.”


“Why in Hades would he do that?” Deiphobus demanded to know. The soldier just shrugged hopelessly, obviously uncertain what to do in the situation. Deiphobus nodded angrily for him to take off, before stomping down the hall himself. I knew better than to interrupt my friend in one of his moods; he had changed a great bit since our childhood, but he could still throw a mighty fine temper tantrum.


Instead I turned around, intent on finding information from my favorite source: Andromache. But before I had taken a single step, I was interrupted by a breastplate in my face.


“Ow,” I complained from my new position on the floor. “Aeneas, I need to stop running into you. I always end up on the ground.”


He smiled down at me, one eyebrow cocked. “Did I just see you and Deiphobus coming out of the same room?” he asked, extending a hand to help me up. “I never knew he was such a charmer. Or that my sister could be so easily charmed.”


“Oh, don’t be a fool,” I said, slightly angry, but more embarrassed. “We were just talking.”


“Uh-hmm,” he said. “Well, you two will have to hold off on the wedding. It appears that we’re back at war again.”


“That’s what I heard,” I said. “Something about Pandaros. . .”


I trailed off, remembering that the young archer was one of my brothers good friends. Aeneas sighed, rolled his eyes, and shrugged his shoulders.


“Idiot,” he said. “He claims that Aphrodite encouraged  him to do it. When are people going to learn that the gods don’t give a shit about us.”


I stared at my brother in disbelief. Had he just insulted the gods? Had he really? Now, Anchises hadn’t precisely raised us in a terribly gods-fearing home: he mentioned the gods as though they were friends, mead buddies, and not all-powerful creatures that could break us without a second thought. But never, ever, did he insult them in any way. That was just suicide.


Aeneas must have seen my astonished look, because he chuckled and attempted to muss my hair. Again. I was twenty-five years old, considered an old maid by many, and a young child by none, with the apparent exception of my idiot brother. 


“Look, Aeneas, I’m not a wide-eyed child,” I hissed at him. “I just don’t happen to think it’s a particularly good idea to go around insulting those who can hurl thunder and kill you without a thought.”


“Yeah, but there’s the beauty of it,” he said. “They don’t care. They either don’t exist, or they don’t care.”


That was enough irreverence for me for the day. As much as I loved my brother and wished him the best of luck, I didn’t want to be struck down by one of Zeus’ lightning bolts at the same time that he was. So I issued him a brief curt nod, received a crude gesture, responded with a stuck out tongue, and flounced off to the infirmary which I was fairly certain would be in pandemonium.


I was right. Creusa was wringing her hands hopelessly as men were carried in on litters. Nobody was too badly injured, not yet, thankfully, but that didn’t change the fact that we only had one nurse on duty. We hadn’t been so foolish as to do away with all the nurses when the truce came, but we couldn’t very well demand that people remain and work when, in reality, there was little to nothing to do. 


I briskly watached off my hands, and waved at my friend. “Well, let’s get to it, then.”


Andromache joined us shortly, Astyanax in tow. It was amazing how good and calm the little two year old could be. He sat on a chair, watching with solemn eyes as his mother bandaged up bleeding arms, and his aunts stitched together a man’s leg. Only once did he take his thumb out of his mouth and declare, quite seriously “Boo-boo.”


Meanwhile, the patient under my needle kept complaining that I was pulling the thread too hard, too quickly. Perhaps I was being a tad more vicious than normal. I just couldn’t figure out how Pandaros could have broken the truce. He had been in the infirmary just days ago, receiving gauze and hot water. When I had told him that the fighting was momentarily over he had seemed as relieved as the rest of us. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what could have caused him the insanity to shoot, not only at the Trojans, but at one of their leaders.


Unless he really had been visited by Aphrodite. Unless the gods really did exist, unless they really did intervene in mortals’ lives. In which case I would have to forget most of my rancor toward Paris, for his words about Aphrodite might really have been true. 


I had spent my childhood hearing whispered hints of a relationship between my father and the goddess. Women had shut their mouths when I entered the room, and men instantly switched topics. But I had heard the words Anchises and Aphrodite mentioned in the same sentence a few too many times for coincidence. 


When the infirmary was back under control, and Andromache and Creusa looked like they could handle the last few stragglers, I washed my hands once again, dried them quickly, and marched out of the room and down the hall. My face must have been truly ferocious, for many of those walking through the hall shrank away from me. Troilus and Cresid, who were strolling hand in hand down one corridor, broke away shame-facedly and plastered themselves to opposite walls while I passed. As if I cared about their illicit little romance.


I found Anchises in our quarters, which was no small surprise. Between his vision and his legs, he didn’t make it out very much. A pretty, freckled courtesan was feeding him grapes when I entered the room. The question, as much a part of me as breathing, entered my mind at the sight of her: are you my mother? But was gone just as fleetingly. I glared at her.


“Out,” I said in as dangerous a tone as I could manage. I think that it probably game out as more of a whisper than anything else, but she seemed to catch my point, and quickly stood and left the room. Shaking, I lowered my hand, and turned my gaze back to my dear, loving old dad.


“You have some explaining to do,” I told him, still in that ridiculous whisper. 


He seemed to realize that I knew something more, and seemed just as determined not to fill me in on the remaining gaps. 


“Calli, what a pleasant surprise!” He gushed, opening his arms as though to embrace me. I sighed.


“Anchises, I’m not a fool,” I said, and sat down heavily on a divan. Why was it that everybody still seemed determined to treat me like a child? It wasn’t as though I hadn’t been through a significant amount in the past year, and it wasn’t as though I hadn’t overcome my trials. There was no reason for them to continue trying to keep me in the dark.


“Of course you’re not a fool,” he said. “That would be an insult to me, wouldn’t it? My blood being the blood of fools?”


“Tell me about Aphrodite,” I said wearily. Aeneas froze at that, his entire body going stiff. His sightless eyes shifted to stare at me, and I shuddered at their milky whiteness. He took in two deep breaths and let them out slowly.


“What do you want to know?” he asked, and then in a cranky voice. “You can’t expect me to just read your mind.”


I didn’t respond to him. The truth was, I did expect him to read my mind. I expected it very much. Besides, I knew that he understood what I was getting at. He’d been working since I was born to keep this secret from me, he certainly knew that I wanted it unmasked.


I continued to sit, never taking my eyes away from my father. For some reason, keeping that focus helped to calm me down, even knowing that the intimidation tactic didn’t work on my blind father.


“Fine,” he said after several long moments. He looked distinctly uncomfortable, and I realized that the staring had worked. After all, he might not be able to see, but he could certainly hear, and the fact that I hadn’t said anything, the fact that there was no noise, had disrupted his senses as much as a steady stare could have.


“You know, Calli,” he said, and his voice began to sound faraway, as if he were thinking or considering something altogether different. “There was a time when I was young and strong, not a useless, crippled, blind old man.”


I opened my mouth to protest, but he continued to talk, straight over my attempts at consolation. “Women noticed me. A great deal of very beautiful, very powerful women. But the greatest of all of these was a lovely young blond. She came to me, late at night, when I thought I was alone with the door locked. She sat by my bed, and stroked back my hair. She never said a word, she just leaned down and kissed me, slowly, lingeringly. . .


“And then she left. But the next night she came back, and the night after, and the night after that. Each night just that simple chaste kiss and then she was gone again. But that kiss was enough for me. I would spend all day lusting after her, remembering her curves in the moonlight and the way the light hit upon the angle of her cheek.


“Then one night she came, but she didn’t kiss me. She stared at me, and said my name. I knew what she wanted. I stood, took her in my arms, and took her to bed with me.


“We shared our nights together for almost a year, until one night she simply didn’t return. Months went by without my blond, and though I didn’t forget her, I gave up on her, and returned to my pursuit of the most willing nobles and the prettiest courtesans.


“It was the Summer Solstice when she came again, but this time there was no mistaking her. She was clad only in seafoam and light, and in her arms carried a tiny, perfect baby boy. She handled the child to me, informed me that she had no intention of caring for a half-mortal child, and left.”


I shook my head. Was he saying that his blond was Aphrodite? Was he saying that my elder brother was a half-god? 


“I named my son Aeneas, for praise to the goddess herself. I still saw her, time and again. She would come to check up on her son, or to have a romp with me. But I haven’t seen her in years now.” He chuckled bitterly. “Then again, I haven’t seen much of anything in years now.”


“That’s impossible,” I said rudely, clambering to my feet. “Plain old impossible. Why would a goddess come to sleep with you?”


My father shrugged his shoulders, sadly and wearily. “That’s what happened,” he said simply, spreading his hands wide. “You came to me and wanted to know how I am connected with Aphrodite. I told you. What more do you want?”


I shook my head. I wasn’t sure what I wanted. I wanted my father not to have told me an incredible story that I was unable to believe. I wanted to continue in my foolish, naive belief that Aeneas and I were really brother and sister, not just half blood.


But it explained so much. Aeneas’ strength and intelligence, his handsome features, his perfect voice. The blond hair, in an army of swarthy skin and heavy beards. His bright blue eyes. 


I shook my head, trying to clear it of the thousand confusing thoughts all trying to force their way to the surface. I knew that I believed Anchises. As much as I didn’t want to, as much as it didn’t seem to make sense at the moment, I believed him. For all of his faults (and I had learned by this point that his faults were very many indeed) my father did not lie. Through all of my life, he had never lied to me. Kept things hidden, clearly, but never lied.


“Anchises, I” but I never had the chance to finish the sentence, for a large, burly soldier burst into our room, sweaty, bloody and wild-eyed. I stood up, put on a stern face, and attempted to direct him to the infirmary, but he just grabbed my gesturing hands in his own, and stared me directly in the face.


“Lady,” he panted, his rancid breath brushing across my face. I tried hard not to sneer at him. “Lady he’s been injured. Gravely. You must come.”


Panic began to well up in my chest. For a soldier to come and fetch me personally, the injured person must be terribly important indeed, which meant he was likely to be one of hte royal family. Paris? Helenus? Surely not Hector, not Deiphobus. A small bird began fluttering around inside of me.


“Who?” I implored him as he grabbed my wrist and began dragging me down the corridor. “Who has been injured?”


“Your brother,” the soldier said. “Aeneas.”


The bird in my chest died. I walked along after the soldier dazedly. Aeneas, gravely wounded? I kept getting flashes of my brother, brief memories. Him letting me stay in his room to talk, running me down in the corridors, handing me the reins for his horse. . .stop it, stop it, I scolded myself. This is silly. He’s not dead yet, just hurt. Don’t start weeping for him.


Creusa greeted me at the door to the infirmary, her hair in disarray, her eyes staring forward sightlessly.


“Calli, Calli, do something!” she begged me, wringing her hands. She threw out her arms, and collapsed into my own. “My darling, my own. . .he’s dying.”


My bird sank even lower, if that were possible. I dropped me arms, but my friend continued to hang onto me, her body convulsing with her hard, wracking sobs. “Why is he here?” I asked, and my voice sounded wooden to my ears, empty and hollow. “Why wasn’t he taken to the healers?”


“They came up here, to him,” Andromache said, stepping out of hte infirmary. She was far calmer than Creusa, but her face wore deep lines, speaking her worry and anxiety more clearly than Creusa’s outward, emotional display. “They’re doing all they can, but they need our help. He’s suffered major internal injuries, which they are working on. But his arm and shoulder have also been crushed, and he’s bleeding. There’s too much for them to do.”


I nodded my head, and the bird in my stomach began to weakly flutter. Here. If I had something to do, the situation was no longer hopeless, there were possibilities. I disentangled Creusa as gently as I could, sat her down in a chair where she continued to rock back and forth, tears streaming down her face, her breath coming in harsh, despairing gasps. I turned to walk with Andromache back into the infirmary, but she clutched at my upper arm to stop me.



“It’s bad, Calli,” she told me softly, whispering so that Creusa couldn’t hear us. “It’s very, very bad. It might be better if you waited out here.”


I shook my head. “I need to help,” I told her softly, tryinig very hard to keep the tears that were building up inside me out of my voice. “I can’t sit here and do nothing, and just let him die.”


She nodded her head, and stepped aside to allow me into the room, following close at my back.


I froze when I saw him. Lying on a table, his blond hair dark and matted with sweat, blood, and dirt. He was pale. His skin had an almost greenish cast to it. But most frightening of all were his eyes. They were slitted open, neither closed nor awake and seeing, with just the tiniest sliver of blue shining through. It was only after recovering from the shock of seeing the pain etched into his face, and utter helplessness, that I turned to look at the rest of his body.


One side of his chest was caved in, and his right arm and shoulder lied bleeding, mangled, and distorted. There were other cuts and bruises across his body, but it was the right side that scared me the most. 


The healers were gathered in a straight line on his wounded side, changing cloths and working with strange instruments on the inside of Aeneas’ body. Nobody was tending to his arm or shoulder.


Andromache and I walked over, and I was relieved to see his chest shallowly heave, as though fighting for a breath and finding only the tiniest amount of air. He was still alive, then. I hadn’t been able to fully believe it. He certainly didn’t look alive, with half of his chest inside his body. 


Andromache handed me a needle and thread, and for herself grabbed a basin of hot water and several clothes. As she bathed and washed off the arm, I worked on stitching together the deeper gashes, and to wrapping the abrasions. The arm itself, I thought, would be enough to put a man in the infirmary for a week or two.


What I feared most (other than the healers probing into his chest cavity) was that his shoulder might be crushed, that the bone might be broken and the muscles torn. Aeneas could live with that (he might have to, my treacherous mind reminded me) but he would hate it. But after cleaning away the blood, and cutting off the dead skin, we discovered to our joy and surprise that the bone was intact and so, we assumed, were the muscles. The arm was dislocated, but that would be easy enough to repair, as soon as the healers finished their work.


But they showed no signs of nearing the end of their work. They continued probing and picking, serious looks on their faces. I refused to think. I closed off my brain, and went to work on the smaller wounds, cuts, and bruises on his left side.


At some point Cassandra came in. She took one look at me, grabbed my arm, and pulled me off to the side of the room. It stands as a measure of how tired and worried I was that I didn’t protest, I just allowed her to place me beside a now-comatose Creusa. I sat down myself, and promptly fell asleep.


When I awoke, Creusa was standing by her husband’s side, and the healers were all gone. She didn’t seem to be crying, which I took as a very good sign. Cassandra was slowly putting away gauze in one corner, and glanced over as I was getting up. She smiled slightly, and resumed her work.


I walked over to the bed, not certain that I really wanted to see anything. But as I neared my brother, I began to feel distinctly better. A clean, white bandage was wound around his chest. His eyes were open, and looking a little panicked, but the color was back in his face.


“Calli!” He nearly shouted my name as he saw me out of hte corner of his eye. He started to sit up, but Creusa shoved him back on the bed, admonishing him not to waste too much effort. Aeneas, as normal, ignored his wife.


“You should do as she said,” I told him pointedly, placing one hip on the side of his bed. “You’re pretty badly hurt.”


“I feel fine,” he said. “Ready to go back out and do battle again.”


Creusa began biting her lip, but refrained for saying anything. I had winced, prepared for her to be overly protective again, but she seemed to be accepting the current war, at least a little.


“Well, as fine as you feel, you got your chest smashed open, so you’re not going anywhere any time soon,” I said. It amused me a little, and surprised me quite a bit how animated my brother was. Any normal person, after suffering such a dangerous injury, would still be in a distinct recovery mode, either unconscious or quiet. Not returned instantly to a boisterous, occassionally annoying elder brother.


“You really must rest,” Creusa agreed. Aeneas rolled his eyes.


“How did you get hurt, anyway?” I asked. It still didn’t make sense to me that in a battle of swords, arrows, and pikes, he could have been smashed like that. It didn’t look like a war wound: it looked like he’d been in an avalanche.


Aeneas shook his head, blond hair flying in his face. “It was that big brute, Ajax. He just picked up a boulder and hurled it at me. What kind of a warrior is that? Throwing rocks at people.” I shrugged my shoulders, and went over to join Cassandra in cleaning up the last remnants of last night’s operations.


“Thanks,” I told her quietly, as I put the needles up in the cabinet. She smiled down at me, not saying a word. In the background, Aeneas seemed to have finally given in to the ministrations of his wife, and was staring at the ceiling, and gently stroking the back of her hand. Creusa didn’t look happy, not exactly, but she looked peaceful, sitting there beside him. I sighed.


“It’s not so good as it looks,” Cassandra told me in a low whisper.


“I know,” I responded. “But at least it’s something.”


And suddenly, in saying that sentence, I admitted something that I hadn’t even admitted to myself. I was lonely. After years of denying my femininity, yaers trying to onvert myself through some bizarre form of osmosis into a man, I had finally given in. I wanted a husband, and I wanted a family. Suddenly Aeneas and Anchises weren’t enough, my friends weren’t enough, baby-sitting for little Astyanax wasn’t enough.


But we were in the middle of a war, and that wasn’t exactly the best time for love, nor is it even a good time for marriage. 


“Deiphobus will be back later tonight,” Cassanda said, stealing a glance at me as she changed the subject. I was glad for the change, for a new topic of conversation to help take my mind off my recent, somewhat disturbing realization. “He could probably tell you what happened to your brother.”


I nodded my head, and went out into the hall. It would be good to see my best friend again: he’d had field duty for the past week, and hte only way that I knew he was alive and well was that I hadn’t seen him in the infirmary, and those soldiers that I did see were usually able to give a brief update of the battle. As  much as I seemed to have recently discovered my female yearnings, that still didn’t make me a senseless, brainless girl, and I wasn’t going to sit around in some tower, anxiously awaiting the return of Deiphobus.


I turned down the corridor toward Helen’s room. She did not often work in the infirmary with the rest of us, though not for any selfish desire to avoid work. But the sight of blood made her queasy, and after spending a day clearning up her messes along with the actual patients, we had asked her to leave. 


The door her apartments were closed, which was a bit unusual. I opened them and went in, standing a moment halfway inside the apartment, uncertain as to whether I should shut the door as well. I decided it was probably best to close it. If Helen had wanted it closed for whatever reason, I wasn’t exactly in a position to challenge her.


As I wandered into the sitting room, I could hear two female voices speaking in the adjourning room. One was clearly Helen’s, but I couldn’t quite place the other. Being a polite (and curious) person, I didn’t want to interrupt their conversation.


“This is going beyond ridiculous,” the second voice was saying. “I don’t intend to spend my entire life locked up in some dismal castle. It would be better even to head back with Menelaus.”


“But I like it here,” Helen said, her voice sounding customarily timid. “And what about Paris?”


“Well, he’s pretty enough, but honestly, he’s getting to be a bit of a bore. No, it’s time to just admit the truth and get out of this pit of Hades.”


“But. . .”


“Look,” the voice took on a haughty, imperial tone. “It’s not as though your opinion matters anyway. I’ve made my decision.”


I couldn’t take much more of it. I don’t appreciate it when people are intentionally cruel to my friends, and this was just beyond ridicluous. Helen was royalty, and whether she acted it or not, she couldn’t very well let others push her around!


I opened the door and prepared to go marching in, but was stopped short by the scene I encountered within the bedroom. Helen was there, sure enough, dressed in her customary garb. But with her was a woman in servant’s clothing, though it was clear that sh ewasn’t a servant.


Her hair was composed of long, delicate strands of gold, and her skin was a pale cream. Rose were her lips, and her eyes sparkling seas of sapphire. She was the most beautiful thing I had seen in my entire life. Beside her, Helen looked like an unattractive little mouse.


I must have had a truly comical look on my face, for the woman laughed. Helen’s face dropped, and her eyes began to fill with fear.


“Well, this is one way to start spreading the truth,” the strange woman laughed again, and Helen looked as though she were about to cry.


The pieces were coming together. The way that Helen’s servant had always stood with such erect posture, the way she was never asked to do anything, the way she always kept her face hidden. I understood why Paris seemed so detached most of hte time, why he was the most animated in large groups of people. And it made sense the way the Greeks had absolutely no intention of taking Helen back and leaving.


“Why?” I asked, finally getting the words through my chapped lips. Helen (the real one, not my friend) smiled.


“Why not,” she said. “We were trying to escape, and when we landed in Egypt, the fools wanted to take us home. Neither Paris nor I especially felt like returning, so I switched places with my servant, and we told them I had headed back. It was fun being in disguise. A game.”


“A game?” I asked furiously. I wasn’t looking at my friend now. I knew her well enough to recognize that she had probably hated taken place in the farce but, after all, it was her duty. Instead I focused on the queen standing in front of me. “Do you know how many people have died for your game?”


“They would have gone to war eventually, anyway,” Helen responded, narrowing her eyes. “The Greeks want control of the Dardanelles. I’m not all that important.”


I didn’t really have a response to that. She was probably right. No sane man would go to war over a single person, even a person as singularly beautiful as Helen. But still, I wanted a reason to vent my anger, and my frustration over the entire thing, and she was certainly the most intimately involved.


I didn’t say anything for a long moment. I just stared at Helen, the superior look on her breathtaking face, and then at my friend, who looked scared, and guilty, and miserable.


“What’s your name, then?” I asked her. She looked at me, her blue eyes filled with tears.


“Ifigenia,” she said simply. I nodded my head, looked at the two of them, and walked out.


What more was I supposed to do? What was I supposed to say? I, along with the rest of my country, had been tricked and fooled for more than ten years. We’d been betrayed, and for me this was a personal betrayal, a thousand times worse than when Paris had started the war in the first place. And I felt completely stupid. How could I not have noticed anything, how could I have not picked up the thousand clues that she had left? That both of them had left?


I went to my room, sat on the bed, and stared at the wall. Nothing had changed in the past week, and yet I felt as though the entire world had shattered. Anchises, now Helen. . .


I was still sitting there when Deiphobus came to find me, later that night. He must have knocked several times, because he wore a fairly cross expression when he sat down in front of me.


“What’s with you?” he asked. I looked at him, perhaps a bit dully.


“Have you ever had your best friend lie to you?” I asked him. He cocked one eyebrow at me. 


“I seem to recall you lying to me. And walking out of the castle disguised as a man.”


“That was different.”


“Different than what?” He leaned forward, and stared at me with an intense expression on his face. “Calli, what in Hades are you talking about?”


I didn’t answer. How could I? And yet, by remaining silent, wasn’t I just continuing the lie? I couldn’t very well, so I just shrugged my shoulders and shook my head.


“It doesn’t matter.”


We walked in silence for a moment, Deiphobus stiff and silent beside him, his jaw tensed, obviously upset that I wouldn’t tell him my secret. I didn’t like the feeling of pain that was radiating from his body. He felt betrayed, and I felt somewhat guilty because, after all, he had never let me down.


But at the same time I was worried. Because now, after the war ended, I knew that things could never return to normalcy. Everything was wrong, just wrong. Aeneas and Creusa were having their issues, Ifigenia and Helen would have to reveal their secret, and who could say what would happen to Ifigenia, and I. . .well, I didn’t know what I would do. Right now I had no life, outside of the infirmary, and trying to scrounge up information. I realized with a start that I was midway through my twenties. I should have been married by this time, married with children. 


“What happens tomorrow?” I asked Deiphobus. He didn’t answer me. 


I took this to have three meanings. His lack of an answer, that is. One, he was still mad at me, two, he didn’t know the answer, and three, there was no tomorrow. Cassandra, of course, would opt for the third. Any normal person would opt for the first, so I, being the contrary being that I have always been, decided the second was the only possible one.


“I suppose you’re right,” I answered him. He looked at me in surprise, but continued in his silence, and we walked that way for another few minutes before he reached out a strong hand and grasped my upper arm.


“How can I believe in tomorrow,” he asked me, his eyes filled with blood and dying bodies, “when I can’t even recognize today?”


“Dei. . .” I trailed off. I had no answer for the carnage that he was forced to see, and engage in, on a daily basis. Life in the infirmary was no easy, relaxing trip, but it was an absolute paradise compared to being in the war. Yet, I knew without a doubt, that I would gladly trade places.


He brushed off my sympathy. “All that I mean, Calli,” he said, earnestly now, his earlier ire either forgotten or momentarily ignored, “is that we can’t worry about a future we don’t even know exists. We need to live in the moment.”


I nodded, beginning to shake. What was the moment, after all? Just Dei and me, standing alone on the ramparts. Deiphobus, who had been my best friend since I had learned to walk, who had stolen honeycakes with me, and run races, who had hurt me, been rude to me, scuffled with and fought with me, held me while I cried, rescued me when I was captured, fillled me in with the stories I had no right to know. Deiphobus, who I always thought of as a tall, gangly boy with too big ears and scrawny arms. Deiphobus, who today towered over me, with strength through his shoulders and intense brown eyes, with the noble looks of his House and the gentle eyes of his mother.


He lowered his head to mine, our foreheads pressing against each other. He looked into my eyes, and I caught my breath.


He didn’t say anything, just closed his eyes and leaned closer in, his breath whispering against my cheek. My arms crept slowly to encirlce him, and his followed suit. And we stood there. Just stood.


Then, he slowly drew back, gently pushed an infernally curly tendril of hair off my forehead, and turned to walk away. I watched him, just for a moment, and then turned and headed back to the infirmary. 


Aeneas was sitting up when I got there, rifling through piles of maps spread across his lap and absentmindedly gnawing on a hunk of bread. Creusa sat at his side, one hand gently resting on the bedsheets. When she saw me enter, her face broke into a smile and she stood up. My brother ignored me.


“Calli, how wonderful!”: she said, and came to embrace me. “I know that my shift is supposed to be another hour, but I haven’t fed the baby yet today, and I’m sure that he will be hungry. Do you mind if I head out a little early?”


I smiled at her. I really didn’t want to return to work, not in any way, shape, or form. I wanted to head down to the armory, to find myself a disguise, and to head out with the men. Admittedly, last time I had attempted such a thing it hadn’t worked well, but now. Well, I would rather die than continue this pointless, stretching, frustrating life.


But I could see Aeneas’ face light up at the thought that his wife might head out, and I could see the worry and need in my friendd’s eyes, so I just nodded my head, and with a grateful squeeze to my shoulder, she headed out. 


“Thank Zeus Almighty!” Aeneas sighed expansively, spreading his arms out and leaning back, scattering maps all across his lap and several across the floor. “I thought she would never leave. She kept me confined to this infernal bed, and refused to even accept the idea of me getting up, moving around. . .Calli, she didn’t even know what was happening in the war!”


He stood up, and began stretching. I stared at him, as his arms pulled at the bandages wound around his chest. He raised an eyebrow at me, his mouth quirked in a small smile. “What? Never seen the amazing healing properties of a half-god before?”


My anger at Anchises returned. I still couldn’t believe the deception. And why should I? I had never seen a god, and this was the first, the very first time in my entire life, that anybody else had professed to have had an encounter with one of them. 


“Fine, Aeneas, whatever you say.” I shook my head, stood up. “I have to go check on the other patients.”


He nodded his head. “Where is my tunic?” he asked. I smiled at him. If he couldn’t find his tunic, he couldn’t very well leave the infirmary, could he? Even if he refused to admit it, I definitely recognized that he was not well enough to be wandering around any more.


I was wrong. He shrugged his shoulders, and jauntily strode out the door, wearing only a loose pair of breeches. I stared at him, a long piece of cloth unravelling in my hand. The man behind me began to groan, and I returned my attention to him. My stupid brother was on his own again. 


The day passed slowly, monotonously, a rerun of old events. I was just bandaging up Arkeipos when Hector burst through the doors. I looked up, probably looking surprised (I felt surprised, so it stood to reason that the same emotion would be projected on my face.)


“Calli,” Hector inclined his head slightly, as formal as ever. “You are doing an excellent job.”


“Thank you?” I didn’t mean for it to come out as a question, truly I didn’t, but the compliment was so completely unpreceded. He nodded to me, and shifted his body slightly as a moan came from outside the door. He winced at the sound, but said nothing, simply continued to remain standing, stiffly proper, in the middle of my infirmary.


“Hector?” I didn’t mean to sound worried, just like I didn’t mean the earlier query to be anything but a comment, but it seemed that I wasn’t wholly in control of my vocal inflections at the moment. 


The first of the wounded was dragged in, and I stared. Ajax stared at me from beneath a head of flowing blood, and winked. A massive wooden pole was sticking out from his shoulder. I managed to hold back a gasp, but only just.


“I don’t need your help!” An angry, familiar voice came from the hall. “For Zeus’ sake, go help someone who needs it!”


Hector turned toward the voice, and his back stiffened. I finally recognized the peculiar emotion that had been plaguing him. Guilt. He was blaming himself for something. Which was nothing new for Hector: he was so noble that he still blamed himself for the whole war in the first place. But this was a new grief, one recently forged. I shoved past the prince and rushed into the hallway.


“Deiphobus!” I ran to him, ducked under his left shoulder, pushing away the soldier who had previously occupied the position, and began to help my friend into the infirmary. His face was pale and haggard, a dark stubble standing out against the grey pallor of his skin. His right arm was in a roughly made sling, and his hand was a bundle of bandages.


“Hey Calli,” he said, trying to infuse his voice with cheery brightness. But Dei had never been particularly good at brightness in the first place. He stumbled heavily against me, nearly falling. Only pride and fear for his health kept me from myself tumbling under his weight. 


Hector slung an arm around his brother’s waist, and helped me to drag him onto one of the beds. Deiphobus stifled a groan as he was lowered down, and then shot a dark glare at Hector.


“What in Zeus’ name are you doing here?” He growled. Hector didn’t say anything, he just stared with those dark, wounded eyes. Deiphobus sighed and closed his eyes. “You don’t belong here, Hector. Get back to the battle.”


Hector leaned forward, and placed a gentle kiss on his brother’s sweat-matted hair. “I’m sorry,” he said, before picking up the shield he had dropped earlier and striding back out of the door. Ajax continued his moaning in the corner. I knew he was more badly injured than my friend, but I couldn’t stand the idea of leaving Deiphobus without being absolutely sure he would be okay. I reached toward his hand to undo the bandages and take a peek at the damage done, but he whipped the injured appendage out of my reach with a sharp hiss of indrawn breath.


“Go,” he growled at me, slitting his eyes again. I knew that he wasn’t angry at him, but the blackness of that stare scared me, and I hurried over to the other soldier.


Though Ajax’s injury had looked grievous upon first sighting it, it proved an easy surgery. A lance had been thrust through his shoulder, tearing muscle and flesh, but missing bones, artery, and tendon. He passed out when I pushed the lance the rest of the way through, which made the job of stitching up his shoulder easier than usual. I wrapped a bandage around his shoulder before turning back to Deiphobus.


He had fallen asleep at some point, though the lines of fatigue and pain had not disappeared from his face. I allowed myself the indulgence of trying to smooth out the deep grooves in his forehead, to push the tangled hair off his forehead, to gently run my fingers over the frowning shape of his mouth. Then I dared to look at his hand.


I was no Healer. I never had been, and it had not been meant to be my job to deal with the royalty. But as the war had waged on, the elderly Healers had all passed from the world, destroyed by age, wounds sustained (for even Healers ran a danger when there was war) or consumed by one of a myriad of battlefield diseases. Andromache had caught one, a few weeks ago, and Hector had, in a panic, sent her to her chambers. When she’d emerged a full seven days later she had lost a dozen pounds, and her hair had lost its lustrous sheen, but she was able to return to work.


I was no Healer, but I could tell that damage had been done that could not be cured. A sword had entered directly the center of his hand, chipping away at bone and tearing through tendons. I messily stitched together what veins I could, and then stared hopelessly at the mangled mess that remain behind me.


“I know,” Deiphobus said. I jerked a little when he spoke, so certain he was still sleeping. He looked down at me, the earlier fury in his eyes replaced with a dark despair. I tried to smile at him.


“It will be all right,” I said. My voice shook a little. Probably not the most believeable thing. “I’m just trying to decide what my next step should be. Listen. I want you to move your fingers.”


He nodded. One pinkie moved. We both stared at the hand, without any words. I went to get a needle and thread. Deiphobus sat there, lips pursed together tightly, while I stitched together the shattered remains of his right hand. When it was done, I bandaged it up quickly, trying to keep the sight of it as hidden from him as possible. I’m certain that I didn’t succeed. I’m pretty certain that he saw the mess that had been made, but if he did he didn’t say a word. I was thankful for that.


He pulled his hand up to his chest, closed his eyes, and leaned back against the headboard. A small, choked sob escaped him. Nothing after that, just one slight hitch in his breathing. I crawled up into the bed beside him, wrapped my arms around him, and kissed him lightly on the top of the head. He didn’t acknowledge my presence.


We were sitting like that when Ifigenia and Helen burst in, Ifigenia looking worriedly around, while Helen barged as though she had the right of the place. They came straight up to the bed, apparently assuming that since Dei’s eyes were closed, he must be asleep.


“You!” Helen exclaimed pointing a finger toward me. Dei stiffened in my arms. “I am sick and tired of this pretension. You will get us in to speak with the king, and you will help to right this wrong.”


“All right,” I said. Ifigenia looked at me, her eyes imploring. I didn’t know what she was asking for. Deiphobus opened his eyes. 


“All right,” I said again. Helen smirked, one eyebrow arched royally. Ifigenia ducked her head back down, reassuming the role of the dutiful servant.


“Wait!” Deiphobus said, just as we were nearing the door. A desperate tone sounded in his voice. “Wait. Milady. . .what is your name?”


“Oh, of course,” I said, and forced a strained smile across my face. I recognized the sound of his voice. His eyes had been clouded over with Helen’s beauty. “Deiphobus, this is the true Helen of Sparta, and her servant Ifigenia. Helen, this is Prince Deiphobus of the Royal House of Troy.”


Helen looked more closely at Deiphobus upon my introduction. The small, smug smile she had been wearing since entering the room broadened.


“You look a bit stronger than Paris,” she said simply. Deiphobus had the decency not to blush at it. He just shrugged his shoulders, winced at the inevitable pain rushing up his right shoulder, and closed his eyes once again. I grabbed Helen by her elbow (a brutal offense against nobility) and began to escort her to the crown chamber.


Perhaps the most notable thing about Helen was her ability to slay entire armies without raising anything more than an eyebrow. As we walked through the keep, Ifigenia a steady shuffle, mine an impatient skip, and Helen’s a graceful sway, the men stopped, paused, and dropped their jaws. I could actually hear the whispers beginning behind us as we continued. Troy, I knew, would never be the same.


Paris and Helen’s chambers were the first of the royal quarters. And, as Fortuna would have it, Paris was walking out of his rooms just as we passed by. He stared at our small party for a moment, uncomprehendingly, before hurriedly falling into step behind us.


“What do you think you’re doing?” he hissed. Helen pushed her shoulders back even more proudly, and lifted her chin with more regalness, ignoring his husband.


“Helen,” he said, and now I heard a warning tone in his voice that I had never heard before. “What is the meaning of this?”


Helen stopped abruptly, and spun on her heel. Her sapphire eyes flashed, and I would not have been surprised to have seen Zeus’ firebolts fly out from them. “It is time to end this farce, Alexandros,” she said. “I am sick of dressing in a servant’s drab robes. I am sick of only being myself in our rooms. I am sick of only having you.” 


Paris grabbed her by the arm with bruising intensity and pulled her toward him. They stood, quivering, mere inches apart, and I couldn’t help but think that there had never been a more perfect couple in all of history.


“Is our love not enough?” he asked her. She looked down for a moment, perhaps confused, perhaps knowing the effect she would have when she gazed up at him from beneath lowered lashes.


“Alexandros,” she said softly. “You have taken my life, and all you have given me is your love. I’m sorry. It’s not enough.” 


Then she kissed him. I had to look away. It was a hopeless kiss. One filled with love, longing, and a desire to leave. It was as though both of them had been wrapped in layers of love, in which neither desired to be. I looked at Ifigenia, only to see her staring hopelessly at the couple.  


Helen was the first to break the kiss. She pulled away from Paris abruptly, and within a second her face had returned to its stony mask. She gestured briskly for me to lead forward. Paris just stared at her, seeming to have given up.


It was only a short walk from Paris’ apartments to the king’s. We had to pass Hector’s suites, and I offered a brief prayer that neither the heir nor his wife would choose such an inopportune moment to peek out of the apartments. For once the gods appeared to be listening to my entreaties, for the corridors remained empty. It was a strange little train: I in the lead, followed by a haughty Helen, a shuffling Ifigenia, and a passive Paris. When we reached the door toward Priam and Hecuba’s bedchamber, I paused. Helen nodded imperiously for me to continue, and Paris shrugged his shoulderse.


I had never been this deep into the keep before. Though our House was high-ranking among the families of Troy, it was still a far cry from royalty. I had been allowed into the heir’s apartments only because of my friendship with his wife. But as far as I stood in station from Hector, there was that much space between the crown prince and the king.


Still, events seemed to be as hopelessly out of my control as ever. It couldn’t be much worse, I figured, so I knocked on the door.


It was opened almost immediately by a wild-eyed Cassandra. Her hair was dishevelled, and a sickly red blush stained her cheeks. She uttered a short shriek when she saw Helen behind me.


“It’s begun, it’s begun!” she began to weep, and nearly fell back in within the room. “Dear Zeus, it’s begun and it’s almost over.”


“Cassandra, that’s quite enough!” King Priam said. His voice over the past ten years had lost its air of imperious command. He sounded almost querrolous now, a weak old man in his dotage. His visage inspired far less fear than the gigantic Agamemnon, or the talented Menelaus. I could only hope that this was another of those cases were appearances did not indicate strength. The king stared at me, clearly as surprised to see me there as I was to be in his rooms. “What is the meaning of this?” he demanded.


“Your Majesty,” I dipped into the deepest curtsey possible, ignoring the aches of my protesting body. “I present to you Helen of Sparta.”


King Priam looked as though he were ready to begin arguing again, when Helen stepped fully into the chamber. The dim lights of the torches fell upon her golden hair and set it to sparklier, while her pale skin seemed to almost glow. The king stared at her, mouth agape.


“But. . .but Helen. . .” he protested.


“Is my servant,” Helen said, grabbing Ifigenia roughly by the elbow and pulling the nervous woman into the center of the room. “She entered into this subterfuge on my request.”


The king’s gaze alternated between the two Helen’s. Finally, his eyes came to rest upon Paris, who he stared at for a long moment. “Alexandros? Why?”


Paris shook his head. “A thousand reasons. Our ship was wrecked, along the shore of Egypt. They were furious that I had stolen away another man’s wife, and demanded that we return to Greece. It was the only way we could escape.”


“And then we arrived here, and it just seemed safer,” Helen interrupted. Then, almost bitterly, “with beauty such as mine, it’s always safer that people don’t see it.”


Queen Hecuba came up, from where she had earlier been hidden in the shadows. She had aged better than her husband. Few lines creased her face, and her hair had yet to lighten with the silver of age. 


“That day on the ramparts,” she said gently, placing a hand on Ifigenia’s shoulder, “when Menelaus refused to take Helen back. He really didn’t see Helen, did he?”


Helen shook her head mutely. 


“You poor dear,” Hecuba began walking towards her, but the young beauty took a step back, throwing her shoulders back and lifting her chin. Her blue eyes blazed.


“Do not pity me!” she hissed. Her voice trembled. She said, lower, “do not pity me. I had the opportunity to end this war. I could have saved lives. I chose not to. I chose to let them die.”


“To be fair, you had the opportunity to completely prevent the war,” I couldn’t help but mentioning. “After all, if you hadn’t gone with Paris in the first place, none of this would have happened.” Everybody ignored me. Typical.


Queen Hecuba shook her head, and despite Helen’s clear distaste, crossed the distance between them and enveloped the other woman in her arms. “It doesn’t matter,” she soothed. “You were used, an instrument of the gods. You poor baby.” 


Helen’s shoulders hitched once, but her eyes remained dry. 


“Tomorrow,” Cassandra said suddenly, reminding everyone of her presence. “Tomorrow.”


“Tomorrow what?” Priam said. I couldn’t tell if he sounded more sick or more exasperated. Mostly he just sounded tired. Tired and old.


Cassandra shook her hair. Tendrils of brown hair landed across her face, in her eyes, the tips surely tickling her mouth. But she made no move to push the hair aside her hands. “It doesn’t matter,” she said. “The cogs have been set in motion. There’s no stopping it now.”


Then men all met in the infirmary that night. Hector came in, and Aeneas with a fresh bandage wound around his chest. Paris was invited, and even old Priam made the long journey from his chambers within the castle to our tiny infirmary at the front. They gathered around Deiphobus, and demanded that we all leave. 


As mere women, bound in servitued to our king, Andromache (who had been tending the sick with me) and myself left. But the instant the door shut we grabbed a servant to go fetch Creusa and Ifigenia, and settled our ears to the doorframe to listen.
They began by simply inquiring about one another’s health. Priam expressed worry over Deiphobus hand, and everybody professed his amazement that Aeneas was up and about.


“Not only moving but fighting!” Aeneas proclaimed proudly. “I did in my slew of those Greeks today.”


The talk turned quickly to the issue of Helen, in her true form. King Priam brought it up first, and the others expressed their amazement. Their voices joined in a mass of confusion, so that even if Andromache and I had the presence of mind to try and sort them out, we wouldn’t have been able to.


“But how is that possible? She has been living here for ten years.”


“Ten years and we never knew? It’s impossible.”


“Are you absolutely certain, Your Majesty?”


“It’s true. I took her from Sparta, and while wrecked in Egypt we designed the disguise.”


Creusa and Ifigenia arrived, breathless from running through the keep. A moment of reflection reminded me that perhaps it hadn’t been necessary to tell them that a disaster had occured, a matter of life or death. But I’d wanted to make sure that they didn’t miss out on anything.


“What’s wrong?” Creusa asked. “Has somebody new been injured?”


“Shhhhh,” Andromache turned to hiss at us, her dark brows drawn low over her pale eyes. She returned her ear immediately to the door.


“The men are holding a war council in the infirmary,” I whispered to them, earning another angry glance from Andromache.


“The infirmary?” Creusa asked. “But that doesn’t make any sense. . .”


“It does when Deiphobus is still there,” I said.


“Deiphobus?” Creusa stared at me. “Is he all right? I hadn’t even heard! Please, tell me he’s all right, Calli!”


I remembered with a touch of shame that Dei was her brother. It might have been considerate to have sent word to her, I realized. After all, I had been sent for the instant that Aeneas had been brought in. Oh well, no crying over spilt mead.


“He should be more or less all right,” I said. I shifted uncomfortably. “He got a sword thrust through his hand, and it severed many of the tendons and broke his bones. He’ll live, but I don’t know how well he’ll be able to use his hand again.”


Creusa nodded her head. Tears sparkled in her eyes. I turned away from what might have been her glee, and might also have been her sadness, to plaster my ear to the door once again.


“This is the moment for our victory,” Hector was saying. “Achilles still hasn’t returned to the field of battle. We’ve driven them back twice now. It’s time for a full-out assault.”


“This keep is our greatest strength,” Priam responded. “The walls are tall and strong, and have stood against their assaults for years. They will continue to protect us.”


“That’s not enough!” The force of Hector’s voice surprised me, even from behind the door. “We’ve been trapped in here for ten years now. Children have been born. I do not want my son to know nothing of the world beyond these walls! Zeus almighty, we’ve tried depending on the gods, we’ve tried holding strong. These devils are not going away. We must force them from our hearth!”


Silence met Hector’s speech. What, after all, else could be said? Everything that he had said was so horribly true. The children that had been born within the walls of Troy had never known anything else. Prince Troilus could barely remember what the villages looked like beyond the keep. 


“What do you propose, my son?” Priam asked. There was a slight shuffle, and I could just imagine Hector pacing back and forth through the room, tightly coiled strength in his shoulders and an anxious note to his step.


“I propose that we go in full force,” he said. “The Greeks are as disheartened as we. They are fighting for a lost cause. Without Achilles, they have lost their heart. WE go in, and we destroy them, in one fell stroke.”


This time a riot of agreement met the words, rather than silence. Andromache and I drew our ears away from the door as talk turned to strategy. The four of us stared at each other solemnly, and then left the door.


“I should tell Helen. . .” Ifigenia said lowly. We all nodded, and she scurried from our sight. 


“This is going to be it, isn’t it?” Andromache asked. Her voice trembled, just a little, and then her chin lifted and she was once again the royal princess, and one day queen. Her jaw set, and her eyes achieved a calm I couldn’t imagine. “Well, then. There is much to be done.”


Creusa’s eyes filled with tears. “Everyone’s going to die, aren’t they?” she asked. I shook my head.


“Oh, no, Creusa, no, we’ll be okay.”


“Don’t patronize me, Calli,” she sniffled. “I’m going to lose Aeneas. I’m already losing him, but that will be it, no second chances.”


“Aeneas will be fine,” I insisited. He had to be fine, after all. How could I possibly live without my big brother? I couldn’t conceive of a world without him. Even when he’d been injured during the war, it was soon over, he was soon a picture of health. Death could not claim my golden brother.


“Let’s not fool ourselves, ladies,” Andromache insisted. “Come. There are still some curtains left in my apartments that could be cut down to make field dressings.”


The idea of cutting up the beautiful gold blinds in her bedroom sickened me. But, this was war. 


Cassandra was standing just outside of the royal apartments. Her hair had been brushed and plaited, her dress was new, and a calm expression had replaced the earlier frenzy.


“Hello,” she said, dropping to her knees and spreading her skirts in a deep curtsey. We responded in time.


“Cassandra,” I hugged her when she had finally straightened. “Do you have good news for us yet?” The princess smiled brightly and, ignoring my question, said


“So, I believe that there are curtains to be sheared?”


We spent the afternoon in near silence. At one point I jokingly put a pincushion in my hair, just behind my ear, mimicking the flowers of a young virgin. The other women smiled, a little painfully, and I felt that twinge myself. Flowers were hardly befitting of me anymore.


Astyanax began crying, and Andromache went and fetched him, bringing him back. When she had fed him, he quieted. I reached out my arms, and she placed the bundle of baby within them.


I looked at him sadly, his pink little two year old face, the innocent expression. Poor little baby. He probably didn’t even know that there was a war going on. He couldn’t know that any day his daddy might leave and never come back. 


The door opened, three hours after we had entered, when only one curtain remained. Hector walked in, his face drawn, in partial armor. Andromache stood up, her face abruptly white. 


“Is it time?” she asked him. He nodded his face solemnly. With great decorum, the princess stood from the sedan, and walked to her husbands side. He opened his arms for her, and she fell into them. They stood that way for a long moment, a silent picture of despair. With a single thought, Creusa, Cassandra and I stood up, and began to silently file out of the room. Hector lifted his head for a moment to watch us go.


“Calli,” he said, and I stopped, turning to look at him. “Deiphobus needs you to attend to him,” he said. The gravity of his voice calmed me, kept the panic from rising. I wasn’t going to like whatever I had to do for my friend, but he wasn’t dying. I nodded my head, and closed the door soundlessly behind me, leaving the two to the little privacy. 


Deiphobus was sitting up in bed, dark circles under his eyes and thick lines etched into his face. He was trying to shrug on a tunic without injuring his hand.


“What are you doing?” I asked in disbelief, running to his side. My skirts flew up above my ankles, but I had abandoned propriety long ago in the war.


“I have to go back,” he said. I shook my head.


“I don’t think so,” I insisted. I grabbed the tunic and pulled it out of his hands. “You’re injured, Deiphobus. That’s no little scracth on your hand.”


“They need every man they can get,” he said. I shook my head.


“They don’t know you. For Zeus’ sake, Deiphobus, you can’t use your hand.”


He froze for a moment, staring at me with hurt evident in his eyes. My heart sank. Why had I said that? Stupid, stupid me, why had I said that?


“I’m alive, Calligenia,” he said finally, formally. “I’m alive and I can hold a spear. Now. Help me dress.”


I did so without words. When he was fully dressed and stood up, I looked at him critically, the swaying, and went silently to our herbal cabinet. I mixed together several herbs, and brought the mix over.


“Take this,” I said, my voice low and almost recognizable.


“What is it?”


“It’s a pain duller,” I said. He reached out a hand. I refused, for a moment, to give up the paste. “It’s dangerous, Dei,” I told him. “You won’t feel any pain. If you’re injured again, you won’t know to stop.”


He nodded his head, and quickly downed the mixture. “Thank you, Calli,” he said somberly. “Thank you for understanding.” I dropped my eyes, knowing that in merehours he would hate me for what I’d done. I had just ruined our friendship, but in turn, I hoped, I had saved his life.


Deiphobus’ eyes rolled up in his head, and he fell limply to the ground. I hadn’t learned much from the Healers before they’d left, but I had learned how to make a sleeping drought. I pulled his heavy body to the bed, and gently deposited him in it.


“Very sneaky, my girl,” Ajax chuckled from his corner. “I was beginning to wonder whether you was crazy, or just wanted the boy dead. I didn’t even see that coming. And, for that matter, doesn’t look like he did, either.”


I shook my head, looking down at my unconscious friend fondly. I tried to tell myself that I would have done the same for anyone, but knew that it wasn’t quite true. I would have let anyone else go. Anyone else. 


I began tidying the cabinets, rearranging what few herbs were left, piling the dressings in order, cleaning out the buckets we used for hot water, and tending to the fire. Soon, I knew, we would need everything in readiness.


The following day dawned bright and clear, without a cloud in the sky. After checking on the infirmary, and seeing that Ifigenia and Creusa were preparing for the day, I ran up to the parapets. Helen, Hecuba, Priam, and Laocoon were already standing there, peering out at the battlegrounds. I arrived just in time to see a pair of plumed helmets ride to the front, thrusting their swords in the air. Aeneas and Hector. And, as much as it terrified me to see them out there, as much as my heart sank to the bottom of my stomach, I was proud, too. That was my brother and my friend out there, leading the way.


I stayed on the parapets all day. The sun was hot, burning my face and my shoulders, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the carnage below. Because we were winning. Really winning. The surge of gold was slowly pushing toward the sea, to the point where I could see the furthest of our people just reaching the shore.


Troilus, who had come up to the parapets himself around noon, bearing fruits and snacks, began jumping around. Caught up in the excitement, I grabbed his hands and we twirled around in circles across the balcony. Hecuba and Priam looked on, almost happy for the first time in ten years. But Andromache still clung to the stone walls, her knuckles white, her eyes blankly staring out at the sun.


Around three, however, all rejoicing immediately stopped. A golden armoured figure joined the ranks of the Greeks. 


“Who’s that, Dad?” Troilus asked, leaning out the parapets and shading his eyes against the onslaught of the slightly declining sun.


“Achilles,” Priam replied with a drawn out sigh. Andromache gasped. We only saw the glint of gold for a moment, before it disappeared into our ranks. Slowly, a tide ebbing out, our troops retreated. Only a few yards, just past the first dune, but enough that we knew we wouldn’t win. Not this day. Nor, I had a sinking suspicious, ever.


But I still refused to give into pessimism, and I ran downstairs to greet our warriors as they returned for the night. The majority of the troops remained outside the walls, as ever. But apparently another war council had been called, for Hector and Aeneas came striding in the great iron portcullis, followed by an entourage of their friends.


“Did you see us, Calli?” Aeneas asked laughingly, grabbing me by the waist and swinging me around. I laughed, resting my hands on his shoulders for balance. “We were magnificent!”


“I touch a ship,” Hector was saying to Andromache, over on my left. He held his hands out before him, staring at them in wonderment. He laughed, a short, sad bark, and curled fingers into fists. “We were so close. I touched it.”


And on my other side, Alexandros spinning Helen around, and her laughing with a joy I would never have imagined her possessing. And throughout the keep, men happily grabbing wives, kissing, hugging, and it almost felt like victory, despite that final backwards push. 


But even a near victory came with a price, and I knew that I should head to the infirmary. I took with me a few charioteers and archers, and marched them soundly, amidst much protesting (though they said they’d rather sleep in their own beds, I’m fairly certain that what they really meant was that they wanted to drink the night away with their comrades).  


The infirmary was, of course, overflowing with soldiers. Creusa and Cassandra were at their wits end trying to fit everybody into a bed. It didn’t help, either, that one man who probably didn’t need a bed refused to move.


“Deiphobus, please,” Cassandra pleaded. “There are people with leg injuries who need the bed much more than you.”


“No,” he refused, his hands lying placidly on his lap. “You wanted me to stay in here, I’m staying.” Cassandra turned to gaze at Creusa, obviously hoping for some kind of reinforcement. But Creusa just shrugged her shoulders helplessly and returned to bandaging the soldier in front of her. Meanwhile, I tried to slink in around the outside of the room, shielding myself between a crushed arm and a sword wound.


“Look, baby brother,” Cassandra ground out between set teeth. “You owe me one. Remember all of those dead rats, the stolen honeycakes, the tied skirts? You were torturous when you were younger, and I withstood it. Now get out of the bed.”


Deiphobus looked a little guilty at her words and, as she had predicted. Holding his injured arm tight to his body with his good one, he scooted out of bed and headed toward the door. He steadied himself on the doorframe, still under the influence of drugs, and undoubtedly with a great pain shooting through his body, and then let himself out. I sighed, glad to have avoided that confrontation. After all, the lsat time I had really angered Deiphobus, he hadn’t talked to me for days. And the time before that I’d been raped. Neither had been particularly pleasant experiences.


We worked as quickly as possible. I filled in the other two women about the events of the battle, from the victorious onslaught at the beginning, to the apparent return of Achilles. We worked as quickly as possible, anxious to find out exactly what had happened. And, I’m not too proud to admit, a bit excited to join in the celebratory festivities.


Andromache and Ifigenia came in within an hour, and relieved Creusa and myself. I offered for Cassandra to leave, since she had been there far longer than me, but with a knowing twinkle in her eye she insisted that I leave. There are times when it annoyed me that she treated me like a baby sister, but this was one of those times when I was incredibly grateful.


Wine had been wheeled out into the courtyard, and people were drinking and dancing. I was disgusted, at first. There was still a war going on—people were moaning and dying in the infirmary just beyond the first residences. But then I saw Andromache dancing with little Astyanax, and him just barely able to walk, and a blushing Troilus was dancing with a glowing Cresida. But behind the smiles and laughter there was an intense weariness.


I was tired myself.


There were some rather conspicuous absences, however. Aeneas wasn’t there, nor was Hector or King Priam. Helen was dancing with a dozen different men, but Paris wasn’t among them. So then, there was a war council going on somewhere.


The last council had been held in the infirmary, to be near the injured Deiphobus. So, by the same logic, if I could find Dei, I would find the council. And, based on the state he had been in upon leaving the infirmary, he had probably just gone to his own rooms.


Gathering my skirts up in one hand and abandoning all pretense at decorum, I ran through the keep. I had already missed too much, in my stupid gaping at the party outside.


I skidded to a halt in front of Deiphobus’ apartments, and sank to a knee, pressing my ear against the door. A few servants looked at me oddly, but recognizing me as Aeneas’ sister, ignored me and continued on their rounds.


“We were so close,” Hector was saying. “We must press forward.”


“But if what you say is true, you slew Achilles’ friend today,” King Priam said in his weak voice. “Achilles will undoubtedly return to revenge that death.”


“We will press forward.”


“Your father is right,” Aeneas said sharply. I recognized that tone. It was the one often addressed to me whenever I was particularly bothering him. I was surprised to hear him employ it with his best friend and heir apparent. “We should draw back behind our fortifications.”


“No!” Hector yelled, so loudly that I flinched back from the door, and fell on my ground. My shoes hit the wall, dull, echoing sounds in the hallway. I froze. I could hear the scraping of chairs inside the door. A moment later it opened, and a laughing Aeneas stood in it.


“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” he said, still chuckling. “That’s a beautiful position you’re in, Calli.”


I tried not to blush as I sat up and rearranged my skirts. It was just my brother, after all. But he was soon joined by Deiphobus, with a murderous look on his face. I smiled sheepishly.


“What do you think, Dei?” Aeneas asked, turning to my friend. “What do we do with spies?”


“Just tell her to leave,” he said flatly, and returned to the council room.


“You heard his royalness,” Aeneas grinned, and began to shut the door. He considered for a moment, and then turned his head toward the rest of the men. “You know she’ll just crouch out here listening, right?”


“Have someone escort her out,” Hector suggested.


“Aeneas, please. . .” I pleaded with him. He considered for a moment, obviously torn. 


“Look,” He whispered in my ear. “I’ll tell you everything tonight, I promise. . .”


“But. . .”


“Oh, just let her come in,” Priam said. “The girl knows how to keep her tongue, we’ve learned that much.”


Aeneas winked at me, and moved aside to allow me entrance into the room. I curtseyed gratefully before the king, and then moved meekly to a couch, where I sat and folded my hands carefully.


“Hector, we’ll die if we launch another assault on them,” Paris said.


“And what do you know, traitor?” Hector spat.


“Peace, my son,” Priam said sternly. “This isn’t like you.”


“I’m sorry,” Hector said angrily, jumping to his feet and running a hand through his hair. He began to pace anxiously across the floor. “I’m sorry, it’s just. . .I want the children here to know freedom. I hate that my son doesn’t know what the world looks like beyond these walls.”


“Hec, we all want the war over,” Aeneas pointed out. “But it’s more important for us to be alive than to be free.”


“Is it?” Hector asked. “I don’t know if it is.”


There was silence for a moment then, broken finally by Paris.


“So what is it to be then?” he asked. I noticed that his pretty features had been eroded by the war. He was still handsome, still the most beautiful man that I had ever seen, but there were lines of fatigue etched into his once-unmarred face, and his skin was more taut, almost verging on gaunt.


“Hector, you are the commander of the armies,” King Priam said. “Yours is the final decision.”


Hector sat down, heavily. He placed his face in his hands for a moment, propping them on the table. Finally, decisively, he lifted his head and turned to stare each man in the room in the eye.


“Then tomorrow we attack,” he said firmly. “Full force, with all the effort we have left in our bodies and souls.”


Everybody else nodded, though worry was clear in their faces, in their eyes and the set of their jaws. Aeneas walked over to me, and extended his hand.


“Come along, Calli. It’s been a long time, and it’s time that we get to bed.”


I looked at Deiphobus for a moment, trying to apologize, if only through my eyes, but he refused to acknowledge me. He wouldn’t meet my gaze, just continued to stare stonily at the wall. I sighed, and took my brother’s hand, allowing him to pull me up from the couch.


“Shouldn’t you spend the evening with your wife and son?” I asked pointedly as we began walking down the hallway.


“I haven’t seen Anchises in almost a week,” he said by way of explanation. “Or you, for that matter. You’re my family, too.”


Though on the one hand I was glad to have my brother with me, I couldn’t help thinking that when he had gotten married, he had made a decision to found a new family. Was it far to Creusa that he took these long absences? She, after all, could never just escape. She was the one in charge of the house and the baby.


But I didn’t say anything. I allowed myself the selfishness. I missed my brother. And it was hard dealing with Anchises on my own, watching him slowly fade away, wither into a dried shell.


“Anchises!” I yelled, throwing open the door and bounding in with an enthusiasm I hadn’t felt in some weeks. “Look who I brought home!”


“A husband?” he guessed, a smile on his face.


“Nope, guess again.”


“I don’t need to guess,” he said, the smile expanding to fill his entire face. “I know that tread. Aeneas, finally decided to come visit your poor old father?”


“Anchises, you’re hardly poor or old,” Aeneas said laughing. Instead of just hugging our father, he leaned over and picked the man up, spinning through the room with him before gently depositing him back in the bed. Anchises attempted to frown at him.


“Young man, is that any way to treat your father? A young bride, perhaps, but surely not your father!”


Aeneas assumed an extremely innocent face, although he knew that Anchises would be unable to get the full effect. “I just love you as much as any young bride,” he said. 


Anchises laughed and shook his head. “Speaking of brides, how is yours?” he asked.


“Creusa is well,” Aeneas replied. As is Ascanius. I’ll admit, I was a little worried about how he would grow up, surrouned by women all the time and no manly role models. But I guess that war is a good substitute for a father, for he’s a strong boy.”


“Well,” Anchises said proudly, puffing out his chest. “He comes from good stock.”


I couldn’t help but giggle a little at that. Only my father could be so eternally arrogant. He was never one for false modesty, was he? Aeneas leaned over and ruffled my hair. I rolled my eyes, and hit him with a pillow.


There are some times when a person never grows up.


The next morning we were all awakened by the air-shattering sound of someone screaming out Hector’s name. Eyes still half-bleary with sleep, I ran to the top of the tower. Looking down, I could see golden-haired Achilles yelling for the prince. King Priam appeared at my shoulder.


“He’s not going, is he, Your Majesty?” My eyes were wide, and I was sweating a little. He couldn’t go. He just couldn’t . . .he’d be destroyed! But the king didn’t answer me. I had to stop him, somehow. I knew, deep down, that there was nothing that I could do, but I had to try. 


I practically flew down the corridor to Hector’s apartments. I actually ran down one poor soul, and in my haste was only able to yell an apology down the hallway as I continued dashing away.


I finally arrived at the doors, and threw myself against them, sobbing now. To my surprise, they flew open. Tears were rolling down Andromache and Hector’s faces, and little Astyanax was screaming. Hector slowly placed his helmet on the ground, and the boy became quieter. The prince took his child in his arms, and placed one gentle kiss on the baby’s forehead, before handing him back to his mother.


“You don’t have to do this,” Andromache muttered lowly. She stared at the floor, refusing to meet her husband’s eyes. Hector lay one large, callused hand along her cheek, not forcing her to look at him, just gently stroking her soft skin.


“It is fate,” he said. “The Gods have ordained such a meeting. Can’t you feel all the threads aligning.”


At this Andromache did raise her head, and with all the pride and fury of a princess she replied “Of course I feel it. Damn the Gods!”


She was trembling. Hector smiled a little, sadly, and gently brushed his lips over hers. Andromache shifted the weight of Astyanax, and reached out one hand to hold her husband, but he shook her off, stepping back and grabbing his helmet once more.


“I can’t,” he said, his voice husky with emotion. “I love you.”


“And I you,” Andromache choked out. She remained standing as Hector hurried out of the apartments, brushing me aside as though he hadn’t even seen me. I turned around, and I couldn’t see Andromache. And then I realized that I couldn’t see her because my own sight was blinded by tears.


“Oh, Calli,” she choked out, and sank onto the couch. Astyanax whimpered, and she released her hold on him. He happily crawled to the ground, and proceeded to play with the rug on the floor.


I sat beside my friend, and grasped one of my hands in hers. “It will be all right,” I said earnestly. She shook her head.


“Hector is right,” she sighed. “It is coming to an end. Calli, I think Cassandra might be right. This is it for us. There is no happy ending.”


I shushed her, and then asked if she wanted to come to the battlements with me. She shook her head.


“I know the outcome,” she said, and looked fondly at her son. “I don’t think I could bear to see it.”


I nodded my head, trying to be understanding. I was as terrified as she, I think, but I didn’t understand how she could have no hope. I had to hold fast to my hope. . .without it I would have broken down, I am quite sure. 


The entire family was lined along the walls. I looked for the likeliest place to squeeze in. Priam, Hecuba, Cassandra, Creusa, Aeneas, and Deiphobus were shoulder to shoulder, but there was room next to Deiphobus, where Helenus seemed almost wary to stand. I squeezed in, trying not to look at my friend. His anger at me would wear off, I was sure. It always had. After all, we’d weathered nearly thirty years of friendship, one little spat couldn’t destroy it. Even so, I knew it was better to leave him alone and let it boil off.


“What’s happening?” I asked, turning to Helenus. He just shrugged his shoulders, and surprisingly it was Deiphobus who answered.


“They’re trying to wear each other out,” he said, as Hector came dashing around the keep, Achilles fast on his heels. Then, abruptly, stopping almost on a dime, Hector turned around.


“Deiphobus?” he asked suddenly. My friend stiffened beside me. Nobody knew what Hector was talking about.


“Dei, what—” Achilles lifted a lance.


“Hector!” Deiphobus suddenly bellowed, at the top of his voice. “It’s not me! It’s a trick! Look at him, Hector!”


But the crown prince’s head was still turned. It remained turned, blankly staring, when Achille’s lance had pierced his torso, and remained turned as he fell to the ground. Deiphobus leaned over the parapets, far enough that my brother feared for his life, and grabbed the back of his tunic. A scream echoed behind me. I turned around, and saw the tear-streaked face of Andromache.

*     *     *


King Priam left the keep. In the middle of the night he stole away on a chariot, and rode off into the night. Those few people not still deep in mourning for Hector are frantic with worry about him. His own family, however, had already been too deadened with pain to add any more sorrow to their already heavy load.


Achilles had tied our prince to the back of a chariot, and ridden him around the city, laughing maniacally as he was covered in dirt, his lifeless body coated in grime and more blood. His body did not show the signs of a deceitful loss, but rather of a massacre.


Andromache refused to leave her chambers. A nurse had taken out Astyanax, fearful of his own safety with his mother in such a state. I knew that Andromache would never harm her son, but I also understood the nurse’s concern. There was no way to know whether the boy was being fed, or watched over, or even put to bed on time.


Aeneas had returned to his quarters with Creusa. Apparently Hector’s death had reminded him somewhat of his own familial responsibilities, for he hadn’t left them alone in the past few days. 


I strolled through the keep, running my hands absently over the walls, exploring the floor with bare feet. Here was where Hector had caught Deiphobus and I stealing honeycakes. Here was where Hector and Aeneas had fought, and my brother had come home with a split lip. Here was where he and Andromache had laughed, and kissed, and loved.


Without even recognizing it, my feet took downstairs, to the kitchen, and to the one place where I had always felt safe. I had barely been to the kitchens since the war began. I don’t know whether it was just lack of time (which was completely possible) or simply that I had been a little afraid that the kitchen would no longer feel safe, that I had lost that haven and couldn’t deal with it.


But the kitchens felt the same as ever. An eternal sacrifice to home and hearth. The familiar smell of baking filled my nostrils, and the warmth of the ovens enveloped my body. I closed my eyes and breathed in lightly.


“My child!” one of the old cooks exclaimed, looking me up and down. “Calligenia, isn’t it? Why, you’re nothing but skin and bones! Come, join his highness by the fire, and we’ll see if we can’t get some food in you!” Despite my protestations, she pushed me toward the fire.


I wasn’t surprised to see Deiphobus sitting beside the fire. When he saw me, his face hardened, and he looked away. His good hand clutched his wounded one close to his body. I wondered if it still hurt me much.


The cook, still clucking her tongue at my skinniness, shoved me into the seat, and bustled over to the oven to take out some fresh-baked bread. I looked surreptitiously at my friend out the corner of my eyes.


“Dei. . .” I finally ventured.


“Don’t,” he said. His voice was thick, filled with some unknown emotion. I dearly  hoped that it wasn’t hate. 


“I’m sorry,” I breathed, looking down at my own hands. “I shouldn’t have done that.”


There was silence for a moment, which the cook filled with busy chatter as she filled our hands with warm hunks of bread.


“I’d give you honey, too, but Zeus knows that we haven’t had any in a while,” she said, shaking her head. “I’d complain to Demeter, but surely it isn’t her fault that we haven’t been to the fields. Wars. Such silly things.” She shook her head and returned to her cooking, confident that we would indulge in her gifts.


I had nearly finished my bread, was prepared to begin the process of licking my fingers, when Deiphobus spoke.


“It was my fault,” he said. I turned to look at him. He stared dully into the fire, the bread in his hands untouched. I reached out a hand, and laid it on his shoulder. He didn’t shrug it away. I decided to take that as a good sign.


“Dei. . .”


“He called out for me,” Deiphobus said, his head whipping up. He turned to look at me with watery eyes. “He thought I was there.”


“It was a trick,” I said desperately, anything to keep those tears from falling. I couldn’t remember having seen Deiphobus this close to crying, not since we were fourteen and he had lost that race to Paris. “It was Achilles. There was nothing you could have done.”


“Hec” he couldn’t even finish saying his brother’s name. His shoulder’s convulsed, and for the first time I could remember, I found myself consoling my friend.


I tried to put myself in his position, tried to imagine what I would do if I lost Aeneas. The thought was too big to bear, too impossible to believe. But I forced myself. After all, it could just as easily have been Aeneas there, on the ground. Had he killed Patroclus, and not Hector. . .


The tears began falling from my eyes as well, and then it was just the two of us, back in the kitchens where we belonged.


When the tears finally stopped, we drew back from one another, each a little embarrassed. The cook, seeing us break apart, wordlessly bustled over with two brimming cups of mead which she forced into our hands. She clucked a little at the broken mess of bread on the ground by Deiphobus’ feet, but didn’t say a word.


Gratefully, I sipped at the warm liquid, glad that it was able to fill at least a little bit, that cold void within me. Hector, dead. Dead and gone. The words didn’t make sense. Maybe, I thought hopelessly, he was still alive. And then, no, don’t make it hurt any more than it has to. 


Deiphobus put his cup down, and turned to look at me. Curious, I did the same, hoping that he was getting ready to forgive me. Deiphobus had never been very good at forgiveness, at admitting to it, anyway; usually he would just be sullen and quiet for a day or two, and then things would go back to normal. But from the look in his eye, I knew this time he had something to say.


“Calli. . .” he choked. I waited, patiently. But then, instead of saying anything, he made a frustrated, choking sound in his throat and turned to leave. I stood up with him, blocking him, my hands the only buffer between his chest and my own. I could feel his breath on my face.


“Deiphobus, just say it,” I said, a little angrily. I loved my friend dearly, but I was growing sick of his silence, sick of always being the one who had done wrong in his perfect little world.


He took a step forward, so that our bodies were literally touching. Then, rather than saying anything, he leaned down and kissed me.


A moment later I felt his tongue, forcing its way between my lips. I tensed for a moment, remembering the last man who had done this, and then relaxed. This was Deiphobus. Deiphobus, who I trusted, who I loved.


He tasted like mead and warmth, and something that was distinctly Deiphobus. Somehow I had always known that taste, had always been waiting for it. . .


And then abruptly he was gone. I opened my eyes. He stood there, just centimeters away, his eyes wide and surprised by what he had done.


“There,” he said bitterly. “For once I’m the one who’s sorry.” And then he practically ran out of the room. The cook continued her clucking noises as she headed over to me.


“Really,” she said. “I know that times are changing, but that was just a bit beyond. My oh my, does marriage hold no weight any more?”


I stood, up, shaking a little, and thanked her for the food before leaving the room.


Had Deiphobus just kissed me?


And then recognizing that yes, yes he had. And a smile lit up my face.


I was suddenly picked up from behind, and unceremoniously laid across someone’s back. I had the idea, based on the golden hair and the broad back, of just who that person was.


“Aeneas, what are you doing?” I asked crossly. I tried to cross my arms and look at least slightly respectable as he continued to carry me down the hall.


“Nothing,” he said innocently, chuckling a little. His laugh reverbated through his entire body, and I could feel the vibrations beneath my cheek. I sighed. “I’m just glad to see someone smiling around this deathtrap.”


“Don’t give me that,” I said. “You were as upset as anyone after. . .”


And there I had to stop, because I couldn’t say the words. Saying them would make them even more true. And, just like that, I came crashing down from my high. Aeneas planted me firmly on the ground, and looked me in the eye.


“The king is back,” he said.


I stared back at him. “And?” I breathed. Aeneas just nodded his head. Without a further word I dashed down the hallways. 


He was in the center of the courtyard, surrounded by a circle of crying women. I was not surprised to see a few men among them at all. I pushed my way through the mourners, finally making it to the side of the byre myself.


Hector’s body had been destroyed almost beyond recognizing. Gravel had pitted itself in grooves of his skin, and everything was coated by blood. I saw Creusa, kneeling near his feet, a large basin of water and rags beside her. She was gently, carefully washing the feet of the prince.


I reached out a hand, and despite the revulsion I felt at the carcass, laid a hand on his face. A single tear rolled down my face. The last one, I resolved. The last tear to shed for those Greek murderers.


“Cassandra’s right,” Andromache said at my feet. I dropped down beside her. These were the first words I had heard the princess say since Hector had been killed. “This is nothing. This is a mercy, right now. The Greeks will win. They will still destroy our city.”


I didn’t say anything, just took her hand and squeezed it gently. I couldn’t disagree with her, because this time I felt it too, the turning of the hours, the relentless march toward death. There wasn’t much time left.


The next ten days were among the most difficult of my life. King Priam revealed to us all that we had been granted a ten day reprieve from the fighting, for the funeral of Hector. The entire city threw itself into the rights. Hector’s body was bathed in ambrosia, to keep it from decaying, and he was clothed in the softest linens that the keep had. Musicians were found, artists created false flowers , and everything was brushed and cleaned until it shone.


I, meanwhile, spent most of my time in the infirmary. I put my entire soul into healing the people in there. I knew that we would need every soldier possible then the war renewed.


Deiphobus came in one day, to have us bandage his hand again. I did so without words, looking up at him shyly. He smiled at me a little, and patted my hand before leaving. 


The day of the funeral dawned bright and clear. I woke early, and dressed Anchises. He had demanded to be brought down for the funeral. It would be the first time he left the room in five years.


“I have another request for you, Calligenia,” he told me somberly, as we waited for the litterbearers.


“Anything.”


“I need you to get me a sword,” he said. I rolled my eyes and laughed a little.



“Anchises, you can’t even see. How do you possibly expect to use a sword?”


“What I expect,” he said gravely, “is to die like a man, not murdered like a babe in cradle.” 


I agreed to find him a sword. The one condition being that it be after the funeral. Anchises made a strange sound in his throat at that. At first I was upset, thinking that he was scoffing at my desire to go to the service. But then I realized that he had actually himself been insulted that I thought he would keep me from it.


We were among the last to arrive. But my father was recognized, and Aeneas came through to stand by us, so we were easily granted an easy path to the royal family. Laocoon delivered the service, tears running down his face. His two sons stood beside him, looking similarly distraught.


There were tears on the faces of every person in the courtyard. Creusa was clutching at Ascanius’ hand, but the boy kept twisting around, amazed by all of the people. Astyanax slept quietly, held in a nurse’s arm. Andromache was nowhere to be seen.


I left just as they were covering Hector, and hurried to the royal apartments. As I’d expected, Andromache was in her room, humming and tearing apart her rug.


“You weren’t at the funeral,” I said. I knew it was an obvious statement. . .of course she knew she hadn’t been there. But I had to say something. 


“I couldn’t,” she said. “I’d said good-bye. I couldn’t stand to do it again.”


I nodded my head. Andromache turned to me, her eyes bright but dry. She grasped my hands, and leaned forward toward me. “Calli, promise me something.”


I sighed. It seemed as though I’d had to make a lot of promises recently. But I agreed. Of course.


“The instant there’s trouble, run away. Take Astyanax if you can, but whatever, get yourself away. You still have a chance at a new life.”


She was crazy. Completely and utterly crazy. What made her think that I had any more hope at a new life than she did? I tried to protest, but she grasped my hands even tighter, and leaned toward me with a desperation in her eyes.


And I understood. She needed to save someone. She hadn’t been able to save her husband, and she was convinced of her own death. She needed to know that somebody would go on living. 


I promised her. What else could I do? I had given up my hope. I couldn’t do that to someone else.


So I promised her. Which reminded me of another promise I had yet to fulfill. 


“You’re just full of promises, aren’t you, Calli?” I muttered to myself as I hurried down to the armory. “Promise, promise, promise. Can’t break your word, oh no, have to escape, find swords, what next?”


“Get my father to change his mind.”


I stopped dead in my tracks at the sound of the voice. Turn slowly, I commanded myself. No sudden movements. Can’t frighten away the deer.


“Alexandros,” I curtseyed as humbly as possible. Paris was the only prince that I curtseyed for, making the grand total of my curtseys. . .four. One for the prince, two for the king and queen, and one for Anchises, of all people.


“Did you hear what I said?” he asked, detaching himself from the wall and sauntering over. I nodded my head.


“What does your father have to change his mind about?”


I kept that sentence vague. I was pretty proud of myself. IN my mind, there were a lot of things that King Priam had to change his mind about. A lot of things he’d already messed up. In my most humble opinion, a good deal of the war and the pain had been due to his poor judgement. But then again, who was I to question a king? I couldn’t help thinking to myself, though, that the world would be a much better place if women ran it. Get rid of some of that excessive hubris.


“The war will begin again tomorrow,” Paris said. My heart sank. So soon? Had ten days really passed so quickly? “The men will engage, but my father has ordered that the royal family will maintain the customary month of mourning.”


This didn’t surprise me. The royal family was notoriously traditional. But if anybody deserved recognition, I figured it was Hector, and I couldn’t condemn the family for maintaining this one custom. But was this really Paris, of all people, saying that he wanted to fight? He laughed a little, bitterly, and crossed his arms, looking for all the world as though he’d rather be leaning against that wall again. 


“And you want to fight?” I asked disbelievingly.


“Yes,” he said forcefully, staring straight into my eyes. I caught my breath, remembering the first time that I had seen him, how beautiful he had appeared to me then. Well, Calli, don’t deny it, he’s still the most beautiful man you’ve ever seen. “Calligenia,” he said, leaning forward and grasping my arms. “I want to—no, I need to kill him. Achilles. It’s my fault that Hector’s dead. If I had just finished this war when I had the chance. . .if I hadn’t been a coward. . .I have to avenge him. I must.”


“Where did all this brotherly love come from?” I had to ask, drawing back a bit. Ten years Paris had lived within these walls, and not once had I seen him show any tendency toward caring for anyone other than himself and Helen. Ten years! I wasn’t about to just believe some pithy speech about family. 


“Look,” he said. “Deiphobus wants it, too. And Helenus. WE all know what must be done. But somebody has to bring it up to father.”


“Well,” I said, turning away. “Then don’t you think that someone should be one of his own sons? The king hardly listens to a distant, female relative.”


There. I thought I had handled that nicely. Now then, time for that sword for Anchises.


The armory was mostly empty. The majority of weapons had been taken out by the soldiers, for use during the war. The few blacksmiths who hadn’t been conscripted into the army were kept busy repairing what was already on the field. Nobody had had the opportunity to forge anything new for years. What was left was shoddily made, poorly balanced, dull. Not that it mattered. It wasn’t as though Anchises would prove much of a threat to anyone, with or without a proper sword.


I found one with a practically flat blade, but a decent balance. There was a massive, gaudy red jewel stuck in the hilt. Anchises would hate it if he could see it. One benefit to having a blind father.


Though, as I was heading out of the armory, I had a slight second thought. All of these weapons, sitting around, never being used. It was a shame, really. And senseless. After all, it wouldn’t hurt for a woman to have a dagger, would it? A way to protect herself?


As though I weren’t already illegally stealing effects of the throne, I glanced around cautiously to see if there were any guards in sight. None. So I grabbed a dagger. Just a little one. Barely enough to be noticed. 


I hurried back to the room. Outside, the sky was dark. Had it gotten so late already? Where had the time gone? The flames from the funeral pyre were dying out, all of the mourners long since headed to bed. The morning would bring another difficult day.


Only one figure strode back and forth before the pyre, prodding occassionally at the embers to make sure they continued to burn, until nothing was left but ash. I crept up to the woman, clutching the sword close to my bosom.


Cassandra smiled as I came to stand next to her. Her long, brown hair was bound tightly back in a braid, her head held high and proud.


“A week, I warrant,” she said softly. “Maybe two. I can already smell the ashes in the air.”


“So can I,” I pointed out, jerking my head toward the pyre. “So can most of the city.”


Cassandra laughed a little at that. “Oh Calli. If you only knew what I saw.”


I didn’t respond to that. I had seen what she had envisioned. I’d seen it the day that Paris had sailed off to Sparta. I had spent the last eleven years trying to clear that dream from my memory.


“Will anything be all right?” I asked her. Cassandra paused for a moment, closed her eyes, allowed the shifting light of the dying fire to play across the sharp angles of her face.


“Some will survive,” she said somberly. “Your family among them. The women will live. But as for the rest. . .” here she opened her eyes. “You know what happens in war as well as I do. That will certainly happen here.”


I shuddered at the tone of her voice. Babies thrown from castle walls, men murdered savagely, women raped, the temples plundered. Could that really happen to our golden Illium?


“Paris wants to fight tomorrow,” I said. Cassandra laughed.


“Paris wants glory,” she responded. “He wants to be remembered as someone other than the one who ran from Menelaus. Hector has had his glory. Now Paris wants his.”


I nodded my head. Cassandra pushed one more ember into the center of the pyre, and watched solemnly as the last light flickered out.


“There,” she said. “It is done. Time for us to find out beds.”


I embraced the other woman quickly before heading back to the suites. But, clearly, Apollo did not yet want me to find my bed, for I found both my brother and father awake and talking.


“Your sword, Anchises,” I said, handing him the blade. Aeneas put a hand to his mouth, to stifle the sound of his laughter. I glared at him, daring him to say anything. He just shrugged, his blue eyes twinkling with merriment, and said nothing.


“A fine blade,” Anchises said. “Dull. Gaudy. Poorly balanced. But perfect for an old cripple like me.”


“You’re not a cripple,” Aeneas protested. Anchises turned his blind gaze upon my brother, who shrugged, apparently only for my benefit. “All right, so you can’t see, and you can’t walk, and you can barely hold that blade. But other than that you’re fine.”


Even Anchises had to laugh a little at that. 


“So, what were you two old men talking about before I so rudely interrupted you?” I asked, discaring my shawl and veil in my room before returning to the central fire. Anchises shrugged.


“Only the regular politics of the castle. The line of succession.”


“Oh,” A hand flew to my mouth. “That’s right! I’d just been thinking that Astyanax was next in line, but he’s not, is he? Because Hector was never king.”


“No, next in line would be Helenus,” Aeneas replied. “But he has pledged his services to Apollo. Which puts Paris as crown heir.”


“Paris?” I spat out the words. I knew that I shouldn’t speak ill of any of the royal family, but really. . .Paris?


“He is the next eldest,” Anchises pointed out. “And he’s the best suited for it, besides. He’s been on diplomatic missions. And he’s married.”


“Deiphobus would make a better king any day,” I said, sulkily. Aeneas laughed, and ruffled my hair.


“I’m sure you’d like to think so, Calli,” he said. “But facts are, he’s the fourth eldest. He has to wait his turn.”


I had to admit that my brother was right. It would upset the whole tradition of succession to skip a son. But really. . .Paris?


“He can’t fight,” I complained.


“Neither can King Priam, and he’s doing all right,” Anchises said mildly.


“He hasn’t even lived here his whole life.”


“Neither has Hecuba, and she’s an excellent queen.”


“He can’t even count to ten.”


At that my brother and father both began to laugh. “We all know that’s not true,” Aeneas said.


“Well, it should be.”


Anchises pulled himself up to a straighter position, and leaned back against the wall.


“I think that’s the signal for us to put our little girl to bed,” he chuckled.


“I’m not a little girl any longer,” I said, softly. “I’m almost thirty years old.”


“All right then,” Anchises agreed amiably. “Time to put the old maid to bed.”


That stung a little. A lot. Either way, it had the desired effect, that I stood up, glared down at my father, uttered a cold “good night” and headed to my own bed. I listened at the door, though. They couldn’t squash my curiosity that easily.


“It’s not good for a woman to be alone so long,” Anchises sighed.


“She’s not really alone,” Aeneas said. “She has Deiphobus.”


“We both know that’s not true.” My father sighed. “That young man seems to have every intention of getting himself killed in battle. Which would be a true shame.”


“Calli was right about one thing,” Aeneas said. “He would make a better king than Paris.”


That was enough for me. As long as they agreed that Paris would be a horrible, no-good, very bad king, I was happy. Or at least appeased. At any rate, I took the dagger out of my skirts, laid in tenderly on the table, and climbed into bed.


Anchises was right about another thing, too, though. I felt toward the cold, emptiness beside me. Thirty was too old for a woman to be without a man.


The next morning I was woken by a frantic Helen, literally pulling my sheets off of me, and glancing through my drawers.


“What are you doing?” I asked. I tried to an indignant tone, I really did, but it came out more like a sleepy query.


“Paris went out to battle,” Helen said. Her blonde hair was a mess, her blue/green eyes red-rimmed, as though she had been quiet. It looked like the face that had launched a thousand ships was taking a break for the day.


“What does that have to do with going through my belongings?


Helen glanced up at me, her face completely blank.


“Nothing,” she said sharply. “Except that I’m going after him. And I need some kind of weapon. You took a knife, i know you did! I just need to find it. . .”


How had she—I turned quickly to my bedside table, but the knife was gone. Aeneas. He must have come in while I was sleeping.


“Helen, stop. My dagger is gone.” But she wouldn’t stop. She just kept clawing through everything, throwing clothes on the floor, jewels, slippers. . .I climbed out of bed, grabbed her around the shoulders, and pulled her back.


“Helen, stop it! Stop it!” She collapsed. Tear ran down her cheeks, but she kept her head high. She turned to glare at me, all the power and nobility of a queen present in her eyes.


“I love him,” she rasped. “I know that you all think that I’m some haughty, cold bitch, but I love him. He can’t die. I can’t lose him. And if he’s gone. . .then what happens to me? I can’t go back to Menelaus after Paris, I can’t. And I won’t.”


“Nobody’s going to make you.” I couldn’t believe that she thought King Priam would turn her out. “You’re a member of the House of Troy. Nothing changes that.”


I thought of Andromache, in her suite, little Astyanax in her arms. Of Creusa, married into my family, but still invited to sit at the High table. Once you were in the House of Troy, you never got thrown back out. 


Helen nodded her head. She carefully wiped the tears off her cheeks, and stood up. “Thank you, Calligenia,” she said. “I think I will head out to the battlements, to watch the day’s attack.”


“Wait,” I said, grabbing a dress off the floor. “I’ll come with you.”


I had to dress quickly, as Helen was impatiently shifting from foot to foot, glancing out the door eagerly. I managed to shrug on the dress, and a pair of slippers. Helen was out the door before my left foot was ready to move. 


I chased her up to the battlements, where some kind of a celebration was taking place. King Priam was practically dancing around, and Andromache had a sort of cruel smile on her face. Deiphobus, however, looked positively feral. I glanced at his hand. Well bound up. Good.


“What’s going on?” I asked Ifigenia, pulling her aside. The former servant looked at me a little wistfully, and smiled.


“Achilles seems to be dead,” she said. “Paris shot him.”


“Paris?” Helen asked, running to the turrets and staring down. “Paris did something in battle? Where is he? Where is he?”


“There,” Priam said, leaning forward and pointing. Somewhere, in the midst of the fighting, a bright blue plume. Helen stared at  it, almost greedily, clutching the stones until her knuckles turned white.


“He shouldn’t even be out there,” Deiphobus growled. He hit the stones hard, with his good hand. “The royal family should still be in mourning.”


I had no real response for that, so I walked over to Andromache. She still had that twisted smile on her face, and when she turned to me, her eyes were just slightly crazed.


“He deserved it,” she greeted me. I tworked, after a fashion, though I’d always been partial to “good morning” myself. “He killed our hero, so we killed him.”


Once again, no response, so I moved over to Queen Hecuba. At least I could count on her to remain decorous and solemn.


I can’t say that I can ever remember exchanging words with the queen. I’m certain that at some points our paths must have crossed, but if ever they did, I couldn’t recall the instant.


And then, suddenly, Helen began to scream.


We all rushed toward her. Deiphobus was the first there, and the princess instantly turned and grabbed onto his shoulders. Deiphobus looked surprised, but reached out and caught in her both arms, just as she began to slide, almost bonelessly, to the ground.


“What?” Ifigenia could only manage one, slight gasp. She seemed unable to tear her eyes away from the carnage of the battle, and while the rest of the attending servants hurried over to aid Helen, Ifigenia just continue to stare out, her mouth in a wide O, tears still gently falling from her eyes.


Andromache began to laugh.


“What happened?” I asked, crawling over to Helen. She just kept shaking her head.


“It’s Alexandros,” King Priam said. There was no emotion in his voice, nor, I noticed when I looked up at him, in his face. “He’s gone.”


“Gone?” Queen Hecuba spoke up now, sharply. “What do you mean, gone? He can’t just be gone.”


King Priam nodded his shoulders, and slowly began to depart. “He’s gone. Two sons in two weeks. . .” His voice nearly broke my heart. I gently lay a hand on Helen’s shoulder, as she continued to cry into Deiphobus’ shirt. He glanced up at me, and our eyes locked.


I shuddered away. The Deiphobus that I knew was no longer there. Looking out at me was a look of intense hatred, violence, and anger. I shrank away, and the look disappeared. Deiphobus reached out his good hand toward me as I tried to crawl away.


“Calli,” he said gently. And, like any love-besotted fool, I scooted back toward him, and extended one hand over the sobbing body of Helen.


A few of the servants reached between us, and pulled the sobbing princess away. With that barrier gone, Deiphobus pulled me closer to him, and cradled me against his chest.


“It’s all over,” I whispered to him. “Cassandra was right.” 


He shook his head. I could feel the hairs of his beard passing over the top of my head.


“It’s not,” he said fiercely. “They will not win. These rituals of mourning are useless. Every day I stay within these walls, another man out there dies. Tomorrow I will join the battle.”


I sighed. I didn’t want to break his faith and tell him that it was useless. But that was all I could think.


Deiphobus grabbed me by the shoulders, and slowly rotated me to look at him. He peered down at me, his brown eyes clouded over with some emotion that I couldn’t name.


“I’m the heir now, Calli,” he said. “That means that I have new responsibilities.”


I nodded at him, confused.


“I need to marry,” he told me. A familiar bird exploded within my body. But Deiphobus ripped his eyes away from me, and peered back toward Helen’s retreating body. “I’m going to marry her.”


“Helen?” I exploded, ripping myself free of his grasp. All that I could see was red, which was quickly replaced by blue eyes and bouncing blonde curls. “How dare you? How could you?”


Deiphobus reached out, tried to grab my hands, but I pulled away from him. “Calli, it’s not like that, you know it. But the politics of it. . .we’re fighting this war for her, don’t you see? With Paris gone, there’s no reason for her to be here. Except as morale.”


“Morale?” I spat out. “You think that morale is an issue? These men have been fighting for ten years now. There’s no morale left!”


“But they are still fighting,” Deiphobus insisted. This time he did manage to grab my hands. “They are still fighting, Calli. We can’t give them a reason to give up.”


“And she’s that reason?” I still didn’t understand, not really. “You think that you marrying Helen, keeping her in the family, will keep these men fighting?”


He didn’t answer, he just stared at me. I took a deep breath.


Thirty years was too long for a woman to remain unmarried.


I stood up and looked down at him.


“Deiphobus, we’ve been friends our entire lives,” I told him slowly. “And we’ve been lying to each other for half of them. Now, if you want to continue lying, go ahead, but I’m done. This entire kingdom is going to be overrun with Greeks within weeks, and I refuse to die with a lie on my conscience.”


“Calli,” all he said was my name, as he propped himself on one knee, and then stood up. He walked closer to me, and I backed away. I wasn’t going to let him cut me off. This had to be said.


“I love you, Deiphobus.” I refused to meet his eyes.


And, before he had the opportunity to say another word, I fled from the parapets and back to my room. Well, I had really done it that time. I’d really, really messed up. My best hope was also my worst hope; that all my nightmares would come true and the Greeks would come pouring over our walls on the following day. I couldn’t decide if death by sword and fire was worse than having to avoid my best friend for the rest of my life.


I stayed in my room all night, ignoring Anchises entreaties for me to come out and speak with him. I tried to similarly ignore Aeneas hammering on my door in the morning, but the insistant banging of wood finally bored through my head to the point where I grudgingly crawled out of bed and stumbled to the door.


“What in Zeus’ name do you want?” I asked. Aeneas grinned, a bright sunshine on a cloudy day, reached out, and enveloped me in a massive bear hug.


“It’s all over, Calli!” He shouted. “The war’s over!”


I rolled my eyes and tried to squirm out of his grasp. I understood his tone of voice, but definitely couldn’t reconcile it to the words. In fact, to be fair, I didn’t really understand his words. My cognition in the morning was never the best.


“Did you hear me?” he asked, finally setting me down on the ground. “The Greeks have left!”


That finally penetrated my sleep-fogged skull, and I ran to the window to stare out. Sure enough, there were no ships to be seen on the beach, and only the last, smoldering remains of fire gave the hint that there had ever been an occupation at all.


I ran, and began frantically dressing, ignoring the fact that my brother was still in the room. Chuckling, he turned his back to me. On the one hand, he was being as proper as possible. On the other, he was still in the room.


I cinched a belt about my waist, spun around, and grabbed my brother’s hand. “What are you waiting for?” I asked him. “Let’s go the throne room and see what’s happening!”


Anchises grumbled something at us as we sped out of the room, but I ignored him. It was as though these past ten years had suddenly dropped off me. I was seventeen years old again, carefree and energetic. Aeneas, though he could easily have outstripped me, kept pace until we skidded into the throne room.


Priam was joyously addressing everyone in the room, a glowing Hecuba by his side. The rest of the royal family was aligned behind the two, all smiling, all looking excited. Deiphobus stood with his arm loosely wound around Helen’s waist. I dropped my eyes from him, and returned to stare at the king.


“Our long, hard work has paid off,” he announced. “The Greeks have departed. Once more, golden Illium stood strong against all forces!”


The crowd cheered. I jumped up, clapping my hands, a stupid smile plastered across my own face. But the mood was abruptly ended as the doors to the throneroom were thrown open, and two guards came in, dragging a man between them.


“What is the meaning of this?” King Priam asked, his brows drawn tightly across the bridge of his nose. “This is a celebration, and not to be disturbed by anything.”


“Your Greatness, it’s a Greek,” one of the guards said, throwing the man loosely across the floor. He landed in a heap, and with what seemed to be a great effort, forced himself to his hands and knees to stare up at the king.


“Please,” he gasped, and reached out a hand entreatingly. King Priam began to step forward, but his wife lay a gentling hand on his arm, and then knelt down beside the trembling man.


“Peace,” she said. “You are among friends.”


The man spasmed once more, and then fell to the ground in a dead faint. The queen stood up, and looked sternly at the two guards.


“Have him taken to the infirmary,” he instructed the two of them. “He is to receive immediate care.”


At the mention of the infirmary, my gaze flew to Cassandra. She was clearly having the same thought, as she met my eyes across the expanse of the throne room. Simulatenously we both gathered out skirts up in our hands, and flew out of the throneroom, hoping to beat the guards to the infirmary.


That wasn’t much of a difficulty, as we were unhampered by the weight of a prisoner. I was only gasping slightly as I reached the infirmary, slowing to a more decorous pace and trying to slick back the hair that had fallen loose in my run. Cassandra met me only a moment later.


“Who is he?” I asked.


“Trouble,” she responded. We had no chance for further words, as a moment later the two guards burst in the door. Cassandra pointed them toward the nearest bed, and then promptly dismissed them. As soon as the doors swung closed between the two men, we walked over to stare at the unconscious man.


“He doesn’t seem to be hurt,” I said after a quick inspection. “Just exhausted.”


Cassandra sighed. “This man is going to tell great lies,” she said. “Lies that will bring about the downfall of Troy.”


I tried not to laugh at that. I didn’t want to hurt my friend’s feelings. But at the same time, what she had said was so ridiculous that I couldn’t stop a slight sound of derision from escaping. Cassandra turned to smile sadly at me.


“I’m sorry,” I said, covering my mouth. “But Cassandra, can’t you just be happy for once? The Greeks are gone.”


“I wonder. . .” she said, before shrugging her shoulders. She said no more after that, merely began retrieving supplies for our new patient. Meanwhile, I took to poking him in the side, hoping to elicit some response, maybe bring him back to consciousness. I was rewarded after almost an hour, but just as the man was blearily making his way back into reality, the royal family arrived.


“Where is the prisoner?” King Priam asked. Cassandra pointed mutely to the bed I was kneeling beside. I promptly leapt to my feet, placing my hands demurely beside my back.


King Priam nodded, and strode over to the man. “I am King Priam, lord of all Illium,” he said to the sick man, who struggled to focus his eyes. “Who are you, and what are you doing here still?”


“Silius,” the man gasped. “I was left here. . .as a human sacrifice.” 


Deiphobus started at that, and walked forward toward the man. “So your people did truly leave then?” he asked. Silius sighed, and nodded his head.


“Yes,” he said. “Ten years. . .the men revolted, they wanted to return home. To appease the lords we erected the Horse, and I was to be the human sacrifice to dedicate it to Athena.”


“But?” Deiphobus prompted the man. He groaned, as though in pain.


“I ran. I ran, and now I put myself at your mercy. I have abandoned my people, my family. . .I have nothing.”


Hecuba smiled at him. “You will have a home here,” she said. “Among us. Provided that you help to tell us more about the Greeks.”


Silius nodded, and began to speak again, but my attention was diverted. Deiphobus had taken two guards over to the door and was speaking to them quietly. I tried to sidle over without anybody noticing, but Deiphobus glanced over. Surprisingly, he didn’t motion me to leave, but just continued with his directives.


“Check the beaches, not only for Greeks, but for this supposed horse. If you see anything, come back immediately. Don’t try to take anything on yourself. Understand?” The men nodded, bowed, and hurried out. I peeked at Deiphobus out the corner of my eye, before hurrying after the guards. Surprisingly, everybody allowed me to just follow them out of the room. 


As soon as we were out of sight of the throne room, I grabbed my skirts and started running. 


“What do you think?” I asked, running into Helen’s room. The princess startled, one pale hand coming to her throat. Ifigenia spun around from where she was busy plaiting her mistress’ hair. A broad smile covered her face.


“Calli!” she practically squeaked. I had no time for my friend, however. 


“Did the Greeks leave?” I asked again. Helen sighed, and her turned her gaze toward the wall, although her eyes still seemed to be looking at something far away.


“I don’t know,” she said finally. “I’d like to think so, obviously, but somehow I can’t just believe that Agamemnon would ever run away, tail between his legs.”


“My thoughts exactly,” I said. “You think it might be a trap?”


Helen just shrugged her shoulders. A scraping sound came from outside.


“What in Zeus’ name?” I sighed, and went over to the window, not sure that I could take any more emotional turbulence in one day. But, clearly the gods weren’t done with me. I saw the dark shadow of some monstrous entity entering our city. My stomach dropped.


“What is that?” Ifigenia asked, standing next to me. I shook my head.


It was a horse. A giant wooden horse. And suddenly my mind flashed back, ten years, fifteen years, to a time when a young, untried Paris had just set sail for Sparta. And a horrible dream I’d had, of burning buildings and a wooden horse.


I felt like vomiting. I clapped a hand over my mouth and ran from the room, straight up to Andromache’s quarters. I pounded on her door, trying desperately to calm the trembling in my body.


The Greek had been telling the truth. He must have been telling the truth. The horse was a sacrifice to the gods, and now our gift. 


Andromache opened the door, holding Astyanax tightly by the hand. The toddler gaped up at me, and began to giggle. The world righted itself., and some of my terror fled.


“The horse. . .”


Andromache smiled. “At least now we can finally live in peace,” she said. I smiled tremulously in return.


“Are you going down to see it?” I asked. She considered for a moment, before firmly nodding her head and hoisting Astyanax up to a position where she could more easily carry him.


“Let’s go.”


We weren’t the last ones down to the courtyard, but we weren’t the first, either. Everybody had gathered to see the final gifts of the Greeks. And, I soon realized, to watch the accompanying show. 


Laocoon and Cassandra were pacing back and forth in front of the wooden construction, waving their arms and shouting about doom and destruction. The royal family was standing just to the side, arms crossed, clearly considering what the priest and eldest princess said, though King Priam had a slight smile on his face and Deiphobus just looked bored.


“Never trust Greeks bearing gifts!” Laocoon yelled. “We have seen no signs from our Gods! There is not proof that our enemies are gone!”


Suddenly and abruptly, the man stopped gesticulating. His face turned pale, and a moment later he crumbled to the ground. Andromache gasped, and I took half a step forward, wanting to go to his aid. But Creusa was near the front, of course, and she had reached the priest’s side before I had even begun treading into the crowd.


She knelt down, and I watched as she felt for a pulse, and then shook her head, standing up, something grasped tightly in her hand.


“Dead?” King Priam asked. “But how?”


The princess held up her hand. Clenched tightly in it, near the base of it’s skull, was a struggling snake. I squinted. Black with yellow stripes: Laocoon’s own pet, then, supposedly tame and harmless.


“Well,” King Priam coughed, trying to clear his throat. He stepped forward to the front of the crowd, and spread his arms wide. “I think that we can safely assume that this, then, was our sign from the Gods. The horse is in homage to them. It stays!”


“No!” Cassandra screamed, and all attention was dragged back to the princess. I gaped at her. I’d never seen my friend so frantic. Her hair had pulled loose from its tight braid, and hung in frizzy tendrils around her face, which itself was haggard and strained. “This horse is our doom! Check inside it, I beg you!” But the king merely shook his head, refusing, still believing it a gift from the gods. I myself had to agree with him. Laocoon’s snakes had never once shown any desire to harm anyone. And yet, the moment he blasphemed the horse. . .


Cassandra suddenly screamed, a horrific, feral sound. She ran to the side of the crowd, and grabbed a torch out of the hands of one of the soldiers, and spun toward the horse. That set everyone into action, although Deiphobus reached her first. He wretched the torch out of her hand and handed it back to the soldier. As she twisted to try to go around again, he grabbed her by the arm, and deftly twisted her arms behind her back. Then, as gently as he could, given the circumstances, he threw her over his shoulder and began walking back inside.


“Don’t!” Cassandra screamed. “Someone. . .just check inside! It couldn’t hurt to check!”


I myself had no intention of checking. If the gods were willing to harm a high priest to get their point across, they certainly wouldn’t balk at harming me. Apparently the rest of the crowd felt the same way. Nobody took up another torch.


There was a celebration that night. The remaining rations were all taken out, and put in the middle of the courtyard. There were canisters of wine, and tables of food. I noticed that there wasn’t as much food as there should have been, though. We’d been running dangerously low.


Aeneas danced by, a laughing Creusa held loosely in his arms. Troilus and Cressid were staring deeply into each other’s eyes, and I almost had to laugh at the picture. Without the war, the priest’s daughter would never even have noticed the young prince who was six years younger than her. Funny what being trapped in a keep for years on end would do to one’s perception.


Even King Priam and Queen Hecuba joined in the festivities, laughing and talking with their subjects, and even taking their own turns on the dance floor.


Andromache and I stayed mostly in the background, taking care of the children. Every once in a while, though, I would see her staring tearfully at all the rejoicing.


“He was so close,” I said. She turned and smiled at me, before dragging Astyanax to her side and hugging him closely.


“I hate to break up this little vision of domestic tranquility,” Aeneas said, bending over so low that his blond hair tickled the end of my nose. “But I can hardly allow my beautiful younger sister to sit on the sidelines!”


Without even asking my consent, he reached his hands under my armpits, and promptly lifted me to my feet.


“What are you doing?” I asked indignantly, trying to squirm out of his grasp. That proved to be quite impossible however, and after I had sacrificed both an elbow and all semblance of dignity, I allowed myself to be dragged out to the open air.


“Calli, Calli, Calli,” Aeneas tsked his tongue, down low near my ear. “You silly girl. The war’s over. You can’t hide behind the infirmary any more. Time to live life.”


“I am living life, you silly goat,” I said in return. “At least I was, until you so rudely dragged me away.”


Aeneas sighed. He nudged my head with his shoulder, forcing me to look at the lines of soldiers gathered near the banquet tables. “Find yourself a man, sis,” he whispered. “Start a family of your own.”


I had to admit, the idea was vaguely tempting. True, I was a bit past my prime, but so were many of the other women in Illium. The war had put thoughts of marriage out of the minds of most people.


A blue-eyed boy saw me staring at him, and winked rakishly at me. I blushed furiously, glad that he wouldn’t be able to see my freckles staring at him in the cool blush of the fire. Maybe, I thought, tomorrow, when my head was a little clearer.


“Mind if I cut in?” Deiphobus reached one arm between my brother and I. Aeneas chuckled merrily, and turned me over, before grabbing Helen’s arm and galloping off with her. The princess made a vague sound of protest, but I already knew how impossible it was to deny my brother anything. I almost felt sorry for the woman. Almost, but not quite.


“Calli,” Deiphobus said in a formal tone, bowing his head low. 


“Dei,” I said in response, still using the familiar nickname. He smiled a little at that.


“Listen, Calli, I—”


I shook my head, and snaked one hand out of his grasp to hold it against his lips. “What’s done is done, and what’s said is said,” I said firmly. “Let just enjoy the night.”


Surprising even myself, I did just that. A chapter of my life had ended. Several chapters, actually. One, unfortunately, included my childhood best friends. It was time to start anew.


Aeneas had to physically drag me up the stairs to my room, where he promptly deposited on my bed, and then sprawled out beside me, declaring himself too tired to return to his own suite. Creusa and Ascanius came in just a few moments later. Creusa tugged futilely at her husband’s arm, but the only response she received was loud snoring.



“Don’t worry about it, Creusa,” I said with a laugh, stumbling out of bed myself. “Here, you sleep beside my oaf of a brother. I have a pallet that Ascanius can use, and I’ll sleep on the divan in the sitting room.”


“We wouldn’t want to be a bother,” Creusa protested. I was too tired (and honestly a bit too drunk) to get into an argument, so I simply pulled out the pallet, stumbled into the sitting room, and fell blissfully into a sleep filled with young, blue-eyed men.

*     *     *


It’s hard to think back on those hours, now, those terror-filled minutes that have become songs of praise through Greece. For those of us there, it was no great triumph, no terrific battle. It was a sad and painful massacre of all we held dear.


I was jerked abruptly out of sleep by Anchises, who was hissing in my ear something about smoke. I tried to shake him off, but then I smelled it myself. The acrid odor of burning, and not just a honeycake or a bit of wax, but something horribly large. I dragged myself to the window, and screamed.


The entire city was consumed in flame. In the large courtyard below, shadowy figures darted between the flickering orange and red. The armed ones quickly stabbed and decapitated drunken revelers, those who had dipped a bit too far in their cups the earlier night. The horse remained in the center of the carnage, the entire bottom ripped out. Boards of wood littered the ground.


“What’s wrong?” Creusa gasped, spinning into the room. “What’s happened?”


“The Greeks happened!” Anchises yelled, using his arms to drag himself toward the door. “That’s what happened. Calli! Get me my sword!”


Aeneas came barrelling out of my room, clad only in a pair of leggings. He grabbed his extra sword from its position near the door.


“No!” I yelled, and grabbed at his arm. He turned to me, his eyes already filled with the bloodlust of the fight.


“Let me go, girl!” he roared at me. “This is war!”


“You can’t win!” I yelled at him. “Look outside! The Greeks have won. The city’s on fire! The best we can do now is to get as many people safely out as possible.”


Ascanius began crying, and Creusa fought desperately to quiet him, as tears rolled down her own face. Anchises continued to crawl pathetically across the floor. Aeneas strode to the window in two great steps. I stood beside him, looking not at the burning remains of our city, but at his tightly clenched jaw, the muscle twitching beneath the skin.


“Aeneas?” Creusa asked. She clutched Ascanius close to her side.


“Come on,” he said gruffly. He walked over to where our father was still scrambling across the floor, and in a fluid motion pulled him up and threw him over his shoulders. He began walking out the room. Creusa and I both grabbed one of Ascanius’ hands, and followed after him.


“I’ll get all of you safely outside the city walls,” my brother explained to me as we hurried down the now-deserted hallways. “Then I’ll return to help my men.”


I nodded, knowing this was as good as I would get out of the noble fool. But, as he turned right around a corridor to head toward the throne room, I tugged at his sleeve and gestured to the left.


“There’s nothing that way!” he hissed. “Just the kitchens!”


“Exactly!” I replied. 


Deiphobus and I grew up together, the two young, forgotten children of the two great houses of Troy. We spent our days pleasantly enough, ranging up and down the halls of the keep, snatching tidbits from the kitchen, chasing the hounds about the courtyard, and of course, planning wicked tricks to play upon his eldest sister. In the course of our travels, we’d discovered a number of. . .alternative passages out of the city.


The greatest of our finds had been a closet, just beside the kitchens opening doors. If you rapped carefully on the left side of the closet, it opened to a long tunnel. As children we’d never been brave enough to enter its dark confines.


“Where does this go?” Creusa asked me. She planted one foot gently on the dirt floor. She glanced back at me.


“It goes outside,” I said. I looked at Aeneas. He knew the truth, of course. He knew me well enough to read the terror in my eyes. Gently, he placed Anchises on the ground, and helped me support him. I pulled my father’s hands next to my neck, and held them closely in front of me, his face pressed tightly to my back.


“This is so undignified,” he muttered. “Calligenia, if you weren’t my daughter. . .”


Aeneas and I both ignored him.


“Get them safely out of here,” he ordered me. I shook my head, too scared and upset that I couldn’t force words out of my mouth. “Take them out,” he insisted. I shook my head again, and Aeneas sighed. “I can’t leave my men,” he said.


“Andromache,” I finally choked out. “Cassandra, Helen, Deiphobus.”


“I’ll look for them,” he insisted, and then turned and left the room.


“Calli?” I sighed, and turned back to my friend, still standing in terror in the dark room. I handed her my father, and ripped the bottom of my skirt. “Where are you going?” she asked.


“I don’t know!” I yelled back at her. “Just keep following the passage!”


The truth was that I really didn’t know where I was going. I just knew that I couldn’t abandon all of my friends and my own brother within the burning walls of those cities. 


I ran around a corner, and found two Greek soldiers there, beating a man senseless. I grabbed a torch off the side of the wall, and ran toward the men, hitting one of them over the head. He fell to the ground heavily, and the other brute turned to stare at me.


“What in Zeus’ name?”


I swung the torch again. This man fell atop the other, and I skirted around them to grab the fallen man’s arms.


“My lady,” the man gasped as I pulled him haltingly to my feet. I shook my head.


“Not hardly,” I said to him. “Have you seen any of the royal family?”


The man grasped one arm tightly to his side, and his face looked set in pain. Nonethless, his injured hand fingered the sword that was still sheathed at his side. “No,” he said. “I’ll help you look for them.”


I wouldn’t admit it to the man I’d just saved, but I was grateful for the company. But, as we headed down the hallway, the crackling of the ceiling above us intensified.


“It’s going to collapse,” the man hissed. I stared above us, and stepped back in fear. The entire ceiling was moving in bubbling patterns, as though the stone and wood itself had been changed to liquid.


I heard a curse from just ahead of us, and all though of danger flew from my head. I grabbed what remained of my skirts and ran ahead, ignoring the protests of the strange man. I knew my brother’s voice, and he sounded hurt.


“Aeneas!” I screamed, trying to see through the dust and smoke. I coughed. I twas so hard to breathe. . .I gathered in what air I could, and screamed again, “Aeneas!”


A dark shape appeared before me. I squinted, and gasped in more tainted air. I glanced around, trying to find anything that could possibly be used as a weapon, but the walls were bare. “Aeneas!” I screamed one more time, this time in fear for my own safety. A hand clapped over my mouth from behind, and I realized that the man I’d rescued just might have to rescue me now.


But the dust shifted a little, and I could make out the features of the man in front of me. I sagged a little in relief, and began to cough again. Aeneas pulled me out of the grasp of the stranger, glared at him, and then began to tow me down the hall.


“I told you to get out!” he hissed.


“I wanted to help. . .”


“Nobody’s getting help,” he said. “Both ways are blocked. There’s nowhere to go but down your little rabbit hole.”


I nodded my head, still coughing. There was so much heat, and so much smoke. So much, in fact, that we didn’t hear the scream until we were just outside the door. Aeneas swore, and dropped my hand. Pulling his sword out, he ran into the kitchen, my rescued man just a step behind, and myself behind him.


A huge, hairy Greek turned to smile lewdly at us as we entered. “Here to watch the fun?” he practically spat, as he lifted Ascanius high above his head. “This one’s too far from the walls to throw. . .so I guess I’ll just splatter him here!”


Aeneas roared with rage, and swung his sword, mindful of his son’s position. The weapon bit deeply into the Greek’s side, and his eyes rolled up as he pitched forward. Aeneas lifted his son. “Where’s your mother?” he asked, but the boy just continued to cry. I darted into the hole in the wall.


Creusa’s body lay crumpled against the wall, her eyes staring sightlessly up at the dirt enclosure. Red marred an entire side, and her head was only just attached to her body. I leaned to the side and vomited.


Aeneas swore again as he entered. He moved just beyond his dead wife, to another pile of clothing I hadn’t even noticed. Anchises.


“Took you long enough” our father grumbled. Aeneas stood as tall as he could in the small passage, and handed his son to the other soldier, before lifting our father to his shoulders again.


“Let’s go,” he said gruffly, before heading deeper in the passage.


I stood for a moment, in the collapsing wreck of the kitchen. There was where we’d stolen honeycakes, there were the nest of spiders were kept, there the table where we’d been when the cooks announced Paris’ existence. There was where I’d wept during the war, and there was where Deiphobus had kissed me.


I turned, and followed my brother down the dark tunnel and out of the city.
