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And I shall tell to you a very clear sign, nor will it escape you.

Whenever indeed another traveler having fallen in with you

says that you have a winnowing-fan on your shining shoulder,

even then indeed having fixed a well-balanced oar in the earth,

having made noble sacrifices to Lord Poseidon,

a ram and a bull and a male boar if swine,

go home and make holy hecatombs

to all the immortal gods, who hold the broad sky,

greatly in order. And an ever so gentle death from the sea

will come for you yourself, which may kill you

worn out by a comfortable old age, and all around there will be

prosperous people. And I speak true things to you.’
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Thus she spoke, but I answering her addressed her:

‘My mother, necessity brought me down into (the house) of Hades

to consult the soul of Theban Tiresias;

for in no way at all did I come near the Achaean land, nor in no way at all

did I go upon our land, but I have wandered always having sorrow,

from the time when I first followed bright Agamemnon

to Troy abounding in fine foals, so that I might fight with the Trojans.

But come tell this to me and speak truly in order;

what fate of woeful death overcame you?

Either a long disease, or did Artemis shooter of arrows

assailing you slay you with her gentle arrows?
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Thus she spoke, but I wished having pondered in my mind

to embrace the soul of my mother having died;

three times I rushed forward, and my heart had compelled me to embrace her,

but three times she flew out of the hands to me similar to a shadow or

even a dream. And there was a sharp pain in the heart to me,

and I addressed her having spoken winged words:

‘My mother, why do you not await me being eager to embrace you,

so that even in Hades having thrown our dear hands around [each other]

we may take our fill of the chilling groan?

Indeed why did noble Persephone send this phantom to me,



so that I lamenting might groan still more?’
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‘Most glorious son of Atreus, Agamemnon lord of men,

what fate of a woeful death overwhelmed you?

Or did Poseidon in fact overwhelm you in your ships

having stirred a dreadful blast of terrible winds?

Or did hostile men harm you upon land

surrounding oxen and noble flocks of sheep,

or fighting about a city and women?’


Thus I spoke, and he replying immediately addressed me:

‘Zeus-born son of Laertes, resourceful Odysseus,

neither did Poseidon overwhelm me in my ships

having stirred a dreadful blast of painful winds,

nor did hostile men harm me upon land,

but Aegisthus having built both death and a fate for me

killed me along with my destructive wife, having called me homeward,

having entertained me, like someone kills an ox in the manger.
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