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Richard Francis Burton's "1001 Nights" is a captivating translation and retelling of the famed Middle Eastern collection of folk tales, also known as the "Arabian Nights." Burton'Äôs rendition breathes new life into the ancient narratives with his signature style, which marries scholarly rigor with a poetic sensibility. His work not only captures the enchanting essence of the stories but also situates them within the broader literary context of Victorian England, illuminating the West's fascination with Eastern culture and the era'Äôs complex colonial dynamics. Burton's evocative language and vibrant characterizations invite readers into a world of magic, intrigue, and profound moral dilemmas. A polymath and adventurer, Burton was deeply enthralled by languages, cultures, and the mysteries of the East. His extensive travels across the Middle East, India, and Africa, coupled with his unique anthropological perspectives, informed his approach to this literary masterpiece. In undertaking the translation of "1001 Nights," Burton aimed to challenge Western stereotypes and present a more nuanced understanding of Eastern societies, reflecting his ambition to bridge cultures through literature. Burton's "1001 Nights" is essential for anyone intrigued by the intersections of culture, storytelling, and history. It not only enriches the reader's understanding of these timeless tales but also showcases the profound impact of cultural exchange. This work holds a timeless allure, inviting both scholars and casual readers to immerse themselves in the enchanting world Burton skillfully reclaims.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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The "BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection" is a comprehensive anthology that presents twenty-two enchanting children's stories, each illustrated with Potter's intricate, original artwork. This collection showcases her whimsical narratives, filled with a blend of anthropomorphic animal characters and pastoral settings, reflecting the early 20th-century British countryside. Potter's literary style combines a simple yet engaging prose, making her tales accessible while also rich in moral lessons and life reflections. The stories, deeply rooted in natural history and ecological awareness, provide both entertainment and education, making them timeless classics in children's literature. Beatrix Potter, an esteemed author and illustrator, was born in 1866 into a well-to-do family in Victorian England. Her upbringing in the Lake District inspired her love for nature, which profoundly influenced her storytelling. A naturalist and an early advocate for conservation, Potter's experiences with animals and her keen observations of their behaviors are beautifully woven into her narratives. Her unique background and artistic inclinations allowed her to craft stories that resonate with both the innocent curiosity of childhood and broader environmental themes. This collection is highly recommended for readers of all ages who wish to immerse themselves in a world of imagination and nature. The exquisite illustrations and delightful tales serve as both a nostalgic reminder of childhood and an invaluable resource for parents seeking to cultivate a love of reading in their children. Potter's stories are not merely entertainments; they are an invitation to experience the beauty of the natural world, making this ultimate collection a must-have addition to any library. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - The Author Biography highlights personal milestones and literary influences that shape the entire body of writing. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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    Returning from the grand theater of war to the smaller stage of the household, a legendary woman must renegotiate love, loyalty, and the truth of her own name, revealing how the most perilous conflicts are those fought over reputation, autonomy, and the right to tell one’s story.

The Private Life of Helen of Troy by John Erskine is a novel of classical reimagining that shifts the focus from battlefield spectacle to the intimate aftermath of myth. Set in ancient Greece after the Trojan War, it places domestic life at the center of epic consequences. First published in the mid-1920s, this work reflects a modern sensibility applied to antiquity, aligning with a period when writers scrutinized tradition with wit and skepticism. Erskine, an American author, uses the familiar cast to explore contemporary questions through a distinctly urbane narrative lens.

Erskine’s premise is simple and sly: after the war, Helen and Menelaus return to Sparta and confront the ordinary urgencies of marriage, family, and civic expectation. The novel narrows its gaze to conversations, decisions, and social encounters that illuminate the costs of being famous in a world that prefers certainty to complexity. Rather than reenacting sieges or divine intrigues, it offers the quieter drama of reputation management and moral negotiation within the home. Readers meet a Helen who thinks as sharply as she captivates, turning myth into a study of character under scrutiny.

The voice is witty, polished, and conversational, favoring dialogue that moves like a series of philosophical duels softened by comedic poise. Erskine writes with a modern clarity that avoids archaism, allowing ancient figures to sound immediate without losing their grandeur. Scenes unfold with theatrical precision, often hinging on a phrase or a shared memory that reframes an entire relationship. The tone is amused but serious, keeping the stakes emotional and ethical rather than martial. In place of prophecy and omens, we get motives and rationales, rendered with a light touch that invites reflection.

At its core, the book examines the tension between personal freedom and social duty, probing how public narratives confine private lives. Marriage becomes a forum for debate about consent, fidelity, and mutual respect; fame becomes a mirror that distorts even the most intimate intentions. The story also engages generational perspectives, as younger characters weigh inherited codes against experience. Throughout, Erskine questions who owns a story and what it costs to reclaim it. The result is a humane, sometimes mischievous meditation on judgment, forgiveness, and the uneasy boundary between admiration and control.

Readers today will find its concerns strikingly contemporary: the pressures of reputation, the policing of women’s choices, and the gap between a sensational headline and a lived reality. By reframing an iconic figure as a thinking, choosing person, the novel raises questions about agency that echo beyond myth. It also anticipates modern retellings that seek to complicate inherited narratives, showing how reinterpretation can restore depth to familiar tales. The book encourages an empathetic skepticism, asking us to test received wisdom while acknowledging the emotional entanglements that make such testing difficult.

To approach this novel is to exchange the clangor of arms for the subtler music of argument, humor, and self-discovery. Erskine invites readers to linger in rooms rather than ramparts, to listen as characters articulate the principles by which they wish to live. The experience is brisk yet reflective, offering charm without frivolity and intelligence without pedantry. Without relying on spectacle, it renews classical material by treating it as living conversation. As an introduction to Helen not as symbol but as person, the book promises an elegant, thought-provoking encounter with myth’s most debated heroine.
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    John Erskine’s The Private Life of Helen of Troy is a novel set immediately after the Trojan War, following Helen and Menelaus as they return to Sparta and attempt to rebuild ordinary life. Rather than recounting battles, the story focuses on domestic, civic, and personal concerns in a society recovering from conflict. Erskine presents familiar figures—kings, heroes, and their families—in everyday situations, letting conversation and custom reveal character. The narrative uses classical myth as background while examining marriage, reputation, and the tension between public duty and private desire. Its episodes proceed in sequence, tracing the household’s adjustments and the ripple effects of decisions made before and during the war.

The opening establishes Helen’s perspective as she sails home with Menelaus, reflecting on the choices that led to war and their consequences. She articulates ideas about love, loyalty, and beauty that guide her behavior, while Menelaus considers political stability and the practical demands of rule. Their dialogue sets a tone of candid negotiation rather than melodrama. The couple anticipates the reception awaiting them in Sparta—judgment from subjects, scrutiny from allies, and the challenge of resurrecting a court’s routine. From the start, the narrative centers on reconciliation and reintegration, not on heroic spectacle, preparing readers for a domestic chronicle framed by public expectations.

On arriving in Sparta, the palace is set in order, ceremonies are observed, and the rhythms of government resume. Helen’s return prompts curiosity, admiration, and criticism, as townspeople and courtiers weigh memory against rumor. Menelaus balances royal authority with the need for forgiveness and continuity, a balance mirrored in household management and etiquette. Erskine introduces figures who inform the politics of succession and prestige, including Megapenthes, and the staff who carry local opinion into the royal chambers. Helen adapts to her role with poise, mindful of appearances yet intent on maintaining personal autonomy. The atmosphere is one of cautious normalcy, threatened by unresolved pasts.

Hermione, the daughter of Helen and Menelaus, occupies the center of domestic conflict. Raised largely apart from her mother during the war, she has formed ideas about propriety and filial duty that often run counter to Helen’s more expansive outlook. The narrative explores their guarded affection as they adjust to living under the same roof. Hermione’s coming of age introduces questions about marriage and alliance, and her opinions are shared with conviction. Their conversations, often shaped by a chorus of friends and attendants, juxtapose generational values: one emphasizes self-knowledge and choice, the other social order and reputation. These exchanges quietly direct later events.

As public life resumes, suitors’ claims and political arrangements develop around Hermione. Orestes, bearing his own family’s legacy, invokes promises made before the war, while Neoptolemus, son of Achilles, represents a different path of alliance. Menelaus must calculate the advantages and risks of each possibility, mindful of Sparta’s place among Greek states. Helen, in turn, speaks about love, companionship, and the responsibilities of marriage, encouraging deliberation rather than haste. The court becomes a forum where policy intersects with feeling, and where private preference carries public weight. The narrative treats these negotiations as turning points, marking a shift from memory of war to choices that shape the peace.

Travelers and messengers pass through Sparta, linking its quiet rooms to the wider, unsettled Greek world. News from Mycenae and Argos circulates, carrying reports of homecomings and reckonings elsewhere. Guests at the Spartan court—among them a youth from Ithaca seeking tidings of his father—bring stories that test the household’s understanding of honor and endurance. These visits supply context for Menelaus’s diplomacy and deepen Helen’s reflections on fidelity, time, and the cost of fame. The episodes also give Hermione a broader frame in which to judge her prospects. With each tale, the novel contrasts heroic legend with the practical obligations of settlement and rule.

Within the palace, Helen hosts conversations that resemble salons, where women and men examine expectations about love, aging, beauty, and the uses of truth. She argues for sincerity and choice within marriage while acknowledging the pressures of rank, provoking both admiration and skepticism. The narrative emphasizes her composure in the face of gossip and her insistence on plain speaking, which gradually influences attitudes around her. Erskine juxtaposes public ceremony and private talk, showing how opinion is shaped not only by edicts but by the wit and steadiness of those in view. These scenes clarify Helen’s role: not merely emblematic, she is also a participant in reforming custom.

Tensions sharpen as rumors, political calculations, and family expectations converge. A public incident compels the household to confront what can be forgiven and what must be declared. Menelaus and Helen negotiate the terms of their partnership in practical, explicit ways, testing the boundaries between affection and obligation. Hermione, pressed by suitors and counsel, moves toward a decision that will define her position and affiliations. Erskine stages these developments without spectacle, using dialogue and ceremonial moments to mark change. The results affect alliances, reputations, and daily life in Sparta, while the narrative preserves the suspense of individual choices and their ultimate consequences.

By its conclusion, the novel has traced a passage from legendary cause to ordinary continuance, presenting marriage and governance as arts of compromise. Its central message emphasizes deliberate, honest self-knowledge within the structures of duty, inviting readers to see beauty and desire not as threats to order but as forces to be weighed with prudence. Erskine’s reconstruction of myth favors conversation over combat, showing how public peace depends on private agreements. Without revising the larger arc of traditional stories, the book offers a more intimate vantage, suggesting that the most decisive acts after a great war occur in council chambers, dining rooms, and family rooms.
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    John Erskine sets The Private Life of Helen of Troy in the mythic Late Bronze Age, immediately after the Trojan War traditionally dated to about 1184 BCE in Eratosthenes chronology. The narrative relocates Helen from the battlefield to Sparta (Lacedaemon) in the Peloponnese, imagining domestic life at a Mycenaean palace akin to the Menelaion site near modern Sparta. The wider Aegean world is one of palace economies, seafaring elites, and overlapping loyalties among Achaean rulers. By focusing on the return home, the book shifts attention from Ilios at Hisarlik in northwest Anatolia to the settlements, rituals, and household politics that sustained elite Greek society circa the 12th century BCE.

The Trojan War, though legendary, intersects with plausible history. Hittite tablets refer to Wilusa (often identified with Ilios) and to Ahhiyawa, a term many scholars link to Achaean Greeks; the Alaksandu treaty (c. 1280 BCE) and Tawagalawa letter (c. 1250 BCE) situate conflict and diplomacy around western Anatolia. Archaeology at Hisarlik confirms multiple destruction layers. Greek tradition places Troy9s fall around 1184 BCE. Erskine9s novel, set after these events, reframes the war9s consequences: Helen9s homecoming to Sparta foregrounds the social and political bargaining that follows warfare, recasting epic rupture as a question of marriage, reputation, and civic reintegration.

The Late Bronze Age Collapse (c. 1200750 BCE) brought down palatial centers across the eastern Mediterranean. In Greece, Mycenae, Tiryns, and Pylos show destruction horizons; the Pylos archives burned around 1180 BCE, preserving Linear B tablets that document an embattled bureaucracy. The Hittite capital Hattusa was abandoned, and Egyptian records of Ramesses III (c. 1177 BCE) describe assaults by seaborne coalitions. Trade networks contracted, migration intensified, and political fragmentation followed. Erskine9s portrait of postwar Sparta resonates with this historical atmosphere: the fragility of authority, the reordering of households, and the anxiety about scarcity and security surface in the intimate negotiations Helen navigates upon her return.

Elite households in the Mycenaean and Homeric worlds anchored power through oikos organization, dowry exchanges, and ritual hospitality (xenia). Linear B tablets attest to centralized palace economies under a wanax, with women prominent in textile production and cult service, while epic tradition preserves the political influence of queens like Arete and Penelope. The Menelaion near Sparta suggests a Bronze Age seat for Helen and Menelaus. Erskine deploys these social facts to interrogate gendered authority: by granting Helen sharp, public reasoning about marriage, property, and fidelity, the novel uses plausible Mycenaean court life to test the limits of patriarchal custom and the politics of female counsel in governance.

Nineteenth- and early twentieth-century archaeology revitalized the Homeric past. Heinrich Schliemann excavated Hisarlik (187173, 187879) and Mycenae (1876), publicizing finds such as the so-called Mask of Agamemnon; Wilhelm Drpfeld refined Troy9s stratigraphy (1893994), and Arthur Evans uncovered the Minoan palace at Knossos from 1900. Popular fascination surged again after Howard Carter opened Tutankhamun9s tomb in 1922, feeding a broader mania for antiquity in the 1920s. Erskine, a Columbia University professor steeped in classical education, drew on this climate of recovered antiquity to supply realistic names, places, and courtly practices, even as he reinterpreted Homeric figures to address modern social questions.

World War I (1914918) reshaped public attitudes toward heroism and sacrifice; more than 10 million soldiers died, including approximately 116,000 Americans after U.S. entry in 1917. The 1919 Treaty of Versailles redrew borders and fueled disillusion across Europe and the United States, while the 1918 influenza pandemic killed tens of millions worldwide. Erskine9s 1925 novel emerges from this milieu: by turning from battlefield spectacle to the anxieties of homecoming, it mirrors postwar skepticism about martial glory. Helen9s irreverent wit toward war9s moral accountants reads as commentary on veterans9 reintegration, public memory, and the cost borne by households after state conflict.

The book most directly reflects the 1920s transformation in women9s civic status and private life. The Nineteenth Amendment granted American women the vote in 1920; Britain expanded suffrage with the Representation of the People Act (1918) and Equal Franchise Act (1928). Education and work patterns shifted (by 1920, women comprised roughly 47 percent of U.S. college students), and family law and custom were in flux. U.S. divorces rose markedly from the early 1900s, surpassing 200,000 annually by the late 1920s, while public debate over companionate marriage crested with Judge Ben B. Lindsey9s The Companionate Marriage (1927). The politics of reproduction intensified: Margaret Sanger opened a birth-control clinic in Brooklyn in 1916, was arrested under Comstock-era obscenity laws, and in 1921 founded the American Birth Control League to promote physician-guided contraception; Congress enacted the SheppardTowner Maternity and Infancy Act in 1921 to fund maternal health, signaling federal interest in family welfare. Simultaneously, moral regulation hardened under Prohibition (Eighteenth Amendment 1919; Volstead Act effective 1920), while cultural battles over authority and modern science peaked with the 1925 Scopes Trial in Tennessee. Erskine stages these controversies in antiquity: Helen asserts the right to pleasure, chooses her companions, parses marriage as a contract of mutual advantage, and challenges double standards governing female sexuality and reputation. Her arguments about consent, property, and household management echo contemporary legal and social reforms, while her comic self-defense mirrors the era9s public women who navigated press scrutiny and moral policing to claim civic voice.

By filtering 1920s social tensions through Bronze Age myth, the novel critiques patriarchal legalism, the politicization of female desire, and the publicprivate divide. It exposes how reputational tribunals police women more harshly than men, how marriage can become an economic instrument rather than a mutual covenant, and how war9s supposed heroics burden households. Erskine9s Helen treats law, custom, and religious sanction as negotiable, aligning with contemporary demands for bodily autonomy, equitable property rights, and realistic marriage reform. In staging policy questions as domestic debate, the book satirizes moral authoritarianism and class prerogative while advancing a humane, postwar ethic of individual consent and social reciprocity.
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      HELEN'S RETURN
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      I
    





      The point of the story is that Paris gave the prize to
      Aphrodite[1], not because she bribed him, but because she was
      beautiful. After all, it was a contest in beauty, though
      Athena and Hera started a discussion about wisdom and
      power. It was they who tried to bribe him. They had their
      merits and they had arguments, but Aphrodite was the thing
      itself.
    


      Her remark, that he would some day marry Helen, interested
      him as a divine experiment in prophecy. It might happen or
      it might not. Very likely the goddess did not mean it as he
      thought; a wise man, even though he believed the oracle,
      would always wait and see.
    


      Meanwhile he did wonder what Helen looked like. He needed
      travel. He might as well visit Sparta as any other place.
      Cassandra[2] told him not to, but she always did. Œnone
      warned him, but she was his wife.
    


      When he came to the house of Menelaus, the gatekeeper let
      him in, and since he was a stranger they wouldn't ask his
      name nor his errand till he had had food and rest. Menelaus
      put off a journey he had thought of, and practised the
      sacrament of hospitality. But when he found out who it was,
      he told Paris to make himself free in the house, and after
      polite excuses went down to Crete, as he had planned.
    


      So they all intended well. But Paris saw Helen, face to
      face.
    





      II
    





      When the war ended in Troy, with the fall of the city,
      Menelaus went looking for Helen, with a sword in his hand.
      He was undecided whether to thrust the blade through her
      alluring bosom, or to cut her swan-like throat. He hadn't
      seen her for some time. She was waiting, as though they had
      appointed the hour. With a simple gesture she bared her
      heart for his vengeance, and looked at him. He looked at
      her. The sword embarrassed him. "Helen," he said, "it's
      time we went home." They tell the story another way, too.
      Menelaus was not alone, they say, when he came on Helen in
      that inner room; Agamemnon[3] was there, and others, to
      witness the final justice of the long war. Several who had
      never seen Helen, crowded in for a first and last look at
      the beauty for which they had fought. When Menelaus saw
      Helen standing there, he was conscious of his escort. Anger
      and strength oozed out of him, but those sympathetic
      friends were at hand, to see a husband do his duty. He
      raised the sword--slowly--not slowly enough. Then he heard
      Agamemnon's voice.
    


      "Your wrath might as well stop here, Menelaus; you've got
      your wife back--why kill her? Priam's city is taken, Paris
      is dead, you have your revenge. To kill Helen would confuse
      those who ask what caused the war. Sparta had no share in
      the guilt; it was Paris entirely, he came as a guest and
      violated your hospitality."
    


      Menelaus understood why his brother was called the king of
      men. But later in the evening he was heard to say he would
      have killed Helen if Agamemnon hadn't interfered.
    


      He had to take her to the ships for the night, with the
      other prisoners, but he couldn't make up his mind in what
      order they should set out. Not side by side, of course. He
      in front, perhaps. That idea he gave up before they reached
      the street. The emphasis on the procession seemed
      misplaced. He sent her on ahead to take unprotected
      whatever insults the curious army might care to hurl at
      her. But the men gazed in silence, or almost so. They
      didn't notice him. He heard one say she looked like
      Aphrodite, caught naked in the arms of Ares, when
      Hephaistos[4], her ridiculous husband, threw a net over the
      lovers and called the other gods to see her shame. A second
      man said he felt like the other gods on that occasion, who
      expressed a willingness to change places any time with
      Ares, net and all.
    





      III
    





      Some other men, that night when Troy was sacked, having
      less cause for violence than Menelaus, showed less
      restraint. Ajax[5] found Cassandra in Athena's temple, where
      she served as priestess--a girl lovely enough for Apollo to
      desire, but of no such beauty as protected Helen. There, as
      it were in the very presence of the goddess, he violated
      her, and went on to other business in the riot. Afterwards
      when Athena's anger was clear enough, he admitted he had
      injured the woman, but asserted that he had not desecrated
      the temple, for Odysseus had already stolen away the sacred
      image, and the room, therefore, if a shrine at all, was an
      abandoned one. But the distinction was not likely to
      commend itself to the deity, and Agamemnon announced at
      once that the fleet would delay its homeward sailing until
      prolonged and thorough sacrifices had been offered, due
      rituals of introspection and repentance, lest the goddess
      should wash their sins away in cold water. Agamemnon was
      tender in the matter from the moment the prizes were
      distributed. Cassandra fell to him.
    


      All day he stood by the priest while the flames were fed on
      the altars, in the midst of the respectful army, and
      Menelaus stood beside him--the two kings without a rival,
      now that Achilles was gone. At dusk they let the offerings
      burn down and smoulder, the soldiers kindled supper-fires,
      and the priest said the omens so far were good.
    


      "The sacrifices are well begun," said Agamemnon.
    


      "For me," said Menelaus, "they are ended. It wasn't our own
      sins that brought us to Troy, but as you said last evening,
      the sins of others. Whatever errors we have fallen into
      since we arrived, we've had reason to regret as they
      occurred. If anything was overlooked, through pride or
      ignorance, this day of sacrifice must have made up for it,
      and something more. I sail for Sparta tomorrow."
    


      "When I think of sailing," said Agamemnon, "I remember
      Aulis. Our setting out from that harbour cost the life of
      my child, offered to appease the gods. You did not object
      to excessive sacrifices then. It was all for you, my
      brother. My quarrel with Achilles I atoned for long ago,
      since I was in the wrong. But since at other times I may
      have been wrong when I thought I was right, I must now
      satisfy even the unsuspected angers of Zeus and Athena
      before this host of mine can face wind and wave and what
      lies between us and our homes."
    


      "What you really fear," said Menelaus, "is your wife."
    


      "Your wife is with you," said Agamemnon, "and your daughter
      is safe in Sparta, no doubt looking after your affairs.
      We've all been looking after them. Now I must care for my
      people. What I really fear is the vengeance of Athena on
      every one of them, on you and me, on the meanest that row
      in the ships, for the theft of her image and the outrage to
      her priestess."
    


      "Odysseus stole the image," said Menelaus, "but only
      because the city couldn't be taken while the image was
      there. For that and for some other measures in which he
      proved helpful, he should perhaps offer many sacrifices. As
      to what happened to Cassandra, I look upon it as justice,
      though rather crude. Paris was her brother. The fault of
      Ajax was haste. She might have been his in the partition of
      prizes, to take home and treat as he chose, beyond the
      criticism of the gods and secure from the wrath of mankind,
      for he has no wife waiting for him."
    


      "My wife," said Agamemnon, "has caused no scandal in the
      family as yet. In some respects she differs from her
      sister. How many men have captured Helen, or been captured
      by her? Theseus, before your time, and you of course, and
      Paris, and Deiphobus--and wasn't there something between
      Achilles and her? Did Hector admire her, or was it only she
      that thought of him? Our special philosophies, brother, are
      evolved that we may live peaceably with our own past. You
      are in no position, I can see, to condemn the work of Ajax.
      Cherish your philosophy; you will need it."
    


      "As I was saying," said Menelaus, "I sail for home
      to-morrow. I'm sorry we part in this mood of dispute. If
      staying here would do you any good, out of gratitude I'd
      stay. But the will of the gods is common sense, I think--or
      essentially so; and if your whim for prolonged sacrifices
      had really to do with religion, I should argue that the
      gods who enabled us to burn up Troy, never intended us to
      live here."
    


      "You go to your fate," said Agamemnon. "I shall not see you
      again."
    


      "Another mistake on your part, I prefer to think," said
      Menelaus, "and calling, I hope, for no ceremonial
      repentance."
    


      Helen was sitting in the tent, motionless by the flickering
      lamp. The scented flame and smoke of the tripod went up
      before her face, and made him think of goddesses and
      altar-fires. Why was she there? Had she been there all day?
      Out at the sacrifices he had imagined her humbled among the
      other captives, feeling at last the edge of retribution.
      She might have stood up when he came in.
    


      "To-morrow we sail for Sparta."
    


      "So soon?"
    


      "Is it too soon? You prefer Troy?"
    


      "Not now," said Helen, "and you remember I never had much
      preference for places. But so many ships and men to get
      ready in a day! You were longer in starting when you
      came--with more reason for haste, I should have thought.
      Why, there must be sacrifices, there are gods to think of,
      the wide dark ocean, the ghosts of so many dead to quiet
      before we go."
    


      "The dead are at peace and the gods are satisfied," said
      Menelaus; "we've given the whole day to sacrificing. The
      ocean remains wide and dark. Agamemnon will continue the
      sacrifices for that and for some other things prayer cannot
      change. We have had words about it and parted. He and the
      host will stay a while longer, I go home to-morrow with my
      men and my captives."
    


      With her, he meant. He didn't know how to say it. Not "with
      my wife and my captives." He hadn't the courage to say "you
      and my other captives."
    


      "Menelaus," she said, "of course I shall share the journey
      with you, however unwisely you undertake it. But you are
      wrong, and your brother is right. Those who are conscious
      of wrong-doing need time for regret and for remorse, and
      those of us who are conscious of no wrong-doing, we most of
      all should offer sacrifices against our pride. You have
      your old common sense, Menelaus, an immediate kind of wit,
      but you still lack vision. If you had more vision you would
      be more conventional."
    


      "If I hear you," said Menelaus, "you are advising me not to
      depart from established rules of conduct?"
    


      "That is my advice," said Helen.
    


      "I am overtired and my brain refuses to work," said
      Menelaus. "Will you return to--whatever place you have just
      come from, or shall I leave this tent to you? We start
      early in the morning."
    





      IV
    





      The wind was against them, and the men were at the oars.
      Menelaus sat near the helmsman, and Helen before him, her
      face bare to the wind. The rowers looked up at her, not as
      in anger at one who had brought on them war and labour, but
      curiously at first, then with understanding and awe, as
      though there were a blessing in the boat. Menelaus watched
      the change in their gaze, and wondered why he had come to
      Troy--and remembered why.
    


      Helen shifted her position, for the first time in hours,
      and looked in his eyes. The oarsmen looked up at him, too;
      they forgot to row.
    


      "Menelaus," she said, "you should have offered sacrifices.
      There is something very strange about this boat."
    


      "On the contrary," he replied, "the boat is perhaps the
      only thing here that is beyond criticism. The wind is
      unfavourable, but the men row well, except when you
      distract them."
    


      "In Troy at this moment, or somewhere along the shore," she
      said, "Agamemnon offers up prayers which I dare say will be
      effective; he will doubtless reach home. Our own prospect
      seems to me uncertain. You know my point of view--I have no
      love for adventure unless I know where I'm going."
    


      "We are going to Sparta," he said.
    


      "I fear we are not," said Helen.
    


      "We will hold to the course," said her husband, "and unless
      the stars are disarranged in this much troubled world, we
      shall arrive in Sparta in a week. That will be excellent
      time, don't you think?" he asked the helmsman.
    


      "It took us longer to reach Troy on the way out," said the
      helmsman.
    


      "When I went to Troy," said Helen, "it took only three
      days, but that was an exceptional voyage."
    


      Thereafter the rowers bent to the oars and the helmsman
      read the sun and the stars. At first Helen would look at
      Menelaus from time to time, serene enough, but as though
      she could say something if it were worth while to do so.
      After many days she only sat motionless, gazing far ahead
      across the sea, and the oarsmen kept their patient eyes on
      her, as though she and they were faithful to something
      Menelaus could not understand. He passed the time feeling
      lonely, and wondering whether the water and the food would
      hold out.
    


      "Ah, there is Sparta at last," he said.
    


      "I doubt it," said Helen.
    


      As a matter of fact it was Egypt. Helen walked ashore on
      the narrow bridge the sailors held for her, as though one
      always landed in Egypt. The wind died completely. The weary
      men set up the king's tent and shelters for themselves, and
      went to sleep. Menelaus could not remember that he had
      given orders for disembarking, but he wasn't sure and
      didn't like to ask.
    


      "This famous land is more interesting than I had thought,"
      said Helen some weeks later. "In my afternoon walks I have
      met several of the natives, and they seem to have reached
      here an average of culture somewhat above our best in
      Sparta, don't you think?"
    


      "Helen, you exasperate me," said Menelaus. "I'm not here to
      tour the country nor to compare civilisations."
    


      "Of course you aren't, nor I either," said Helen, "and when
      you are ready to sail you have only to tell me. Meanwhile,
      Polydamna, the wife of that substantial man who sold you
      the food for our next voyage, is teaching me her skill in
      herbs and medicines--a good skill to have in any house, and
      here they all seem to have it. Unless you offer sacrifices
      in the next few days, I shall learn much of what she
      knows."
    


      "I will make no more sacrifices," said Menelaus. "The wind
      will rise of itself."
    


      "Then I shall learn it all before we go," said Helen.
    


      After a fortnight or thereabouts, she saw him one day
      coming from the house of Thonis, Polydamna's husband, with
      a small lamb under his cloak. While he called the men to a
      quiet spot and sacrificed the animal, she kept herself
      discreetly in the tent. Menelaus found her there.
    


      "Be prepared to sail to-morrow," he said, "in case a wind
      should rise."
    


      She was ready, and the wind rose, but it turned out to be
      only a frail breeze, young and short-lived. As they reached
      the island of Pharos it died altogether.
    


      "Oh, well," said Menelaus, "there's a good harbour here and
      a spring of fresh water. We'll put in till the wind
      freshens, and fill the casks."
    


      Helen walked ashore on the narrow bridge the men held for
      her, as though one always landed in Pharos. After twenty
      days the food gave out, and the men crawled along the stony
      shore, trying for fish with a little cord and bare hooks.
      All those days Helen walked, composed and gracious, in the
      smoothest paths she could find among the rocks, or sat near
      the brow of one modest cliff, watching the purple waters
      and the gulls and the far sky-line. Menelaus avoided his
      men and wandered alone, at the other end of the island from
      Helen. But she was not surprised, so far as he could see,
      when he strolled up at last to her position on the cliff.
    


      "I'm thinking of going back to Egypt," he began. "These men
      need better food than they can find here, and we could row
      to Canopus in a day."
    


      "If you are asking my advice," said Helen, "I can only
      follow your own best judgment. As you say, we seem to need
      food."
    


      "At times, Helen, you irritate me," said Menelaus; "any
      fool would know we must go back to Egypt. I wasn't asking
      your advice. In fact, I ought to have gone back long ago."
    


      He was prepared to tell her why he hadn't gone back before,
      but she annoyed him by not asking. He turned and saw three
      of his men, wan and hungry, and the helmsman with them,
      waiting, as it seemed, to say something unpleasant.
    


      "Menelaus," began the helmsman, "we have followed you so
      long that you must know we are faithful, but we've come to
      ask you now if you've lost your wits. Do you enjoy
      suffering yourself, or do you like to see us suffer? You
      keep us on this island to starve, while there is food in
      Egypt, within one day at the oars, if we had our strength.
      A few hours longer here, and we shall be too feeble to
      launch the boat. Waiting for a wind, you say. But if it
      came now, there's not food enough to keep us till Sparta;
      we can't fish as we sail."
    


      "I forgive your bad manners because of your hunger," said
      Menelaus, "but as it usually happens in such cases, your
      advice comes late and is therefore superfluous. I had
      already decided to return to Egypt for supplies, and we
      shall start at once. Get the boat ready. . . . Did I make
      myself clear? Launch the boat. . . . Oh, you have something
      more to say?"
    


      "Yes, Menelaus," replied the helmsman. "When we reach Egypt
      we shall make proper sacrifices to the gods, that we may
      return home in safety. We would have sacrificed at Troy,
      with our fellows, but you commanded us to come away. Now
      that we have suffered your punishment with you, we will
      obey you no longer in this matter, but only the gods.
      Clearly it is the fate of none of us to see our friends
      again unless we offer hecatombs[7] to the deathless who keep
      the heavens and the paths of the sea. No doubt we should
      have perished before this had there not been with us our
      lady yonder, your wife, to soften the anger of the
      gods--herself immortal in our eyes, reverent and careful
      toward those above who give life or withhold it."
    


      "It might be well," said Menelaus, "to offer further
      sacrifices at this time. I had considered that also, but
      there is nothing here of any value to sacrifice. In Egypt,
      as you suggest, we can secure rich offerings, and I had
      already resolved to do so at the earliest convenient
      moment. You may now launch the boat--unless, of course,
      there is something further?"
    


      They hastened down to their fellows, and Menelaus turned
      toward Helen.
    


      "I hope you won't keep us waiting. This talk has somewhat
      delayed my plans."
    

 Thonis gave them food to store in the boat, and cattle for the sacrifice, with bowls of dark wine.
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