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Prologue

The scream brought Nais upright in his bed. Beyond the walls of his darkened room he 
could hear more shouts. His wife, who was sleeping beside him touched his arm.

“Nais, what is it?”
Another scream.
The priest leaped to his feet and nearly stumbled over one of his sleeping children 

surrounding the bed. “The shrine is being attacked.”
As his wife called after him, he burst through the door and ran outside onto the soft sand 

of the island beach. The warm salty breeze blew his hair into his face. When he pushed it away, 
he could see a mob, shrouded in shadow, running in and out of the small marble shrine atop the 
nearest hill.

“No!” he shouted, his legs pumping under him. “Keep away! Keep away from the holy 
shrine of Pontos! You have no right!”

He could see one of his acolytes struggling with one of the brigands. They were fighting 
over something large that the thief had in his arms. They had taken the statue of Pontos! It was 
then that Nais realized that all the thieves had large hooked horns. One of them bellowed like a 
bull as it raced towards a beached ship, its arms full of what was undoubtedly belongings of the 
shrine. Gods, not again!

A cry escaped Nais's throat as he watched one of the bull-men ram a spear into the 
acolyte's back. The young man collapsed, still reaching for the statue. 

Nais sprinted across the sand and planted himself between the raiders and their ship. “No! 
You will not!”

Six of the creatures thundered towards him, vessels of copper and bronze pressed to their 
thick hairy chests. They were all a head taller than he with enormous bovine heads. He could not 
keep his eyes off their pointed horns. They huffed and snorted as they ran, snot dribbling out of 
their wet noses. He steeled himself for their onslaught, but they paid him no heed as they rushed 
by. He grabbed for the stolen goods and was repulsed by their course, beast-like hair. One 
monster swatted him with the back of a bronze bowl and sent him flying into the sand.

He crawled after them, spitting sand and blood. They were climbing into their blackened 
ship and pushing out to sea.

“No! You must not do this!”
Someone appeared by his side. The village folk had come to his aid. Two of them helped 

him to his feet. He recognized old Salas, the village elder. His long sea-grayed hair was a tangle 
over his weather beaten face. Shadows of others armed with spears, hoes, and threshing forks 
were behind him.

“We must stop them,” Nais said wiping his forearm across his broken mouth. He stumbled 
toward the village's beached fishing boats near a clump of trees.

“Their magic,” Salas said. “We will have no prayer of catching them.”
“We must!”
Nais grabbed the nearest vessel and tried pushing it out himself. At first he wondered if 

the others had given up, but he was quickly joined and soon, three boats were out in the surf. 
Salas strapped on his leather armor and yelled at the men to row for the bull-men's ship. 

The boats surged forward quickly under Salas's encouraging cries. Nais beat on the 



gunwales with his fist. Pontos be praised! They would be on the bull-men's boat in no time. The 
village men shouted threats at the monsters as Salas headed towards the front of the boat, 
grabbed a grappling line, twirled it, then let it fly.

“We have you filthy creatures now!” he cried. 
One of the bull-men appeared, an ax in his hands. Nais watched as with one swipe the line 

flopped into the water. The creature glowered at them with big white teeth then suddenly, the 
bull-men's sail billowed as if caught by a sudden strong breeze. Their ship shot out to sea. The 
vile beasts laughed. It sounded like lowing cattle. Angry, Salas threw his spear, but it fell well 
short.

“They're using their damned magic,” he snarled. “We'll never catch them now.”
“No, keep going!” Nais shouted. “Row! Row for the sake of the gods!”
Salas ordered for the sail to be hoisted as others rowed with all their might. Nais jumped 

in to help, though his rowing was clumsy and probably did more harm than good. He rowed until 
sweat soaked his tunic. He looked over his shoulder, back towards the raider vessel. It was getting 
further and further away. Salas grabbed him and pulled him off the oar. He roared at the men, 
putting a new vigor into them and for awhile, Nais held out hope that if they didn't catch them, 
they would at least keep pace with the monsters.

His hope did not last long, though. The men lost their strength while the bull-men's 
magic remained strong. He watched as it sailed into the distance toward the now brightening 
morning sky. Soon the men were too tired to row.

“Nais,” Salas said.
“No,” Nais said firmly. “Keep after them.”
The boat kept going, but the raider vessel kept getting smaller. The sun had now come 

over the horizon. Nais leaned over the boat's prow and watched as the taurus vessel disappeared 
into the sun. Gone.

Salas put a hand on Nais's shoulder. “Nais . . .”
Nais slumped to the deck and put his hands to his face. Blessed Pontos forgive us.
Salas took control of the tiller and quietly ordered the boats to turn about.
Nais let his hands slip down his face and peered through his fingers at the empty horizon. 

Three times in as many years, he thought. Each time they gave chase and each time the creatures 
used their magic to propel their boat forward to outrace them. He shook his head. Why couldn't 
their protector, the great king of Lycia and his allies the Trojans, keep these evil creatures away 
from their communities? 

As if hearing his thoughts, Salas said, “I heard King Sarpedon has been looking for these 
raiders, but even with all his great warships, not even he can catch them. Their magic—it is jut 
too powerful.”

No one had ever caught one. It was rare that they were even seen. They were usually in and 
out so fast, one was fortunate to even see them. And it was always the same—they took only 
bronze, tin, or copper. Nothing else. They didn't even have an interest in silver or gold. Everyone 
called them the Bronze Raiders.

“And so we must endure,” Nais said resigning defeat.
“And we shall,” Salas said.
They had traveled further than Nais had thought. He could no longer see their little 

island. The sun was fully over the horizon now. They must have been chasing the bull-men for 
hours. He looked at all the village men, exhausted from their labors. Some lay in the little boat 
asleep. Others were praying—praying that Pontos would not punish them for losing yet another 



image, he imagined. Nais wondered what all he would have to do to make amends with the sea 
god.

“What is this?” Salas said under his breath.
Nais looked up. Salas was gazing intently at something in the distance. Nais poked his 

head over the gunwale to see what it was. There was a fog bank coming in. A very thick one.
“Gods,” Nais said.
Salas called to the other boats to shorten sail and to stay close. “I do not want to lose any 

of us in that.”
Within moments, the fog swallowed them. Nais gave a small prayer. The fog was like 

something otherworldly. He hoped this was not Pontos's punishment for failing to defend his 
shrine. 

 Salas muttered, “It is thick as barley soup. I can not see a thing."
It was  the thickest fog Nais had ever seen. He could barely see the bow of the boat. He 

prayed they did not hit some rocks or a shoal or get turned around. They could get lost at sea. 
The others were all murmuring and whispering to each other. Nais began thinking about his 
little family back on the island. Gods be good. I want to see them again.

“Calm men,” Salas called out. “Just keep on this tack. All will be well.”
Salas's demeanor eased Nais's fears, though he kept a wary watch on the fog as it passed 

them by. Something caught his attention to their left. It was a large shadow moving fast on a 
northward tack. At first he thought it was another ship.

"Did you see that?" Nais asked pointing.
Salas shook his head.
Nais watched and waited to see if it would reappear. Perhaps it was the fog playing tricks 

on him. 
"Wait,” Salas said. “There. Yes. I do see it."
Nais could just barely make out a shape bobbing in the water. It was too small to be a ship. 

He squinted his eyes.
Someone from one of the other boats called out, “It's a raft."
Nais could see it now. Something, or someone, was on top of it. Salas cupped his hands 

around his mouth and shouted, “Ho there! Raft!”
He waited for a response. When there was none, he turned the boat to come alongside.
There was definitely someone lying across it. He, or she, wasn't moving. Salas called out a 

few times, but never got a reply.
“He could be unconscious,” Nais said.
“Or dead,” Salas said.
The fishing boat came up next to the raft. A couple of the crewmen used a pair of oars like 

pinchers to keep the raft from moving away.  
The survivor was wrapped in a blanket, faded and stiff from the salty sea air and harsh 

sun. 
“You there,” Salas said poking at him with the end of his spear. “Wake up!”
The survivor started, then slowly pushed himself to a sitting position. The blanket fell 

from around his hairy shoulders. A pair of golden eyes blinked. Nais went wide eyed when he saw 
two bull-like horns. 

“Gods be good,” he whispered.



Chapter One

Cheering broke out along the shore as Apollo Squadron made its way into the Trojan 
harbor. Hektor shouldered his way across the deck of the trireme, Silver Bow, past the sailors 
hauling up the main sail and stood at the bow. The crowd was growing among the dozens of 
beached ships along the harbor. He raised an arm to them. The people pointed and jumped up 
and down and the cheers grew all the more louder. Hektor flashed a smile that he hoped could 
be see even from shore.

Hektor's master-of-ship, Polydourous, sided up next to him. He dug his thick fingers into 
a jar he was holding, pulled out a glob of balm and rubbed it into the fair skin of his balding 
scalp. The ointment reeked of a self-concocted blend of saltwater and fish liver.

“It would seem that you have been missed,” he said.
Hektor scrunched up his nose as he looked at the jar. “And you will scare them away with 

all that stink. God's be good, Pol. We should just hurl a jar of that mess at all the pirates and sea 
brigands we ever come across. That would scare them off but good.”

Pol ignored him as he turned his attention towards a couple of fishing vessels filled with 
the morning’s catch coming up alongside to offer a few baskets to the prince. They were nearly 
swamped by the Silver Bow’s dipping oars. Pol roared at the fishermen to get back.

“This place has gotten a lot more busy since we last saw it,” Pol said looking about.
The harbor and the Hellespont beyond it was thick with ships of every kind-- long war 

ships with rows of oars bristling from each side, stout merchant vessels riding low in the water 
from all their cargo, dirty fishing boats with nets hanging over their sides, and little canoes and 
skiffs moving in between them. Hektor smiled with appreciation. The city was growing rich. 

He slapped Pol on the back. “Being the new masters of the Aegean is reaping its benefits.”
The squadron passed the Fist of Ilus. The fortress sat on the harbor's promontory and 

guarded the entrance with its thick stone walls, worn by centuries of waves, hard winds, and 
battle. The soldiers lining its battlements waved their spears above their heads. Hektor raised a 
hand to them.

Pol nudged Hektor and nodded starboard toward shore. “Look there.”
Hektor felt his heart sink. There was a large warship on the beach. It was a Trojan-made 

trireme, but its blood red hull and black belly indicated it to be Serpent, the flagship of the 
Lycian king, Sarpedon. Hektor noted three other Lycian ships among the many others beached 
along the shore.

“That is certainly not something I was expecting,” Pol said.
"Neither was I," Hektor said. 
 “Perhaps your father called for a special League meeting while we were away,” Pol 

suggested. 
Hektor scanned the harbor for a Miletian, Ephesian, or perhaps even a Maeonian vessel. 

None of the other League members were present. There must be some type of trouble in the 
southern seas, he guessed. He only hoped he wouldn't be called on to help fix it. He and 
Sarpedon's disdain for each other was infamous. Never had two allies been more at odds with 
another, Hektor was certain. As much as they fought, it was a miracle the war with Athens had 
even been won. 



The Silver Bow became busy with activity as the men prepared to beach the trireme. The 
Silver Bow moved in on oars only. Pol oversaw them with his deep-bellowing commands. “Port 
side, heave! To starboard! Ready! And . . . heave!”

Hektor gave the Lycian vessel one more look. He could already imagine Sarpedon filling 
his father’s head full of lies about him.  He was suddenly wishing he was back out at sea.

As the Silver Bow came closer to shore, Pol bellowed, “Reverse oars!”
The oars reached down into the surf and dragged down the ships momentum. The Silver  

Bow straightened and moved headlong towards the beach. 
“Retract Oars!” 
All braced as the Silver Bow slid onto shore. The ship groaned and whined in protest to be 

taken out of her element. At one point it sounded like her very hull would tear. Then her forward 
momentum ceased. She tilted to the side and then was still. Six sailors jumped out to steady the 
bow with stakes and rocks as a surge of people came forward. 

Hektor jumped down from the Silver Bow. The people called down the blessings of the 
Hellenic and old Skaean gods upon him. A few marines appeared by Hektor’s side to help keep 
him from being smothered, but Hektor made an effort to touch every hand that reached out to 
him and greet those who called his name.

“Make way,” bellowed someone from the crowd. “The gods damn you! Make way!”
A group of soldiers shoved through the crowd and up to Hektor. A powerful man with a 

ruddy face and thick hairy legs and arms led them. It was Hektor’s cousin, Caletor, the 
commander of the Fist of Ilus.

“Poseidon be praised you are home!” Caletor said.  
The two men embraced. Near fifteen years Hektor's senior, Caletor had always felt more 

like an uncle than a cousin. As usual, Caletor was barefooted and wore an old purple tunic that 
had faded long ago in the harbor sun. The hem was frayed and wine stains dribbled all along the 
front, but he never seemed to care. Indeed, the only thing that indicated him as a person of 
importance and not a beggar was the belt around his waist where a fine sword and dagger hung. 

Caletor turned back towards his soldiers. “Make a way through this crowd. We got to get 
him out of my damned harbor. He is clogging up the commerce!”

Hektor laughed as the soldiers pushed through. They made their way up the shore and 
towards the fortress. Caletor leaned close so Hektor could hear him. The man’s greasy locks 
rubbed against Hektor’s cheeks.

“It is about time you returned,” Caletor said. “Your father sent me messengers every day 
asking for news of your whereabouts. I was starting to fear for my head being removed from my 
shoulders if I was not able to give him good news soon.” 

Hektor chuckled. “Yes, I am a little late, it is true. But we are all safe. The gods have been 
more than good. Apollo and Poseidon be praised.”

“To them is all the glory,” Caletor agreed.
  They walked towards the fortress. A small town was at its foot. Haggling merchants, 
fishermen laying out their nets, playing children, and men loading and unloading carts stopped 
what they were doing to look at him.

“Your dispatch ship arrived yesterday morning,” Caletor said. “I have horses and chariots 
ready to bring you and your captains back to Troy with all speed. An escort guard waits for you as 
well.”

“Good man. I am glad to be off that ship and ready to be home again for awhile.” 
“The city will be happier with you here,” Caletor said. He looked at the crowd around 



them. “The people do not like it when you are gone.”
“Blame that on father,” Hektor said. “I would prefer to stay. Just give me a horse and an 

open field and I am happy.”
Hektor tilted his chin toward the Lycian ships. “Why is Sarpedon here?”
“Ah," Caletor waved his arms. "They are having some pirate troubles they need help with. I 

assume they want our help in catching them."
Hektor rolled his eyes. More pirates. It was all he and his squadron had been looking for 

since the war with Athens had ended a year ago. Priam had sent he and his brother out to round 
them up and make a statement that the Trojan League was the new masters of the Aegean.

Half a dozen palace guards waited with their mounts next to a group of servants and 
groomsmen at the base of the fortress. The groomsmen held a dozen horses for the captains to 
ride back to the city. Some of the captains still refused to ride like "barbaric Phyrgians" though. 
They preferred to keep to the old, “civilized” ways. For these men, chariots awaited.

A servant handed Hektor the reins to Sandstone, one of the palace geldings. Although 
Hektor would have preferred his prized mare, Kollani, he greeted the horse and patted his neck 
before mounting. It was good to be on a horse again.

Caletor said a quick farewell then walked back towards the fortress, shouting at one of the 
guards near the gates. Hektor turned his horse and headed out of the harbor with his escort 
guard in tow.

Past the harbor and river landing, the road opened up to the vast Scamander Plain. The 
lazy Scamander River meandered through the landscape like molten silver past green farmlands, 
little hamlets, and tumuluses of heroes and kings. The coastal peaks to the west and the 
Wilusian Mountains to the east framed it all. Far in the distance, guarding all it surveyed, was the 
city of Troy, rising above the plain along the western slope of the Wilusian Mountains. Its three 
levels of towering white limestone walls shone like pearl. Hektor had not been to too many 
places in his life, but those who had told him that Troy was the jewel of the Aegean. Not even 
fabled Argos or rich Miletos could compare.  

The foul stench of the fishmonger and tanners houses let Hektor know they had come to 
the city outskirts and broke the spell of the city's beauty. The smells made them quicken their 
pace until they reached the river port and into cleaner air. Just beyond was the city's outer walls 
and the fabled Skaean gates.

The gates, built long before the Hellenic conquerors had arrived, towered above the city 
suburbs. Its crude and weathered limestone block walls had been built by the Skaeans with 
enslaved cyclopes. The gate was so large and massive, it was said that when Ilus the Illustrious 
was building the new city, his workmen were unable to move the huge stones and so built the 
outer walls to include it.  

Hektor and his escort entered the lower city and were cut off by a mob of people. They 
called to the prince in Skaean, the tongue of the conquered people. He only understood parts of 
it, but from what he could ascertain, most just wanted to be recognized. A few asked for favors. 
One man pushed his young daughter forward and asked him to take her as a gift. 

Hektor led his group all the way to the marbled columns of Laomedon's Gate and to the 
Palace of Priam. White marble towers and parapets lined the palace's outermost courtyard. 
Hektor stopped at the far end, next to a garden where an Egyptian-styled obelisk commemorated 
the building of the city by Ilus the Illustrious. Several flights of stairs led upwards into the palace 
where dozens of balconies overlooked the garden.

While servants appeared from the numerous doors around the garden and took his horse, 



the prince climbed the limestone stairways that led to the king's apartments. At the end of a long 
corridor that overlooked the city were two large red doors engraved with griffins inlaid with gold. 
A pair of guards on either side opened them as he neared.

Priam, son of Laomedon and Leucippe, the king of Troy and ruler of Ilion, stood near the 
balcony of his private room speaking with Eumedes the chief court herald. The king was 
comfortably dressed in a simple knee length tunic made of red dyed linen.  Eumedes was writing 
down a few notes on a scrap of parchment as Priam spoke. When Hektor entered the room, 
Priam looked up. His bushy brown eyebrows furrowed and he motioned for Eumedes to leave.

“Greetings, Eumedes,” Hektor said as the herald passed him.
Eumedes had the look of one who was looking at a condemned man.  He gave a quick bow 

and said, “It is good to see you again, my prince,” then hurried out the doors.
Hektor turned back to his father who was making his way to the center of the room. He 

stood on the room's large rug, embroidered with racing chariots, and put his hands on his hips. 
Though an old man, Priam was still an imposing figure. He was tall and his shoulders, though 
slightly stooped, were strong and broad. His face was thinning and becoming pale, but there was 
still a determination and a ferocity that reflected the same man who had fought the Egyptians at 
Kadesh, led the armies of the Trojan League against the might of the Hittite Empire, and 
destroyed Athenian mastery over the Aegean.

“Where have you been?” Priam demanded. His famous gravelly voice echoed across the 
columns and arched ceiling. “We expected you home almost a month ago. I had your brother 
searching the entire Aegean for you.”

Hektor showed his hands. “I apologize, father. I had not anticipated having to be gone so 
long. But we are all safe and all ships are returned and in good order.”

“You should have at least sent a messenger letting us know of your whereabouts,” Priam 
said. “The whole damned city was frightened that we had lost all of you.”

The king walked over to a table and sat down on a stool. He winced and picked up his left 
leg, the leg he had injured in a chariot crash in the Levant many years ago. He placed it in a more 
comfortable position. 

Hektor spotted a silver flagon of wine and poured himself a tall cup as he thought about 
how he was going to convince his father that being late was not so bad. It would be a difficult sell. 

Priam told a servant to bring food. Hektor called after him, “No fish!” It was all he had 
eaten over  the last four months. 

Priam watched Hektor as he sat down across from him.
“I believe we have ended the pirate problem in Thrace,” Hektor said.
“Well that much is good news,” Priam said. “How many did you capture?”
Hektor hesitated. There was no way around it.
"We captured one ship, father," he said.
Priam stared at him for a moment, as if not hearing what he said. Hektor was about to 

repeat himself when Priam said in almost a growl, "Your brother caught almost a dozen ships in 
half the time you have been gone. What have you been doing this entire time?"

Hektor poured himself another tall cup as he thought about how he would explain the 
next part to his father. “We found a squadron of pirates. They gave us a good chase, but we 
wouldn't give up. They went south. Far south.”

Priam’s face tightened. "How far?"
"They circled the Peloponnesian Peninsula and went into a large gulf," Hektor said. “We 

were able to capture one and its crew and we burned the beached ships we found, but their crews 



disappeared into the surrounding countryside.”
Priam closed his eyes and sunk his head. 
Hektor put out his hand to steady the king. This was not going nearly as well as he would 

have liked. 
Priam reddened. "Since the defeat of Athens, I have been trying to convince the Achaean 

wanaxes that the Trojan League wants peace. How does it look when our heir apparent sails a 
squadron of warships around their lands?"

"For that I am sorry, father," Hektor said.
"You used poor judgment, Hektor," Priam snapped. "I expect better of you. You will be 

king someday. You can not afford to make mistakes like this. Now I have to make some type of 
apology to all the rulers you may have angered. I should send you to do it."

Hektor traced the ring of his cup, too embarrassed to look at his father. He had been so 
anxious to capture the pirates he had not thought about where they were going. It was not until 
afterward that he realized his mistake. 

He was about to say something else about it when a servant brought in leftover roasted 
duck glazed in honey and a basket of bread. Despite its delicious smell, he found his appetite 
had somehow disappeared. Priam pushed it towards him and filled up his cup of wine.

"Do not sulk," the king said. “Despite having to clean up this mess you made, I am glad 
you are home and the squadron intact. But, with this, you showed your inexperience and your 
judgment overall was poor and careless. I expect better of you next time.”

 “I apologize for upsetting you, father,” Hektor said taking a bite of his food. 
“We are through with this subject,” Priam said. “I now have something else to speak to you 

about.”
Sarpedon, Hektor thought with remorse. The conversation was not going to improve.
"Sarpedon is in the city, as I am sure you already know," Priam said. "He has captured one 

of the Bronze Raiders."
It took Hektor a moment to place the name. Then he remembered—they were the raiders 

that were aided by wind magic: bull-men--tauruses. They had been preying upon the southern 
trade lanes for years. He was surprised Sarpedon had managed to catch one. 

"He was able to get much information from this creature and has devised a plan to capture 
all of them," Priam said. "He will need our assistance. We will send a squadron back with 
Sarpedon to aid in capturing and destroying them. You will lead it. We can discuss more details 
this evening over dinner. Sarpedon will be our guest.”

Hektor frowned. He did not like this idea at all. For one, the squadron had just returned. 
If they went to Lycia now, it meant they would have to winter there. Hektor could not think of a 
worse way to spend the non-sailing season. Priam seemed to sense his thoughts. 

“I know that you do not like Sarpedon,” Priam said. “He feels the same way about you. It 
was difficult for the two of you to work with one another during the war. But in the interest of our 
mutual benefit, you will work with him and like it until the mission is finished.”

Helping Lycians capture pirates, Hektor thought to himself. What a farce.
“Father--”
Priam raised his hand. “I do not want to hear it Hektor.”
“Father, when are you going to realize the Lycians are the pirates?” Hektor said. “They 

probably want these Bronze Raiders rounded up so they will not have the competition anymore.”
"Hektor . . . "
"Ever since we defeated the Athenians, Sarpedon has been demanding high tributes and 



seizing ships within Lycian controlled waters—including League members'. He's a brigand, 
father. Gods, he even tried to steal our fleet."
 Priam slapped his hand on the table. “Not another word. You hear me? Not another word.”

Hektor stared darkly into his wine cup. 
Priam let the air cool as he straightened a wrinkle on his tunic. "The Lycian situation is a 

complicated one of which I am all to aware. But it is just not a matter of them being wrong and 
everyone else being right."

Of course he would say that. Priam had favored the Lycians as long as Hektor could 
remember. The King felt he owed them his loyalty after they helped him escape from the Hittite 
Empire years years before Hektor was even born. They could do no wrong in his eyes.

Priam rubbed the bridge of his nose and sighed. His voice became softer. "Hektor, much 
has happened since you have been gone."

"What?"
Priam stared at the room's large rug with its intricate embroidery of racing chariots. 

“While you were away, the Teuthranians and the Masa Tribes went to war with one another.”
Hektor lowered his cup. “You are joking.”
“A son of Heracles is causing trouble there. Apollo bless us. Antenor and Adaios are there 

now trying to find a peace treaty. It is not going well.”
Hektor could not believe it—two League members at war with one another? It seemed 

unfathomable. 
Priam wagged his head. "We defeat all our enemies and then tear ourselves apart with the 

peace. Some are even asking if the League has outlived its usefulness."
His father suddenly looked very old. The League had been Priam's idea. Though it was 

formed by the time Hektor could barely even remember, he had been told of the difficulties his 
father had faced to get the very different kingdoms to cooperate with one another. He had given 
it his very soul and now he was finally paying the price for it.

"I would like to help," Hektor said. "On Kollani, I could be in Pergamum by tomorrow 
afternoon."

Priam held out a hand. "Hektor there is more." His father put his head in his hands. 
Hektor put down his cup. He had not seen his father so distressed.

"This mission with the Lycians. It is more than just securing the trade lanes," Priam said. 
"It is about securing our interests." 

Hektor didn't understand.
"My greatest fear is that the League will disintegrate. My hope is waning that I will be able 

to keep it together much longer."
"Father," Hektor said. "The League has accomplished so much. Surely, you can not say--"
"It was always an ambitious experiment," Priam said. "And while I can not say for certain 

that it will dissolve, I must look to our own. We can not prosper or be secure alone. We need 
allies."

He meant the Lycians. Hektor shook his head, feeling sick. The League could not just fail. 
It just could not. If not for the League, Troy would not be the power it was today.

"This is why I need you at your best," Priam said.
Hektor nodded, but found he was unable to say anything. He wiped his hands on his shirt 

absently. 
"You must present yourself at the Temple of Apollo," Priam said.
Hektor nodded again, still stunned for words.



"Before you go, you need to visit your mother," Priam said. "She wishes to speak to you on 
a matter."

Visit the queen before the temple? Hektor thought. It must be important. "What does she 
want?"

Priam looked uneasy. He poured himself some wine. "It is an important matter. One I was 
going to speak to you about, but she wished to be the one to tell you."

Hektor was curious. He gave his father a polite bow and left the king to his thoughts.

***

Hektor sunk into his bath and allowed the steaming water to soothe his tired muscles. 
Soon, all thoughts of pirates, Lycians, and the League were swept away. He was not looking 
forward to seeing the king of Lycia, though. He found out Sarpedon's whereabouts within the 
palace and decided to avoid him until he absolutely had to see him.

As he sat in the tub while his servants combed his hair and sprinkled it with rose water, he 
contemplated his growing beard in a mirror. In some ways, he liked it, thinking it made him 
appear older, but he was not so certain he would keep it for long. When his mother saw it, she 
would get her hopes up that he would keep it. 

Being a Phyrgian, she thought smooth faced men effeminate and despised the fact that 
most of the court's young men preferred their faces smooth. Hektor thought she would have 
gotten used to it by now. After all, as he heard it explained, his father started the fashion when he 
came to the throne many years ago and before he married her. She had spent more than half her 
life in Troy now. It seemed she would have grown accustomed to it. 

In the end, he ordered it shaved. He then had his body oiled and donned a red knee-
length tunic dotted with embroidered white crescents. Underneath it, he wore boots and leather 
riding-leggings. 

He found his mother in the Dawn Garden on the eastern end of the palace surrounded by 
retainers. He smiled knowingly when he walked past two servants cleaning up the remains of a 
broken vase.

“I take it you have been having an uplifting conversation with someone,” Hektor called out 
to her.

Hecuba, queen of Troy, reclined on a couch. When she saw her oldest son, her eyes lit up 
and she held out her arms for him to embrace her. Hektor gave her one of his smiles, which he 
knew she loved, and kissed her on the cheek. She smelled of rosemary and lavender, the same 
familiar scents he had known since he was a child. 

The queen was swollen with late pregnancy and looked uncomfortable, but doing her best 
not to be so. Three young men fanned her with palm leaves as she sipped chilled wine. Her thick 
black hair was tied behind her head and off of her neck and she was wrapped in a loose fitting 
robe. One hand rested on her enlarged belly as she beckoned Hektor to sit next to her.

Hektor sat down on the couch, picked up a piece of broken ceramic from the marble floor 
near his feet, and tossed it into the servant's basket. "Who was it this time?" 

"No one who deserves mentioning,” Hecuba said in her Phrygian accent. Despite her many 
years in court, she had never lost it. Hektor suspected she kept it on purpose, just to set herself 
apart from others. 

“What did you say to upset them?” Hektor chuckled.



“I broke the vase,” she said. “And what was said is not worth repeating.”
Hektor smiled, picked up her hand and patted it between his own. “I am certain it was all 

their fault,” he said playfully.
“Of course it was,” she said.
Hecuba's temper was legendary in the palace. She had broken so many vases, stands, 

statues, and mirrors over the years, it had just become common practice to keep a slave in her 
retinue with a broom and basket to pick up after her. 

“You look well,” Hektor said. 
Hecuba snorted and took a sip of wine. “Flattery. I look like a fattened pig carrying this 

cruel trick of the gods around with me.” She touched his hair and intertwined her fingers in a 
lock. “But do not stop. Your mother needs such affection and attention.” 

Hektor smiled. Hecuba already had fourteen children, including Hektor. Hecuba had 
thought her days of carrying a child were over, but Priam had proven himself still virile enough 
to plant one more, much to Hecuba's irritation. .  

“I am glad you are home,” she said. “I do not like it when my children are away.”
Hektor smiled and let her play with his hair.
“Your father was worried too,” she said. “He will not tell you, but he paces every night 

thinking about you and Deiphobus. He could not bare to lose another son. I think it would kill 
him.”

She referred to Hektor's brothers—both named Alexander. One had been born many 
years before Hektor's birth through Priam's first wife. Hektor never knew him. He was killed by 
pirates and his body dumped into the sea never to be seen again. The second Alexander had been 
born just a year after Hektor through Hecuba. The infant was deemed an ill omen for Troy by a 
seer. Though Priam refused to believe it, Hecuba took the omen seriously and had the child 
exposed on Mount Ida. The scar on Hecuba's bottom lip was the evidence of Priam's rage over 
her decision. Hecuba once told Hektor that Priam still mourned for the lost infant.

“What have you been doing with your time?” Hektor asked trying to change the subject.
She took a sip of her wine and frowned. “The usual. I sit about feeling uncomfortable and 

wonder when I will hear from my ungrateful children again.  How was your meeting with your 
father?” 

“He is not well, mother." 
"There is much on his mind," she said. "But he shall be fine. He is strong and wise. We all 

must put our faith in him."
“He wishes me to pander to that fool, Sarpedon,” Hektor said. “It seems that I will not be 

in the city long. He wants to send the squadron to Lycia to help capture some pirates.”
“Best you learn to better like the Lycians.”
It would never happen. Why could his father not chose a more likable ally to invest their 

interests? Any of the other League members would be preferable. He didn't want to talk about it. 
“Father said you wanted to speak to me on a matter?” 

Hecuba gave a sly smile. “Very good. He is going to let me talk to you about it then. I was 
afraid he would tell you before I got a chance.”

Hektor's curiosity was peaked. He smiled. “What is it?”
“Oh, something we had talked about before—last winter.”
“Last winter--” 
Hektor paused. Now he knew what she was talking about. He became serious. 
“Who did father choose?” he asked.



She swatted his arm. "You think I would let your father choose your future bride on his 
own accord? I certainly had a say in the matter.”

Suspicion uncurled in his gut. The Maeonian princess he had been betrothed to in 
childhood had died of fever before their scheduled wedding two years ago. His parents had been 
searching for another match. Half a dozen were being considered. Some, he was not fond of. 

"Who did you decide upon?" he asked.
“Sarpedon's cousin.”


