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Singing, goddess, the wrath of Peleus Achilleus' son / and his devastation. For sixty years, this is how Homer has begun the Iliad in English, in richmond lattimore's faithful translation, the gold standard for generations of students and readers in general. This long-awaited new edition of lattimore's Iliad is
designed to bring the book into the 21st century, leaving the poem as firmly rooted in ancient Greece as ever. Lattimore's elegant and fluid verses –with their memorable heroic epithets and remarkable loyalty to Greek- remain unchanged, but the classicist Richard Martin has added a lot of complementary
materials designed to help new generations of readers. A new introduction establishes the poem in the broader context of Greek life, war, society and poetry, while the line-by-line notes at the back of the volume offer explanations of unknown terms, information about greek gods and heroes, and literary
appreciation. A glossary and maps complete the book. The result is a volume that actively invites readers to Homer's poem, helping them fully understand the worlds in which he and his heroes lived - and thus allow them to marvel, as so many have for centuries, in Hektor and Ajax, Paris and Helen, and
the devastating rage of Achilles. 30 OCTOBER 2012 SINCE THE 16th century, English translators have strived to do justice to the Iliad. It's a poem of brutal and relentless violence, but it's unhurried violence. The action unfolds in an unlimited and inexhaustible present. Warriors die, but they don't age.
The time hangs in the morning, dusk, noon or night, without transition. Opponents gather on the field amid the chaos, but there is time to exchange pedigrees or stinky insults. And Homer's hexameters, with his state break at every half-line, come with an Olympic rhythm that fits the detachment of his
source of god. The unhurried movement of Homer's verse plays against the graphic assault and energy of the action, intensifying its effect. Sublime passion and urgency made brilliant and hard, without any of the blurring of time. Two generations ago, Richmond Lattimore's Homer Iliad —which the
University of Chicago Press recently reissued with a new introduction by Richard Martin— captured the majestic rest of Homer's verse with great fidelity. Lattimore is scrupulously true to the original. He uses Greek spelling for character names, so Achilles is Achilles and Ajax Aias. He gets very close to
Homer's text, keeping the interpretation at least. And with the exception of occasional archeism, his language is simple and disornamented. Lattimore's fluid and flexible line of six beats is especially suitable for quiet moments and lyrical touches Poem. Homer's voice is admirably approached.
Unfortunately, experience as a literature teacher has taught me even for gifted new readers, Lattimore's Iliad is slow. The appearance in 1990 of Robert Fagles's Iliad offered a new experience of Homer, which eventually made the poem's emotion accessible to English readers. The style of Fagles's Iliad is
a writer, almost novelistic. The action is densely packed and fast, bohèmbal, full of energy. Fagles exploits all the scenes to obtain maximum vividness, removing almost all the lack of Homer's deliberate movement. The audacity of his approach is announced in the opening line of the poem, which begins
with a keyword: Rage. Homer's two classical English translators, George Chapman and Alexander Pope, made the first word, eat, as anger. Lattimore toned this down to anger, but Fagles increases the volume again, and justifiably so. Anger does well enough for the disgraced Achilles who refuses to
fight until the death of his beloved comrade Patroclus, but the rage does much more justice to the berserker who emerges once Patroclus has been killed. The Iliad of Fagles, however, takes liberties with the text that may be too much for some purists. It does its best, for example, to make Homer's heroic
similes, each of which stands out as a discreet performance, mix less visibly in the fabric of the text. Even more radical is his approach to homer epithets. In the Greek Iliad, epithets are not sensitive to context: fast feet belong to Achilles almost as a part of their name. You don't have to be running to
deserve it; He may be sitting in his tent playing the llyre and still being fast-footed Achilles. But Fagles, in his desire to avoid mechanical repetition, tried to make the epithets contribute to the action of the scene. So, for example, in book six, during the great conversation between Hector and his wife,
Andromache, instead of simply referring to Hector in the shiny helmet, as Homer does, Fagles repeatedly tells us that Hector's helmet flashed. This happens so often that the poor Trojan seems to be dazzling in the flood lights of a Hollywood set. Fagles's experiment with epithets is the only serious stain
on what is otherwise a distinguished translation. I once had the opportunity to ask him how he justified his treatment of epithets, and he told me that he believed that the poet would have inflected his meaning in acting, an explanation that I find difficult to prove. It was also interesting to hear Fagles insist
that his guiding goal was in every way to mimic Homer's voice, while in my experience the effect of Fagles's approach - and it's a magnificent effect - is to make homer not so audible as readable. Now we have two new English versions of the Iliad, by Anthony Verity and Stephen Mitchell. Verity is the antiFagles, defender precision and purity, and sets its record from the first word to the choice of Lattimore, anger. In his Note on translation, Verity renounces both poetry and poetization while pledging loyalty to Homer's line numbering. Thus, it provides an excellent cot. Unfortunately, his ear is not as true as
Lattimore's, and there is little sense of rhythm in his work, either fast or slow. So while he is a useful performer of Homer, and editing is rich in information, Verity's Iliad is much less energetic than Fagles's and, compared to Lattimore's, his slightly more modern vocabulary is not how to compensate for the
sound and movement lost. As an illustration, here's Lattimore making the unexpectedly beautiful death of Priam Gorgythion's son, struck by an arrow in the chest. He tilted his head to one side, as a garden poppy bends under the weight of its performance and spring rains; so his head leaned to one side
under the weight of the rudder.
(Lattimore 8: 306-308) This is how Verity makes the same lines: As when in a garden a poppy uproots its head to one side, heavy with the weight of its seed and with spring showers, so that its head, heavy by its helmet, sank to one
side.
(Verity 8: 306-308) Lattimore's garden poppy is superior to verity roundabout in a poppy garden, and repeated sounds of bent, curved, and bent in Lattimore add to the softening effect of the image. Verity, on the other hand, mars the last line with the sunken
word, whose heaviness counters the softness of the fall of this poppy. While Lattimore excels at verity in delicacy, Fagles is stronger amid the fragrance. In the book Sixteen, Patroclus, just before his own death at the hands of Hector, takes a stone and smashes the head of Hector's cart, Cebriones,
whose eyes fall from his skull as he falls to the ground. Full of his own glory, Patroclus enjoys a poetic idea, comparing fallen eyeballs with oysters in the background. Homer de Fagles continues: and you tuned your corpse, Patroclus or my rider: Look what a spring man, an agile, striking tumbler! Just
think what would you do in the sea where the swarm of fish, why, man could hook a fleet, diving for oysters! Plunging overboard, even in choppy, heavy seas, just as he dives to the ground from his war car now. Even these Trojans have their tumblers - what a leap!
(Fagles 16: 867-873) Now here's Verity: Then, the Patroclus cart, addressed him with concern: Well, this is a very agile companion, and a Diver! Undoubtedly, if you were in the fish-rich sea this man could jump off a boat and satisfy the hunger of many looking for oysters, even in very stormy times so
agile that he now dives from his cart into the plain. So, it seems, there are acrobats even among the Trojans.
(Verity 16: 744-750) Fagles is much more energetic and alive, although Verity is, as always, closer to Homer's text. Patroclus's apostrophe is a striking
feature of this scene; Patroclus is the only character in The Iliad to be addressed directly by the poet. Verity makes it angry with Charioteer Patroclus, but fagles's embellishment, Or my rider, lends rueful intimacy at a key moment, and rider makes patroclus more dodish and reckless than cart as the
warrior moves hubristically towards his conviction. Both translators manage to convey the irony of Patroclus to Cebriones, but verity's representation, in which the diver could satisfy the hunger of many, can hardly compete with the vividness of sticking a fleet of Fagles. Patroclus de Fagles ends
sardonically, commenting on what a leap! - the invention of a translator, but quite in the spirit, if not the letter, of the scene. Readers will have to decide for themselves whether they prefer Verity's rather bald precision or Fagles's insightful ornaments. Unlike Verity, who prefers panache precision, Stephen
Mitchell makes a claim to poetry for his Iliad, and it's good: he brings Homer the fine ear that thanks his magnificent translations of Rilke. Like Fagles, he chooses a flexible, five-beat line, but more than Fagles, or even Lattimore, retains the iambic rhythm. Reading his Iliad, one feels the restriction and
compliance of the meter and, as in Homer's original Greek, the stability of the verse provides a counterweight to the pressure and energy of the action. So Mitchell's Iliad offers genuine pleasures not available in any previous English version. It must be said, however, that if Mitchell's translation is art, it is
often an art of rest. On the authority of the revisionist classicist M. L. West, Mitchell rationalizes the canonical text of The Iliad, dropping five hundred lines considered by the West as interpolations, along with the whole of Book 10, which has been regarded as the work of another poet. Unfortunately, in his
introduction Mitchell presents West's speculative theorizing about the composition of the poem as if it were an established fact. (In general, Mitchell's introduction and notes are much lower than what Bernard Knox brings to Fagles or Barbara Graziosi in verity translations.) Mitchell also decides to remove
most of the epithets and patterns that accompany names of the characters, arguing that these homeric signatures do not add to the meaning of the particular scenes where they occur. Omitting epithets as dead weight makes more sense than falsely bringing them to life, as Fagles does, but it does make
a certain thinness to the identities of the characters not ritually reminiscent of each mention of their distinctive characteristics and the names of their parents. These repetitions may be an artifact of oral composition, but they also reflect the concerns of Homer's world. However, there are advantages to
Mitchell's minimalist approach. His Homer, like his Rilke, has an attractive lucidity and direction, and the freedom he gains by dropping Homer's hallmarks helps achieve those qualities. Here, for example, is how Mitchell conveys the scene from Book Twenty-two in which Andromache, working on his loom,
hears the noise that leads to Hector's death: But Hector's wife had not heard anything yet; no one had brought her the news that her husband had stayed outside the city wall. She was working in her chambers, in front of the loom, weaving a purple robe in which she was making a pattern of colorful
flowers. He called his maids to put a large three-legged boiler on fire so that the hot water would be there for Hector's bath when he returned. Poor innocent, how could you know that far from all the baths Athena had cut it into the hands of Achilles?
(Mitchell 22: 428-438)
Compare how Verity represents these lines: Now Hector's wife had not yet learned what had happened, because no trusted messenger had come to tell her that her husband had stayed out of the gates. She was on her loom at the inner inside of the upper house, weaving a double red coat, and working a
pattern of flowers on it. She shouted through the house to her lovely-haired servants to put a large tripod on fire, so Thatctor could have a hot bath when he came back from the fight - poor innocent he was, and didn't know that gray-eyed Athena had beaten him at the hands of Achilles, away from the
bathrooms.
(Verity 22: 437-46) Mitchell's depiction has a beautiful intimacy and clarity, although it is achieved by stripping away much of the homeric elaboration that appears in Verity's most faithful text. Instead of the awkward, un trusted messenger, Mitchell gives us
the white and abstract no one bringing to Andromache the news of Hector's death. Gone, there are also other details that Mitchell finds distracting from the main effect: the height or attic of the inner chamber where Andromache works, the double fold of the layer, the reference to the beautiful hair
represented by the beautiful Greek work euplokamois, and the epithet of Athena, grey eyes; Mitchell leaves them all to concentrate on Andromache's growing fear. This approach brings Homer closer to us, even if something is inevitably lost in the process. However, Mitchell catches very well the most
important poetic effect here: the irony of the phrase away from all bathrooms, which, as in Greek, appears in the middle of the sentence and sets the mention of Hector's murder, while Verity saves this sentence for the end, away from the baths. Despite his fine ear, Mitchell's taste sometimes falls. While
Fagles may fall into diction too colloquial to sound like Homer, Mitchell descends into absolute vulgarity, particularly in the depiction of insults. It is true that these are the challenge of a translator. They must sound fresh enough to be animated without becoming anachronistic. This is a difficult balance to
strike, but in some cases Mitchell breaks the scales. His Osseus, abusing tersites with his sceptre in book two, warns the soldier that the next time he speaks out he will whip the. There is, of course, nothing elevated about this scene, even if we are meant to admire Osseus's energy in maintaining
discipline. But a homicidal hero should not be deliberately vulgar. It's like giving him a gun that hasn't been invented yet. Similarly, Hera sounds a little too contemporary when she puts Aphrodite as a stupid twit or when she calls Artemis a little sniper bitch before she slaps[s] around her beautiful ears.
Despite all her enemies, Queen Hera should not be played by Bette Davis. Perhaps Mitchell's most regrettable lapse of taste occurs in the climactic meeting between Achilles and Hector when Achilles calls his opponent soon slaughtered, miserable. Mitchell gives this as son of a bitch - a terrible choice.

Despite these flaws, Mitchell's portrayal of Homer, although not equal to Fagles's, is appealing, and will win The Iliad new readers, while Verity's work will be of great value to students trying to get as close as possible to the substance of Homer's vision. These days, when the role of poetry in our culture is
so insubstantial that a lost zephyr could get it out of sight, we should be grateful to these talented scholars and poets for keeping in touch with the achievements of the past - Recommended readings: Page 2 SUBscribe in episodes of iTUNES coming soon: Interviews with Rebecca Solnit, Chantal Mouffe ,
David Shimer , and other... The 55 Voices for Democracy series is modelled on BBC radio speeches through which Thomas Mann, from his home in California, addressed listeners in Germany, Switzerland, and holland and the Czech Republic during the war. From 1940 to November 1945, Thomas Mann
of listeners to resist the Nazi regime and thus became the most important German voice in exile. In this election year, Thomas Mann's conviction that the social renewal of democracy is condition and order for his victory seems more relevant than ever. 55 Voices for Democracy is an initiative launched by
the Thomas Mann House in October 2019. With the new podcast series, Los Angeles Review of Books, Thomas Mann House, Goethe-Institute Boston, Goethe Pop Up Seattle and WunderbarTogether expand the successful series. Tom Zoellner and his co-hosts engage in a vivid conversation with
intellectuals, artists and activists on the question of how to renew democracy today. Host Tom Zoellner is the New York Times' best-selling author of eight nonfiction books, including Island on Fire, Uranium Train and The Heartless Stone. He teaches at Chapman University and Dartmouth College. A
former reporter for the San Francisco Chronicle, he is the policy editor at the Los Angeles Review of Books. Co-host Amal Khaled is the director of Wunderbar Together, a collaborative initiative funded by the German Federal Ministry of Foreign Affairs and implemented by the Goethe-Institut, dedicated to
promoting the strong relationship between Germany and the US. Currently based in Washington, D.C., Amal was born in Alexandria, Egypt, and studied her master's degree in Intercultural Communication at ludwig maximilian University of Munich in Germany. Tom Lutz (producer) is distinguished
professor of creative writing at UC Riverside, the founding editor-in-chief of the Los Angeles Review of Books, founder of The LARB Radio Hour, The LARB Quarterly Journal, The LARB Publishing Workshop and LARB Books. He is the author of nine books for academic and commercial presses and
winner of the American Book Award. Episodes will be available on this page from October 20, 2020. Collaboration with Thomas Mann House, Goethe-Institut Boston, Goethe Pop Up Seattle, Wunderbar Together and Los Angeles Review of Books. Books.
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