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Homer’s Iliad and Reconciliation
Iliad 9.321-376 (Odysseus, a Greek king and colleague to both Achilles and Agamemnon, outlines the gifts Agamemnon will give to Achilles in apology) 
“So even now you should stop, cease this heart-corroding rage. For if you will mitigate your anger, Agamemnon will give you worthy gifts. If you will hear the list, then I’ll repeat what Agamemnon has promised to you. All gifts are in his huts—seven tripods which fire has not yet touched, ten gold talents, twenty shining cauldrons, twelve strong horses whose speed has triumphed, earned them prizes a man who’s won as much as Agamemnon from racing these sure-footed animals would not be poor or lack possessions or precious gold. Then he will add to this seven women of Lesbos, skilled in crafts, whom he chose for himself when you captured well-built Lesbos. They surpass all women for their beauty. These he will present to you, with them the one he seized from you, Briseis, daughter of Briseus. He’ll solemnly swear he never once went up into her bed or had sex with her, as is men’s custom, where men and women are concerned. All these things you will receive immediately. If gods grant that we destroy Priam’s great city, when we Achaeans allocate the spoils, you may come and load your ship with gold, with bronze, as much as you desire. You may choose twenty Trojan women for yourself, the loveliest after Argive Helen. If we get back to the rich land of Argos, you can then become his son-in-law. He’ll honour you just as he does Orestes, his son, whom he dearly loves. He’s being raised in great prosperity. In his well-built home he has three daughters—Chrysothemis, Iphianessa, and Laodice. You can take whichever one you choose back home as your wife to Peleus’ house and pay no bridal gift. He’ll give much more to bring about your reconciliation, a dowry bigger than any man so far has ever handed over with his daughter. He’ll give you seven populous cities, Cardamyle, Enope, grassy Hire, holy Pherae, fertile Antheia, lovely Aepea, and vine-rich Pedasus, all near the sea, beside sandy Pylos. People living in these places possess many sheep and cattle and will honour you and give you gifts, as if you were a god. Under your laws and sceptre, they’ll do well. He will give all this, if you will abate your anger. But if your heart still resents Atreus’ son and his gifts, then take pity on all Achaeans, our exhausted soldiers.”



Iliad 9.620-660 (Phoenix, an older man, friend of Achilles’ father and having known Achilles since he was a young child, attempts to persuade Achiiles to reconcile with Agamemnon)
“So, Achilles, subdue your giant passion. It’s not right for you to have an unyielding heart. Gods themselves are flexible, and they have more honour than we possess, more power, too. Men pray when they go wrong or make mistakes, propitiating gods with offerings, gentle prayers, libations, and sacrifice. Prayers are the daughters of almighty Zeus… for that reason, Achilles, you should give Zeus’ daughters your respect. They have changed the minds of other men, even great ones. If Agamemnon were not bringing gifts— and naming more to come—but persisting, inflexibly angry, I wouldn’t tell you to cast aside your rage and help the Argives, no matter how painful their distress.  But he’s giving plenty now, more later. He has sent out his greatest warriors, selected from the whole Achaean army, your finest friends among the Argives. Don’t show contempt for what they have to say or insult their coming here. Up to now, your resentment has been justified. But we learn this from previous actions of heroic men—when furious anger came over some of them, they were swayed by gifts and by persuasive speeches.”


Iliad 24.587-632 (Priam, King of Troy and father of Hector, comes to Achilles to reconcile and recover his son’s body)
“He came up to Achilles, then with his fingers clasped his knees and kissed his hands, those dreadful hands, man-killers, which had slain so many of his sons. Just as sheer folly grips a man who in his own land kills someone, then runs off to a land of strangers, to the home of some rich man, so those who see him are seized with wonder—that’s how Achilles then looked on godlike Priam in astonishment. The others were amazed. They gazed at one another. Then Priam made his plea, entreating:
“Godlike Achilles, remember your own father, who’s as old as me, on the painful threshold of old age. It may well be that those who live around him are harassing him, and no one’s there to save him from ruin and destruction. But when he hears you’re still alive, his heart feels joy, for every day he hopes he’ll see his dear son come back home from Troy. But I’m completely doomed to misery, for I fathered the best sons in spacious Troy, yet I say now not one of them remains. I had fifty when Achaea’s sons arrived—nineteen born from the same mother’s womb, others the women of the palace bore me, Angry Ares drained the life of most of them. But I had one left, guardian of our city, protector of its people. You’ve just killed him, as he was fighting for his native country, I mean Hector. For his sake I’ve come here, to Achaea’s ships, to win him back from you. And I’ve brought a ransom beyond counting. So, Achilles, show deference to the gods and pity for myself, remembering your own father. Of the two old men, I’m more pitiful, because I have endured what no living mortal on this earth has borne—I’ve lifted up to my own lips and kissed the hands of the man who killed my son.”
Priam finished. His words roused in Achilles a desire to weep for his own father. Taking Priam’s hand, he gently moved him back. So, the two men there both remembered warriors who’d been slaughtered. Priam, lying at Achilles’ feet, wept for man-killing Hector, and Achilles also wept for his own father and once more for Patroclus. The sound of their lamenting filled the house.”
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