Forum I

Hello

Let's identify who we are, what we like and do,
and how we can work together in discussion forums
in Arts & Ideas.

 

I enjoy the diverse cultures, temperaments, experiences and professions
of faculty and students at the University of Baltimore. I've taught a wide-range
of arts and science courses. I've studied  arts and sciences at M.I.T.,
creative writing at the Johns Hopkins and literature and art history
at Johns Hopkins and Yale University. I currently co-ordinate Arts and Ideas
courses, focus interdisciplinary interests, and develop web publications.
I share with my wife, son and daughter a library and zoo. Music, crafts
and camping occupy occasional free time.

 

Forum II

My Iliad

Identify one specific Iliad passage which will help fellow students
appreciate a particular Greek activity. Identify the Fagles page,
Iliad Book and lines. Then explain in one paragraph why the passage
attracted you and could attract your companions. Your classmates
will then build on your perceptions.

Forum III
Homeric Character, Culture, Nature & Religion

Consider how character, culture, nature and religion
work for Homeric characters and audiences by discussing
and analyzing the following passages and then considering
additional passages you find instrumental in developing
our appreciation of Greek assumptions, attitudes and actions:
 

1 Character: The Price of Fame
[Iliad XII 290ff (Fagles, p 333)]
 

"Glaucus, 
why do they hold us both in honor, first by far 
with pride of place, choice meats and brimming cups, 
in Lycia where all our people look on us like gods? 
Why make us lords of estates along the Xanthus' banks, 
rich in vineyards and plowland rolling wheat? 
So that now the duty's ours—
we are the ones to head our Lycian front, 
brace and fling ourselves in the blaze of war, 
so a comrade strapped in combat gear may say, 
'Not without fame, the men who rule in Lycia, 
these kings of ours who eat fat cuts of lamb 
and drink sweet wine, the finest stock we have. 
But they owe it all to their own fighting strength—
our great men of war, they lead our way in battle!' 
Ah my friend, if you and I could escape this fray 
and live forever, never a trace of age, immortal, 
I would never fight on the front lines again 
or command you to the field where men win fame. 
But now, as it is, the fates of death await us, 
thousands poised to strike, and not a man alive
can flee them or escape—so in we go for attack! 
Give our enemy glory or win it for ourselves!"

 

2 Culture: Culture: Phoenix’s Cautionary Tale
[Iliad IX 523ff (Fagles, p 266)]
 

How furious father was with me, 
over his mistress with her dark, glistening hair. 
How he would dote on her and spurn his wedded wife, 
my own mother! And time and again she begged me, 
hugging my knees, to bed my father's mistress down 
and kill the young girl's taste for an old man. 
Mother—I did your bidding, did my work . . . 
But father, suspecting at once, cursed me roundly,
he screamed out to the cruel Furies—'Never,
never let me bounce on my knees a son of his,
sprung of his loins!'—and the gods drove home that curse, 
mighty Zeus of the Underworld and grim Persephone.

 

 

3 Nature: Helen’s timely Passions [Iliad III ll 146ff (Fagles, p 132)]
 

And now a messenger went to white-armed Helen too, 
Iris, looking for all the world like Hector's sister 
wed to Antenor's son, Helicaon's bride Laodice, 
the loveliest daughter Priam ever bred. 
And Iris came on Helen in her rooms . . . 
weaving a growing web, a dark red folding robe, 
working into the weft the endless bloody struggles 
stallion-breaking Trojans and Argives armed in bronze 
had suffered all for her at the god of battle's hands.
Iris, racing the wind, brushed close and whispered, 
"Come, dear girl, come quickly—
so you can see what wondrous things they're doing, 
stallion-breaking Trojans and Argives armed in bronze! 
A moment ago they longed to kill each, other, longed 
for heartbreaking, inhuman warfare on the plain. 
Now those very warriors stand at ease, in silence-
the fighting's stopped, they lean against their shields, 
their long lances stuck in the ground beside them. 
Think of it: Paris and Menelaus loved by Ares 
go to fight it out with their rugged spears—
all for you—and the man who wins that duel, 
you'll be called his wife!"
                                                            And with those words
the goddess filled her heart with yearning warm and deep 
for her husband long ago, her city and her parents. 
Quickly cloaking herself in shimmering linen, 
out of her rooms she rushed, live tears welling, 
and not alone-two of her women followed close behind, 
Aethra, Pittheus' daughter, and Clymene, eyes wide, 
and they soon reached the looming Scaean Gates.

 

      And there they were, gathered around Priam, 
Panthous and Thymoetes, Lampus and Clytius, 
Hicetaon the gray aide of Ares, then those two 
with unfailing good sense, Ucalegon and Antenor. 
The old men of the realm held seats above the gates. 
Long years had brought their fighting days to a halt 
but they were eloquent speakers still, clear as cicadas 
settled on treetops, lifting their voices through the forest, 
rising softly, falling, dying away . . . So they waited,
the old chiefs of Troy, as they sat aloft the tower. 
And catching sight of Helen moving along the ramparts, 
they murmured one to another, gentle, winged words: 
"Who on earth could blame them? Ah, no wonder 
the men of Troy and Argives under arms have suffered 
years of agony all for her, for such a woman. 
Beauty, terrible beauty!
A deathless goddess—so she strikes our eyes!

 

4 Religion : Hera and Aphrodite Disable Zeus
[Iliad XIV 187ff (Fagles, p 374)]
Hera cleansed her enticing body 
of any blemish, then she applied a deep olive rub,
the breath-taking, redolent oil she kept beside her . . . 
one stir of the scent in the bronze-floored halls of Zeus
and a perfumed cloud would drift from heaven down to earth. 
Kneading her skin with this to a soft glow and combing her hair, 
she twisted her braids with expert hands, and sleek, luxurious, 
shining down from her deathless head they fell, cascading. 
Then round her shoulders she swirled the wondrous robes 
that Athena wove her, brushed out to a high gloss 
and worked into the weft an elegant rose brocade. 
She pinned them across her breasts with a golden brooch 
then sashed her waist with a waistband 
floating a hundred tassels, and into her earlobes,
neatly pierced, she quickly looped her earrings, 
ripe mulberry-clusters dangling in triple drops 
and the silver glints they cast could catch the heart. 
Then back over her brow she draped her headdress, 
fine fresh veils for Hera the queen of gods, 
their pale, glimmering sheen like a rising sun, 
and under her smooth feet she fastened supple sandals. 
Now, dazzling in all her rich regalia, head to foot, 
out of her rooms she strode and beckoned Aphrodite
away from the other gods and whispered, "Dear child, 
would you do me a favor . . . whatever I might ask? 
Or would you refuse me, always fuming against me 
because I defend the Argives, you the Trojans?"

 

Forum IV
Crucial Engagements

Among scenes most memorable in the Iliad, two
deserve special attention. Consider how confrontations
between Achilles and Hector rise above numerous
earlier confrontations, fixing the attention of audiences.
Then consider how Priam moves Achilles to release
Hector, killer of men, killer of Patroclus, for burial.
Consider the following passages as well as others
of your choice.
 

(Extra credit: show how an attentive reader of the Iliad
can appreciate a particular object from those appearing
in Approaching Homer) 
 

Hector confronts Achilles [Iliad XXII, 354ff, Fagles, p551]

And now death, grim death is looming up beside me,
no longer far away. No way to escape it now. This,
this was their pleasure after all, sealed long ago—
Zeus and the son of Zeus, the distant deadly Archer—
though often before now they rushed to my defense.
So now I meet my doom. Well let me die—
but not without struggle, not without glory, no,
in some great clash of arms that even men to come
will hear of down the years!"
                                                  And on that resolve
he drew the whetted sword that hung at his side,
tempered, massive, and gathering all his force
he swooped like a soaring eagle
launching down from the dark clouds to earth
to snatch some helpless lamb or trembling hare.
So Hector swooped now, swinging his whetted sword
and Achilles charged too, bursting with rage, barbaric,
guarding his chest with the well-wrought blazoned shield,
head tossing his gleaming helmet, four horns strong
and the golden plumes shook that the god of fire
drove in bristling thick along its ridge.
Bright as that star amid the stars in the night sky,
star of the evening, brightest star that rides the heavens,
so fire flared from the sharp point of the spear Achilles
brandished high in his right hand, bent on Hector's death,
scanning his splendid body—where to pierce it best?
The rest of his flesh seemed all encased in armor,
burnished, brazen—Achilles' armor that Hector stripped
from strong Patroclus when he killed him—true,
but one spot lay exposed,
where collarbones lift the neckbone off the shoulders,
the open throat, where the end of life comes quickest—there
as Hector charged in fury brilliant Achilles drove his spear
and the point went stabbing clean through the tender neck
but the heavy bronze weapon failed to slash the windpipe—
Hector could still gasp out some words, some last reply . . .
he crashed in the dust—

 

Priam Engages Achilles [Iliad XXIV, ll559ff, Fagles, p604]

The majestic king of Troy slipped past the rest
and kneeling down beside Achilles, clasped his knees 
and kissed his hands, those terrible, man-killing hands 
that had slaughtered Priam's many sons in battle. 
Awesome—as when the grip of madness seizes one 
who murders a man in his own fatherland and, flees 
abroad to foreign shores, to a wealthy, noble host,
and a sense of marvel runs through all who see him—
so Achilles marveled, beholding majestic Priam. 
His men marveled too, trading startled glances. 
But Priam prayed his heart out to Achilles: 
"Remember your own father, great godlike Achilles—
as old as I am, past the threshold of deadly old age!
No doubt the countrymen round about him plague him now, 
with no one there to defend him, beat away disaster. 
No one-but at least he hears you're still alive 
and his old heart rejoices, hopes rising, day by day, 
to see his beloved son come sailing home from Troy. 
But I—dear god, my life so cursed by fate . . . 
I fathered hero sons in the wide realm of Troy 
and now not a single one is left, I tell you. 
Fifty sons I had when the sons of Achaea came, 
nineteen born to me from a single mother's womb 
and the rest by other women in the palace. Many, 
most of them violent Ares cut the knees from under. 
But one, one was left me, to guard my walls, my people—
the one you killed the other day, defending his fatherland, 
my Hector! It's all for him I've come to the ships now, 
to win him back from you-I bring a priceless ransom. 
Revere the gods, Achilles! Pity me in my own right, 
remember your own father! I deserve more pity . . .
I have endured what no one on earth has ever done before—
I put to my lips the hands of the man who killed my son."

 

      Those words stirred within Achilles a deep desire
to grieve for his own father. Taking the old man's hand 
he gently moved him back. And overpowered by memory 
both men gave way to grief. Priam wept freely 
for man-killing Hector, throbbing, crouching 
before Achilles' feet as Achilles wept himself, 
now for his father, now for Patroclus once again, 
and their sobbing rose and fell throughout the house. 

 

Forum V
Iliad Paper Passages

Identify the specific passage you will explore in your Iliad paper
by listing the book, lines and Fagles page.
Then provide a one paragraph account of why the passage
appeals to you, how the passage might engage a Homeric audience,
and why fellow students can benefit from exploring your selection. 
Forum VI
Tragic Recognitions in Aeschylus’ Agamemnon

Aristotle identifies recognition as the essential feature of Greek tragedy.
Consider the on-line discussion of recognition in Session 5.
Then identify a particular scene in The Agamemnon where a character
experiences recognition, and explore how recognition works.
Realizing that the light appearing at dawn is the signal indicating
the fall of Troy, a watchman anticipates the happiest of consequences:
You dawn of darkness, you turn night to day-
I see the light at last.
They'll be dancing in the streets of Argos . . .
Clytaemnestra, however anticipates riper possibilities:
Let the new day shine—as the proverb says—
glorious from the womb of night.
Show how characters experiencing recognition at a particular
moment discover from the womb of night fresh insight into
their present condition.
 
Forum VII
Athenian Stories
Explore how Thucydides and Plato
encourage analytic thinking
Unlike traditional societies including Sparta, Athens developed
a range of new approaches to story-telling, including analytic history
and dialectical philosophy. Discuss how Pericles invites his readers
to apply critical thinking to replace traditional approaches to personal
and social history with new approaches suited to changing times.
Then consider how Plato uses a parable and a geometric
demonstration in his Parable of the Cave and Divided Line
to invite readers to reconsider traditional assumptions.


Studying on-line resources you’ll need to read Thucydides and Plato
on-line, and considering on-line resources should focus your attention
on Athenian departures from traditional story-telling. 
 

Forum VIII
Platonic and Aristotelian Dialectic

Discuss how the form of Plato’s parable (The Parable of the Cave)
and his geometric demonstration (The Divided Line) can help us
to distinguish between belief and truth.
 

Forum IX
Plato on Love

Characters in Plato's Symposium share an interest in love.
Consider why Plato approaches a specific party from the past,
how dialogue works in particular places, and how the conclusion
of the party can guide our attention.

Then focus on how one specific character of your choice
encourages us to appreciate love, and how his or her view
is more or less suited to the speaker's age, occupations,
personality and interests.



Then consider how Socrates' approach to love
might build on approaches by other speakers.
Forum X
Courtly Love & Approaches to Paradise

This is no little thing for me to say;
It stuns imagination to express.
For each began to honour and obey
The other’s pleasure; happiness, I guess,
So praised by learned men, is something less.
This joy may not be written down in ink,
For it surpasses all that heart can think.
(III,242, p 171)
 

What enables Troilus and Criseyde to come to Paradise through pain?

Forum XI
Othello, Desdemona and Iago: Stories of Should and Is

Iago appears in Othello as a Satanic influence destroying
Othello and Desdemona, reducing love and harmony
to hate and dissonance. Othello and Desdemona's love promises
a model for harmonizing individuals, couples, families and states.
Iago, on the contrary, serves as an agent of self-interest,
fostering jealousy and competition.

But Iago also appears as a subtle Venetian, respected
as a shrewd judge of character and situation. Show how
an understanding of Machiavelli can help a reader to appreciate
Iago’s understanding of a particular scene in Othello,
and his ability to shape the thoughts and actions
of characters involved.
 

