READER 153: BOOK 21, LINES 251 – 283

The son of Peleus sprang as far as a spear is thrown,
with the rushing speed of a dark eagle, the hunter,
strongest and swiftest of all things on wings.
Like such he flashed, and on his chest the clash of bronze
was terrible to hear; and swerving out from under the water,
he fled, and behind him the river, racing, followed with a mighty roar.
As when a man who makes a ditch guides from a dark water spring
the water’s flowing among his plants and gardens,
mattock in hand, striking the dams from the channel;
and all the small stones are dislodged beneath its flowing, 
and falling on some sloping place it swiftly
comes gurgling forth, and then outstrips even he who guides it;
so the swell of water flowing always caught Achilles,
for all his swiftness; for gods are stronger than men.
And as many times as swift-footed godlike Achilles moved to
take a stand against it, and to determine if all the
immortal gods were driving him to flight, all who hold wide heaven,
as many times did the great wave of the rain-filled river
keep striking his shoulders down from above. 
He kept leaping, his feet high,
his heart harried with fatigue; 
but the torrential river overwhelmed his knees’ strength
as it poured under, eating away the earth beneath his feet.

And the son of Peleus wailed aloud, looking to broad heaven:

“Zeus, father, so not one of the gods undertook to save me, 
who am pitiable,
from the river—were I to be saved, I would suffer anything.
None of the heavenly gods is so to blame
as my own mother, who charmed me with false words;
for she told me that below the armored Trojans’ battlement
I would be destroyed by the swift arrows of Apollo.
Would that Hector had killed me, who is the best of warriors bred here;
then would a brave man have been the slayer, 
and brave the man he would have slain;
but now it is my fate to be taken by a mean death,
trapped in a big river, like a swineherd boy,
whom a gully sweeps away as he crosses in bad weather.”
