
Two Torso’s

THE DISCOVERY OF THE DANCING 
FAUN AND A MIDNIGHT PARADISE



Achilles — before the storm, before the loss
He sat in his tent like a storm that had nowhere to go. The air was heavy, dull, as if even the dust 
wanted to avoid him. And beneath everything burned one thought: Hektor had betrayed him.

Not in a duel, not with a spear — but in something far subtler, far more poisonous. Hektor had 
taken from him the war prize he had been promised. A woman Achilles had never desired, but who 
belonged to him. Honor. Status. A public sign of his place above all others.

And now the camp whispered. They said Achilles sulked over a woman. A woman he had never 
touched, never wanted. A woman who was nothing compared to the warmth of Patroklos’ hand on 
his shoulder, or the way Patroklos sometimes looked at him as if he were the only star in the sky.

But Achilles could not say that. He was not allowed to say that. So he sat there, trapped in a role 
that did not fit him, and felt the humiliation work its way under his skin like a splinter.

Hektor had not only taken his honor. He had exposed him. He had shown the world that Achilles’ 
anger was not about a woman — but about Patroklos, about what he could not lose, about what he 
could not admit.

---

Then Menelaos came. His voice was heavy with dust and battle, his eyes full of everything Achilles 
refused to see. He spoke of duty, of the men who were falling, of the necessity of Achilles’ strength.

Achilles did not listen. He heard only the echo of Hektor’s words, the mockery in his voice, the way 
he had looked at Patroklos on the battlefield — as if he knew. As if he knew everything.

Menelaos left. The silence remained behind like a rope around Achilles’ throat.

---

Achilles stood up, turned around — and then he heard it.

The soft, rhythmic sound of straps. The sliding of bronze. The clicking of buckles. The weight of a 
shield being lifted.

His heart stopped.

No. No, he’s not doing that.

He walked back into the tent — and there he saw it.



Patroklos, his Patroklos, bent over his armor. His helmet. His breastplate. His greaves. As if he were 
putting on Achilles’ skin. As if he were putting on Achilles’ fate.

Achilles felt the world tilt.

“It can’t be true…” His voice was low, broken, almost a whisper.

Patroklos looked up. Soft. Determined. With that look that always broke Achilles — because he 
knew Patroklos was willing to die for something Achilles was too proud to live for.

And Achilles knew: this was the moment when the gods held their breath.

Confrontation

Achilles did not hear the sound first with his ears, but with his blood. A rhythm not of this world — 
bronze that breathed, leather that whispered, like a heartbeat that was not his own.

When he entered the tent, he did not see Patroklos as a man. He saw a silhouette that stole light. A 
body that took his shape the way water fills a vase.

The helmet hung above Patroklos’ hands like a moon about to descend. And Achilles felt it: this was 
no longer a choice. This was a divine decision unfolding through Patroklos’ fingers.

“Put it down,” he said — but it sounded as if he were speaking to fate, not to a man.

But Patroklos looked at him with that soft, unshakable gaze that always threw Achilles off balance.

“They are dying,” Patroklos said. “And you do nothing.”

Achilles felt the words like blows. Not because they were untrue, but because they struck exactly 
where he was most vulnerable.

“I do not fight for Agamemnon,” Achilles said. “Not for his pride. Not for his honor.”

Patroklos set the helmet down, but his hands remained resting on it.

“And for me?” he asked.

Achilles felt the world fall silent. The tent, the air, the war outside — everything contracted into a 
single point.

He wanted to say: For you I would do anything. But his pride, his pain, his divine stubbornness kept 
his mouth closed.

And Patroklos saw it. He saw it — and that was exactly why he continued.

Patroklos stepped closer, so close Achilles could feel his breath.

“You’re sulking over a woman you never wanted,” Patroklos said softly. “And everyone knows 
why. Everyone knows this isn’t about her.”

Achilles froze. His heart pounded against his ribs as if it wanted to escape.



Patroklos’ voice became softer, but sharper. “This is about your pride. About your fear of showing 
what you truly feel. About me.”

Achilles wanted to look away, but Patroklos took his face in his hands. Warm. Human. Inescapable.

“You let men die for a lie,” Patroklos whispered. “And I can’t watch it anymore.”

Achilles felt something break in his chest — something old, something hard, something he had held 
onto for years as if it protected him.

“Let me go,” Patroklos said. “Let me do what you cannot.”

Achilles shook his head, but no sound came from his mouth. He could only watch as Patroklos 
picked up the helmet again.

Patroklos stood fully in Achilles’ armor. The helmet, the breastplate, the greaves — it was as if 
Achilles were looking at his own reflection, but softer, more human, more mortal.

“Patroklos…” His voice broke.

Patroklos smiled — that small, sad smile Achilles always hated because he knew what lay behind it: 
sacrifice, love, determination.

“They will think you are me,” Patroklos said. “And that is enough to save them.”

Achilles felt panic rise, raw and unpolished. Not for the war. Not for Agamemnon. But for him.

“Don’t go,” he whispered. It was too late. Far too late.

Patroklos placed a hand on his chest, right above the heart Achilles always tried to hide.

“I’ll come back,” he said.

But Achilles already heard the gods whispering. He felt fate pulling. He knew — deep, deep inside 
— that this was the moment everything shifted.

And when Patroklos walked out of the tent, Achilles felt something he had never felt before:

fear.

Not of death. But of losing the only person who had ever truly seen him.



THE TRAGEDY OF ACHILLES  

THE GODS WATCH
Achilles sat in his tent like a storm that had nowhere to go. The air was heavy, dull, as if even the 
dust wanted to avoid him. And beneath everything burned one thought: Hektor had betrayed him.

Not with a spear. Not with a duel. But with something far subtler, far more poisonous.

Hektor had taken from him the war prize he had been promised — a woman Achilles had never 
desired, but who belonged to him as a sign of his status. And now the camp whispered that Achilles 
sulked over a woman. A woman who was nothing compared to the warmth of Patroklos’ hand on his 
shoulder.

But Achilles could not say that. He was not allowed to say that. So he sat there, trapped in a role 
that did not fit him, and felt the humiliation work its way under his skin like a splinter.

And above him, invisible but present, the gods watched.

---

Patroklos was mortal — and therefore useful. A pawn. A sacrifice. A beloved of the gods, but 
precisely for that reason an easy prey.

Athena whispered that he must be protected. Apollo whispered that he stood too close to Achilles. 
Hera saw a chance to humiliate Agamemnon. Aphrodite saw a chance to rewrite Helena’s story. And 
Zeus… Zeus remained silent, and that was always the most dangerous.

A rift opened on Olympus: a struggle between those who wanted to spare Patroklos and those who 
wanted to use him to break Achilles — to force him back onto the battlefield, to set the war in 
motion again.

And Achilles, half-god as he was, felt it. Not as words, but as a pressure behind his ribs, a 
restlessness in his blood. As if the air itself warned him.



THE SCREAM
When it happened — when Patroklos fell, when the arrow struck him, when Apollo misled him, 
when the armor broke —

Achilles heard it even before the messengers came.

A tear in the world. A silence collapsing. And then —

that scream. That marrow-piercing scream from the battlefield. A sound no human could make. A 
sound that made even the gods tremble.

He already knew.

He already felt it.

They had already said it.

If only he had listened.

But it was too late.

It had always been too late.

DEATH
Menelaos was carrying Patroklos’ dead body in his arms from the battlefield when Achilles stormed 
toward him. Not like a warrior, but like a storm that had finally found an escape.

“This is your fault,” Achilles hissed. “You convinced him. You let him go.”

Menelaos recoiled, but Achilles’ rage was not aimed at him. Not truly. He knew it. Achilles knew it.

For beneath his words, beneath his fury, Achilles felt something else burning: this was no mere 
human intrigue. This was bigger. Deeper. Older than the war itself.

He felt the gods in his blood. He felt their game. He felt their hands on the strings of his fate.

And he knew: I have been tricked.

---

Hektor had betrayed him. Agamemnon had humiliated him. But this — this was different.

This was double betrayal. Human and divine.

For Patroklos was beloved by the gods, but mortal. A perfect pawn. A sacrifice no one would miss 
— except Achilles.

And Achilles was a half-god. Too powerful to ignore, but not powerful enough to resist.



Only now did he truly feel it: Apollo’s whispers, Zeus’ silence, Hera’s cold gaze, Athena’s regret.

They had used him. They had used Patroklos. And Achilles’ heart broke under the weight of that 
truth.

---

When he returned to the tent, he carried Patroklos to his own bed. His body cold, his face soft, as if 
he were sleeping. As if he could rise at any moment and look at Achilles with that gaze that always 
broke him.

Achilles knelt. His hands trembled. His breath faltered.

And then it happened.

The world tilted.

The air grew thin.

Time became fluid.

Achilles slipped out of the world of men — and entered a twilight realm between life and death, 
between mortality and divinity.

He saw the gods. Not with his eyes, but with his soul.

He saw how they had argued. How some wanted to spare Patroklos. How others wanted to sacrifice 
him to break Achilles. How Apollo had misled him. How Zeus had remained silent. How Athena 
had wept.

And Achilles screamed — not with his voice, but with his being.

“Why him? Why not me?”

The gods did not answer. They looked away.

But Achilles knew what he had to do. He had to return to the world. Return to the battlefield. Return 
to the men who had betrayed him. Return to Hektor. Not because he wanted to fight. Not because he 
sought honor. But because he had to give Patroklos a farewell the gods could not prevent.

He stood up.

His eyes were red, but clear.

His heart was broken, but resolute.

And the gods — even they — recoiled. For Achilles was no longer half man, half god. He had 
become something else. Something even they could no longer control.

---



When Achilles came back to himself, he lay over Patroklos. His forehead pressed against the cold 
forehead of his beloved. His hands gripping his shoulders as if he could pull him back into the 
world.

But Patroklos remained still. Still in the way only death can be still.

Achilles felt the weight of everything he had done. And everything he had not done. And everything 
he had not been allowed to do.

It was almost unbearable. A burden even a half-god could not carry.

And everyone saw it.

Everyone felt it.

Friend and enemy.

Mortal and god.

THE GODS AFTER ACHILLES’ 
TRANSFORMATION

On Olympus it suddenly grew cold. Not because of wind — because of silence.

Athena lowered her spear. The tip touched the marble floor and sparked a flash that died instantly.

Apollo rubbed his hands clean, but the blood he felt was not from mortals. It was guilt.

Hera pulled her cloak tighter around herself, as if even she needed protection.

Zeus did not look at Achilles. He looked at the other gods — and for the first time in centuries, one 
could see doubt in his eyes.

No one spoke what they were thinking. They did not dare.

Because words would only make it real.

“The war had to continue,” he said. “And Achilles had to choose: man or demigod.”

“He has chosen,” Athena whispered. “And you have taken from him something he will never get 
back.”

Zeus’ voice was low, rumbling. “He will take revenge. He will kill Hektor. He will change the 
course of the war.”

“And after that?” Hera asked.

Zeus looked down, toward the tent where Achilles lay.

“After that,” he said, “he will have nothing left.”



THE RITUALS — ACHILLES WITH THE 
BODY OF PATROKLOS

In the tent it was silent. A silence not of this world.

Achilles sat beside Patroklos’ body, his hands resting on the cold skin. He did not move. He barely 
breathed.

The men outside did not dare enter. Even the air seemed to wait.

Achilles began to speak — not to the men, not to the world, but to Patroklos.

“They used you,” he whispered. “They chose you because you were mortal. Because you were 
gentle. Because you could break me.”

He laid his forehead against Patroklos’ chest, where once a heart had beaten that had tamed him.

“And I let it happen.”

He took water. He washed Patroklos’ face, his arms, his chest. Every movement was a prayer. Every 
touch a memory.

He anointed him with oil. He combed his hair. He placed his hands on the wounds Hektor had 
struck — wounds Achilles felt as if they had been carved into his own body.

And as he worked, he felt the gods watching. Not with pride. Not with power. But with something 
that almost resembled regret.

---

Outside the tent Achilles’ armor did not lie. Hektor had taken it — as spoils, as a trophy, as an 
insult.

Only Patroklos’ body had been returned.

Naked.

Unprotected.

Human.

Achilles looked at the empty place where his armor should have been. And he finally understood:

Hektor had not only killed Patroklos. He had stolen Achilles’ identity. His symbol. His skin.

And the gods had allowed it.

---



When Achilles stood up, the air changed.

Not because of wind.

Not because of rain.

But because of him.

His eyes were red, but clear. His face wet with tears, but firm. His heart broken, but resolute.

He was no longer half man, half god. He had become something else.

Something even the gods could no longer control.

Athena whispered: “He is going to find Hektor.”

Apollo answered: “He is going to make the world tremble.”

Zeus closed his eyes. “And after that,” he said, “he will lose himself.”

THE RITUALS FOR PATROKLOS

 
Night hung heavy over the camp, as if even the stars withheld their light. In the center of the tent lay 
Patroklos, washed, anointed, surrounded by linen cloths and the soft glow of oil lamps. Achilles 
stood beside him, his hands red with earth and oil, his face wet with tears he no longer tried to hide.

He had cleansed the body himself.

Washed it himself.

Anointed it himself.

No servant, no warrior, no priest had been allowed to help. This was his task. His last act of love.

And as he worked, he felt the world grow thin. As if the air itself trembled.

---

High above the tent the gods gathered, invisible to mortal eyes.

Athena stood at the front, her face pale. “He has changed,” she whispered. “He does not mourn like 
a man. He mourns like something we do not know.”

Apollo looked at Patroklos’ body, his gaze full of regret.

“I guided him,” he said. “I misled him. But this… this I did not foresee.”



Hera’s voice was sharp. “You have created a monster. A demigod who has lost his humanity and 
cannot bear his divinity.”

Zeus remained silent. But his silence was louder than thunder.

For even he felt it: Achilles’ grief had gained a power that could no longer be controlled.

ACHILLES COMPLETES WHAT BRINGS 
HIM CLOSEST TO DEATH
Achilles knelt beside Patroklos and placed his hand on his chest, exactly where once a heart had 
beaten that had tamed him.

He spoke softly, almost inaudibly.

“You were my anchor,” he whispered. “My humanity. My reason.”

He laid a cloth over Patroklos’ face. His hands trembled.

“They used you,” he said. “They chose you because you were mortal. Because you were gentle. 
Because you could break me.”

He bent forward and kissed the cloth where Patroklos’ forehead lay.

“And I let it happen.”

---

Athena’s voice shattered like glass. “He is going to destroy the world.”

Apollo looked at his hands, as if he saw blood that was not there.

“He is going to find Hektor. And after that… after that nothing will stop him.”

Hera whispered: “This is what happens when you take a demigod’s heart.”

Zeus closed his eyes. “We have unleashed a force even we cannot extinguish.”

THE FIRE CEREMONY 

Achilles had wood brought. Stacks. Towers. A pyre that would reach the heavens.

He laid Patroklos’ body upon it with a tenderness no one had ever seen in him. He placed locks of 
his own hair beside him — an offering only kings and demigods were allowed to give.

He lit the fire.

The flames licked the air, grew, rose, became a pillar of light that reached even Olympus.

And Achilles stood before it, motionless, his face illuminated by fire and loss.



He spoke no word.

He no longer cried.

He no longer trembled.

He was empty. And that was exactly what made him dangerous.

---

Athena: “He is no longer ours.” Apollo: “He is no longer of the humans.” Hera: “He is something in 
between. Something we never intended.” Zeus, with a voice like rolling thunder: “He has become 
vengeance.”

---

When the flames died and only the ashes remained, Achilles knelt. He took a handful of ash in his 
hands. He let it slip through his fingers.

“Rest,” he whispered. “Until I join you.”

He stood up. His eyes were empty. His heart was fire. His soul was an open wound.

And the gods — even they — recoiled.

For Achilles was ready. Ready to fight. Ready to kill. Ready to make the world tremble.

And nothing — no man, no king, no god — would be able to stop him.

THE BATTLEFIELD 

Dawn broke like a wound in the sky. The camp was silent. Too silent.

And then Achilles came.

Not walking. Not marching. But as a force that nothing could restrain anymore.

His skin gleamed as if light itself followed him. His eyes were empty, yet burning. His steps were 
slow, but the air parted for him as if it knew it must not touch him.

And above him — high, invisible, trembling — the gods gathered.

Athena was the first to speak. Her voice was sharp, but there was something in it that no one had 
ever heard from her before: fear.

“He is no longer who he was,” she whispered. “He has become something else.”



Apollo looked at the earth beneath Achilles’ feet. Every step left a tremor, as if the ground itself was 
afraid.

“He is grieving,” Apollo said. “But not like a human. And not like a god.”

Hera’s eyes were wide. “This is what happens when you take a demigod’s heart. He becomes a 
force without limit.”

Zeus remained silent. But his hands gripped the armrests of his throne.

For even he felt it: Achilles was no longer to be guided. No longer to be influenced. No longer to be 
controlled.

He had become grief. He had become vengeance. He had become fate.

And the gods — even they — recoiled.

HEKTOR 

Hektor stood on the walls of Troy. He looked out over the battlefield, where the smoke still hung 
from the night’s pyres. He felt the tension in the air, but he did not yet know why. Until he saw it.

A movement.

A light.

A presence.

Achilles.

But not the Achilles he knew. Not the warrior he had challenged. Not the pride of the Myrmidons.

This was something else. Something that made even Hektor — who had never known fear — 
freeze.

Achilles did not walk. He glided. He moved like a storm that had taken on a body.

And Hektor felt it — deep in his bones, in his blood, in his soul:

He is coming for me.

Not for honor. Not for glory. Not for the war.

But for Patroklos. For the boy he had killed. For the beloved he had taken. For the wounds he had 
carved into a heart that now had nothing left to lose. Hektor’s breath caught. He looked at his hands 
— the same hands that had killed Patroklos — and for the first time he felt regret.

Not for the war.

Not for the Greeks.



But for Achilles.

For he saw it now: Achilles was no longer human. And no longer divine. He was something that had 
fallen between both worlds — and therefore more dangerous than anything that had ever lived.

---

On Olympus it became silent. A silence even thunder did not dare to break.

Athena whispered: “He is going to find Hektor.”

Apollo answered: “He is going to kill him.”

Hera said: “And after that nothing will be able to stop him.”

Zeus closed his eyes. “We have unleashed a force even we can no longer extinguish.”

---

Hektor turned around. He looked at Troy.

At his wife.

At his child.

At his city.

And he knew: I must go to meet him. Not because he wanted to. Not because he thought he could 
win. But because he understood that Achilles would not stop. Would not rest. Would not breathe 
until he had found Hektor. And Hektor felt it — that this would not be a duel. Not a battle between 
two heroes. This would be an encounter between a mortal man and a force even the gods feared.

---

The battlefield held its breath.

Achilles came closer, step by step, but every step felt like an earthquake.

His new armor — forged by Hephaistos himself, the god of fire — gleamed like a star that had 
come too close to the earth.

His eyes were empty, yet burning. His face was tight, yet trembling with something greater than 
rage.

Hektor stood before the gates of Troy. His spear in his hand. His heart in his throat.

He had fought men.

Armies.



Heroes.

But this — this was something else.

Achilles was no longer a man. No longer a demigod. No longer a warrior. He had become 
vengeance. He had become fate. And Hektor felt it.

“Achilles,” he said, his voice breaking. “Let us speak.”

But Achilles did not speak. He moved.

And the world moved with him.

---

Athena covered her mouth with her hand. Apollo turned away. Hera whispered: “It has begun.”

Zeus rose from his throne. His voice was low, rumbling, heavy as thunder.

“Achilles has crossed the boundary,” he said. “He is no longer ours. No longer of the humans. He 
has become something else.”

And the gods — even they — felt fear.

For Achilles stood on the battlefield, above the body of Hektor, his chest heaving, his eyes burning 
like stars that had come too close to the earth.

And everyone knew:

This is only the beginning.

---

Hektor braced himself. His spear trembled in his hand. His breath came fast. Achilles moved closer. 
His shadow fell over Hektor like a descending night.

Hektor thought of his wife. Of his son. Of Troy. Of Patroklos. And then he thought of Achilles. Of 
the boy he had killed. Of the love he had taken. Of the pain he had unleashed.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. Not to Achilles. But to Patroklos.

Achilles didn’t hear it. Or perhaps he did — but it no longer mattered. He moved.

Hektor hurled his spear. Achilles slipped aside. Hektor drew his sword. Achilles broke it. Hektor fell 
to one knee. Achilles towered above him.

And then — for a heartbeat — Hektor saw something in Achilles’ eyes he had never expected. 
Grief. Pure. Unfiltered. Inhuman.

And Hektor finally understood: I am not his enemy. I am his offering.



The world fell silent. The sound of battle faded. The air thinned.

Hektor looked up — at Achilles, at the sky, at the gods who had abandoned him.

He thought of his son.

Of his wife.

Of Troy.

But the last thing he felt — the last thing he truly understood — was Achilles’ pain.

He is not fighting me, Hektor realized. He is fighting the gods. And I am merely the blade they 
placed in his hand.

Then came the strike. Swift. Pure. Inevitable. And Hektor fell.

---

The battlefield was silent. Too silent. As if even the dead were waiting.

Achilles stood over Hektor’s body. His chest rose and fell like a storm that did not yet know where 
to break. His hands did not tremble. His eyes were empty.

He bent down, grabbed Hektor by the ankles — and the world tilted.

The Greeks looked away. The Trojans wept from the walls. Even the wind seemed to hesitate.

Achilles tied leather straps around Hektor’s ankles, tight, hard, without hesitation. He fastened them 
to his chariot.

And then — without a word — he climbed on.

The horses reared. The air trembled. The earth shook.

Achilles gave the signal. The chariot shot forward. Hektor’s body was dragged through the dust, 
over stones, over earth, over blood. His head thudded against the ground, his arms dragged like 
broken wings.  And Achilles did not look back. Not once.

For this was no longer revenge. This was desecration. This was a message to the gods.

---

Panic broke out on Olympus.

Athena’s voice was sharp. “He goes too far. He desecrates a hero. This defies the laws of life and 
death.”

Apollo’s face was pale. “Hektor was my protégé. This is an insult to me.”

Hera looked at Zeus. “You must intervene. Now.”



But Zeus rose, slowly, heavily, as if every movement caused him pain.

“This is our fault,” he said. “We broke Achilles. We let Patroklos die. We created this monster.”

Athena stepped forward. “If we do nothing, Achilles will tear the world apart.”

Apollo nodded. “And himself.”

Zeus raised his hand. The sky darkened. The earth trembled.

“Enough,” he said.

And his voice rolled across the battlefield like thunder.

Achilles’ horses reared. The chariot halted. The straps snapped — not by human force, but by divine 
will.

Hektor’s body lay still. The air grew light again.

But Achilles… Achilles looked up, straight at the heavens, as if he knew who had stopped him.

And he smiled. A small, dangerous smile.

“Too late,” he whispered.

---

Achilles stepped down from the chariot as if stepping out of a body that no longer fit him.

He grabbed Hektor by the shoulders — no straps, no divine force, only his hands, red with grief.

He dragged him through the camp. Not quickly. Not violently.

But with the calm of someone performing a ritual that had waited centuries for him.

The Greeks stepped aside. Not out of fear — out of awe for something greater than war.

At Patroklos’ grave, Achilles let the body fall. The dust rose like a sigh from the earth itself.

And then he knelt. Not for Hektor. Not for the gods.

But for the only one who had ever seen him.

Achilles had nothing left to lose. And a being without loss is more dangerous than a god.

ACHILLES & PRIAM 

Night hung heavy over the camp. The air smelled of ash, of blood, of something older than war.

Achilles sat by Patroklos’ grave, his hands in the earth, his eyes red but dry. He had no tears left. He 
had nothing left.



And then he felt it. A presence. Soft. Human. Impossible.

Priam.

The old king of Troy, cloaked in dust and despair, stood before him. His back bent, his hands empty, 
his eyes full of something Achilles had not expected: courage.

“Achilles,” Priam said, his voice breaking, “give me back my son.”

Achilles looked up. His gaze was sharp as a blade. But Priam did not waver.

“You have had your revenge,” the old king said. “But I… I have only my love left.”

And then the impossible happened.

Achilles did not see Priam. He saw Peleus, his own father. He saw the man who had raised him, 
who had held him, who had warned him that heroism always ends in loss.

And Achilles broke.

Not with a scream. Not with a curse. But with a breath that sounded as if he exhaled his soul.

He stood. He placed his hand on Priam’s shoulder. And he said:

“Take him. Take him, so that you may mourn as I mourn.”

And for the first time since Patroklos’ death, Achilles became human again.

OLYMPUS IN TURMOIL

On Olympus it was not silent — it was restless. As if the air itself did not know what shape to take.

Athena leaned forward, her hands gripping the edge of the cloud. She looked down at Achilles 
embracing Priam as if he had found his own father again.

“He has found something,” she whispered. Not triumphant. But with a fragility that even Hera 
noticed.

Apollo sat on a rock of light, his harp unused beside him. His fingers trembled — not with anger, 
but with something he had never felt before: regret.

“I guided him,” he said softly. “I misled him. And yet… he chooses humanity over vengeance.”

Hera pulled her cloak tighter around her shoulders, as if the cold of Achilles’ grief had reached 
Olympus itself.

“He has done what we could not,” she said. “He has broken the circle.”

But Zeus did not move. He sat like a mountain that refused to collapse but already showed cracks.

“You see only the moment,” he said. His voice was low, heavy, as if he spoke through layers of 
time.



“But fate is already woven. Achilles has desecrated the dead. He has defied us. He has crossed the 
boundary that even heroes must not touch.”

Athena turned to him, her eyes fierce.

“But he has loved,” she said. “Is that not a boundary we should honor?”

Zeus closed his eyes. And for a moment he seemed older than the world itself.

“Precisely because of that,” he said. “Precisely because of that he will die.”

No one answered. Not because they agreed — but because they knew that even gods are sometimes 
powerless against the fate they themselves have spun.

DEATH

The days after Priam’s visit were strangely quiet.

Achilles still fought.

He still killed.

He still roared.

But there was something else in him. Something soft. Something that almost resembled peace.

He knew it. He felt it. He smelled it in the air, tasted it in the water, heard it in the silence between 
two heartbeats.

His end was drawing near.

He walked past Patroklos’ grave. He placed his hand on the earth. He whispered:

“Wait for me.”

And the earth seemed to answer. Soft. Warm. Like a breath.

On Olympus, Apollo looked away. He could not bear to watch. He knew he would be the one to 
guide Achilles’ death — not out of revenge, but out of necessity.

Athena wept. Hera remained silent. Zeus looked toward the horizon.

And Achilles — Achilles walked onto the battlefield, his spear in his hand, his heart open, his fate 
inevitable.

He was not afraid. He was not angry. He was not broken.

He was ready.

Ready to follow Patroklos. Ready to leave the world behind. Ready to finally rest.

And the gods — even they — bowed their heads.

For Achilles, son of Peleus, beloved of Patroklos, terror of Troy, was on his way to his end.

And nothing — no man, no king, no god — could stop him anymore.



E P I L O G U E

The Four Elements — The Eternal Forms of 
Achilles and Patroklos
When the war finally fell silent and the gods withdrew their hands from the fate of mortals, nothing 
remained of Achilles and Patroklos that the world could still touch. No body. No voice. No breath.

But in the underworld, where time has no direction and love no longer needs to fight, something 
arose that even the gods had not foreseen.

Not a rebirth. Not a shade. But a transformation — a return to essence.

Patroklos — Water & Earth, Beneath the 
Stars of His Own Dreamworld
From the depths of the underworld, a torso rose — bronze that had rested for centuries in the sea, 
green-tinged by salt, time, and memory. But he did not stand in darkness.

Behind him unfolded a Persian tile pattern, a star motif pulsing like a cosmic breath. Blue, black, 
gold — like the night sky of a world that no longer exists, but lives on within him.

The golden lines formed a sacred frame, as if the stars themselves recognized him, as if the universe 
had given him a place no god could ever take away again.

Around him swam fish in colors that exist only in dreams: orange like fire, blue like night, gold like 
divine light. They moved like thoughts that refuse to disappear, like whispers of a life that was 
gentle, loyal, and indestructible in its humanity.

Patroklos became water — flowing, healing, enveloping. He became earth — rooted, steadfast, the 
quiet strength that had always carried Achilles.

And in his torso, in that open, breathing center, beat the ethereal heart Achilles had loved — a heart 
now reflected by stars, by patterns, by gold that would never fade again.

Here, in this surreal star-world, Patroklos was no longer mortal. He had become a constellation.

Achilles — Air & Fire, Illuminated by the 
Golden Moon
Further on, in the same dreamworld, a second form arose — a torso of marble, smooth, cool, 
timeless, but wrapped in a glow not of this world.



Behind him hung a golden moon, large, round, radiant, like a divine eye that no longer judged him, 
but simply beheld him.

The moonlight fell over his marble skin like liquid gold, turning his torso not into a statue, but into 
a living symbol.

Around him floated leaves in purple, teal, and deep blue, with veins of gold pulsing like arteries. 
Between the leaves flew birds, bright orange and yellow, like small flames that did not burn but 
illuminated.

They circled around him, not as decoration, but as thoughts that had finally found rest, as memories 
of battles that now left only warmth behind.

Achilles became air — free, untouchable, a breath no longer restrained by body or fate. He became 
fire — intense, burning, but no longer destructive: an inner glow that lit his marble form from 
within.

And in his torso, in that radiant center, beat the heart of a hero who had finally found peace. No 
more war. No more vengeance. No god who could steer him anymore.

Only the soft, golden glow of the moon embracing him like a cloak, giving him a place in a world 
where he would never have to fight again.

The Union — Not Physical, but Essential

They did not stand beside each other. They did not touch. They no longer had arms, no hands, no 
bodies.

But that was no longer necessary.

For what remained of them was the only thing that never dies: the heart.

Their torsos — one shaped by water and earth, the other by air and fire — were connected by a 
golden thread running through the underworld itself.

A thread no god could cut. A thread no war could break. A thread no time could erode.

Their love had finally found the form that even death could no longer change.

And so their story does not end in vengeance, not in death, not in loss.

But in a surreal dreamworld where two men — a bronze torso from the sea, a marble torso beneath 
the moon — exist forever as images of love, as elements of the world, as the essence of what they 
were to each other.

Not physical. Not tangible. But more real than anything that ever existed on earth.

Here, in this world of water, air, earth, and fire, Achilles and Patroklos finally find what life had 
denied them:

rest. wholeness. and a love no god can break.
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