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And The Second Chance

John Bleck
To my wife Kristy who never needed a second chance to make a better first impression.
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Prelude
For centuries mystery has wrapped itself around the epics of the Greek poet Homer. Experts have viewed the Iliad as everything from historical fact to an entertaining myth. And while some have pondered the truth behind the story, one young man dared to dream that the writings of Homer were more than just a fairy tale. 

As a boy, Heinrich Schliemann vowed to find the ancient city of Troy and confirm the age-old writings as truth. As a man, Schliemann never lost sight of his dream. He eventually used Homer’s poetry as a guide on many archaeological digs.

 After many years, he was led by the writings to the timeworn place where the ruins of the great walled city on the coast of the Aegean Sea were lost. Although discovering the city was an awesome accomplishment, unanswered questions still remained about the story of the Trojan War. Here is the true account of the events that week inside the walls of Troy.

Life Lessons
Just before the second marking period of my sixth grade year in school, something happened to me that would change my life forever. It was early on a foggy, Saturday morning and I was burning leaves in my front yard when my best friend came out of nowhere and scared me half to death. 

“Whacha doin?” Sid asked as he appeared through the smoke kicking his favorite stone. I looked up at him and instantly knew what he was thinking.

 “Rakin leaves, ya big jerk…. What are you doin?” I replied.

 Sid kicked the stone across the yard onto the sidewalk. It was his trade mark and wherever Sid went, his kicking stone was always with him. 
“I could see this smoke from my house. Man, you’re up early” he said. “I’m goin to the bridge to throw rocks. You wanna come?” 

“I wish I could,” I said planting my foot in a pile of wet leaves. “My dad will be home sometime soon and if I don’t get my chores done, I’ll be in big trouble. I’ll have to catch up with ya later.”

 Sid looked up and spit. “You work too hard.” he said as I watched him walk toward the street while I was left raking the leaves and wishing that there were no such things as chores.  

The wind kicked up and blew the smoke from my fire toward the street as I tried, without success to change its direction. The fog was really thick that morning and the cars were slowing down as they went by. As I worked the piles with my rake I just wished I had a life like Sid. He was in a care free world. Life for him was simple, no chores, and no worries and I was definitely jealous as I watched him disappear into the smog and out of sight.
 Hearing the sound of an engine accelerating, I turned back around and I glanced up the street. It was a bright red mustang with a teenage kid behind the wheel and he was headed right toward my cloud of smoke.  My heart skipped a beat.
 “Sid….. look out!” I yelled pointing at the car barreling down the street, but I was too late. The car disappeared and then I heard a noise that made me sick to my stomach. It was a loud thump and then smashing glass and screeching tires. Wthout thinking, I dropped the rake and ran blindly into the street. 

             Everything seemed to be going in slow motion as I searched through the smog to the scene of the accident. It was all so eerily still. All I could hear was the steam hissing from the radiator and the faint sound of moaning in the distance.

I followed the sound as terrible images flashed through my mind.  I can remember the smell of leaking gasoline and the crunching of broken glass under my feet as I prayed that Sid would be okay. When I got around to the front of the wreck, I began to frantically look for my friend. 

“Sid! Sid!” I yelled.

 “Over here!” I heard a faint voice reply.

 I jumped up on the wrinkled hood with the hope that he was alright and slid over to the passenger side when I realized exactly what had happened.

 Sid was there kneeling over an old man who had been partly ejected from his station wagon. He was leaning out the door with his leg twisted and pinned under the dashboard.  Sid was just doing his best to comfort him.

 “Sir, are you alright?” I asked. The man nodded his head and I ran to the mustang and pried on the door. The sound of grinding steel pierced through my ears as I gripped the door and forced it to open. 

The teenager was stunned, but his injuries weren’t that bad. I noticed a web shaped crack in the windshield where his head had made the impact and there was blood dripping from his forehead. “Are you okay?” I asked, but all I got in response from him was a moan and a tear. 

Suddenly, I glanced through the shattered glass and saw sparks bouncing off the engine block. “You need to get out!” I yelled grabbing him by the arm. The kid gathered himself together and stumbled out of the car just as I heard a thunderous WHOOSH and a hollow bang. The back end of the car lifted about four feet off the ground and came crashing down as the puddle of gas ignited.
 We were both showered with glass as I looked at the back seat and saw that it was engulfed in flames.

The kid crawled to the curb and I raced around to the station wagon again. “John, help me!” Sid yelled in a panic. 

He was pulling on the old man as hard as he could as the flames began to grow closer. The man screeched in pain as we both took a hold of his tattered flannel shirt and tugged.

 The heat was nearly more than we could take and just as I began to think I could take no more, the man turned and grabbed my arm. “Leave me!” he said. 

But Sid just looked at me and then to him and shouted “No!” 

With our last bit of strength we pulled together and the dash released its hold on the old man’s leg.  Sid and I dragged him as quickly as we could to the sidewalk and from that safe distance we looked up to realize how close to death we really were when the flames engulfed the front seats of the old man’s car. 

After several minutes a crowd had gathered around and a siren wailed up the street. Everything happened so quickly and before I knew it Sid and I were telling the whole story to a state trooper. The old man and the teenager were taken away in flashing ambulances and a fire truck pulled up. 

After examining the evidence, Trooper Deck looked down at me with scorn.  He placed most of the blame on the teenager for his carelessness, but reminded me that the accident would never have happened if it weren’t for the smoke in the street.  The final report stated that the teenager had lost visibility in the road and hadn’t noticed the station wagon that had pulled out into his path. 

By the end of that day I was exhausted. The eight pound maul I had swung all afternoon felt like thirty pounds and by the time I was finished splitting wood all I wanted to do was go to sleep. After dinner instead of going out with Sid, I went up to my room for the rest of the night.

Images
About a month had gone by since the day of that wreck and I still thought about it all the time. My mom always told me that I had trouble letting things go and this year in sixth grade it was no different. 

After a real strange start to my year, I finally had a reason to want to go to school.
I didn’t know how I was going to do it, but I had my eye on the prettiest girl in the world and I was just waiting for the perfect opportunity and the nerve to ask her out. I was in love, and I didn’t ever want that feeling to go away. 

Her name was Kristy and she was going to be my girlfriend. I believed that with all of my heart and as far as I was concerned, it was just a matter of fate. 

Someone once told me that “you never get a second chance to make a first impression,” and ever since the day I met Kristy I was wishing that I could turn back time and have that second chance.

I couldn’t get it out of my mind, because the day we met was so embarrassing for me. It all happened at my locker. Actually, I had been trapped inside it and she was the one that let me out. I would have explained to her right then how I got locked inside, but she would never have believed my story. Telling her would have just made her think I was a crazy, immature, idiot. 
She was really cool about it though. She never even asked me how it happened, but I couldn’t stop thinking about what I must have looked like to her on that day. 

See, stuffing sixth graders in lockers was like a sport in my middle school and I’m sure that she just thought I was just another helpless victim…. But I wasn’t. And the last thing I wanted her to think was that I was someone that could be pushed around.
Everyone at school knew about my crush. The only people I didn’t tell about Kristy were my family, although if they took the time to look at me they could probably have figured it out for themselves. For the first time in my life, my clothes all matched. I combed my hair in the morning, and I even made sure I smelled good.  I couldn’t wait for the weekend to be over with and when Monday morning came around I was up with the birds and ready to go to school.
I had a good reason for not telling my family about Kristy though and it had everything to do with my sisters. Lisa and Cheryl would have had the time of their lives teasing me if they found out that I liked a girl.  I wasn’t going to let them have any fun at my expense, so I had to keep it quiet at home, but I was a changed man and I knew that I wasn’t doing a good job at hiding it.

This story starts on Halloween morning when I was awoken by the nightmare that I had been having since school started that year. It was always the same exact dream.  I would wake up, walk over to the window in my room and slowly push it open. I remember being as quiet as I could as to not wake up anyone else in the house as I stood there for a second looking out over the moon lit swamp across the street.
The next thing I would know, I would be crawling out on the roof and up to the gutter. And finally, with outstretched arms I would let my body go. 
At first it was scary, but then it seemed natural to me as I floated away from the house and my feet left the sill. With a few flaps of my arms, I was soaring over my town looking down from above.
 It was as if it were actually happening to me. I would always wake up with vivid memories of those nights.
After waking up from my dream, I sat up in my bed, and looked out the opened window. The sun was still down and I knew that it was just too early to get up, so I leaned over and picked up my jack knife. 

Whittling was always a stress release for me and I had found the perfect piece of driftwood at the beach to carve when we were on our summer vacation. 

In July, my mom let me bring a friend on vacation with us and Sid and I had a blast at the beach. I had been whittling that piece of wood into a miniature horse. When I was finished, if it was good enough, I thought I would give it to Kristy. 

I worked on it for about a half an hour until I noticed the first rays of sun beginning to slip between my curtains. I brushed the shavings into the trash can and stepped up to the mirror. I took a long hard look at myself and with a deep breath I decided that today would be the day I would change my life forever.  

“Would you like to go out with me?” I whispered to my reflection just to hear what the words would sound like. It was easy in the mirror, but I knew that in person it would be a lot more difficult. “You wanna go out?” I said turning to the side with my chest out and my arms back. 

I left the mirror that morning with the image in my mind that I hoped Kristy would see, and I began to get ready for my day. 

Mom

I went down the steps and walked in the kitchen about thirty minutes later and my mom was already having her coffee.
“What’s wrong John?  Are you feeling alright?” My mom began to badger me as I plopped down in the chair and immediately began pushing my cereal around the bowl with my spoon.

 “John, are you okay?” she said again, but after waiting several minutes and getting no response from me, her morning smile turned to a look of concern. I could tell she was worried about me, but I was just lost in thought. 
 “Mom, I’m fine. Just thinking, that’s all,” I snapped, but instantly, I knew my tone was bad by the way she looked down at me. She put her hands on her hips and glared. I had crossed her line.
 Her tone quickly changed, “Well, you’ve been up early every day for the past two weeks young man, and I’m concerned about you. Are you sleeping alright?” 

“Yeah mom,” I said, “Please, just stop worrying about me.” I dumped my cereal into the sink and left the room.

I walked out of the kitchen and into the living room where I sat down on my dad’s favorite chair only to notice after about ten minutes that I was staring into the TV and it wasn’t even on. 

Finally, I focused when I heard my sister tromping down the stairs. “Mom what’s with John? He’s spending more time in front of the mirror than I am, and I caught him ironing a shirt this morning,” she blurted out. 

She knew that I could hear her, but I wasn’t going to let her get me going. “Nothing’s wrong with him Lisa,” my mother snapped using the same tone I had used with her just moments before. “He’s just getting older that’s all. Now, you better get out to the bus; you know Sam won’t wait for you.” 

I heard the screen door slam and I got up to go as my mom walked into the living room wiping her hands off with a dish towel. “John, I’m going to drive you into school today,” she said with a scowl on her face. “I want to talk to you about something.” 

My mom had used this trick before and I knew what was about to happen. We were about to have another dreaded talk about feelings and growing up. The last time she tried this, the subject was the birds and the bees and I almost jumped out of the moving car. As far as I was concerned my feelings were totally under control and I didn’t want to have a talk, but I knew she wouldn’t take no for an answer. “I think I’ll just take the bus.” I replied as politely as I could, but she just turned to me and said, “I’m not asking, now just get in the car.”

I was familiar with what was about to happen. She would get the car going about 55 miles per hour before she would crack open the subject.  I was convinced that the reason she needed to get the car going so fast was to be sure I wouldn’t jump out, so as I waited for her in the garage, I decided to invent a problem that I could solve without needing her help.

But before I could come up with anything, she came out of the house and got into the car with me, and just as I had predicted she pulled out of the driveway without saying a word. We were about two minutes into the ride and about half way there before she began to speak.

 “John, I want you to know that girls can be heart breakers,” she said without missing a beat, “and by the looks of you, one has a hold of your heart.” My mouth instantly dried up as I gripped the arm rest and listened. 

“How does she do that?” I said to myself, looking at her in disbelief.

 Mom always could see right through me and my silence and my fingernails digging into the upholstery was a good sign that she was right again, so she continued, “I just don’t want you to feel bad if things don’t work out the way you want them to, and I’m always here to talk.”   

It was really creepy the way she could read my mind. I never even mentioned a word about Kristy in my house because I was convinced that my sisters had the place bugged. 

 I guess mom just put the pieces together. I probably wasn’t very good at hiding it, but regardless she didn’t even ask who the girl was. All she said was that she was there for me. 

“Thanks mom,” was all I said as she pulled into the school parking lot. 

“Don’t worry John, I won’t tell them,” She said with a wink. I closed the door and she pulled away. 

Trouble in Paradise

I got out of the car that morning and looked up at the massive wall of kids that was moving toward the middle school doors. Usually, the kids were especially tired looking on Monday mornings, but this morning they looked totally different. It was October 31 and about half of them were in Halloween costumes.

 It wasn’t like I had forgotten about Halloween, but since it was my first year in the middle school, I didn’t know if other kids would dress up and I would be really embarrassed if I were the only one.

 I had planned to go out trick or treating that evening with my friends and I was just praying that Kristy would be out too. I looked straight past Frankenstein and began to scan the lobby for her. 

“Hey, John, there’s something that you might want to know,” I heard a voice say from behind me. It was Sid and when I turned he wasn’t smiling. “Looks like you got some BIG competition.” he said as he gestured toward Frankenstein. 

“I heard that Paris has his eye on your girl,” he nodded. 

 I studied his face for a moment to see if he was joking and then I just snapped, 

“Who told you that?”

 Sid stepped back and put his palms out to his sides. “Easy man, everyone’s been talking about it. I’m surprised you haven’t heard it yourself.  He’s going to give her a note today, asking her out.”

Paris was the biggest bully in school and he never went anywhere without his best friend Hector. They were both new to our district and rumor had it that they came from St. Mike’s Juvenile Detention Center.  They got into fights with Lefty and Spanks all of the time and had already roughed up Sid that year. They stuffed him in my locker and Sid was the biggest kid in sixth grade.  
They were both in the principal’s office all the time and not for just pulling pranks like Spanks and Lefty. They were there for really bad things like beating kids up for fun. The two of them had this “tough guy” image and I think some of the girls liked that about them. 
 “I know what you’re thinking John and you’d just better knock it off right now,” Sid warned, but I ignored him as I stared across the lobby; the fire in my eyes was burning into the back of Paris’ block head. 

And that’s when it happened. Hector noticed me looking their way. He tapped on Paris and then he pointed right at me. Without warning, the two of them began blasting through the crowd, pushing kids to the side as they came right toward us. “Who do you think you’re looking at?”
I turned to my locker, hung up my book bag. 
“Hey, don’t you turn away from me when I’m talkin to you!”

Hector pushed Sid to the side and grabbed my locker door. He instantly began rummaging through my stuff while Paris looked down at me and grabbed my shirt.

“I asked you a question.”

A crowd of kids formed a circle around us wanting to see what was about to happen, but I could tell they didn’t want any part of it. 

“What’s your problem….Frainkenstein?” I said stairing back up at him. 

“Well, from what I hear….. you are,” he said. “And you better stay away from Kristy.”

“Yea, well I don’t think that’s gonna happen,” I said pushing him back a step. 

I knew I couldn’t beat the kid, but I wasn’t going down without a fight. My heart was racing as I tightened my fists.

“Hey,… Hey, look what the baby has in his locker… Hector broke in laughing. 
Paris looked back at his friend.

“Give me that,” he said with a smile on his face. “Looks like he brought his little toy horsey to school today.”

The kids all around us began to laugh at me and Sid has seen enough. 

“Back off Hector,” Sid said stepping up to him and closing my locker door.
“ Just get in line Sid…” Hector said. “There’ll be plenty of butt kicken to go around for you too.” 

Paris jammed the horse into his pocket and gave me a hard shove as kids around us fueled the fire in his eyes with chants of “Fight.”
Paris cocked his fist back, and I was ready to take my best shot, but before he took a swing, he looked over the crowd of kids and then he leaned down to me. “After school….Don’t look for me….. I’ll find you.” 

Just then the chants died down and the kids began to disperse. I saw Mr. Newton cutting through the crowd.  “What’s the problem here boys?” 

“No problem,” I said, but Paris didn’t back down. He ignored Mr. Newton and stepped up to me one last time. 

“Another place…… another time,” he said and he turned and walked away. 

Iliad

 My adrenaline was pumping so fast I was fumbling with the lock on my locker when Kristy popped her gum in my ear and gently squeezed my arm from behind. “Happy Halloween!” she said.

She had just missed my clash with Paris and I was glad for that. I turned around and tried to gather up the nerve to ask her out when butterflies suddenly began swirling in my stomach. I had practiced my lines all morning in the mirror at home and I knew what I wanted to say.
 “Are you going out tonight?” I said with a stupid sounding crackle in my voice and instantly I knew that I had just blown my best chance. She looked at me a little awkward and then she smiled. 

“No, my mom won’t let me… She says I’m too old to trick or treat, but I am coming here to the dance instead.”

I could have kicked myself for losing my nerve. I asked her if she was going out, not if she would go out and I instantly felt like an idiot. 
 “I’m not going out either,” I said, trying to sound all grown up, although I had planned to go trick-or-treating with Sid and the guys. 

There was an awkward silence… “Well, if you’re not doing anything, why don’t you come to the dance with me?” she asked. “It will be fun, you can meet me here.” She looked straight through me with those piercing green eyes and to be honest, I couldn’t say “no” even if I wanted to.

 “Okay…. I’ll see if Sid can go too,” I replied with a smile, trying not to sound like a fool. She looked at me awkward again, and then I realized, I had just invited my friend on our first date. 

Another awkward silence…………

 “Hey, can I put my books in your locker?” she asked with a smile as she handed me a pamphlet advertising the dance. “I have gym class mod nine and your locker is closer.” 

Kristy knew the rule about sharing lockers, but she blurted it out like it was no big deal. I hesitated for just a moment, but before I could answer, her smile quickly melted away. “Look John, I’m only going to be here one mod…. please?” 

I didn’t really care about the rule, but I knew better. My locker wasn’t exactly normal and maybe not even safe. But I also knew that Paris was planning on asking her out. 

“Sure,” I said as I fumbled my books to the side making room for hers. “Here’s my number.” I quickly scribbled the numbers down on a scrap of paper as we hurried down the hall. 
Mr. Albert had already started class when we walked in and I was surprised to see several eighth graders standing around in the back of the room.
 “Today vee are going to begin a new chapter in zocial studies class called Ancient Greece,” he began. “I vill also offer an extra credit assignment to go along with ziss chapter for zose kids who are looking for a challenge.” 

The kids began to whisper about the extra credit and Mr. Albert quickly calmed them down. “Vee vill be reading and discussing za play in class.” 

I sat up in my seat and listened as he went on to explain the “Iliad.” 

“The Iliad vas a story written by a blind poet named Homer who lived zometime between 800 and 700 B.C,” he began. “It vas about a ten year var that began vhen the prince of the ancient city of Troy kidnapped the beautiful wife of the Spartan king…. The prince and za king vere basically fighting over da girl.” 

“Some things will never change,” I thought to myself as I looked over at Kristy.

 “Now, besides the eighth graders in za back of the room is zere anyvon else in zis vroom thinking of signing up for a part?” Mr. Albert asked, just as the door opened and one last eighth grader came walking in. 
 Things got quiet and everyone turned toward the door. “Owh, vhat part would you like, Paris?”  Mr. Albert asked. My heart began to pound as at the same time, Kristy’s hand shot up.
 “The prince of course,” he replied as he looked straight at Kristy and then turned to me with a grin and waved.  
The blood rushed to my face as I watched my worst nightmare come true.  “Kristy, I vill put your name down for Helen,” Mr. Albert said as he scanned the sign up list.
 “This can’t be happening!” I said to myself as I heard the girls begin to giggle behind me. Kristy kept looking at him and I was ready to jump out of my seat and punch Paris in his mouth.

 Luckily, Mr. Albert dismissed the eighth graders from the room quickly and we began reading the play in class. After I calmed down a bit, I was able to get a good feel for the plot and Mr. Albert let us have the last two minutes of class to talk to our friends.

Mr. Albert was the strangest teacher I’d ever had. He was definitely not a typical social studies teacher. Every time he had a free moment he would be in the back of the room goofing around with his computer.  He wasn’t working with it, instead he seemed like he was trying to figure out how the thing worked. Normally, I would never have considered being in a play, but I couldn’t let Paris sign up and not me. 

“Okay class, we vill be putting together our props and rehearsing starting zhis afternoon,” he said looking up from his computer. “You can catch the late bus home. Remember now, I still have a few more parts zo if you think you vould be interested, just sign your name next to a character. I vill leave a sign up list in the hall.”
After the bell, I slipped into the sign up line and put mine and Sid’s name on the sheet.

 “Sid’s gonna kill me for this,” I thought to myself as I headed down the hall to science class. 

Tough Guys

 As luck would have it, the very next person I saw in the hall was Sid and he was on his way to social studies class. As we passed, he patted me on the shoulder. 

“You all right, man?” he asked. 

I just nodded.

“I think that cobra in the aquarium needs another mouse.” He said with a smile. I could tell he was trying to keep me from thinking about Paris. 
“Hey, I signed us up for extra credit in social studies class,” I said it as casually as I could as I kept on walking. 

“YOU WHAT?” Sid yelled, grabbing me by my shirt. 

I stopped and turned toward him. “I signed you up. I know your grade is low and I thought I’d help you out before all the good parts were gone.”
 Sid just stared straight through me. “Have you gone completely nuts!” He was really ticked. 
“Don’t worry man, I wouldn’t leave you hanging. I signed up too.”  I said it like I was doing him some kind of favor, but I knew that he wouldn’t see it that way.

 Sid, wasn’t a fool, but then I could tell he was thinking about his grade. “This better be good.” He warned, holding his temper as he poked me twice in the chest and spoke through his clenched teeth. 

He turned and walked away leaving me feeling guilty and rubbing my chest as I went to periods 2, 3 and 4, but between periods I slipped through the hall purposely trying to avoid him. I wanted the play idea to sink in, well before I saw him at lunch. 
The classes seemed to go on forever, but after the fourth period bell I went to my locker and then to the cafeteria. 
“Hey, how come every time you get to be the king and I have to be your side kick?” Sid said with a smile as I came up to him in the cafeteria. 

I was relieved to see him still in a good mood. “What do you mean?” I asked acting as innocently as I could. 

“I checked out the sign up list,” he said with a smirk. “You signed up to be King Menelaus and my name is after Achilles, your army war lord, and it’s funny how Kristy’s name was on the list after the girl that you end up saving in the end of the play.” Sid poked me in the chest again.  

 “Look man… I know I need the extra credit, but I draw the line if someone tells me to wear tights,” he said. 

“I’ll meet you after school.” 
At the end of school I quickly went to the auditorium for play practice. I had been reading over my lines all day during my classes and I had them memorized by the afternoon. Sid met me there and just gave me this look. 

“ I can’t believe you got me into this,” he said shaking his head. 

“It’ll be fun,” I said with a smile as we walked up to the group and I scanned the crowd for Kristy.
 “Do you see her?” I asked. 

“No….but I do see Paris,” Sid said as he slowly motioned across the room.
Paris was coming at me and I didn’t know what to do. Sid took his hands out of his pockets and I could tell he was readying himself.

 “Easy now,” he whispered as Paris cut through the crowd. 

“Looks like I get your girl,” Paris blurted out as he came within reach. 

“Don’t count on it,” I said, staring him down and tightening up my fists. Paris just scoffed at me and walked right past us to a crowd of giggling girls as Sid jabbed me with his elbow. 

“He means in the play you idiot… Read the script. He’s the prince of Troy… he got your girl in the play. Now, do you really want to pick a fight with that guy?” 

“Today we vill be setting up props for our play and creating the wooden valls of the city,” Mr. Albert announced.  “I have written instructions for everyone to follow and have assigned a job for all of you. Please come up as I call out your names.” 

As the kids were called I just kept looking for Kristy and then I saw one of her friends. “Hey, do you know where Kristy is?” 

“I don’t know,’ the girl said fluffing her hair and popping her gum. “She told me that she would be here and she told me that you were coming too.”
 She looked back at me and grinned and I couldn’t control my smile. 
 “Hey John, get over here and get to work,” Sid yelled to me.
 I joined my group and by the time the late bus came we had the props built. Kristy never did show up and Sid and I had paint all over ourselves. Paris was as clean as when he first came in, because all he did was walk around and flirt with the girls while he stepped on our projects. He was tracking paint all over the floor.
I put the lid on the paint can. “Lets go to the lav and clean up,” I said to Sid. 

“I’ll be there in a minute,” he replied as he toweled off his hands. 

I walked out of the auditorium and into the hall. The bathroom was two doors on the right and as I walked down the hall, I could hear footsteps behind me. Figuring Sid had finished up, I didn’t look back as I opened the bathroom door with my elbow and went to the sink. 

I rubbed my hands together under the spigot, I heard the door to the bathroom close behind me.

 “So what do ya think Sid?” I said without looking up. “It wasn’t so bad, was it?” 
 Sid didn’t answer my question, so I slowly straightened up and looked in the mirror just past my reflection. 

My body jolted in shock. It was Paris towering above me. “It would have been better if my girl were there,” he said as he shoved me in the back of my shoulder. I turned to face him wiping my hands with a paper towel.

 “Well,” I said as I attempted to control my breathing. “She didn’t move into my locker today because she likes you, you idiot,” I shot the towel in the opened trash can, took a step forward, and returned the blow delivering a jab to his chest. 

I readied myself as Paris cocked his fist. The fire was instantly burning in his eyes. I knew that this was just the fight he wanted when all of a sudden, as if it were right on cue, the door swung open and Sid entered the bathroom.

 Paris looked over at Sid and then to me. I could see on his face that he didn’t like the new odds and that’s when I saw him slip something shiny into his pocket. 
“Hey John, is there a problem in here?” Sid said.

 Paris just stared at me huffing and puffing. “I think you better get out of here,” Sid said to him, but all he did was back up toward the door. “This is not over,” was all he said.
Halloween
Sid went to the sink and washed up as I waited in the corner of the bathroom to cool down. “You better watch your back,” Sid said as he looked at me in the mirror. “I can’t take care of you forever,”
Sid stepped toward the door.

“You got paint on your face,” he said pointing at my cheek. I turned to the mirror as Sid grinned and flickered the light switch on his way out of the door. 
It was one of Sid’s favorite tricks. As the lights went on and off it acted like a strobe light and everything felt like it was going in slow motion.

 Sid would always leave the light on after he had his fun, so I looked in the mirror and waited through the flashes, and that’s when something happened that buckled my knees. Between the flashes of light, I saw the brown paint on my left cheek, but then the lights went off and when they came back on again, an image of a raven appeared behind me in the mirror. 

 I instantly became light headed and I felt my heart skip a beat. I turned to run for the door just as the lights went off again and the door slammed shut. Sid had left me in total darkness. 

Panicking, I felt my way down the wall to the light switch and once they were back on I found I was all alone. 

“It must have been my imagination,” I said out loud as I forced my trembling hands to splash water on my face. 
“What took you so long?” Sid asked as I entered the hallway. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah, just a little tired I guess,” I replied as I brought my hand up to my face. 

“Man, you look pale.” 

“I’m okay,” I snapped as we turned to listen to Mr. Albert.

 “Ve’re missing a box cutter. Did anyone happen to pick one up by accident?” Everyone got quiet as I looked for Paris, but he was nowhere in sight. 

The bus driver tapped his horn and everyone left the building as I tried to wrap my head around what just happened to me in the bathroom. I closed my eyes and the image in the mirror flashed before me again. 
“The raven was just my imagination,” I said to myself. “My mom was right. I just need more sleep.”

I should have ended my day when I got home that night, but as soon as I was off the bus and in my front door the phone rang. “Hello,” I said.

 “Hey, John whatcha wearin?” It was Sid and I could tell he was pumped up about going trick-or-treating. 

“Look Sid, I’m only going out for a little while. I told Kristy we’d meet her at the school dance,” I said cutting straight to the chase.

There was a couple of seconds of dead silence and then he responded. “You did what! First, the play, now the dance. What are you going to join next, the girls volley ball team?!” 

“No,” I replied timidly, “I just thought it would be kinda fun. Besides aren’t we getting a little old for it?” 

Silence fell over the line and I knew he was thinking about the too old comment. “Yeah, I was thinking that too,” he finally said mocking me in frustration. 

“Look, if you go with me I can get out of there sooner,” I said. 

  “All right, I’ll go with you to the dance, but…..  only if you go with me to old man Schliemann’s house tonight.” 

Silence fell over the line again. Sid knew how I felt about the rickety old house on the other side of the swamp.  

“So are you going with me?.... or are you a wimp?” he taunted.

Sid had been double daring me to go to that stupid, old house since the third grade and for the first time he had some leverage to get me to go. I didn’t want to be alone with Paris out there looking for me.
 “All right,” I finally said as a lump began to grow in my throat. “I’ll see you after dinner at the fort in the swamp.” I hung up the phone. 

I ran up to my closet where I looked for my costume in the piles of toys and old clothes. When I was in fifth grade, I was a knight, but the kids said that I looked more like a barbarian. 

Regardless, I had the best costume that year. My dad and I had made it from some scrap steel we found in the garage. He was always good making things like that. He cut out the pieces with his torch and welded them to fit me perfectly. 

As I rattled and banged in my room trying to get all of the pieces on, I was a little disappointed to find that I fit into it so nicely this year. I was hoping for a growth spurt that seemed to never come, but I was also glad at the same time that I didn’t have to come up with anything new on such short notice. 

I clanked down the stairs in full body armor and with a loud crash I sat at the table for dinner. No one seemed to notice that I looked any different than normal as they ate their food in total silence. My mom was toweling off the counters in the kitchen and she looked distracted as I broke the silence and finally spoke up. 

“Mom, I’m going out with Sid after dinner and then we’re going to the school Halloween dance,” I announced.

 With a far off look on her face she replied, “Okay, honey, I just don’t want you to be alone tonight. Stick with Sid and call me after the dance and I’ll pick you up….. Ohh, and bring those two way radios that I got you for your birthday last year and give one to Sid just in case you two split up.”

 “Sure mom, but why? What’s going on?”  I asked.

 My mom paused and looked at me for a moment. “Mrs. Churchill just called here and said that a kid in the middle school didn’t come home on the bus this afternoon and the police are out looking. I’m sure they went to a friend’s house, or something, but it always makes me nervous when I hear things like that.” 

I looked at my mom and could see the concern in her eyes. “Mom, don’t worry. Kids do that sort of thing all the time. I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

 Mom reached over and straightened up my chest plate. She licked her fingers and brushed my hair to the side with her hand like I was headed out to Sunday school. “Just stay with a group okay?”

 I quickly agreed and finished eating my dinner in silence with the rest of the family, but as soon as I was done I ruffled up my hair and jetted out the front door clanking all of the way across the street and into the swamp. As I entered Sid’s and my domain, all I could hear was the sound of the peepers and an ungainly croaking in the night air.  Looking down I saw the dark shadow of a black bird as it fluttered over head and toward the horizon. I thought about Sid’s challenge. 

Ever since our moms allowed us to cross the street Sid and I had been playing in that swamp and I knew every inch of it by heart. This was our own personal playground complete with home made rafts and rope swings. I followed the beaten path that Sid and I had blazed in the summer to the fort that we had just finished building. 

The oak tree that the fort was in was huge and when I arrived there I climbed the five wooden steps to reach the first limb and clanked through the open hatch in the floor of the fort. Once inside it was an easy climb to the roof through a second hatch and I immediately looked to the east through the clearing in the far off trees at the Schliemann house. 

It was the place we always avoided, the only house that boarded the swamp and it was the biggest reason that no other kids would even enter the swamp. No one ever saw old man Schliemann, but the word in town was that he was some kind of freak. I didn’t want to go there, but wanted Sid to go with me to the dance. I made the deal with him and I knew I would have to follow through. 

Gazing through the branches at the dilapidated structure in the distance, a shiver went down my spine. The night air was cooling off the swamp and an eerie fog was rising from the water.

  The Schliemann house looked so out of place in our town, but at the same time it looked like it had always been there. I couldn’t see the first floor even from the height of the oak tree because a massive wooden gate covered in ivy enclosed the property, but I could see from the second floor up. Three pointed towers rose from the structure and a dim light seemed to flicker in a window from the highest peek. I was drawn into the scene and was deep in thought when a voice from below nearly gave me a heart attack.

“Who goes there?” My concentration was broken and as I looked down my natural reaction was to go for my sword as I didn’t even recognize Sid the barbarian looking straight up at me. 

“Man, you scared me,” I laughed pointing at Sid and loosening my grip on the sword.

 “Well, get down from there, or are you chicken?” he replied taking off his helmet. 

“I’m not chicken,” I said as I tossed the two way radio down to him.

 “What’s this for?” he asked when I got to the bottom.

 “Mom wanted us to have em’ just in case we get lost or something.” Sid looked up at me with a smirk, tucked it in his shirt pocket and led the way. 
The Point

I followed Sid as we walked the trail through the swamp in silence to the “point of no return.” Several years before Sid and I marked a tree with a sign that stated just that, vowing to never go any closer to the dreaded Schliemann house. “Point of no return,” I read aloud as he clanked up to the tree. 

“I’m taking it down John,” Sid said as he pulled the rusted nails from the bark and threw the sign into the shallow water. “There’s no place that I’m too afraid to go anymore.” With the splash Sid stepped across the line and then looked back at me, “I past the point and now I can’t go back,” he said as a shiver went down my spine. I quickly brushed off my sense of good judgment and prayed that Sid would just chicken out before we got to the door. 

As we drew closer to the property the air strangely seemed to become heavier. I don’t know if it was just me, but every step was a struggle and it felt like it took forever as we followed the wooden fence around the perimeter and to the iron gate. Peering between the bars Sid glared at the fortress in the distance and then he reached up to the rusted latch and pulled the pin freeing it to swing on its grinding hinges. The familiar sound of steal on steal screeching into the night air gave me the willies as Sid and I pushed together allowing just enough room to slip behind the wooden wall. And then, without warning, a covey of ravens took flight from a thick patch of brush, scaring us half to death. 
“Man, this is our worst idea ever,” I whispered to Sid as I tried to control my breathing. Sid didn’t say a word and for a moment neither of us even moved as we gazed at the overgrown garden and the tall swamp grass as time itself seemed to stand still. I had never seen anything quite like it before.
 Through the neglect I could tell that it was once a beautiful entrance that was meant to complement a beautiful estate, but the years of growth and the obvious lack of care had taken its toll. 

We continued through the maize of bushes and followed the broken stone path in silence. Looking from side to side I noticed several marble statues which seemed to be peering back at us through the tangled mess.  

“Hey Sid,” I whispered pointing into the thick branches. “Check out those things.” Sid stopped and reached in pushing the foliage to the side.

 “It’s a statue,” he said as he bent down to clear off it’s base. “It says Po-sei-don,” he whispered back.

I stood there a moment stalling, just hoping that Sid was reconsidering. Something, besides the obvious, just didn’t seem right about this place. It was more than just scary and I had a bad feeling that we were about to get ourselves into something that neither of us could handle. “Sid, this is a really bad idea…. Come on man, let’s just go.”
 “Hey, you coming, or are ya going to stare into those bushes all night?” Sid challenged, ignoring me again. 

“Yeah, I’m coming,” I said “but I don’t like it.” 

Each statue was of a different Greek god or goddess. They were all pointing to the mansion with an extended arm.
There were twelve in all. Poseidon, Ares, Athena and Aphrodite invited us to go in as I saw the great wooden doors in the distance. I wondered what the garden must have looked like when it was kept up and I wondered what would have led someone to leave it in such a poor condition. 

We continued down the broken path of bluestone and finally arrived at the entrance way. Double doors made of solid oak towered before us and a thick, brass ring hung from the nostrils of stallions, one on each door. I turned to look at Sid and tried to swallow down the lump that was lodged in my throat. At first, he looked serious, but seconds later he cracked a grin and whispered, “Trick or treat…. You knock.” 

 I knew that it would turn into a push and shove match if I didn’t do something, and standing in the doorway wasn’t getting me to the dance, so I motioned him to come closer and took the ring in my hand. The sound shocked me as it was louder than I had expected. It echoed throughout the entire building. 

“Wham! Wham! Wham!” 

I waited about ten seconds, turned to Sid and whispered, “Looks like nobody’s home, Lets get….” 

Sid’s face went flush and I turned back to see that he was watching the brass knob slowly turn. My heart seemed to stop as I heard the iron bolt  and the door cracked open. My legs jolted and was about to take off, when Sid reached back, grabbed my chest plate and hung on tight. 

“Who’s out there?” a scratchy feeble voice demanded from behind the door. 

“Trick-or-treat.” I said as politely as I could, stepping out and allowing room for the door to swing around us. The light spilled into the foyer of the house and finally upon the tiny figure before us as Sid and I took a half step in. 

I immediately had a sense of relief. The light was almost more than the little man could take and I recognized him right off the bat from the wreck in front of my house. Shielding his eyes from the setting sun he squinted and looked up at me. He was blinking and wiping his runny nose with the crusty sleeve of his tattered flannel shirt. 

“I have no time for kids such as you, now leave an old man alone and be on your way.” He hadn’t recognized us as he began to pull the door closed again just as the sun slipped behind the mountain casting a shadow over the garden. “Be gone I tell you!” he shouted waving his hands in a sweeping motion. 

I looked at Sid and took a step to the side trying to allow room for the door to swing closed again when Schliemann placed his hand on my armor bracing himself to push me out of the way.  “Lets go Sid,” I said turning my back on the little man. 

“We’ll just have to trick em then,” Sid jokingly grunted like a tough guy as he bumped into me. 

“Stop horsing around and let’s get outa here,” I replied. 

With my final word I heard a gasp and then the sound of something hitting the floor with a thud.  I no longer felt the pressure of Schliemann’s hand on my armor, so I immediately turned around only to see him lying on his back, face up on the floor. 

“John, we killed him!” Sid shouted in a panic.

 I kneeled down to him. “Get him some water,” I looked up and replied. “He’s breathing.” 

Sid hurried past us as he clanked into the darkened room and I held my fingers to the Schliemann’s wrist to find a pulse. 

Moments later he returned with some murky water and we propped the guy up. “Man, he has bad breath,” Sid said waving his hand in front of his nose. 

“Yeah, you do too,” I said with a grin.
 “Look he just passed out or something.  I knew this was a bad idea. He’s old Sid…. and he probably doesn’t get visits from barbarians every day.”

 I looked at Sid and could tell that he felt bad. “We’ll just wait a few minutes. He’ll be back on his feet and then we’ll get out of here.”

A few seconds later, he was blinking and I was relieved. “Mr. Schliemann, We’re sorry to have bothered you. Are you alright?” I asked. He blinked a few times and looked up at me as we crouched before him. Finally he reached up and put his hand on my armored shoulder. After catching his breath he looked into my eyes and said in a whisper, 

“You’ve come.”
Let’s Boogey

“Yes, that’s right sir and if you’re alright now we’ll be leaving.” I said, handing him his walking stick. 

“No…… I mean… You can’t leave yet,” he stammered. 

The tiny man gathered himself up and stood.  “I haven’t given you anything for your journey, I mean… Halloween.” 

Sid leaned over my shoulder and whispered, “Ya think he hit his head?” 

I silently nodded to Sid as Schliemann motioned us into the next room. Sid and I just stood there looking at each other, but then I figured the least we could do was visit for a minute.
 “Well, what are you waiting for?” he turned and snapped “Didn’t you hear me? I said I have something for you... Now, follow me.” 

With hesitation, I took a step in and toward the back room as Sid followed behind me. Schliemann led the way wobbling from side to side and finally he leaned his walking stick against a chair and reached up to get a key that was hanging from a leather strap around his neck. With his shaky hand he unlocked a small creaky door to a dim room. 

“I haven’t been in this room since my great grandfather closed the door for the last time when I was a child,” he said in a raspy, but almost excited voice.

 Sid turned to me and whispered, “If he’s getting our candy outa there, I’m not eating any.” Silently, I agreed.
The place was filthy. Cobwebs were draped like curtains from every corner of the room and about a half inch of dust was covering every surface. It was obvious that the space was once used as a study or a library, because books of every sort filled shelves that covered every wall. 

The room was dark and stuffy as we made our way to the other side to a large wooden desk. Schliemann took his place behind it. Climbing up in the leather chair, he took a deep breath. After he caught up with himself he was able to speak. “Go to the curtain and pull those drapes back,” he ordered.

 There was a sense of urgency in his voice and Sid went to the window. As the rays of light poured past the purple curtains for the first time in more than a half a century, tiny particles of dust swirled in every direction. With my eyes I followed the dancing dust captured by the rays of light to the shelf where they rested upon a figurine.  
 Goosebumps instantly covered my body as I looked at a carving of a wooden raven, but the only response from Schliemann as he noticed my reaction was the grin that revealed his crooked yellow teeth. 

“Boys, I want to give you something and I want you to listen to me very closely,” he said as he leaned forward and reached behind his neck once again. “I have been holding on to this key ever since my great grandfather gave it to me and now you have come for it.”

 He held it up in the light. Dangling from the end was a key and imbedded in the grip was a dark red stone. Leaning down he used it once again to open the lower drawer of the desk, and from it he carefully pulled a large wooden box. 

The lid of the box looked to be hand carved. On it was a scene showing flames coming from within a great walled city. Schliemann gently ran his hand over the raised flames. 

“My great grandfather told me you would eventually come and I was to listen for the words you spoke. Now, after all these years his prophesy has finally come true.”  

Schliemann’s boney hand turned the key once again and he opened the lid of the wooden box.

 Sid and I leaned forward peering into it. Inside was a small, leather bound book and imbedded in the cover was another golden plate engraved with the title ILLIAD. With two hands he lifted the book and ran his fingers over the spine.
 “My great grandfather, Heinrich Schliemann made this book his life’s work,” he said looking up at a portrait on the wall. Schliemann carefully opened the cover and ran his finger along the words that appeared on the page. 

The words they’ve spoken “trick” and “horse” 

Will set them on a dangerous course. 

But you shall give them what they need 

Or their mission won’t succeed.

The key and book will guide them there 

But after that they must beware.

For if they don’t return in three,

Lost in time they’ll always be

 Mr. Schliemann slowly looked up from his reading and looked straight at Sid “Lost in time they’ll always be,” he repeated.
 “These words have changed,” he said pulling his reading glasses from his chest pocket with a shaky hand. 

Bring back the girl and end the fight.

Go to the dance it starts tonight.

Follow the tracks; you’ll need your key 

Your days are short, you have just three.

To pass the test of forgotten lore

You must return or be nevermore.

Schliemann shook his head from side to side as he placed the book carefully in my Halloween bag and gave me the key with a trembling hand. 

“Be careful boys and good luck,” he said wobbling from side to side as he rushed us back to the door. “You must go now.”
Sid and I walked down the front steps and began our silent walk. I glanced back one last time at old man Schliemann and his crooked smile in the doorway as I draped the leather strap over my head. 

“He’s just a crazy old man,” Sid said. “Let’s just get outta here.”

 Looking into the tangled garden once again I noticed something had changed about the goddesses that sent the hair on the back of my head on end. 
“I could’ve sworn they were pointing toward the house.” I said to Sid as I looked into the tangled mess. 
 Now, each statue held out an extended arm toward the gate. It was if they were sending us off. 

I stopped for a moment and looked up in the night sky and at the full moon.

 “John, what the heck are you waiting for?” Sid finally asked. 

“I don’t know man, but something’s not right.”

Sid just waved me over.  
“Look man, we’d better boogie or we’ll miss the dance.

Trapped

Sid and I picked up the pace and we made our way back through the swamp and into town without saying a word. Kids were everywhere filling their bags like squirrels gathering nuts for the winter.  In groups they went in costumes, laughing and running down the sidewalks and across the streets. 

Suddenly, I felt a little bit older and out of place among the other kids. And looking back, Sid even seemed different to me for some reason and I was glad we were going to the dance.

 The middle school was about a half a mile east of town and we made good time. Leaving the small wood lot, we entered the back side of the school parking lot. When the building came into view I had an incredible feeling of disappointment.

 “It’s dark,” I said. 
Sid glanced up from the stone that he was kicking across the blacktop. “They’re probably just trying to keep it spooky,” he said noticing my reaction. “I’m sure everyone’s in there.”

 We came up to the double doors and I pulled the handle of the one on the left.
 “Locked,” I muttered as my heart sank into my gut. Stepping to the side, I pulled the second door, but to my surprise it jerked free. 

Turning around I noticed that Sid wasn’t watching what I was doing. He was scanning the parking lot. “Umm, where are all of the cars, John?” he asked. “All I see is a cop car and…” 
“Lets go in and see,” I interrupted. “I think I hear people.” 

Sid picked up his stone, put it in his pocket and followed me in. The first few steps into the building were the hardest. The only light came from the red exit signs, but they brightened the hall pretty well. But strangely the sound seemed to come from the sixth grade wing. 
“Sid, why would they have the dance down there?” I whispered as we made our way past the eighth grade lockers.

 Sid didn’t answer. He had found a pencil and was kicking that down the hall. “Look, someone tracked paint,” he said pointing to the floor.

 I looked down at the sneaker track and instantly flashed back to Paris at play practice. “I hope they make that big jerk clean it up,” I said as we followed the tracks down the hall. 

The closer we got to the sixth grade wing the louder the voices became. Finally we turned the corner. I was fully expecting to see crowds of kids and party decorations, but we saw nothing more than red exit signs and an empty hallway.

 “John, let’s get outa here. Something’s not right,” Sid stopped and said.

 I turned to him and grabbed his arm, “Lets just find out where these footprints go and then we’ll leave.”

Looking down the whole way, I followed the tracks until suddenly they took a drastic turn to the right and ended at the wall. My head bounced back with a thud and Sid let out a laugh. And that’s when I looked up and realized exactly where I was. 

“Locker 36. That idiot tracked paint to my locker!” I said. Sid grabbed my forearm. I looked up at him as his face flushed. “Hey John did you notice something?” ……Shhhh, he whispered, “The voices stopped.” 

We both stood there for a moment as goose bumps covered my arms. I shook off the instinct that had been telling me to go home all night and looked down the hall once again. The footprints appeared to have ended at the door of my locker, so taking a hold of the lock I began to fumble through my combination. 

“What are you doing man! Lets just get outta here,” he said in a panic. 

 “Three to the right -20. Two to the left -7…..”

“John, somebody’s coming,” Sid said as he grabbed me by my shirt and put his finger up to his lips. I could hear the footsteps coming from around the corner too, but there was no place to hide. 

“Find a locker and get inside!” I whispered. I flipped my lock to 21 and stepped inside as Sid ran to his locker a couple rows down and just barely stuffed himself in costume and all.  

Instantly, a flood of memories came rushing back. I didn’t want to be caught and I definitely didn’t want to be rescued again. Peering out of the vent, I watched and listened as two people came into sight.

 “Well officer, the only thing I heard was that she was spending time with a sixth grade boy and was last seen at his locker near the end of the day. I’ve never had any trouble with either one of them. I just can’t imagine what could have happened….. Where would you like to start?” 

The trooper turned to my principal and replied. “Lets start at the boy’s locker. Maybe we can find something there.” 

I suddenly remembered what my mom had told me. “They must have called off the dance to look for that missing kid,” I thought to myself. My principal was fumbling through a pile of papers just outside my locker and running his finger down a long list. “Here it is, locker 36…… The boy’s name is John.” 

Second Chances

My mind was racing to put the pieces together. A cold sweat rushed over my body.
 “This can’t be! Kristy’s gone, and they think I had something to do with it.” 

“Well, if we find out that he’s involved in this, he’ll be lucky if he only gets time in juvy hall,” the state trooper warned. 

All I could do was watch helplessly through the vent as I tried as hard as I could to control myself. The trooper leaned up against my locker as Mr. Alter rifled through the pages.

 “I remember these old locks from when I was a kid,” he said, as Mr. Alter let out a sigh and then looked back up at my number.

 “I have to go back to my office and get the other list of combinations,” he said to the trooper. 

“Okay, I’ll go with you,” he replied.  “I want to see where these foot prints came from.” 

The sound of footsteps trailed off and I leaned back in relief to hear them go, and that’s when I noticed something strange. Light appeared from over my right shoulder and it rested on my locker door. I slid to the side, and the beam widened and rested on what looked like duct tape and stuck to it was a hand written note. In the light I read the lines that appeared on the paper.

I have the girl, you have the key

Now turn the lock and you will see.

But just remember back in three,

Or lost in time you’ll always be. 

Slowly, I looked over my right shoulder and followed the source of the beams. They led to a keyhole outlined in light and with a trembling hand I reached around my neck and pulled out the key that Mr. Schliemann had given me. With a twist I heard a loud snap. The locker jolted and slowly began to pivot.

 I turned and looked out of the vent as I watched the hallway move by and a scene of total darkness replaced it. The air suddenly became so thick I could barely breathe. I just closed my eyes and struggled to fill my lungs as I felt as though it was spinning. 
 Finally, with a puff of air the movement stopped. I felt rough lumber that replaced the once smooth steel. Breathing became easier, but I could sense that there was someone right in front of me and then I opened my eyes.


“Menelaus! Are you listening to me?” a man was shouting right into my face. 

My legs stiffened but I said nothing as I stared straight into the eyes of a barbarian. 

“I said we must strike tonight,” He continued. The mighty Spartans have no use for this foolish trickery!” 

His hair was long and greasy and he spoke with a mouth full of rotten teeth.  I quickly looked around.  I was inside a small, dark room with two armored men. The one smelled really bad and I prayed that they were kids just wearing Halloween costumes, but I knew it was something much different.
Thankfully, he took a step toward a table that was set up in the middle of the room.
 “And Odysseus, you’re a fool too!” he pointed at the other man standing in the corner. “We are Greeks. We will crush the city of Troy like all other cities we battle!” 

“Yes, Patroclus…. but not this time,” Odysseus argued…. The Trojan walls will not relent, and we can’t last forever….. It’s been ten long years.”

Patroclus ignored him and stepped up to the table. On it was a miniature model of a great walled city and then without warning he brought his fist down upon the center piece. He glanced at me with rage in his eyes as he smashed a tiny wooden model of a horse and then he tossed the table over.

 I took off my helmet and ran my fingers through my hair.  

“What’s wrong with you two!” he pointed at me and shouted. “Or have you forgotten, THEY HAVE YOUR QUEEN!” 

The man that he had called Odysseus turned to me waiting for me to say something. “It’s your decision Menelaus. Do we use the plan of the gods, or do we continue to be defeated by the walls of Troy?”
 “Just give me a minute….. please.” I said. 

“Well I’m not waiting any longer!”Patroclus stomped to the center of the room, knelt down and took a hold of a handle embedded in the floor.  
Light poured into the room from below revealing it a hidden exit and once he was gone, Odysseus followed behind him. 
Finally, I was left all alone in the torch lit room and when they reached the bottom of the rope ladder Odysseus walked away and into the crowd while a huge scarred warrior joined Patroclus. I listened in trying to make sense of what was happening.

 “Listen Ajax,” Patroclus said to him. “We don’t need Odysseus or King Menelaus. If they won’t go to battle and fight like Spartans, I will take the armor of my friend Achilles and finish this war once and for all myself!”

 Ajax looked at him and nodded his head. “And I will fight with you, he replied. 

TROY

As Sid waited silently several doors down from my locker a raven watched the scene unfold before him through the opened window of the school. Sid listened quietly as the footsteps trailed off in the distance. 
It took a few seconds for him to regain some courage, but soon he was convinced that the coast was clear, so he slowly opened the door and took a step out. As he crept down the wall and toward locker 36, he looked up as an exit sign began to flicker. 

“Hey John,” he whispered. “We gotta get outa here.” Sid tapped lightly on the steel door, but there was no response. “John, there coming back, man…. now let’s go!” He said as he jiggled the handle sending an echo down the empty corridor. 

After I didn’t come out, he quickly worked my combination and opened the door. Looking inside he couldn’t believe his eyes. The locker was completely empty.  “I can’t believe he bolted!” he said to himself as he swished my jacket from side to side. 

He suddenly stopped as he strained to listen. Just barley over the sound of the buzzing lights, the tapping footsteps of the principal and the trooper could be heard echoing down the hallway, and a second later, voices came from around the corner. 

“I have that list of combinations Officer Deck. Let’s go see what’s inside.” 

 Fear took over as he knew that his only exit was blocked and without thinking Sid stepped into my locker and pulled the door closed behind him. His heart began to pound in his chest as he instantly realized his mistake. 

“Stupid, Stupid, Stupid,” he said to himself as soon as he heard the click of the lock.  Peaking out the vent, Sid found himself in the same predicament I was in moments earlier. 

“Those footprints came from the auditorium. I see the kids are having a play,” Trooper Deck stopped and said.

 “Yes, both John and the girl have parts in it. It’s called the Iliad.” 

They stopped and talked outside the locker door as Mr. Alter searched papers for the combination. Sid stood inches away from them in a helpless situation. Only a thin sheet of metal stood between him and the juvenile detention center.
At a different time and place I was frantically searching the thick plank wall for the key I had left lodged somewhere in the wall. I gently covered the area with my hands, but after several attempts and finding nothing, I stepped back and took a strained look. 

 In the darkness I caught a glimpse of ruby red as the flickering torch behind me cast a shot of light across the room. I rushed to it and with a twist and a click the section of the wall broke free once again. Light spilled in from another place in time.  Quickly, I pulled the key from the wall and stepped back as I heard a hollow banging noise and watched the planks begin to pivot before my eyes. 

Only seconds later, Sid stood before me with his eyes squeezed shut. He was holding my Social Studies book in both hands in a feeble attempt to hide himself behind it. 

As quickly as I could, and before he rotated past, I grabbed him and pulled him from the locker as it continued to rotate, replacing the sheet metal box with rough wooden planks once again. 
Sid didn’t even realize it was me. He still had his eyes closed as he fell to the floor and tucked his legs up clutching my book in his hands. 
“Please, I didn’t have anything to do with it!” he began to plead, but getting no response he opened his eyes and looked up at me.

 “What happened?...... Where are we?” he asked scrambling to his feet. 

I walked over to the flickering torch that was hanging in the wall on the opposite side of the room and brought it closer to us. 
“I don’t know Sid, but I have a feeling that we’re living the play from school,” I said. 

“Not again! This can’t be happening.” Sid yelled as he turned and punched the wall in frustration. With a crack, his fist went straight through the plank splintering the wood. He looked at me in shock and I took a step closer to him. 

“You all right?” I asked as he looked at his right hand in the light that poured through the hole in the wall. 

“Yeah, I’m okay. Guess I just don’t know my own strength,” he said with a snicker as I squinted in the darkness and then slowly took a hold of his beard.  “What the heck are you doing?” he said slapping my hand away.

 I had pinched a tuft of his beard and Sid let out an “Ouch! that hurts.” As he rubbed his chin. 

“Yeah, well it’s not a costume anymore.” I said poking at him. 

Sid started checking out his biceps as I opened the Halloween bag pulled out Schliemann’s leather bound book. I Opened the cover and read the words aloud. 

“Now you’re both here, this life is real

And from this book will truth reveal.

This horse will take you to that place

But danger you will have to face

Sleep well tonight your task is great.

Use all your love, but never hate

A time will come, but if you do

You’ll lose the life that you’re used to.”

I looked up from my reading.

  “I wanna go home,” Sid said.
 “Go home to what?….Sid” there’s a trooper back there looking for us.”
I looked at the wooden wall and turned back to Sid. 
 “Sid, you can go home, but I’m staying here. I have to find Kristy. I’m not leaving her here.” 

I stepped up to him, grabbed his wrist and pressed the key into his palm. Turning his back to me he gazed blankly at the rough planks. I watched on as he took a deep breath.
Sid just shook his head as he looked down at the floor.

 “Friends stick together no matter what…. I’m  stayn’ with you.” 

Relief fell over me. Sid was a once in a lifetime friend. 
“Thanks man,” I said putting my hand on his shoulder.

  Sid just cracked a grin, “Besides, the keyhole’s gone.” He tossed the key in the air and I caught it in my hand. Glancing up at the wall I realized that he was right. There was no way out.

The War Plan

Sid took a deep breath. “Do you smell smoke?” 

 ……..“I don’t smell anything.” I replied kneeling down to the broken model in the corner of the room. 
I was trying to prop up the broken pieces.

“It kinda looks like old man Schliemann’s place,” I said. It was all dilapidated with its three tall towers and a huge wall that surrounded it.  
I spoke to Sid as I studied the model.

“There were two men in this room before you got here and one’s name was Odysseus. We should probably check the Social Studies book for anything on him.”
 Sid flipped to the index of my book and then he found the section on Greece. He leaned up against the wall near the torch and read an excerpt from the Iliad aloud. 

“It says here…

“And then Odysseus made us build a great wooden horse. We built it and left it outside the city of Troy and our best warriors hid themselves inside the beast.”
 And it was our plan that Paris and Hektor would watch on from the safety of the walls as we set our sails and made it seem in every way that we were going to leave from there city defeated. This we did, and the Trojans saw a thousand ships sail away from before them. But what they didn’t know was that deception was lying in wait within the hollow of the wooden horse. 

Sid looked up from his reading. 

“Well, what happened next?” I asked. 

He flipped through the pages.
 “It doesn’t say,” he replied. 

“What do you mean it doesn’t say. Was Helen rescued?”
 I grabbed the book from him and looked at the picture of the wooden horse. Then I skimmed the pages. 

“Schliemann…. “It was him! It says it right here that Heinrich Schliemann discovered the ruins of a city called Troy off the coast of the Aegean Sea in 1869. He used an ancient poem called the Iliad written by a blind poet named Homer as his guide to the city’s location…. I knew we shouldn’t have gone to that stupid, old house!”

 “I’m sure they got the girl and lived happily ever after,” Sid said. 

I kneeled back down and took up the broken pieces of the tiny wooden horse in my hand, I pieced it back together and tried to stand it up.
 The horse toppled over and fell.
 “Paris knows the plan, Sid. We can’t follow the history book this time.”
I just stared into the model. Tiny warriors were scattered everywhere across the floor.  

Chills ran down my spine as I turned to Sid and he whispered, “It’s a trap, John.”  
I tucked Schliemann’s book in my armor as I tilted the trap door up on end as I had seen the men do before me.
 Standing at the edge I gazed down at about 40 feet of open air. A rope ladder was dangling from the opening, and I could see several people gathered at the bottom. 

I took Sid’s hand and with his help I went down a few rungs when my breath was taken from me. Thousands of warriors, each holding a lighted torch illuminated the evening sky. They were waiting for me to make my decision. 

I tried to focus, to recall my lines from the play. That’s when I looked up and noticed where we had been. 

It was the Trojan horse. The ladder we were climbing down stretched from a hidden door in the belly of the wooden beast to the ground below.

 It was all so real. We were living out the play from school.

 I was about thirty feet from the bottom, when I learned something much more had changed about Sid. Placing my foot on the next rung down, I heard a quick snap and my legs instantly dropped out from under me. I had a good grip on the rope, but my right hand slipped away as my legs swung out into the open air. 

The pieces plummeted to the ground below as my left hand began to slip away. 

“Sid!” I yelled as I looked up for what I thought would be my last time, but what I saw instead amazed me. With all the speed of Achilles and with one motion Sid clutched the rope with one hand and reached down with the other. It was so quick I could barely see him move as he grabbed my flailing arm and lifted my entire body weight. He gently set me on the next rung as I looked up at him in amazement. 

A roaring applause broke out from below, and when my racing heart slowed down I regained some courage and made my way down. Finally, with my feet on solid ground, I looked into the eyes of the fiercest warriors to ever live. 
Patroclus was staring at Sid, probably just trying to figure out where he had come from, but Sid just stood there staring straight back at him. A few awkward seconds passed and I was getting a little uneasy, when surprisingly Sid finally spoke up. 

“Is that… is that really you?” Sid asked him.   

“Yes, it’s me my cousin. And how has the great Achilles been?”

 Sid scratched his head and looked into his eyes. “I’ve been well,” he replied with a confused look on his face. “but how… How did you get here?”
“I was about to ask you the same thing,” Patroclus said looking up at the horse.

With a smile Sid went to shake his hand, but Patroclus stopped short. 

“Take it easy Achilles, remember we may be cousins, but….I’m still just a mortal,” he said.
 Sid just looked at him and released his hand as I turned to the army that was waiting for my command.
Camp

The glow of a thousand burning torches in the hands of warriors lit up the night sky and all eyes were on me. The Spartans were waiting for my orders and I knew I needed to say something, so I cleared my throat and prepared myself to speak. 
Thinking back to play practice I projected as loudly and clearly as I could. 
“For ten long years we have pounded the walls of Troy…. and for ten years we have failed.” A blanket of silence fell over the crowd.

 “Soon we will end this. We have built this great wooden horse and we will use it to send a clear message to the enemy. Spartans have brawn, but we also have brains. Sleep well tonight, for in two days time you will all need your strength.”

The warriors began to leave and my speech seemed effective when another voice broke the silence and halted the crowd.
 “I SAY WE STRIKE TONIGHT!” Patroclus turned and yelled into the crowd. 

Everyone stopped and turned their attention toward him. “If you have no will to fight, then join Menelaus and Odysseus, but bravery wins war and Spartans have no use for these foolish tricks.” 
He looked up at the horse and then hurled his war axe lodging it deep in its wooden belly. 
“I challenge you all to come with me into battle one last time!”
 He reached over and took Sid’s shield from him and raised it over his head.
 “I will wear the armor of our greatest warrior Achilles, and I will lead you to victory!” he shouted.  

The crowd let out a tremendous roar as Ajax and Patroclus pounded their shields and raised their swords high above their heads and paraded around. Every soldier followed them and when the noise finally subsided Patroclus stepped up to Sid once again. 

‘ This time I will lead the men into battle, Achilles.” he said. “I humbly ask for your armor that I may strike fear in the hearts of our enemy.”

Sid just looked into his eyes. “I hope you know what you’re doing,” he said as they traded swords, shields and helmets.
The Spartans had been trained to kill since age seven and they were honored to die in battle. They would not accept defeat and their pride had clouded their good judgment.

Odysseus stepped up to me. “Let’s go,” he said and he led the way to our hut at the center of camp.
There was no door to our hut, but none was needed. The camp was like a den of lions and we didn’t need the protection of doors. 

Inside, there were two cots made from wolf hide stretched over wooden rods and a flat slab of wood that made a desk. A flaming torch burned over it and an open book rested on the top. 
I stepped up to the book and turned the page, “How’s Homer doing on the Iliad? Odysseus asked me.
“Looks like it’s all done but the end.” I replied.
 I looked up at him and he paused for a moment. 
“Odysseus, what do you think would happen if Paris and Hector knew of our plan?” I asked.
He turned to me in the doorframe. 
“The Trojans would surely burn us alive inside that wooden horse…. but I trust the gods with my life and this plan is good,” he said as he stepped out of the hut and into the darkness.
Sid began to go through the armor in the corner of the room as I stepped up to a wooden crate and lifted the lid.
 On top of a neatly folded blanket was a conch shell and beside that, a bone handled knife. I carefully placed those things beside my cot and then I turned to the blanket and folded it back. I laid my grandfather’s sword beside me and closed my eyes.  
Sid just leaned back and opened Schliemann’s book. A few minutes passed and I sat up as he read aloud.

“Time stands still while you’re away

Just be careful every day.

In only three you must return 

And you will watch the city burn. 

Trojans stir while you’re asleep

So close to you your weapon keep.

Use all your love, but never hate 

For if you do you’ll be too late.”
A Visit in the Night

Almost an hour had gone bye and Sid was really quiet. 
“Hey, are you all right?” I finally asked him, but he didn’t even look up. I set my sword down beside me. 
“Sid, what’s wrong with you?” I asked.

 “His eyes are the same as my cousin Pat’s, John and they even move exactly alike,” he said. 

Sid got up and went to the corner. Out of the pile of weapons he took a short sword and returned to the foot of his cot. I watched on as he leaned forward and gripped the end of the bed.

 I was wondering what he was doing, but instead of asking him, I just watched. It seemed almost like it was his regular night time routine as he slowly dragged the cot backward blocking the door. 

And then, I noticed that this wasn’t the first time the cot had been dragged as the ruts worn in the dirt floor showed that this was something that Achilles had been doing every night for years.

 Sid looked out and lay back down and placed the short sword across his chest. Closing his eyes he said, “Goodnight….. Menelaus.” 

“Whatever Achilles,” I replied. 

Sid just chuckled as I leaned over, grabbed the bone handled knife and blew out the torch. 

For obvious reasons, I couldn’t fall asleep and for hours I found myself looking up at the ceiling as the moonlight cast its glow through the opened door and across the shiny sword lying over Sid’s chest. Sid had drifted off and I was focused on the reflection of the moon when something happened that made me sit up straight in my bed. 

At first, I wasn’t sure if I had just blinked or if my mind was playing tricks on me, but it seemed in a flash the light from the moon had gone away and then came right back again. I watched silently, listening out the door as my pulse began to get back to normal. After several minutes, I decided that it was nothing so slowly, I began to lower myself back to the cot when I heard the snap of a twig and this time there was no doubt that someone or something was just outside our hut.

Reaching for my knife, I stayed in the shadows as I stepped quietly to the middle of the room. I strained to see outside and I tried to control my breathing when the shadow of a Trojan warrior silently rose up from the darkness. 

The massive figure I saw standing over my best friend lying in the doorframe put the hair on the back of my neck on end as his arms extended above his head holding a war axe. His target was clear. 

I knew I couldn’t move quick enough to make it to the man before his blade came down on Sid who was sound asleep and all I had was a small carving knife in my right hand. Without even thinking I flipped the knife in the air and caught the blade in my palm. I took aim and threw it as hard as I could. In the darkness the knife cut through the air and I knew that my aim was true as it flipped several times and met its mark in center of the man’s forehead.

 I could see the shadow of his head snap back and he staggered as I yelled, “Sid, look out!” 

Sid sat up just as the man slumped forward and fell across his lap fumbling the war axe into the middle of our room. 

Sid scrambled and pushed the man from his lap flopping the dead weight over as he rose to his feet. I stepped over the axe and up to him expecting to find my blade sunk deeply into his skull, but as I grabbed a fist full of greasy hair and raised his head all I found was a welt the same size of the butt of my knife and a lump rising from his forehead. 

“I knocked him out!” I said in relief as I let go of his head letting his face biff off the stone floor. 

“We need to warn the others!” Sid shouted as he grabbed his sword and scrambled to put his armor on. I ran to the crate where I pulled out the conch shell and raced outside. 

Putting my lips to the opening I filled my lungs with my deepest breath and blew as hard as I could into the shell. The sound echoed through the night air and what I saw before me filled my veins with terror.

 The Trojans had snuck into our camp and in the moon lit night all I could see were hundreds of them between the tents and huts readying themselves to attack. I took another deep breath to sound the alarm again when I turned just in time to see Sid rushing from behind me in full body armor. He was faster than I had ever seen him move before and there was no chance that I could get out of his way. I glanced to my right and nearly met my fate when a giant Trojan warrior swung his mace and Sid took the blow that was intended for me.

 Sid fell forward and swung his body to the side in one motion as he took the legs out from under my attacker. The man fell back like a rag doll and hit the turf. Without even using his hands, Sid arched his back and sprang to his feet. I was stunned by the quickness of Achilles. The man recovered and pulled his dagger as he was met with Sid’s boot to the side of his face knocking four bloody teeth clear into the air. 

 Standing there in shock I heard his words, but had no reaction. I wanted to move, but my arms and legs were frozen. 

 “Get your armor on!” Sid yelled. “John, Hurry!” 

As Sid shouted he hit me knocking the shell from my hand. It shattered on the ground and broke my trance as I stumbled backward and fell into the hut. I was terrified, but I brought myself together as I fumbled with my equipment and gripped the golden sword. 

By the time I stepped out of the hut the battle had already begun. I followed Sid into a clearing and we watched the warriors clash all around us. 
As I scanned the camp we immediately realized the reputation of the Spartans. They were as fierce as anyone could imagine. War axes flew and swords were bloodied as Trojans chose death rather than to be taken captive. 

The majority of the fighting was concentrated in the center of the camp, but a large number of Trojan warriors were attacking one tent in particular. In the distance Sid pointed to the group and we began to move toward the fight when I noticed who was at the center of the battle.

 “John, that’s Patroclus!” Sid yelled over the sound of war. “He’s wearing my armor! They think it’s me!” 

Sid took off running toward them, but I couldn’t keep up. Patroclus fought hard and many Trojans fell at his feet, but the mass numbers were just too great and before Sid could make it to them Patroclus took a blow to the head and the helmet of Achilles’ fell to the ground. 

When the Trojans saw that it wasn’t Achilles, but rather Patroclus there was a sudden pause in the chaos. Realizing that they had been fooled, they began to attack him in a fury. Patroclus was lashing out in every direction as we raced toward him, but it was not enough to hold off the rage of the Trojans and before Sid could make it to him. Pat’s sword was flung into the air as it was knocked from his hand.

I was running as fast as I could just trying to keep up as the nightmare unfolded before me. My legs couldn’t go quickly enough and I looked up just in time to see what I wish I could forget. 

He had a moment to surrender, but I never thought he would. Instead, he drew his dagger and looked up at Sid for one last time. With a mighty Spartan war cry Patroclus plunged into the crowd. It took three men to hold him, but soon they held his arms outstretched as the fiercest Trojan warrior ran his blade straight through Patroclus.
A Plan

Sid was too late to save Patroclus and when the remaining Trojans looked up and saw the true Achilles baring down on them, they began to scatter all except for one. Skidding to a stop in the dirt, Sid knelt down before his friend and then looked up into the eyes of the last remaining Trojan who was mounting a horse.
 Instantly, he recognized Hektor. He held in one hand the helmet of Achilles’ as if it were a battle trophy and in the other the bloody sword that he had just used. Sid knew he was the one who had delivered the death blow. 

Carefully, Sid rolled Patroclus to his side and I watched my best friend begin to sob. “Don’t leave me Pat. Don’t go,” he pleaded, but Patroclus began to tremble as he slowly reached up with his last bit of life and grabbed Sid by his chest plate. I had to look away as silence fell over the entire camp and he spoke his final words.
 “Finish this,” he whispered. “Finish it.” 

With that, he took a deep rattling breath and his eyes closed for the last time as Sid cradled the lifeless body of the great Patroclus in his lap. Bowing his head he clutched his friend in his arms and all I could do was look on. 

I took a step back and gave Sid space as the anger welled up inside him. His arms began to shake as he clutched Patroclus while the Spartans all around us finished up the job.

The remaining Trojans were no match for the mighty Spartans. The whole thing had lasted for about ten minutes and in the end, there were no breathing Trojans except for the ones back at our hut. It was almost as if the Spartans had gone to work and this was just another end to a normal day. 

As the soldiers began to drag the dead out of camp, Sid and I went back to our hut and tied up our two prisoners inside. They were still unconscious when Sid grabbed the torch and ran to a neighboring tent to relight it. While he was gone, I searched the pages of Schliemann’s book. 

When he returned, I went to the corner, took the wooden bowl and splashed water on their faces. They gasped a few times, shaking their heads and spewing water as they finally came to. 

“Where is she?” I demanded grabbing one by the hair thumping his head against the wall. I pulled the tie on the gag and threw it to the floor. “Where is she!” I yelled into his face.

“Where’s who, you Spartan scum.” The man slowly raised his head. His wet hair was clinging to his face and the water was dripping from it’s ends.

  “Where’s Kristy …Helen!!! Whatever you’re calling her.”

 The man looked puzzled, but I noticed when I said Kristy his partner slowly bowed his head. I turned my attention to him and lifted his head by his hair. “You know who I’m talking about don’t you,” I said, but he made no reply. “You know something about Kristy! What is your name?” I yelled. 

The man looked up with a snap of his neck flipping his hair to one side revealing something very familiar to me. Hanging around his neck by a strip of rawhide was the horse that I had carved for Kristy.  He didn’t even need to say a word, the hatred that burned in his eyes was more than the proof I needed. 

 “Paris,” He growled. 

Without time to react he sprang to his feet with his hands still tied behind his back and darted toward Sid. Driving his shoulder into his mid section, they both fell to the dirt floor. Sid scrambled to get up and ran his knee into Paris’ face leaving him bleeding and unconscious once again lying on the floor. 

“When he wakes up he’s gonna wish he never did,” Sid said cracking his knuckles.

 The other man looked across the room his face as cold as stone.  “Do what you will….. He won’t talk.” He paused as he studied our reactions. “This is Paris, Prince of Troy…. He’ll never speak to Spartan scum even if they are immortal.”

 Sid stepped up to him. “Well maybe you’ll talk then,” he threatened as he took a hold of the man. 

I knew that it was about to get ugly so I took a step toward Sid thinking that maybe this would be a good time for the old, good cop bad cop routine. 

“Maybe he’s right,” I said to Sid with a wink. “Let’s go out and talk about this.”  Sid continued to stare him down as I waved him to the door. “Let’s take off this armor and go think this through,” I said. 

I took off my armor and Sid did the same. We piled it up on the floor and I grabbed Schliemann’s book.  “Woops, I better make sure this is tight,” I said as I walked over to Paris and rolled him on his side.

 Sid had made a nice knot. I grabbed it and gave it a tug as he checked the other prisoner. “Looks good to me,” Sid said in frustration as he headed out the door. I grabbed my sword and followed him out and when we were clear of the hut I raised my finger to my lips. 

“What are you doing?” Sid whispered.

 “You’ll see,” I replied. 

I took the lead and brought him to the ladder that was still set up under the Trojan horse. We began to climb and once we were to the top I lifted the trap door and we both slipped inside. 

“What the heck are we doing in here?” Sid asked again.

 “Just watch,” I replied, as I looked around the room. 

The moonlight was perfect and I was able to locate the cracks in the frame by the way the light shone in between them. I found a larger gap between the planks and pressing my face against the wall, I located the great city of Troy in the distance and then looking down, I peered at our one room hut. 

Sid found the hole that he had made earlier with his fist and did the same without even asking. Once all was settled, I whispered. “Sid, just keep your eye on our hut.” 

Several minutes passed and I noticed a shadow move past the door. Paris peeked out, looked both ways and motioned to his partner. He was wearing our armor and they had no idea that we were watching.

 “There getting away!” Sid whispered.

 “I know, just watch,” I replied.

 After they were sure that the coast was clear they stole away in the night, hiding in the shadows as they cut between the tents to the outside of camp. It took only a few minutes to see where they were going.

 “They’re gone,” Sid said. 

“I know…. I loosened the rope.” 

Sid grabbed me by the shoulders and slammed me against the wooden planks. “I can’t believe you let them go!” he yelled. 

“I knew you wouldn’t let me,” I said, holding up Schliemann’s book. “We have a new plan.”

Helen
Confused and scared Kristy sat in a dark room in the highest building in the center of the city as Sid and I watched Paris cross the plains and reach the walls of Troy. I could see the giant gate open slightly as they slipped in behind it.

 “I wish it were that easy,” I said as we peered through the cracks. 
“What are you looking for?” Sid asked in frustration. 

“See that tallest tower in the center of the city?” I looked over at Sid and he nodded. “I think that’s where Kristy is, but in a second, I’m gonna find out for sure.” 

Three pointed towers rose from center of the city and several seconds later just as I thought, it happened. A dim light began to flicker in an opening from the highest peek. 

 “Looks like the old man Schliemann’s house.” Sid whispered.     

“That’s where she is.” I said as I opened Schliemann’s book.
“How do you know that?” Sid asked.

I just handed it to him.
“To find the girl you’ll let them go

And in the place the light will glow

Just watch them steal into the night

But never let them out of sight

Self control is what you need 

Go as one and she’ll be freed

For soon you’ll know just what to do 

To bring her home it’s up to you.”

Kristy was shackled to the wooden planks on the floor of that room, but she was never really alone. She sat up when she heard the flutter of wings outside the window and the door slammed open. Paris came bounding into the room and Hector was right behind him. 

 “They’re here” Paris said huffing and puffing.

  “Did you see their horse?” Hector asked. 

“Yes, it’s just as the Social Studies book said it would be.”

Hector held up Achilles’ helmet in frustration and then threw it to the floor. “I took down Patroclus. He was wearing Achilles armor,” he said. 

 Paris picked up the Social Studies book and turned from him looking into the darkness.  “Well, there’s no turning back now,” he said. “All we have to do is wait and we will have them here in our city. 

 Hector kicked Achilles helmet and it rolled across the floor as he turned to the window and looked out at our camp in the distance.

Paris picked up the torch and came closer as he looked into Kristy’s eyes.
 “For ten years I have waited to take down the great wall and bring the horse inside and now, with the anger of John and Sid, they will make their mistake and I will end this.” 
Paris got even closer. Reaching over he touched the end of Kristy’s long blond hair. She instantly flinched and pulled away. 

 “Sid and John will stop at nothing to get inside these walls and bring you home. With you as my prisoner and the death of Patroclus I have lit a fire in their souls.” 

With a fist full of her hair he pulled her head back and spoke through his clenched teeth. 
“Well, they may get inside these walls, but they’ll never bring you home. I have the plan of Odysseus.”

 Paris took the Social Studies book and tossed it to the floor. 
“They will burn inside that horse and the Trojans will celebrate their deaths. When the smoke clears and we are finally rid of them we will cross the Aegean Sea to crush Sparta once and for all! I alone will control all of the land and sea and they will answer to me!” 

Paris turned and Hector followed him out of the room slamming the door behind them. Kristy looked down at the history book. The pages were opened and she read from the last lines just before a breeze blew in from the coast and snuffed out the light. 

“The great wooden Horse was brought within the walls and placed upon the streets of the city and the Trojans began their celebration.”    
A tear rolled down her cheek as she turned in the darkness and pulled on the chain that bound her to the floor. With all her might she pulled, but her strength soon gave out and she lie back on the hard wood and closed her eyes. 
Sid and I had watched from afar until the light in the window flickered out.
Opening Schliemann’s book again, I searched the pages. 

“What one man may hear another might see,

Deception is written in history. 

In the absence of light a screen will rise

Learn where to go and cover your eyes.

Do all you can, but, don’t be a fool

The written word you should use as a tool.

 Save whom you will and help who you can

Tomorrow you’ll fight and make a new friend.”

Sid and I climbed down from the wooden horse once again. In the clear night I noticed the wind kick up as several leaves tumbled by. They reminded me of home as I entered the hut and I lay back down on my cot. Sid grabbed his chest plate, and put it on this time before he lay down on his cot too.  

 Exhaustion finally took over and closing my eyes, the scenes of the day began to flash through mind as I began to slip away. 

Attack!

It was one of those nights that seemed to go by in a flash and before I knew it, I was awoken by a barking dog and then a tapping noise on the side of our hut. I instantly sat up trying to gather my wits.
 Sid was still asleep and a man was standing beside him in the doorway holding a leather satchel.

 “Menelaus,” he whispered Menelaus, I have come to write of last night’s events,” 
He stepped over Sid and I just watched as Homer took a seat at the desk and open the pages of the Iliad. 
“How shall we start?” he asked as he made himself comfortable and took out his writing utensil. 

I was a little confused to say the least. According to the history book, The author of the Illiad was supposed to be blind, yet this man seemed to have his sight. 

He simply turned and sat up waiting for me, but when I said nothing he tapped on the wooden top as if in a gesture to say, “I’m ready.”  

I didn’t know what to tell him. After all, I am no writer.

 I stepped up to him and waved my hand in front of his face to see if he would notice. 
“What are you doing?” he said, swatting at my arm.
 “Nothing, I was… just forget it…..  Where did we leave off?” Homer looked annoyed as he read from the book.

“The great wooden Horse was brought within the walls and placed upon the streets of the city and the Trojans began their celebration.”    

I had no idea of how the story should go until I remembered the words of Schliemann’s book.
“What one man may hear another might see,

Deception is written in history.”


“Homer, just take the Iliad with you and whatever happens to me, write the story down as you hear it.” 


Without a word he stood and carefully placed the Iliad in his leather handbag, but before he left he turned to me in the doorframe. I could tell that he sensed something wasn’t right.

 “May the gods be with you,” was all he said.

I looked over Sid as the leaves tumbled by our door and the smell of cooked meat blew into our hut. Sid finally sat up rubbing his eyes. 
“Man, I was hoping this was all just a bad dream,” he said as he swung around putting his feet on the floor. “I smell breakfast.”  

We walked outside and I took a seat on a log near the fire. I watched as the men ate and Sid got a wooden bowl filled with grapes and meat. I noticed a large animal carcass dangling over the fire and suddenly I lost my appetite. The Spartans were eating a horse for breakfast that was killed in the battle the night before. 
Without words they were finishing up their platters when a hollow banging sound began to rise over the sounds of camp. 
At first, I thought it was just a distant roll of thunder, but the more I listened, the louder it got and eventually it sounded like a freight train was coming our way. 

The men began to set their wooden bowls down and turn toward the city of Troy. They took up their weapons as we listened to the challenge of our enemy. 

The night before, the Trojans had come into our camp and today they had the guts to taunt us from behind the safety of their walls. It was just too much for the Spartans to handle, and when the noise died down they led the response with a war cry of their own. 
The sound was deafening as warriors all around us pounded their chest plate with their sword and shouted out the call for war. 

Chills crept over my body as I stood and waited for it all to stop. As soon as the ringing in my ears ended, I looked around and noticed the men were awaiting my command.
 I raised my sword. 
“Mount up!” I shouted over the crowd. 

Those were the words they wanted to hear as together an army of men sheathed their weapons and ran for their horses. 

In only moments we were racing for the city of Troy with a mighty cloud of dust kicking up from under the pounding hooves of several thousand horses. 

Defeated

The massive walls of the city appeared to grow from the ground and as we got closer to the city, and it became clear to me what the Greeks had been up against.  The walls of Troy were awesome at a distance, but breathtaking up close. It was easy to see why this war had been stalled for ten long years. 

As soon as we were in striking distance, the first group was stopped as they were met with a barrage of flaming arrows and spears being launched from Trojans behind the wall. At first, all I could hear was the whizzing sound as they cut through the air and then the thump as they stuck into the shields of my soldiers on the ground below. From a distance they looked like flaming match sticks, but each one had deadly force and the men knew it.

 I looked down in the valley at the fearless Spartans as they walked through the arrows and spears lifting their shields over their heads as if they were having a stroll in a summer rain. The canopy they created over their heads was tight, but some arrows penetrated the cracks and several soldiers dropped to their death. The flaming arrows that met the ground quickly lit up the dry leaves and filled the air with smoke and flames. 

When the Trojans took time to reload from behind the walls and the air was clear, my men would quickly pick up the weapons of fallen soldiers and continue on as quickly as they could. Finally, they reached the base of the massive wall. With war axes in hand they chopped and smashed at the walls in a feeble attempt to penetrate the city as they were pounded from above with everything the Trojans could throw at them. 

Sid and I and the second platoon watched from just out of range at the brutality of the fight.  As one man would fall another would drag the body off to the side and take his place and after about ten minutes a break came in the defense and I was relieved to think that the Trojans might finally be out of ammunition. 

The air filled with an eerie calmness as I watched the smog roll away and a familiar bird light upon the great wall and flutter his wings.

 “Profit! Thing of evil!” I heard a man shout pointing up at the figure on the wall. I turned to him and looked as he shouted again, “Call them back! It’s the bird of yore!”

No danger was in sight and the sound of chopping axes and sledge hammers were all I could hear. For the first time it seemed like we were making progress as chips of stone and wood flew from the city walls and I saw no reason to call them back at the sight of a single raven. 

 I looked over to Sid for a moment to get his reaction, but just as I was about to speak he raised his arm and pointed toward the city. I glanced up and from our vantage point immediately noticed why the Trojans had taken their break.

 Steaming black kettles of oil were being lifted to the top of the city walls. I turned to my right and grabbed the reigns of the nearest horse. 

The man on the horse had seen already and was signaling the men to return by using the sun to reflect a flash of light, but the men were too engrossed in their progress to notice.  “Go warn them!” I yelled. “They’re about to…”

Instantly, the horse reared up and took off in the direction of the city as fast as it could go just as the first of the kettles were tipped over the edge of the wall. It seemed to me like everything was going in slow motion and all I could do was watch as steam billowed up when the molten liquid mixed with the cool air splashed to the earth below. 

Their shields were of no protection and I could hear the sound of Trojans laughing and celebrating from behind the safety of the walls as I watched my men suffering terrible losses. I was filled with anger and I had an incredible urge to join the fight, but at that point death would be certain. 

A few men were able to get out of the way in time, but many had no time to escape.  Screams could be heard and I had to force myself to watch the steam engulf the men. 

I hadn’t noticed before, but by the time the horse I sent was there, I recognized who the rider was. Toting his leather hand bag slung over his shoulder he raced to the scene only to be met by a final splashing kettle. The mass quantity missed him, but the splash and spray met its mark. His horse reared up once again and knocked him off as I strained to see him through the cloud, but when the steam rolled away all I could see was Homer wondering about, holding his hands over his eyes.  

Spartans everywhere began to make their retreat as I automatically took off in the direction of the city in an attempt to save Homer’s life, but as soon as the Spartans were out of range of the splashing oil, the Trojans began to fire a second round of arrows and spears. Soldiers were everywhere hobbling back beyond the line of fire when I looked up and my hart sank as I noticed the gate crack open. Thousands of Trojans on chariots poured out like a swarm of angry bees coming from a hive. 

As I saw so many wounded men and the awesome force bearing down upon them, I realized that this may be the true ending of the Iliad and the last attempt I would have to save the girl I loved. With my loudest voice I let out the war cry, raised the golden sword above my head and raced toward the fight. I would do it alone if I had to and I was willing to die trying if need be. 

With my sword pointed toward the enemy I took the reigns of a nearby horse and climbed up. The horse reared up on its hind legs and I was about to let out the call of death once again when a massive bolt of lightning split the sky behind me and a crack of thunder rolled over the battle field. 

Immediately, everyone stood still and turned toward me as my horse reared up on its hind legs again. I raised the golden sword and in perfect timing a massive bolt of lightning split the sky directly behind me once again and a crash of thunder rolled over the valley.  The sky opened up and hail the size of golf balls began to pummel the soldiers.

 “The gods of Mt. Olympus and the power of Zeus is with us!” I yelled as the darkest cloud I had ever seen rolled in blocking out the sun.

Looking down, I realized that my words had met their mark. The powerful force of nature itself had brought the fight back to their souls and Spartans everywhere turned and faced the enemy. Sid had found a horse of his own and stood by my side. With a kick in the flank we raced into the crowd and with a shout, every warrior turned and followed us. 

Trojans that had every right in the world to think that they had won the war only moments before looked on with disbelief as the Spartans turned and raced toward them with fire in their eyes. This fight was not over.

When I reached Homer, I dismounted my horse and called out to him. He was swinging his sword aimlessly and in every direction in an attempt to ward off any would be attacker. Not wanting to be stabbed, I yelled out to him. “Homer it’s me, Menelaus.”  As soon as he heard my voice he lowered his blade and his shoulders and I quickly guided him back to my horse. 

Sid was defending us from several attackers as I helped Homer step over the bodies of fallen soldiers that were covering the ground. Once we mounted and were on our way to safety through the pounding rain I glanced through the crowd and again saw a familiar face. Hektor was slashing and cutting his way through Spartans straight toward Sid. 

Looking up I pointed and yelled as loud as I could to my friend, but instead of turning and retreating, He saw his chance to even an old score. 

The look in Sid’s eye was one that I had never seen before. Sid had old business with Hector and he was about to finish it up.  He wanted that fight in the worst way and Hector did too. Through the sheets of rain I could hear the sound of the clashing swords. It was an awesome sight as both men blocked and struck several times before stepping back to size one another up. 

Circling each other they held their weapons high and darted into the fight once again. Sparks flew as blades clashed to the sound of pounding rain and thunder. 

As soon as I got Homer to safety, I looked back to see the Trojan army begin their retreat to the safety of the city walls. Sid backed Hector up and he wisely ended his fight and joined his men in submitting to the dominating Spartans and the driving rain.  

The battle had ended, but the war was far from over. Bleeding and wary we hobbled back to our camp. 

The Spartans had suffered greatly and our numbers were about half of what they were at the beginning of the day. As Sid and I entered our hut, he took off his armor and began to peal the rain and blood soaked clothes from his body as I guided Homer to my cot and quietly wrapped a piece of dry cloth around his head covering his eyes. Without a word we listened to the sound of light rain and distant thunder as it was replaced by the moaning of men. Finally, exhaustion took over and we all fell asleep.

Deception
Homer took my cot that night and I slept on the stone floor as the images of the battle flashed in my mind. If I had just listened to the warning, Homer wouldn’t have been blinded. I must have gotten up a thousand times to check on him, but all night he just lay motionless.  
When morning came Sid and I stepped out quietly and were greeted by Odysseus who was waiting for us outside our hut.
 “This didn’t have to happen,” he whispered,
motioning us to follow him. 

 Odysseus led the way to the giant horse and the three of us climbed the ladder once again. Soon we were inside the hollow of the horse all alone. 

“We have the plan that will end all of this,” he began to say as he knelt down beside the broken model. “No more good men have to die to get inside those walls. Patroclus wouldn’t listen and neither will Ajax, but I hoped that you would,” He said looking at Sid.  “We need to use the plan of the gods. We’ll order the horse to be rolled to the city gates and a spy should position here.” 
Odysseus took a fallen soldier and stood it up. “The ships will sail  to sea and when the coast is clear, and when the wall and gate are opened for the horse to be rolled inside, we’ll signal the troops to return for the attack.”

Sid looked up at me and scratched his head. “John,” he said. “Paris and Hector will know that plan. It’s the same one in the history book.”  I stepped over to the other side of the model and repeated the words again. 

“What one man may hear another might see,

Deception is written in history.”

“I have a feeling that they will expect us to follow that plan, Sid. After all, that’s what Homer wrote. We’ll need to play this thing out as close as possible.”

Without another word the three of us made our way down the ladder. When we reached our hut Sid went inside while I said good bye to Odysseus and then I followed Sid into the room. 

 Taking a step inside, I immediately saw Homer was out of bed. At first, I didn’t realize what he was doing, but Sid’s expression told me that something bad was about to happen. 

 “Menelaus…. Menelaus is that you?” Homer asked. His bandages were lying on the cot and his arms were extended outward. “Is that you Achilles?” he asked as he felt his way down the wall. 

The burns on his face were horrible. The skin was bubbled and pealing and I could tell he was in terrible pain. I glanced by his side and noticed a dagger in his right hand and then I looked over at the Iliad resting on the table.
 The words on the book appeared to be fading away one line after another.
 In my calmest voice I reached out to him and said, “I’m here Homer, but I need you to do me a favor… Hand me that knife.”

Homer made no move to comply, but rather in a weakened tone he began to speak. “I decided to spare you the task of putting me down, Menelaus. A Spartan is only useful as a warrior, and without my sight I am but a mouth to feed and a burden to all.”

 Homer slowly knelt down on the dirt floor and placed the knife on the ground before him. He pointed the blade upward and gripped the handle with both hands. It was obvious that his intention was to release his weight and thrust the knife deep into his chest. 

“Good bye my friend,” he said as he flexed his arms. 
“Stop!” I yelled. Homer hesitated and I softened my tone. 

“Without you Homer, my plan will fail and the Trojans will surly defeat us,” I said. 

Homer paused and I continued.

 “Look Homer, I need your help.  You still have a job to do that will help win this war and you don’t need your sight to do it.” 

Sid and I looked on and a tear rolled down his cheek as his trembling hands clutched the knife. 

“Trust me man, the memory of those who die on the battle field will fade in a moment, but if you finish your book your name will be known for thousands of years to come.” I took a step toward him and put my hand on his shoulder. 

“I have a job for you, but it will be risky.” Homer loosened his grip on the dagger and its flat edge dropped to the dirt floor. Sid helped him up and guided him to the cot where he sat and helped him carefully wrap his head with the bandana.

 I was glad to see some of the life come back to Homer and as I looked at the book I was also glad to have saved the Iliad. Homer wasn’t only a person with a lot left to give. His writing was necessary for Schliemann to find the lost city and for my plan to succeed.

Finished

With a sigh of relief I knelt down, picked up the dagger and walked out of the room. I sat down and opened the book as the men came from their tents and gathered up wood to start the camp fire. Looking up I noticed that many were limping of injuries that they received the night before. It was truly a depressing sight.  

Sid walked up behind me and tossed the stick into the fire. We sat and scanned the scene of broken soldiers for a moment. 
“Sid check this out,” I said as I looked back down and read aloud. 

“The wind will blow the fire burn

Stick to the plan, but wait your turn. 

Keep your focus on the prize 

Go in haste and shield your eyes.

Your chores have shown you what to do 

Just lie in wait it’s up to you.

But always know to keep control

Or time will take you for a stroll.”

I looked up from my reading when I heard some shouting among the men.  Ajax was sitting with Odysseus and they were arguing about something so Sid and I got up and walked over to them.
 “Good morning,” I said as I broke into their conversation. 

“Morning,” Odysseus replied…… “Menelaus, I have something to tell you,” Ajax said pushing him to the side. 

Everyone around us fell silent and it was obvious that it was important.

 “It’s been ten long years and we have suffered greatly for Greece.  This fight has been good, but what I say now, I say for all the men here except for Odysseus. It has been decided that we will end this war and return to our homeland. Tonight we shall set sail.” 

He looked down in shame. “I understand we are all tired,” I began “but…” 

“No Menelaus,” he shouted. “We’re finished!” 


I turned to crowd and looked into their eyes. The Spartan spirit was missing and the flare for war gone. 
“Okay, but I have one last request of you then,” I said glancing over at Odysseus. “You will pack tonight and you will leave tonight, but before you set sail we will roll the Trojan horse to their gates as a gift to Athena. They were worthy opponents and we will honor their gods, for a safe journey home.” 

Ajax stepped toward me and put his hand on my shoulder.  “Will you join us then?” he asked. 

“No, I said looking out toward the walls of Troy. “Achilles and I will not return until this is finished.  When you reach the shores of Greece, tell my people that Helen will be rescued and Troy will burn before another Spartan life is lost.” 

The men looked away in shame, but their minds were made up. “Tonight we set sail,” Ajax shouted into the crowd.  

That morning their time was spent in silence, packing up the few personal belongings that they had and gathering up the food that they needed for the long trip home. The look in their eyes told me that they never thought that they would be going home without a victory. 
Homer, Sid and I went back to our hut and rested for a while, but before the Spartans packed up their ships I asked the men to do one final chore and then push the horse into place.  
I could tell they thought I was a little crazy, but they did as I asked without question. It took them a few hours, but soon the horse was packed and ready to go. I stepped back and looked on as I opened the book and read from the pages. 
Their will is gone, their strength is low

And in their sales the wind will blow.

The power lies in words you need

The written word is strength indeed.

So rest for now the time is near.

And soon the Trojans will have no fear.

Lie in wait and all will end

Just stick close to your best friend. 

Execution
Paris and Hector looked on from the tallest tower behind the safety of the walls of Troy.
“It’s working.” Hector said pointing at the thousand ships setting sail in the bay. They’re packing up and heading out.” 

Paris turned to his friend and grinned. 
“Once they push that horse to the gate we’ll have them where we want them. When Menelaus and Achilles are no more we’ll attack Sparta and all of Greece will be ours!” 

Kristy lunged forward, but was stopped short by the chain that bound her ankle. Smiling, Paris turned to her as he pointed out the window.  
“And you’ll have the best seat in the house,” he scoffed. 
“From this window you will watch your hopes of a rescue go up in flames.”
 Kristy glanced helplessly over his shoulder as she watched the great Trojan horse appear in the distance. It was being pulled with ropes by at least ten horses guided by several Spartan soldiers. Hector turned to look out the window. 
“We will end our fight today. The great Achilles will perish with his friends by my hand.” 

Paris stepped over to the window and put his hand on Hector’s shoulder as the ships began to disappear in the horizon one after another. They were heading out to sea as a defeated fleet. 

Kristy wrenched her hands. “If they’re gone, there’s no reason to kill them! You’ve won. Please, just let John and Sid live,” 
 Paris turned from the window and faced her once again. 
“Do you actually believe that this war was all about you?” he asked sarcastically. 
“You are simply the pawn I used to draw the Spartans to my unbeatable fortress. The true prize is control of the sea and all of Greece. Now, with a weakened army and soon the loss of its greatest commanders each city-state will fall, beginning with Sparta. King Menelaus will burn and I will rule all of Greece as their emperor.”

Kristy turned and looked out as the men unhitched the horses and rode out to the last remaining ship. She slid down and buried her face in her arms as Paris and Hector walked out of the tower and to the courtyard.
A few moments passed and she was interrupted by the sound of a conch shell and the citizens of Troy were being called in the courtyard. 

“People of Troy, I need your attention. Please quiet down,” Paris shouted.  “I have good news for you all.” 

The crowd began to settle and Paris continued. “Today the Spartans have submitted to the awesome force of Troy. From the high tower Hector and I have watched them set sail for their homeland and they have offered us a token of their surrender. A giant wooden horse was built as a sacrificial gift for their safe passage home.”
 “Now, we shall bring it within our city walls as we celebrate our victory, and tomorrow we shall finish the war on the land of our enemy. We will burn the horse and then all of our enemies with it!”

 A thunderous roar could be heard from the crowd and Paris ordered the gates to be opened when a single man interrupted. He looked like a priest as he was dressed all in white. 

“But if we burn the horse intended for Athena it may anger the gods and great misfortune will come to us.”

 The crowd began to argue with one another and it was obvious that Paris and Hector were becoming irritated when another disturbance came from the back of the crowd. Two Trojan soldiers came up dragging Homer through the dirt. He had been captured and we could do nothing at that point to save him. 

“Who is this?” Paris demanded. 

“Well, it looks like we’ve found their spy,” Hector said with a smile. 

              Homer was thrown to the ground at the feet of Hector. Paris took a step back, while Hector reached down and grabbed Homer by his hair. 

“Please spare my life,” Homer pleaded. “I’ll do anything, just please don’t kill me.”

  Paris drew his sword from his sheath, pulling Homer’s head back by his hair, he brought the blade to Homer’s throat. 

“And why shouldn’t I kill you?” he demanded smiling back at his friend. 

Hector stepped up and kicked Homer in the ribs. Homer rolled in the dirt holding his stomach and coughing up blood.  The Trojans were laughing as Hector and Paris took turns beating Homer.
Finally, they gave him a chance to catch his breath. Homer sat up in the dirt and dropped his shoulders. 
“If you don’t kill me, I’ll tell you their plan,” he finally said.  Paris drew his blade to Homer’s throat again.

 “Speak of it!” he demanded. 

“Homer paused and then said the words that I knew he would.
 “Their finest soldiers are lying in wait in the hollow of the wooden beast.”

Another voice cut through the crowd. “It’s a trick! We should wait until the coast is clear!” 

“How dare you to question me! Paris demanded. “The celebration begins immediately, now open the gates and bring that horse within these walls.”

Several men pushed themselves through the crowd. Lifting the heavy wooden brace the gate cracked open and five men strained to push it as the sound of steel on steel sent shivers down my spine. 

It was almost the moment I had been waiting for. As Sid and I peeked between the timbers waiting as the words of the book kept repeating in my mind.

“Lie in wait and all will end

Just stick close to your best friend.”

The horse was made perfectly and it was obvious that even from a distance its width wouldn’t allow it to fit between the massive gates. 

“Tear it down and bring it in!” Paris yelled as the men began to work on taking apart several feet of wall. 

“We need the protection of the wall no more.” He said pointing out to the coast and the tiny figures of ships moving away from the land in the distance. 

It took about a half an hour, as Sid and I waited without a move, but finally the men gained enough width to cart the horse inside the walls and into the open courtyard. When it was finally in place, the crowd gathered around the horse and Paris began to speak again. 
“Bring me the vats of tar and the torch,” he demanded. 

It only took a minute for the guards to come rushing back with the kettles of tar. The smell was overwhelming as the men were told to spread it on the platform that held up the great wooden horse. 
“Light it up!” Hector yelled and as soon as the base was saturated with tar.

 The people looked on in wonder as Hector handed Paris a torch and took a step backward. 
“With this torch I give to you the death of Odysseus, Achilles and Menelaus for within this beast and the hollow of its belly the deceivers await their maker.”

Rescue

With his final words Paris dropped the torch and the fire quickly spread across the wooden structure. It only took a few seconds for the flames to climb up the massive wooden legs and soon the body of the giant horse was totally engulfed.

 The sound of popping and snapping wood and the smell of burning tar were almost more than the Trojan citizens could bear as they backed up and shielded their faces from radiant heat that permeated throughout the entire city. Billows of thick, black smoke filled the air and blocked out the sun casting a shadow over the entire area. 

The flames began to raise far above the city walls as Paris and Hector smiled and watched on. With the climbing flames, the front legs of the horse began to fail and the structure leaned forward with a tremendous moan. A roar of celebration could be heard from every citizen of Troy as Sid and I held on to our weapons as tight as we could.  

Finally, with a loud snap the timbers that were used to create the hind legs broke apart and the torso came crashing down in an earsplitting blast. And that’s when our true plan was revealed. 

With the sound of the impact and the screaming of the people, Ajax turned around from the helm of the lead ship. He looked on to the flames as a wave of energy flowed through his veins. 

With the collapse of the horse Sid and I immediately sprang into action. We left our hiding places and snuck along the base of the great walls of Troy and moved toward the gate. The leaves that I had the soldiers pack into the horse before they set sail were pouring out of every crack of the burning torso and they instantly caught fire and began to smolder and burn. 
Paris and Hector were stunned and in what couldn’t have been better timing, the wind picked up and pushed burning leaves high in the air sending embers dancing into the sky and spreading smoke and sparks throughout the entire city. 

Paris and Hector were shocked to see burning leaves rather than burning bodies and immediately scrambled trying to regain control of the flames, but their attempts were not enough and soon everyone and everything was lost in a thick blanket of the smoke. 

“Sid, lets go!” I yelled as a screen of smoke blinded our eyes. I repeated the words of the book in my mind and we entered the screaming chaos. 

In the absence of light the screen will rise

Learn where to go and cover your eyes.

 On our knees we lowered ourselves to a belly crawl and made our way through the stampede across the courtyard to the towered building in the center of the burning city. The people of Troy were screaming and falling all around us as they choked on the air and trampled each other as they tried desperately to escape the burning city. 

Finally, we climbed the tallest tower to the top level. The door to the room was locked. “Give me your axe!” I yelled to Sid over the roar of flames and snapping wood. 

I handed him my sword and he gave me the axe. Raising it far above my head and hit the latch as hard as I could. Sparks flashed as the door flung open and I peered in to see the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen. Kristy was huddled in the corner holding a scrap of fabric over her mouth and nose. She looked weary, but I could tell she was still alive.  

“John!” Kristy screamed pointing at Hector. He was darting toward me in the foreground, but before he made it, Sid met Hector’s strike with the sword. “Get her outa here!” he yelled. 
I turned to Kristy and drew the axe. “Turn your head,” I shouted bringing the axe down upon the shackle. 

After three blows it broke free and I turned to the door, to where I last had seen Sid, but he was nowhere in sight. I shouted his name as we raced down the stairs. Smoke filled the rooms, but again I got no response. 

Kristy and I dropped to our knees and made our way through the first floor as the flames began to swirl all around us. We left just in time before the building began to collapse. We quickly headed for the city gate as I scanned frantically for Sid. The city was completely engulfed in flames.

 Looking through the crowd, the smoke and flames began to rise above the city as the leaves were reduced to ash. As quickly as it all started the air began to clear by a northern breeze and the Trojans began to stand up all around us. Many were still gagging and choking, but I could tell they were regaining their strength.

 Kristy gripped my hand and I pulled her behind me shielding her from our enemy as ten thousand eyes of anger turned and focused in on me. Slowly, I began to back up to the flaming gate.

 “It’s Menelaus!” a man yelled pointing up at me. 

Paris stopped and turned toward us. I drew the axe above my head to defend Kristy just as I saw Sid turn the corner of the burning building behind him. He was at the helm of a racing chariot and he was dragging Hector by his feet through the dirt behind him.

 Sid blasted through the crowd straight toward us and I knew he was our last hope for a rescue as the crowd began to close in. Looking up at Sid I saw a look in his eyes that I can only explain as pure rage. 

Paris was trying to draw his bow as the chariot raced past with Hector still in tow. 

 “Let’s get her outa here!” I yelled to Sid as he pulled back on the reigns stopping the stallions, but as I glanced at the angry crowd, I noticed something odd. Everyone had stopped in their tracks. The look of anger on their faces was replaced with a look of shock and terror as the once angry mob looked past me and began to slowly back up.  

At first, I thought that maybe I had really scared them with my axe, but then I heard what they had seen. Turning around I looked back, only to see Ajax leading the charge. The Spartans were racing up the hillside in what looked like a tremendous stampede. They had turned the fleet around and came back in full force from the bay to join us in the fight. 

They had seen the smoke and returned with the fleet. Everywhere Trojans turned and ran for their lives as Hector struggled to release his ankles from the rope that was wrapped tightly around his feet.  I looked up at Sid and grabbed his horse by the bridle, the hatred in his eyes was still burning like the flames that engulfed the city in the background. 

Sid looked down at me and then back as Paris held his bow loaded and stretched. With lightning speed Sid pushed me out of the way just in time as Paris released the arrow sending it straight toward us. 

I looked up as Sid’s face flashed in pain. The arrow met its mark striking his boot, near his right heal. Instantly, his arms flailed out and with a flick of his wrist Sid snapped the reigns and the horse took off once again jerking Hector back and dragging him through the dust. 

As the chariot raced on, Sid reached down and pulled the bloody arrow from his boot. He tried to regain control of the chariot in time as he became dizzy and it sped into a cloud of smoke. 
I lost sight of him in the crowd as the Spartans blitzed passed us like a herd of wild buffalo and clashed with the remaining Trojans. 

Through the massive battle, I tried to see. The horse and chariot appeared out of the smoke from the other side, but both Sid and Hector were gone.
 “Where’s Sid?” I turned and yelled to Kristy in desperation, but all she could do was squeeze my hand and look back at me. The seat on the chariot was empty and the words of the book came flooding back to my mind. 

For if your anger takes your soul

Time will take you for a stroll.

Lost in Time

The remaining Trojans were no match for the mighty Spartans and it took little time to clear the city and watch the stragglers flee the charred remains of what was once their unbeatable fortress. 

I wandered through the courtyard searching for my friend as the flames died down. Spartan soldiers just stared at me and Kristy quietly followed behind as I kept calling for him. Finally, an incredible feeling of loss came over me as I wandered about in disbelief.

 Hours later I sat down and began to take it all in. Homer was led by Odysseus to a seat next to me and sensing my desperation he finally spoke. “How do you wish for it to be written?” he asked looking blankly into his eternal darkness. 

I looked up at the mountain side and the few that were escaping and paused for a moment. Then I replied. “Today you will begin your Odyssey with Odysseus, but before we go, Achilles will go down as one of Homer’s heroes in this story you titled the Iliad and I will go back to the land I once called home.”

At that very moment in a different time and place Sid emerged from the smoke into a giant amphitheater filled with a crowd of bloodthirsty spectators. He looked up to see a single raven fly overhead and than down to his hands. In one was the bloody arrow he had pulled from his boot and in the other was my grandfather’s sword, but the wound in his heal had completely vanished. 
“Drop that and return to your cage gladiator!” a Roman soldier ordered. Sid didn’t even hesitate, fueled with adrenalin he made his move slashing out with the bloody arrow.

 The blade sliced open the man’s arm as Sid dropped to the dirt and delivered another quick blow to the giant’s left knee. The soldier staggered and fell backward, but immediately, several more soldiers joined in on the fight. 

Sid was quickly restrained, the sword was taken from him and his hands were bound. Finally, he was stood up before the bloody Roman soldier.

 The last thing he remembered was the evil look in the soldier’s eye and with a mighty swing of his mace, Sid dropped to the ground bleeding and unconscious. He was nearly dead as he was dragged into the opening in the wall of the grand amphitheater. 

Days later Sid was awoken by a gentle touch. He tried to focus on the figure kneeling next to him who was holding up his hand. “How many fingers do I have up,” the man asked. 

Sid squinted as things slowly came into focus. The man abandoned the question and asked another. “What year is it,” he asked again.  

Sid blinked and brought his hand up to his throbbing head. His face was wrapped in rags and he couldn’t even remember why. “Nineteen-eighty-four,” he replied closing his eyes.  

“Wow, you did take a shot to the head,” the man replied. “It’s 65 in the year of our lord.”

 Sid sat up in a panic as the words from the book came rushing back to him and he heard the roars of hungry lions from within the darkened corridor. 

“For if your anger takes your soul

Time will take you for a stroll.”

Going home
I sat down in the lower deck of the ship and buried my face in my hands. “I can’t believe he’s really gone,” I said to Kristy as we set sail toward the peninsula. 

Kristy put her arm around me, but she had no words of comfort. We just sat there in silence among the soldiers as the ship rocked from side to side. Finally, I opened the book in hopes to find a way, but the words that I read just carved into my soul and I knew my selfishness had played a part in what happened to Sid.

“Be always careful for what you wish

For life will hand you a different dish.

You have to pay if you want to dance

And you just got your second chance.

Now find contentment in your heart

For now you’ll have a brand new start.

And as for Sid survive he must 

A tragic end, you will adjust.”
“What does that mean?” I shouted out loud. “Where is he?” I yelled into the pages of the book. 

“Maybe he went home,” Kristy said in a whisper.”
 I leaned back and closed my eyes as the physical and emotional exhaustion took over me. Finally, I submitted that all hope was lost
We were the last of a long line of ships and as the boat rocked I fell into a deep sleep. As I lie on the hard wooden planks of the Spartan war ship I had the strangest dream that I was the chosen one to keep the events in time. Someone had sent me to make sure that Helen was brought back home with King Menelaus and the city was burned like the Iliad had recorded, but in my dream I sat there in court being convicted of changing history. 

Apparently, I hadn’t done something or I changed something and the jurors were looking down at me in judgment from a raised platform. “We the jury have a verdict your honor,” I heard a deep voice say from above.
It felt so real as I looked up to hear my fate and I recognized several of my teachers standing over me. I was in fear of what they might do when Mr. Albert stepped forward and looked to Mr. Newton. 
“We the Jury find the defendant guilty of changing history your honor,” Mr. Newton said.
 I stood up and faced them as Mr. Allen looked down upon me in shame, pointed at me and began my sentencing.

 “You have been charged and convicted of changing the events in time. Your sentence will be a changed life of your own to begin as soon as this ship docks and to be carried out until you have proven yourself to be a worthy keeper of time.” 

His last word nearly knocked me over as the ship jolted forward and came to a sudden halt.

 “Menelaus…. Menelaus we’ve arrived,” Odysseus shook my arm in an attempt to wake me up. I was in a half sleep as I tried to focus and regain my bearings as I stood. He helped Kristy to her feet and guided us through the lower deck and up to the long line of soldiers. 

The ceiling was low and we were all crouched over as we came up to the front. I could hear the soldiers before me being met with cheers from their Spartan families as they rose to the deck above. Kristy went in front of me and I went last.
 The chants of Menelaus was deafening to my ears as the crowd gathered around the dock and waited for me to appear from the gallows. 

I took a moment and placed my foot on the first rung of the ladder. The sound of the crowd became even louder. I didn’t know what to do next, so bowing my head I closed my eyes and took a moment to whisper a little prayer.
 Finally, with my eyes still closed, I placed my foot on the second rung and slowly climbed the next three steps and rose above the hard wood deck. I was fully expecting to see hundreds of cheering fans celebrating our return, but when my eyes broke the surface and I emerged from the lower deck. I was all alone. 
All I could hear was the sound of peepers screaming into the darkness of my swamp. Blinking several times my eyes finally adjusted to the darkness and I noticed the ground below was no longer the deck of a ship, but rather the familiar scene of the top of my tree house.
 I stood there for a moment in silence and then was startled as a raven took flight toward the edge of the swamp. I followed him with my eyes he diverted himself around a large trail of billowing black smoke.

I had made my leap forward in time, but this time instead of my locker, I was back in my swamp.
 “Kristy….Sid,” I yelled into the night air as the raven answered back with a croke from the distance, but the only sign of human life was the sound of the echo of my own voice as it came bouncing back to me. 

Frantically, I looked around searching for them when my eye caught a glimpse of flames. With the faint sound of sirens I realized that it was Schliemann’s house and it was fully engulfed in flames.

 “No!” I yelled as I fumbled through the trap door and into the fort. I took a quick look out the window and swung down to the ground below on the rope swing.

 Shedding parts of my armor I ran as fast as I could. I couldn’t even feel the briars tearing at my clothes and digging into my skin as I came to the point of no return. The reality of it all was crushing me as I stopped for a moment and leaned up against a tree. I looked down to see the sign lying in the water as thoughts of Sid flooded my mind.  

Running as fast as I could, I arrived at Schliemann’s property just as the fire truck pulled up. The men ran past me yielding axes and dragging hoses as I watched the roaring flames wrap around the structure.

 My hopes of getting to Schliemann in time and finding out if there was even a chance to save Sid were squelched as I looked on and lost all hope of a rescue.
  Turning toward the street I saw a squad car screech to a stop and the officer from the school stepped out of the driver’s seat leaving his door wide opened. 
“You’re dead meat!  I heard a boy’s voice yell from inside the car. 

Squinting, I looked through the plumes of smoke into the car window. Paris and Hector were seated in the back of the cop car in cuffs and there was a plastic baggie in the front on the dash board. In it were Mr. Albert’s box cutter and note that had been taped inside my locker door. 
I just shook my head and smiled. Trooper Deck caught them red handed when they made their leap back into my locker and time resumed.

 A second car pulled up and Mr. Alter my middle school principal got out. He paused for a moment and leaned toward the back seat. My heart skipped a beat and hope came back to me when I heard him say. “You stay here, Kristy, I’m going to see if I can help.”

 I raced toward the car and skidded to a stop at the back seat window. It was dark inside, but the flames from behind me and the flashes of light from the emergency vehicles showed a figure of a girl with her head hung low. Her hair was draping over her face, and she had dirty clothes on. I tapped on the glass to get her attention.  

Looking up, the life seemed to rush back to her face. She got out of the car and hugged me. 
“Have you seen him?” I said holding her out from me by her shoulders. “Did Sid come back too?” I asked with a tear in my eye. “Have you seen him?” I asked again, but all she could do was shake her head from side to side. She couldn’t even speak the word that she knew I couldn’t bear to hear. 

Trooper Deck joined the firemen in keeping the traffic back as Kristy and I embraced one another and a crowd formed in front of us. A few minutes passed and the trooper was interviewing some onlookers about the fire as we made our way toward him to listen in. 

“I saw two boys enter the property earlier this evening,” a neighbor said pointing in my direction, “but they left after only a few minutes. That house has been abandoned for years….. You don’t suppose they set the fire do you?” 

 The trooper looked up from his notebook, turned and then looked straight at me. We made eye contact and after a brief pause he replied, “Well, you can be sure that we’ll look into it mam.” 

Kristy and I turned and walked in silence toward our homes. “John, I don’t know what to say,’” she said as we stopped at her front porch.

 “Words can’t help,” was all I said as I turned to begin my walk home.

When I got into the house I went to the counter and picked up the phone and as I dialed the numbers I held onto the hope that Sid would somehow answer. 

              “Ring….Ring. “Hello Brigham residence.”

 I paused for a moment and took a deep breath. “Mrs. Brigham…… did Sid get home yet?” 
There was another pause and then she spoke again. “I’m sorry sir, but there is no one here by that name.” …….You must have the wrong number.” 

Tears flooded my eyes as I set the receiver down and climbed the stairs where I began to take off my costume. My worst fear was now a reality as I realized that it was as if Sid had never been.
Defeated, I quietly returned to my room and looked at the empty metal box that was still opened on my bed. Then piece by piece I took off the remaining parts of my costume and piled it up on the floor. Finally, I sat on the edge of my bed and ran my fingers through my hair.

 “This can’t be,” I said out loud taking my shirt and throwing it to the floor. With a thud my shirt landed and I realized I had something left in my clothes.

 Dropping to my knees I scrambled through the shirt just as I remembered what it was that I had left in my pocket. There I found my two way radio that my mom had made me take when I went out that Halloween night. 

My hand began to tremble as I thought just maybe wherever Sid was he may have his on too. With a deep breath, I turned it on just in time to catch the last broken words of Sid as he pleaded for my help. 

“John…..elp. me. I’m so… scared. Somebod…plea…….” CHHHHHHH
Between the broken words from a different time and place, I was hearing the voice of my best friend pleading for my help, but there was nothing I could do.
 “SID!....SID!” I yelled into the receiver, but all that I heard in return was the sound of static that filled my room. 
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Second Chance

John Bleck





A story of friendship and loyalty. 

John was completely embarrassed the day he met Kristy. He would do anything for a second chance to make a better first impression. He had a crush, but he also had competition. Paris had his eye on Kristy too.  
That year Halloween night would be unlike any other. While trick or treating an old man puts a strange book in John’s Halloween bag as the boys head off to the middle school dance. That’s where John and his best friend Sid find out that Kristy was kidnapped.
 Instantly, they are caught up in an adventure beyond their wildest imaginations. 
Looking at another dangerous challenge, the boys are led to locker 36. When they step inside and the door is closed behind them they are instantly wisped away to another place and time. John gets his second chance, but not without a price. This time they have entered the Trojan War and must fight with the Spartans to rescue Kristy or they will never make it back to the middle school again. 
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