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Author's Note
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This novel is a unique depiction of historical events that took place thousands of years ago. The historical data has been sourced from the classics of ancient Greek poetry and tragedy plays. They depict the House of Atreus with themes that include violence, sexual assault, incest, infanticide, and vicious revenge. Most likely, because that is the way it actually happened.

I have attempted to handle these elements with modern sensitivity but I cannot eliminate them without falsely presenting the history. Readers should be aware that difficult and offensive content appears throughout. This is not gratuitous, but I have not sanitized the classics the way Disney, for example, has. I present the history as it was handed down through the millennia. 

While the content may be challenging, it serves a greater purpose: to explore the depths of human ambition, the cost of power, and the cyclical nature of violence and revenge. This series invites readers to reflect on the timeless questions of justice, morality, and the consequences of our choices.
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Previously in House of Atreus
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King Atreus of Mycenae fed his brother the flesh of his own sons and called it justice. Thyestes managed to escape his clutches, but only into exile and betrayal. Under the influence of false prophecy and desperation, he forced himself upon one whom he should have protected. Aegisthus was born. His destiny?  To avenge the death of his brothers. He killed the tyrant Atreus, seizing the Lion Throne. Atreus’ sons, the young princes Agamemnon and Menelaus, fled to Sparta.

In Sparta, the benevolent King Tyndareus taught Agamemnon a different way to rule. He learned to rule through trust rather than terror. And he fell in love with Clytemnestra, daughter of the Spartan king. He believed he could choose better than his father had chosen.

His brother, Menelaus, married Helen, and was named heir to the throne of Sparta. But political considerations required that Clytemnestra marry the King of Pisa, in spite of her love for Agamemnon. Wounded pride, combined with divine persuasion, caused Agamemnon to challenge her new husband to single combat. He won, killing the man. In the chaos, Clytemnestra’s innocent new-born child, the product of her short marriage, also died. Her heart began to harden against her former lover, but Agamemnon claimed her as wife, anyway, by right of conquest.

Years later, Agamemnon utterly defeated his cousin, Aegisthus, and reclaimed the throne of Mycenae. In spite of having the usurper at his mercy, however, he nonetheless spared the man’s life. He believed that, by showing mercy, the chain of vengeance and death that characterized his family for generations, might end. But the deity, Apollo, who had engineered Agamemnon’s return to power, disagreed. The god withdrew his favor. Agamemnon ascended to the throne, but was left without divine guidance, forced to govern Mycenae on his own.

Years passed, and then, Helen, disappointed with her husband, King Menelaus, fled with the Trojan prince Paris. The Oath of Tyndareus bound the Greek kings to a long and difficult war against Troy. A thousand ships gathered at Aulis, ready to sail to Troy, to recover the wayward Queen, believing that she had been kidnapped by the Trojans. 

But the wind did not blow. Idle and restless, Agamemnon went hunting and, in his thoughtlessness, he slew a sacred deer, living on the nature preserve of the goddess, Artemis. The goddess declared the price for his transgression. Wind and victory over Troy would only be possible if he took his own daughter’s life. 

Agamemnon’s 13 year old daughter, Iphigenia, came to Aulis under false pretenses. She believed that she would wed Achilles. Instead, her father had brought her there to die. Offered escape by Achilles, her betrothed, but knowing that she would destroy his life by accepting his help, she refused. She decided to meet death on her own terms, with dignity, hoping her sacrifice might awaken her father to the cost of power.

Under the gaze of supposed gods, far less divine than they claimed, the Greeks witnessed Agamemnon raise his knife to murder his own daughter. Afterward, as promised, the wind rose, and the Greek fleet sailed to Troy. There, they made war against their enemy for ten long years until, finally, Troy was brought to its knees by a trick thought up by the clever Odysseus, one of the Greek kings. 

The greatest city of the Bronze Age was raided mercilessly by the Greeks, and burned to the ground. Yet although, as High King of the Greek host, he had claimed victory, Agamemnon found no absolution. He returned to Mycenae with his concubine, Cassandra, the daughter of the Trojan king, and a prophetess, who spoke of the gods as broken machines. 

Clytemnestra welcomed her husband home with open arms, crimson tapestries and a smile. But, when he least expected it, she killed him as he bathed, with the same ritual blade he had used to kill their daughter. Their son, Orestes, who had returned with his father from Troy, after serving as an army page, was only 10, going on 11, when he witnessed his mother murder his father. He fled into exile. Cassandra died beside her lover and the fallen king. Meanwhile, Aegisthus, who had allied himself to Clytemnestra during Agamemnon’s absence, ruled by her side.

The princess, Electra, unlike her brother, was not a witness to murder, and as a woman, she had no claim to the throne. Therefore, she remained within the walls of the palace. But, she had learned hate both her mother and her mother’s lover and the new King of Mycenae, Aegisthus.  Orestes grew up in the home of his father’s ancient ally, King Strophius of Phocis. There, he became the close friend, and adopted brother, of Pylades, the king’s son.

Above, always unseen, the Watcher, Mikael, brother to the Olympians, but not one of them, observed the humans, without interfering with their independent development. His siblings, however, continued to tighten their influence. Prophecy bent men toward bloodshed. Ancient non-biological intelligence stirred beneath stone and memory. Memories continued to accumulate.

Now, Orestes’ returns to face his destiny. He must decide whether justice means vengeance... or something else...
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Tantalus
└── Pelops + Hippodamia
├── Atreus + Aerope
│  ├── Agamemnon + Clytemnestra
│  │  ├── Iphigenia
│  │  ├── Electra + Pylades
│  │  │  ├── Medon
│  │  │  └── Strophius (named after Pylades father)
│  │  ├── Electra + Peisander

│  │  │    └── Sotar
│  │  ├── Orestes + Hermione
│  │  │  └── Tisamenus
│  │  └── Chrysothemis
│  └── Menelaus + Helen
│  ├── Hermione
│  ├── Nicostratus
│  └── Megapenthes
└── Thyestes + unnamed water nymph
│  ├── Tantalus (murdered by Atreus)
│  ├── Pleisthenes (murdered by Atreus)
│  └── Calaeus (murdered by Atreus)
└─ Thyestes + unnamed other woman
└── Pelopia + Thyestes again — incestuous union
└── Aegisthus + Clytemnestra
├── Aletes
├── Erigone
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Chapter 1: Electra at the Tomb
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Electra's hands were steady as she poured the dark, thick oil onto the marble tomb. The libation disappeared into the many cracks that time had carved into the stone. It was an act that she did very often. She went to her father’s grave on a regular basis, to show her respects, even though her mother did not approve. For seven years, she had been sneaking out before dawn, past guards who pretended not to notice, bringing offerings to the ghost of her father, the former King Agamemnon.

On this day, she knelt awkwardly beside the weathered monument. It was becoming increasingly difficult. Her belly was growing large, and its bulk threw her slightly off balance. She was five months into a secret pregnancy that few knew about. It would have been known to all, except that she had left the palace with the help of her nursemaid, Cilissa. The pretext of becoming a priestess in the Temple of Hestia, goddess of hearth and home, had allowed her to leave the palace, and live in the temple, instead.

It was a cosy arrangement between Cilissa and the High Priestess of Hestia. Her secret, however, such that it was, was openly visible now, and some of her fellow acolytes had guessed at it. But they remained silent. Each served the Temple for her own reasons. Her pregnancy was known inside the temple, but never mentioned. Such information never left the temple grounds.

Suddenly, the child kicked, as if in protest at the cold stone beneath Electra’s knees. She pressed one hand to the place where the tiny foot pushed against her ribs.

"Not yet, little one," she thought. "But soon..."

She read the inscription for, perhaps, the thousandth time:

Agamemnon, King of Mycenae, Conqueror of Troy, beloved husband and father, taken by disease.

It was a bold-faced lie. Everyone, in the palace at least, knew it was a lie, although few admitted it. Her father's death came in the prime of health through her mother's blade. The violent hands of Clytemnestra, with the help of her lover, had ensured that a knife was plunged into his heart at his most vulnerable moment...

Thinking about the lie sickened her, as it always did. The memory was vivid. She had been eleven years old, going on twelve, when her father returned from Troy. She remembered watching him from the palace steps as he entered Mycenae Palace. Behind him walked the beautiful young prophetess Cassandra, daughter of King Priam of Troy, now a slave of Mycenae.

Electra hadn't witnessed the killing. But she had heard from her brother, Orestes, exactly what he had seen. She had thought about it and reconstructed it in her mind so many times, it might as well have been her own memory. She could see the blood pouring from her father's chest and the bloody hands of her mother, carrying a shiny bronze blade, covered in crimson. She could see the red-stained bathwater. And, of course, she could see her father’s eyes, wide with the shock of betrayal, as he lay dying in his bath.

After Aegisthus finished preparing the body, Clytemnestra planted the lie among the commoners and it took root quickly. Most people believed it. Disease, they said. That's why the body could not be viewed. Plague. Natural causes.

Her mother and her lover had retired that night to chambers that rightfully belonged to her father and had made love. She hadn’t seen it, of course, but she knew it was so. A sickening thought. Yet, something good had come out of that union. Her two young half-siblings, Aletes and Erigone. The two of them were adorable, and not responsible for the evil wrought by their parents.

Electra pulled a second tiny glass bottle from beneath her cloak. She had to do it carefully to avoid unbalancing herself. Her pregnancy made everything precarious: her body, her position, her future. The little bottle contained something more precious than oil. Wine mixed with her own tears. Tears that she'd collected, drop by drop, during sleepless nights.

Floating in the wine, were threads from Cassandra's bloodstained veil, the only relic left of the prophetess. Electra moved to a smaller grave marker nearby, her hand instinctively supporting her lower back as she shifted her weight. No name adorned that stone. Only a simple carved eye that she had scratched there herself with a sharp flint.

"For you too, truth-speaker," she whispered, pouring the wine onto Cassandra's unmarked grave. "Sister in sorrow..."

With that, the morning air grew metallic and sharp and a chill entered the air. It was not the gentle chill of dawn. It was something deeper. A chill that reached through her bones and left her skin cold despite the warming sun. Temperatures seemed to plummet. The air seemed to thicken.

Something that sounded a bit like the voices of children, whispered names she dared not repeat. The Furies had arrived at the cemetery, she realized. Seven years of dawn visits had taught Electra to recognize the presence of those creatures of vengeance. They came strongest here, at the graves of the unavenged dead. They came when she carried pieces of Cassandra's veil, the only conduit she had found that would allow her to hear the prophetess' voice across the barrier between life and death.

"The children play games of death," Cassandra's voice drifted through her mind. "Four small lambs dance while the shepherd sharpens his knife."

Electra's breath caught.

"Four?" she asked.

"One born of guilt and ambition. One born of violence wearing the mask of justice. One carried in your mother's womb. One born of love in the darkness, carried by the daughter of grief."

Electra's hand flew to her belly.

"My child?" Her voice cracked. "My baby is one of the lambs at the slaughter?"

"The innocent and the guilty spin within the same circle,” the shade of Cassandra said, simply, “It has always been so. It always will be so. Blood calls for blood. The shepherd is hungry. He will not ask which throat to cut. He feels only his hunger, and cuts the throat of whomever is nearest to him..."

Through the growing light, Electra could see the palace walls rising beyond the cypress trees. Behind those walls lived Aletes and Erigone. Aletes was six, and Erigone was only four years old. Those children knew nothing of the evil their parents had perpetrated. They merely played in the gardens, unaware of the blood that watered the soil there. As innocent as anyone could be.

And inside her own body, pressed against her ribs, there was another child. One conceived in stolen moments with Peisander. He was her secret husband, a man everyone believed to be dead. That child would be born into a cold selfish world. Vulnerable to those who would kill him the moment he was born, if his birth was discovered. 

A chill streaked up her spine.

"When Orestes comes," she wondered, "will every possible heir be his target? My child, too?"

She had spent seven years praying for her brother's return, keeping faith with their father's memory, living silently in a palace built on lies. But now, with a new life growing inside her, the math had become unbearable. 

If Orestes killed Clytemnestra and Aegisthus, Aletes, their eldest son, would be duty-bound to avenge his parents, just as Orestes was duty-bound to avenge his father, Agamemnon. The cycle would continue, spinning endlessly unless everyone was dead, or someone cut the thread.

And her own child? What part would that child play in all this? The answer was simple enough. Her child was Agamemnon's grandchild. The baby was potentially a pawn, a tool, and a threat. If it was a boy, she knew that the usurper, Aegisthus, would have him killed before he drew his first breath. Which was why she had concealed the marriage and the baby by taking refuge in the temple of Hestia.

"How do I save them?" The question came out as a sob.

"You cannot save them all, daughter of grief. For the shepherd hungers, and lambs are his food. But you can save some. For that, you must be there. You must participate. The name of the lamb that will bleed first and, perhaps, last, is a question that you must be there to answer. Otherwise, all will bleed indiscriminately. All will die. Even your own lamb. No matter how far you try to run."

Electra pressed both palms to her father's gravestone.

At the edge of her vision, a shadow moved between the cypress trees. It was tall and familiar. The silhouette of a young man with her father's bearing. With shoulders broad enough to carry the burden of a kingdom or a blade.

"Orestes?" she whispered, half-rising from the grave.

When she blinked, however, she realized that no one was there.  Only the wind-stirred branches and morning light met her gaze. The world was playing tricks on her desperate eyes. The mind can be cruel that way. Seven years of false homecomings, of mistaking servants' profiles for her brother's face and the laugh of strangers for his voice. 

But, someday, she was sure, he would return. He would reclaim his rightful throne from the usurper. Someday, however, could mean a very long time. And, so, on this day, she struggled to her feet, one hand braced against the tomb, the other supporting the weight of her belly. She was only nineteen years old. But she felt ancient.

In the palace, they called her the "mad princess." That’s because they often saw her speaking to empty air and crying for no apparent reason. It made the servants nervous. Only Cilissa understood. Because Cilissa had listened when Orestes told his story and she had helped him escape the palace. Cilissa also knew about Peisander too. About their secret marriage and her pregnancy.

Somehow, Aegisthus had also found out about Peisander. Within days, he’d sent men on a mission to murder him. That tyrant would stop at nothing to maintain power. That’s because, if she ever gave birth to a boy, that boy would have a greater right to the throne than Aegisthus and his son.

She pulled a fragment of Cassandra's bloodstained veil from beneath her cloak and she pressed it to her cheek. The fabric still carried the prophetess' essence.

"Guard the lambs," Cassandra's ghost murmured, in response to the relics, "Guard them well, or you will lose them. Only you can protect them against the vengeance that comes. Remember, when the son of Agamemnon returns, all lambs will cry for mercy. Only you can bring it to them."

"How?" Electra's voice rose with anguish. "I can't enter the palace anymore. I can't even come close. Not without risking Aegisthus learning about my child." Her hand moved protectively over her belly. "I don't even know if I'll live through the birth, let alone what comes after."

But, there were no more words from the Trojan prophetess. She was gone now. 

The morning light grew stronger and the noise from the stirring palace grew with it. Servants were calling to each other. Horses snorted in the stables. All the ordinary noises of the daily world were awakening. She had to leave before everyone woke up. Otherwise, someone other than the gate guards would notice her. She needed to return to the Temple.

But first, she knelt once more. Slowly. Carefully. With one hand on her father's gravestone for balance, and the other cradling her belly and the life inside her. She placed a kiss on her hand, and touched the tombstone with it. Then, she finally stood straight.

"I've kept faith with your memory," she whispered. "I've preserved the truth that the rest of all the world chooses to forget. But Father, when Orestes comes, the reckoning will begin. I don't know whose side I'll be on. Because I'm not just your daughter anymore. I'm going to be a mother..."

The child kicked again, and tears slid down her cheeks.

"How do I save the children? How do I honor you without destroying them?"

But the stone gave no answer.
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Chapter 2: Innocence and Secrets



[image: ]


Five Months Prior...

Melantho's sandals moved silently across the marble path as children's laughter echoed from the palace garden. In twenty years of serving the royal house of Mycenae, she had learned one crucial truth. When these particular children played, disaster often followed.

She rounded the cypress-lined corner and froze.

"I claim the throne of Mycenae!" Six-year-old Aletes stood atop a stone bench, gripping a broken branch. That was his scepter. His dark hair was wild, his eyes blazed with intensity. "Kneel before your king!"

"Never!" Four-year-old Erigone crouched behind the marble fountain, clutching a small wooden ram covered with golden colored paint. "The golden ram chose me! I won it fairly!"

Melantho's pulse quickened. The golden ram. They were playing the story of their ancestors. The story of Atreus and Thyestes. How Atreus had tricked Thyestes into giving up the throne, ending in civil war. It was the history that had drenched these stones in death.

"You cheated," Aletes declared, pointing to his makeshift scepter. "You can't just take the ram. There has to be a contest. A test..."

"I did the test!" Erigone shot back. "I caught it while you were being pompous."

"Pompous?" Aletes leaped from the bench with surprising grace. "I'll show you pompous!"

The children darted between the olive trees, their game escalating exactly as Melantho had feared. She opened her mouth to call out when another voice cracked across the garden, like a whip.

"Stop this nonsense, immediately!"

All three turned toward the colonnade. A figure emerged









































Revelation – Five months later











































Reunion
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