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Source & Interpretation Note: This Mythopouch educational retelling follows the narrative of Homer's Odyssey,
using the public-domain Samuel Butler prose translation as a principal reference. Dialogue, description and
transitional material are modernised for readability. Where Mythopouch adds interpretive or post-epic material,
it is identified as such and should not be read as wording or events found in Homer.
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CHAPTER ONE: THE BOY IN THE MANSION
The Boy in the Mansion / from Book | of Homer's Odyssey

Imagine a house that no longer feels like home. Not because the walls have crumbled or the roof leaks
rain, but because the soul of the place has fled. For twenty years, the great palace on the hill above
[thaca's harbour has waited for its master. And for twenty years, the wait has grown heavier with each
passing season.

Now picture the scene inside. A hundred young men, the sons of island nobles, lounge on ox-hide
benches in the great hall. They pass golden cups between them, slopping wine onto the marble floor.
They tear at roasted joints of meat that aren't theirs to eat. They laugh too loud, argue too freely, and eye
every servant girl who passes with entitled hunger. This is not their house. Not one of them has earned
the right to sit there. Yet they act as though they own every column, every threshold, every stick of
furniture within it. They are the suitors. And they are eating the palace alive.

In a shadowed corner of that same hall sat a boy who watched them with dark, unhappy eyes.
Telemachus (tel-EM-ah-kuss) was his name, and he was the son of the very man whose house was being
devoured before him. He had his father's sharp features, the same keen gaze, the same stubborn set to his
jaw, but at twenty years old, he had none of his father's confidence. What use was a prince's title when
the throne sat empty? What good was birthright when a mob of freeloaders treated you like a child who
had wandered into a tavern by mistake?

Telemachus tried to make himself small against the wall. He had developed this habit over the past three
years, since the suitors had shifted from occasional guests to permanent parasites. He would tuck himself
into corners, half-hoping the furniture might swallow him whole.

On this particular evening, something broke through his gloom. A stranger stood in the doorway.

The woman was tall, almost alarmingly so, with grey eyes that seemed to miss nothing and a bearing that
suggested she had commanded ships and armies before breakfast. She leaned on a bronze-tipped spear
like a walking stick and wore a traveller's cloak pinned at the shoulder with a brooch of polished silver.
Athena (ah-THEE-nah), goddess of wisdom and war, had arrived. But not as herself. She wore the shape
of Mentes (MEN-teez), a Taphian sea-captain, though anyone with half an eye might have guessed that

© 2026 MYTHOPOUCH - AGES 15+ - PAGE 4



MYTHOPOUCH RETELLING - THE ODYSSEY

no ordinary mortal moved with such easy authority.
The suitors, predictably, did not look up from their cups.

Telemachus rose. A strange sensation stirred in his chest, something between embarrassment at his own
guests' rudeness and a flicker of relief that someone, anyone, had arrived who might treat him with
ordinary decency.

"Welcome," he said, stepping forward to take the stranger's spear. "Come in, rest, and eat with us. When
you've eaten, you can tell us what brings you to Ithaca."

He found her a seat apart from the noise of the suitors, on a carved chair draped with a soft cloth. A
servant brought water in a golden jug for washing hands, then bread and meat and wine in cups of
hammered gold. Telemachus sat near her, angling his body to shut out the riot behind him.

"Sir," he said quietly, "you'll forgive me if | speak plainly. That noise behind me, that feasting and singing,
it comes cheap to them because they don't pay for it. They consume the house of a man whose bones may
be whitening on some distant shore, or grinding to powder in the surf." He paused, his jaw tight. "My
father."

The stranger's grey eyes held his. "You speak of Odysseus (oh-DISS-ee-uss)."
"You know him?"

"An old friend. | heard he had returned. That is why | came." The stranger, Athena in her disguise, sipped
her wine and set the cup down with deliberate care. "But the gods keep him back, it seems. He is not
dead. Of that | am certain. A prisoner, perhaps. Or cast upon some island shore. He is a man of such
resource that even iron chains would not hold him for long."

Telemachus felt something shift in his chest. Hope? He had learned to distrust hope. It had visited him too
many times in the past, dressed in sailors' rumours and soothsayers' vague predictions, only to depart
again leaving him emptier than before.

"Tell me the truth of this house," Athena said, gesturing toward the suitors. "What is this feast? A
wedding? For no one brings provisions of his own, and the guests behave as though they own the place."

"They might as well." Telemachus's voice hardened. "From the moment my father left for Troy, the world
began to slide sideways. The gods displeased, who knows why, and hid him away more completely than
any man has ever been hidden. The chiefs of Dulichium, Same, Zacynthus, and all the principal men of
[thaca itself have invaded my house. They claim to court my mother, Penelope (pen-EL-oh-pee), but she
will neither refuse them outright nor accept any offer of marriage. So they eat my father's cattle, drink his
wine, and burn through his stores, and | can do nothing to stop them."

He stopped, breathing hard. He had never spoken so openly to anyone. The words tumbled out now like
water through a broken dam.

Athena leaned forward. "Then you must become the man this house needs. Call an assembly tomorrow.
Stand before the people of Ithaca and say what you have said to me. Denounce these men by name.
Demand that they return to their own lands."

"And if they refuse?"

"Then take a ship and twenty men, and go in search of your father. Sail first to Pylos, and question old
Nestor (NES-tor). Then to Sparta, to Menelaus (men-uh-LAY-us), who came home last of all the Greeks.
Someone may have heard news. Someone always has. And Telemachus," she caught his eye, and for a
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moment he saw something flash in those grey depths, something that made the hairs on his arms rise, "do
not delay. You are old enough to stop pleading infancy. Have you not heard how people praise Orestes
(oh-RES-teez) for avenging his father's murder? You are a fine, smart-looking young man. Show your
mettle. Make a name for yourself."

Before Telemachus could reply, the sound of the bard's lyre cut through the hall. Phemius (FEE-mee-us),
the palace singer, had begun a new song, the sad tale of the Greeks returning from Troy, and the sorrows
the gods had laid upon them. His voice was beautiful and terrible, rich as dark honey, and it told of ships
scattered by storms, of heroes lost, of homes that waited in vain.

From the upper rooms came the sound of footsteps.

Penelope appeared at the top of the great staircase, flanked by two maids. She wore a veil across her
face, but her eyes, dark and exhausted, were visible above it. She had been weeping. She descended
slowly, as though each step cost her something, and paused at the bottom of the stairs.

"Phemius," she said, her voice carrying the weight of years, "you know many songs. Sing the suitors
something else. Something cheerful. This tale breaks my heart. It reminds me of my lost husband, whose
name was once honoured from one end of Greece to the other."

The bard's fingers stilled on the strings.

"Mother," Telemachus said, and the word came out sharper than he intended. "Let the bard sing what he
chooses. Bards do not create the sorrows they sing about; the gods do that. Besides, this song is not the
only one about sorrow. Many men never came home from Troy. Go back to your rooms. The loom and the
distaff are women's business. Speech is man's business. And this house," he drew himself up, feeling a
strange new firmness in his spine, "this house is mine to speak for."

Penelope stepped back, her eyes widening above her veil. She studied her son as though seeing him
clearly for the first time in years. Then, without a word, she turned and climbed the stairs, her maids
following.

The suitors had gone quiet during this exchange. Now Antinous (an-TIN-oh-uss), the tallest and proudest
of them, with a face that would have been handsome if not for the perpetual sneer, rose from his bench.

"Well, well. The cub learns to growl." He laughed, but his eyes were cold. "The gods seem to have given
you lessons in bluster. May Zeus never grant you to be chief in Ithaca as your father was."

Telemachus met his gaze. "Antinous. | do not need your blessing to claim what is mine. Now hear me, all
of you," he raised his voice so that every suitor in the hall could hear, "in the morning we meet in
assembly. | will give you formal notice to depart. Feast at one another's houses, at your own cost, if you
must feast at all. If you choose to stay and devour this household, the gods will reckon with you. And
when you fall in this house, there will be no man to avenge you."

A murmur ran through the hall. Eurymachus (yoo-RIM-ah-kuss), smooth-faced and silver-tongued, the
sort of man who could sell sand to a sailor, stood up with an easy smile.

"The gods will decide who is chief among us, Telemachus. But you shall be master in your own house and
over your own possessions. No one will do you violence." He spread his hands in a gesture of
reasonableness. "As for this stranger who hurried off so suddenly, who was he? Had he news of your
father?"

"An old friend," Telemachus said. But in his heart, he knew.
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He knew the moment the stranger had flown away like a bird into the air. No mortal walked through the
world like that.

Mythology Note: The House of Odysseus

In Bronze Age Greece, the oikos (household) was far more than a family home. It was the basic unit of society, economy, and political power.
The palace (megaron) served as throne room, administrative centre, warehouse, and guesthouse all in one. When Odysseus left for Troy, he
took the kingdom's political structure with him. Penelope managed what she could, but without a male head of household, the palace
became vulnerable. The suitors' invasion isn't merely rude. It is a collapse of the social order. The concept of xenia (sacred hospitality)
required hosts to feed and protect guests, but guests had corresponding obligations: to be grateful, to offer gifts, and, most importantly, to
leave. The suitors violate every rule of xenia. They are not guests. They are occupiers.

That night, Eurycleia (yoo-ri-KLAY-ah), the old nurse who had rocked Telemachus in her arms as a baby,
lit his way to his tower bedroom with two blazing torches. She folded his shirt and hung it by the bed. She
fussed with the blankets. She asked no questions, though her sharp old eyes missed nothing.

When she had gone, bolting the door behind her, Telemachus lay awake on his bed, a woollen fleece
pulled up to his chin. Through the window, the harbour of Ithaca glittered in the moonlight: black water
pricked with silver, the masts of fishing boats rocking gently at their moorings.

Somewhere beyond that sea, his father was alive. He was certain of it now. A goddess had told him so.

And in the morning, for the first time in his life, he would act like the son of Odysseus.

THE SUITORS: A ROSTER OF SHAME

Name Father From Notable Trait Fate (for those who know
it)
Antinous Eupeithes lthaca The ringleader; arrogant,  The first to die by
violent, first among the Odysseus's arrow
parasites
Eurymachus Polybus lthaca Smooth-tongued; Killed in the final battle

pretends to
reasonableness while
enabling the rest

Amphinomus Nisus Dulichium The "decent" one; treats Warned by Odysseus; dies
Telemachus with anyway
something approaching
kindness

Ctesippus Polytherses Same Brutal and mocking; Killed by Philoetius

throws a cow's hoof at the
disguised Odysseus

Agelaus Damastor lthaca A follower; urges the Speared by Odysseus and
suitors to arm too late Telemachus
Leiocritus Evenor lthaca Quick to dismiss Mentor's  Killed by Telemachus

warning at the assembly

Amphimachus Cteatus Same One of the many nameless Dies in the hall
consumers of Odysseus's
wealth

Antiphonus ? Zacynthus Minor suitor, present at Killed in the slaughter
the feasting

Demoptolemus ? lthaca Among those who Killed by Eumaeus
compete for Penelope's
hand
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QUESTIONS FOR REFLECTION

Telemachus tells his mother that "speech is man's business" and sends her back to her rooms. How do
you interpret this moment? Is he claiming authority he has never exercised before, or is he simply
repeating the gender norms of his society? Does his mother's reaction, studying him as if seeing him for
the first time, suggest she approves or is troubled by this change?

Athena disguises herself as Mentes rather than appearing in her divine form. Why might the gods choose
to interact with humans through disguises and intermediaries rather than revealing themselves openly?
What does this suggest about the relationship between mortals and the divine in the ancient Greek
world?

The suitors are eating and drinking in Odysseus's house, yet they claim to be there legitimately to court
Penelope. At what point does hospitality become exploitation? Can you think of modern situations where
someone takes advantage of generosity or social obligation?

CHAPTER TWO: THE ASSEMBLY
The Assembly / from Book Il of Homer's Odyssey

Dawn came to Ithaca like a blush spreading across a cheek. The sky turned from black to violet to
rose-gold, and the first birds began their arguments in the olive trees. In the palace on the hill,
Telemachus (tel-EM-ah-kuss) woke with a peculiar sensation in his stomach. It was not hunger. It was
purpose.

He dressed carefully, as though each garment were a piece of armour. Sandals laced up his calves. A
sword buckled at his shoulder. He took his father's spear from where it leaned against the wall, and the
weight of it in his hand felt significant, almost sacred. Two hounds fell in beside him as he walked, grey
and lean, with the quiet competence of animals who have decided to trust him.

For the first time in twenty years, the people of Ithaca were summoned to assembly.

The gathering place lay on a flat stretch of ground below the citadel, where stone benches formed a
rough amphitheatre. Word spread through the town like ripples in a pond. Fishermen left their nets. Olive
farmers wiped their hands and came down from the hills. Housewives paused at their doorways and
watched their husbands go. Something was stirring on Ithaca, and after two decades of silence, even the
smallest change felt like an earthquake.

An old man named Aegyptius (ee-jip-tee-uss) was the first to speak. He was bent double with age, his
beard white as sea-foam, and he carried the sadness of a man who had outlived one son and could not
protect the others. Antiphus (AN-ti-fuss), his eldest, had sailed with Odysseus to Troy and never returned.
The Cyclops had eaten him, if the stories could be believed. Now another son, Eurynomus
(yoo-RIN-oh-muss), sat among the suitors in Odysseus's hall, and the old man could do nothing about it.

"Men of Ithaca," Aegyptius said, his voice trembling but clear, "hear my words. From the day Odysseus left
us, there has been no meeting of our council until now. Who has called us, and why? Has someone heard
news of an enemy fleet? Or does some private grief demand public hearing?"

Telemachus rose. He stood in the centre of the assembly, the morning sun catching the bronze of his
spear-head, and for a moment he looked very like his father. The crowd murmured. Even the oldest
councillors shifted on their stone benches to see him better.

"It is | who have called you," he said, "and | who am most aggrieved."

© 2026 MYTHOPOUCH - AGES 15+ - PAGE 8



MYTHOPOUCH RETELLING - THE ODYSSEY

What followed was not a speech. It was an exorcism. Telemachus laid bare the rot that had consumed his
house while the island watched in silence. His voice shook at first, then steadied as the words built their
own momentum.

"My father was chief among you," he said. "He was like a father to every man here. And now he is gone,
and what have you done to protect his house? The sons of your chief men, pestering my mother to marry
against her will. They are afraid to go to her father Icarius (ih-KAR-ee-uss) and ask him to choose a
husband and provide proper marriage gifts. Instead they loiter in my father's house, sacrificing our oxen
and sheep and fat goats, never giving a thought to the wine they drink or the stores they burn through. No
estate can stand such recklessness."

He paused, scanning the crowd. Some looked at their feet. A few, shamefaced, nodded.

"l cannot hold my own against them," Telemachus admitted. "l shall never be the man my father was. But
| will defend myself if | have power to do so, because | cannot stand this treatment any longer. My house
is being disgraced and ruined. Have respect for your own consciences. Fear the wrath of heaven. The gods
see what you pretend not to notice."

He dashed his staff to the ground. His eyes were wet, but his chin was high. The assembly sat in silence,
and for one shimmering moment, Telemachus felt the weight of their attention, the possibility that they
might actually rise up and help him.

Then Antinous stood up, and the moment shattered like cheap pottery.

"Telemachus, insolent braggart that you are," Antinous (an-TIN-oh-uss) drawled, "how dare you throw
blame upon us? This is your mother's fault, not ours. She is a very artful woman."

He turned to address the crowd, his voice slick as oil. "For nearly four years, she has been driving us out of
our minds, encouraging each one of us, sending messages that mean nothing. And then there was her
little trick with the shroud."

Telemachus felt his blood go cold.

""'Sweet hearts,' she told us, 'Odysseus is indeed dead, but do not press me to marry immediately. | must
complete a burial shroud for old Laertes, so that when death takes him, the women will not say he was
laid out without proper covering.'! Well, we were fools enough to agree. We watched her work at that
great loom all day long. But at night, by torchlight, she unravelled everything she had woven. Three years
she fooled us this way. Three years. And we never caught on until one of her maids betrayed her secret."

A murmur ran through the assembly. Some laughed. Others looked troubled.

"So here is our answer, Telemachus, for all the Achaeans to hear. Send your mother back to her father. Let
him find her a husband. Until then, we will continue to enjoy your hospitality. We fear no man, and we
care nothing for your speeches or your fortune-tellers."

Telemachus's hands were shaking. "Antinous," he said, "how can | drive the mother who bore me from my
father's house? If you choose to take offence at my refusal, then leave. Feast at one another's houses at
your own cost. But if you persist in eating up this household, the gods will reckon with you."

As he spoke, a cry went up from the crowd. Everyone pointed to the sky.

Two eagles had appeared over the mountain, sailing side by side in wide, lordly circles. When they
reached the centre of the assembly they wheeled and began to fight, tearing at each other with talons
and beaks, then broke apart and soared off toward the right, disappearing over the town.
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An old prophet named Halitherses (hal-ih-THUR-seez), the best reader of omens in Ithaca, got to his feet
with difficulty. His voice cracked like dry thunder.

"Hear me, men of Ithaca, and hear me well, you suitors. | see mischief brewing. Odysseus is not going to
be away much longer. He is close at hand, and when he comes, there will be death and destruction not for
the suitors alone, but for many of us who stood by and did nothing. Let the suitors leave now, of their own
accord. It will be better for them."

Eurymachus (yoo-RIM-ah-kuss) laughed. It was a short, ugly sound. "Go home, old man. Prophesy to your
own children. Birds are always flying about. They seldom mean anything. Odysseus has died in a far
country."

He turned to the crowd, his handsome face arranged in an expression of patient reason. "This boy has
worked himself into a temper, and the old men encourage him. Well, we will not be driven out. We will
continue to eat up Telemachus's estate until his mother stops tormenting us with her delays."

Mythology Note: The Shroud of Laertes

Penelope's trick with the shroud is one of the most celebrated acts of cunning in the entire Odyssey, and it reveals something essential about
her character. While Odysseus is famous for his tricks on the battlefield and the high seas, Penelope wages her own war of wits in the
palace, using nothing but a loom and her intelligence. The ruse worked for nearly four years, which tells us that Penelope is not merely a
weeping wife waiting to be rescued. She is an active strategist, fighting to preserve her household with the only tools available to her. The
shroud itself, meant for Odysseus's aged father Laertes, carries an extra layer of sorrow: she stalls for time by preparing for a death that has
not yet come, while waiting for a husband who has not yet returned. In Greek myth, weaving is consistently associated with women's power
and storytelling. Penelope weaves and unweaves the narrative of her own fate.

The assembly broke up. Men drifted away, some muttering, most avoiding Telemachus's eyes. The suitors
sauntered back toward the palace, Antinous's laughter floating behind him like a banner.

Telemachus walked alone to the sea. He washed his hands in the grey surf and lifted his face to the sky.
"Hear me," he whispered. "You who visited me yesterday, who bade me sail the seas in search of my
father. | would obey you, but the Achaeans hinder me. The suitors prevent it."

A hand touched his shoulder.

He turned to find Mentor (MEN-tor), or rather, a figure wearing Mentor's shape. Athena had borrowed the
face of his father's old friend, the man who had been left in charge of the household when Odysseus
sailed for Troy. But the eyes gave her away. No mortal's eyes held that particular blend of warmth and
distance, as though they could see through stone and across years.

"Telemachus," she said, "if you are made of the same stuff as your father, you will be neither fool nor
coward from this day forward. Odysseus never broke his word nor left his work half done. Sons are
seldom as good as their fathers; they are usually worse. But | look with hope on your undertaking."

She told him what to do. Go back to the palace. Walk among the suitors as though nothing had changed.
Pack wine in sealed jars and barley meal in leather sacks. She would find him a ship and gather a crew.
They would sail at dusk.

"But my mother," Telemachus said. "If she knows | have gone, she will weep until she has no beauty left."
"Then let her weep. The sea does not ask permission before it rises."

Telemachus slipped into the palace's great storeroom, where his father's treasure lay heaped upon the
floor: bronze cauldrons, folded linens, sealed jars of olive oil, and casks of wine fit for a god to drink.
Eurycleia (yoo-ri-KLAY-ah), the old nurse, was in charge of everything.
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She cried when he told her. "My dear child, whatever put such a notion into your head? You are the one
hope of this house. Stay where you are among your own people."

"Fear not, nurse. My plan has heaven's sanction. But swear you will say nothing to my mother until | have
been gone ten or twelve days."

The old woman swore, wiping her eyes with the corner of her apron. She drew off twelve jars of the best
wine and filled well-sewn leather bags with twenty measures of barley meal. Telemachus carried the
supplies to the ship himself, his heart hammering against his ribs like a bird in a cage.

At sunset, Athena did something remarkable. She walked among the suitors and cast a spell of deep
drowsiness over them. Their wine turned to lead in their cups. Their eyelids drooped. One by one, they set
down their golden goblets, stumbled to their feet, and wandered back into town to sleep in their own
houses, their minds fogged, their limbs heavy.

Then Athena went to Noemon (noh-EE-mon), son of Phronius, who owned one of the fastest ships in
Ithaca's harbour, and asked to borrow it. Noemon agreed readily; he was a good man, and the goddess
has ways of making goodwill blossom in a mortal heart.

When darkness covered the land, Telemachus made his way to the water's edge. The ship waited, black
against black water, its oarsmen already at their benches. Athena, still in Mentor's form, sat in the stern
and gestured for him to come aboard.

He did not look back at the palace. Not once.

The sail went up, white as a ghost against the stars. A fair wind filled it from the west, whistling over the
deep blue waves. The crew made drink offerings to the gods, and more particularly to the grey-eyed
daughter of Zeus. Then they settled in for the long watch of the night, sailing toward Pylos, toward news,
toward the first real hope that Telemachus had known in twenty years.

QUESTIONS FOR REFLECTION

Penelope's shroud trick is revealed by Antinous as though it were a shameful deception, but the assembly
seems divided in its reaction. How should we judge Penelope's actions? Is she a manipulative liar, or a
desperate woman using the only tools available to protect herself and her son? Does your answer change
when you consider that she had no legal power to refuse the suitors outright?

At the assembly, the ordinary citizens of Ithaca listen to Telemachus's plea but do nothing to help him.
Mentor explicitly condemns them for sitting silently while the suitors destroy the household. Why do
good people sometimes stand by and watch wrong things happen? What would it have cost the Ithacans
to intervene?

Telemachus leaves without saying goodbye to his mother. Athena tells him, "The sea does not ask
permission before it rises." What does she mean by this? Is Telemachus's departure an act of courage or
of cruelty, or perhaps both at once?

CHAPTER THREE: TELEMACHUS AT PYLOS

Telemachus at Pylos / from Book Il of Homer's Odyssey

The sun rose out of the sea like a king ascending his throne, painting the sky in bands of amber and rose.
Beneath that sky, a ship cut through the grey-blue water toward the western coast of the Peloponnese.
Telemachus (tel-EM-ah-kuss) stood at the prow, the wind tangling his dark hair, watching the coastline
sharpen from a hazy suggestion into solid hills and beaches. Beside him sat Mentor (MEN-tor), or so the
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crew believed. Only Telemachus knew that the grey-eyed man beside him was Athena (ah-THEE-nah),
and even that knowledge flickered in his chest like a lamp in a draft, sometimes bright, sometimes dim.

They reached Pylos (PYE-loss) by mid-morning. And what a sight awaited them.

The beach below the city blazed with colour and noise. Nine companies of men, five hundred in each, had
gathered on the sand to offer sacrifice to Poseidon (poh-SYE-don), god of the sea. Before each company
stood a great black bull, its horns gilded with gold, its coat gleaming like polished obsidian. The air
smelled of roasting meat and salt and incense. Priests moved among the crowds, pouring wine over the
burning thigh-bones while the smoke rose in grey columns toward the cloudless sky.

It was, in short, a spectacle fit to make a young man from a quiet island feel very small indeed.

"Come," Athena said, her voice low and steady. "You must not be shy. You have sailed here to learn what
became of your father. Go straight to Nestor (NES-tor). He is an old man now, but his memory is as
orderly as a cedar chest, and he does not lie."

"But how do | address him?" Telemachus's mouth had gone dry. "l am not used to talking with kings."
"Some things, Telemachus, your own instinct will suggest. The gods will prompt the rest."

They made their way through the crowd. The men of Pylos noticed them immediately: two strangers, one
young and nervous, the other calm as a winter morning. Peisistratus (pay-sis-TRAT-uss), Nestor's
youngest unmarried son, was the first to greet them. He offered his hand with a warmth that reminded
Telemachus painfully of how long it had been since anyone had treated him like a welcome guest.

"Take a seat here," Peisistratus said, guiding them to soft sheepskins spread on the sand near his father.
"Eat with us. Share our sacrifice." He handed Athena a golden cup brimming with wine. "Offer a prayer to
Poseidon first, sir, for this is his feast. Then pass the cup to your friend."

Athena's eyes crinkled with approval at his manners. She prayed, drank, and handed the cup to
Telemachus, who did the same. The roasted meat was excellent, tender and rich, though Telemachus
found he could not taste it properly. His stomach was a closed fist.

When they had eaten, Nestor turned to them. He was ancient, his skin weathered as old leather, but his
gaze was sharp and assessing. "Now then," he said, "our guests have eaten. It is proper to ask who they
are. Strangers, who are you? Traders? Or wanderers of the sea?"

Telemachus drew a breath and let it out slowly. When he spoke, his voice surprised him. It did not crack
or waver.

"Nestor, son of Neleus, honour to the Achaean name. We come from Ithaca under Mount Neriton. | am
here to ask you, in private, about my father. You fought beside him at Troy. You know what sort of man he
was."

Nestor's expression softened. He reached out and took Telemachus's hand in both of his own. "You are
Odysseus's son. | see it now. The same eyes. The same way of holding your head, as though weighing
every word before it leaves your lips."

"Tell me truthfully," Telemachus said. "Do not soften anything out of pity. If my father did you a loyal
service at Troy, by word or deed, remember it now and tell me plainly. Did you see him die? Did you hear
how he came to his end?"

The old king was silent for a long moment. The surf hissed against the shore. Gulls wheeled overhead,
crying their lonely cries.
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"My friend," Nestor said at last, "you recall a time of great sorrow. The brave Achaeans suffered much at
sea and on the battlefield. Our best men fell: Ajax, Achilles, Patroclus. My own dear son Antilochus, fleet
as the wind, brave as a lion." He paused, gathering himself. "But all of that was at Troy. It was the voyage
home that broke us."

He told the story then, and Telemachus listened as though drinking water after a long thirst.

After Troy fell, the Greek fleet had prepared to sail. But a quarrel erupted between the two sons of
Atreus, Agamemnon (ag-ah-MEM-non) and Menelaus (men-uh-LAY-us). Menelaus wanted to depart at
once. Agamemnon insisted they stay and offer proper sacrifices to the gods. The army split in two. Half
sailed with Agamemnon. The other half, including Nestor and Diomedes (dye-oh-MEE-deez), pushed for
home.

"l do not know what happened to the others after that," Nestor admitted. "I know only what reports have
reached me since | returned to Pylos."

Mythology Note: The Returns of the Greek Heroes

Homer's Odyssey is only one of many "return songs" (nostoi) composed about the Greek heroes sailing home from Troy. Almost every major
warrior had his own homecoming story, and most of them were tragedies. The overall pattern is clear: the Greeks won the war but lost the
peace. Their sufferings after Troy were understood as divine punishment for the excessive brutality of the city's sack, particularly the
desecration of temples. The destruction of the Greek fleet by Athena (because of the rape of Cassandra at her altar) and the storms sent by
Poseidon (because of the blinding of his son Polyphemus) were not random misfortunes. They were cosmic justice.

"Let me tell you what | know of the others," Nestor continued. "Neoptolemus, Achilles' son, reached home
safely with the Myrmidons. Philoctetes did too. Idomeneus lost no men at sea and brought all his
followers safe to Crete."

He paused, and his face darkened. "But Agamemnon. Ah, Agamemnon. You have heard what happened
to him, surely?"

"Only rumours," Telemachus said. "l know he was killed. | know his wife was involved."

"Clytemnestra (klye-tem-NES-tra)," Nestor said, and the name came out like a curse. "She was a good
woman once. But Aegisthus (ay-JIS-thuss), who stayed behind while we fought at Troy, flattered her and
tempted her. He killed her guardian bard, marooned him on a desert island. And she went willingly
enough to Aegisthus's house."

Telemachus leaned forward, unable to look away.

"For seven years, Aegisthus ruled Mycenae in Agamemnon's place. But in the eighth year, Orestes
(oh-RES-teez) came back from Athens and killed the murderer of his father. On the very same day,
Menelaus finally reached home, laden with treasure from his wandering years. So the great cycle turned:
betrayal, then vengeance, then homecoming."

A shadow fell across the sand. Mentor, who had been listening quietly, spoke with an edge in his voice
that Telemachus had not heard before.

"A good thing it is for a man to leave a son behind him," Athena said through Mentor's lips, "to do as
Orestes did. See what a reputation he has won for himself, killing the man who killed his father."

She turned to Telemachus. "But do not travel too long from home, and do not leave your property with
dangerous people in your house. They will eat up everything you have. Go to Menelaus by all means. He
has lately come from voyaging among distant peoples. Even birds cannot fly the distance in a
twelvemonth."
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The sun had begun its descent toward the western sea. The sacrifice was ending, the crowds dispersing.

"Stay the night with me," Nestor said, pressing Telemachus's hand. "l will not let the son of my old friend
sleep on the deck of a ship. Not while | live."

Mentor shook his head. "l must return to my crew. | am the only older man among young friends who took
this voyage out of loyalty. But send Telemachus to Sparta in a chariot, with one of your sons beside him.
Your best and fleetest horses."

Then something happened that made every man on that beach fall to his knees.

As Mentor finished speaking, the figure rose suddenly into the air and flew away in the form of a great
eagle. The men on the beach stared after it in astonishment. Nestor understood at once that the visitor
had been Athena, who had accompanied Telemachus in disguise.

Nestor's voice was barely a whisper. "The Trito-born. Zeus's daughter herself. She showed such favour to
your father at Troy. | never saw the gods so openly fond of any man."

He gripped Telemachus's shoulders. "Do you understand what this means, boy? A goddess is watching
over you. She has been watching all along."

That evening, they feasted in Nestor's great hall. Wine was mixed in bowls of silver and gold, and the old
king made repeated offerings to Athena, praying with tears in his eyes. His sons gathered around him, a
formidable brood: Echephron, Stratius, Perseus, Aretus, Thrasymedes (thras-ih-MEE-deez), and
Peisistratus, the youngest but the most quick-witted. His wife Eurydice (yoo-RID-ih-see) and his
daughters moved among the guests with quiet efficiency, and a girl named Polycaste (pol-ee-KAS-tee),
the youngest daughter, washed Telemachus in a bronze bath and anointed him with olive oil until he
glowed.

In the morning, Nestor was up before dawn. He ordered a heifer brought from the plain, her horns to be
gilded by the goldsmith. The sacrifice to Athena was conducted with meticulous care: barley sprinkled,
prayers spoken, the heifer's throat cut by Peisistratus himself while Thrasymedes struck the killing blow
with his axe. The meat was roasted and shared, and when the ritual was complete, Nestor embraced
Telemachus at the door of his house.

"My son will go with you to Sparta," he said. "Peisistratus knows the road. Trust him as you would trust
your own hand."

The chariot was swift, drawn by two chestnut horses whose hooves threw up dust like golden spray.
Peisistratus handled the reins with easy confidence, and Telemachus sat beside him, watching the
countryside roll past: fields of barley, groves of olive and fig, distant mountains blue against the sky. They
passed the night at Pherae, in the house of Diocles (DYE-oh-kleez), who entertained them hospitably. At
dawn they were on the road again, the horses fresh and eager.

All that day they drove, swaying with the rhythm of the chariot, until the sun went down and darkness
covered the land. Somewhere ahead lay Sparta. Somewhere ahead lay Menelaus and Helen, the two
people who might, finally, tell Telemachus whether his father was alive or dead.

But Athena was gone now. The eagle had vanished into the sky. And Telemachus understood, with a
clarity that settled deep in his bones, that from this point forward he was travelling with only a mortal
companion. The goddess had set him on the road. The rest he would have to do himself.

THE GREEK HEROES AND THEIR RETURNS FROM TROY
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Hero What Happened Current Status (as of Book Ill)

Odysseus Lost all his crew; shipwrecked repeatedly; Alive, but location unknown to mortals
held by Calypso on Ogygia

Agamemnon Murdered by Clytemnestra and Aegisthus Dead; avenged by his son Orestes
upon returning to Mycenae

Menelaus Blown off course to Egypt and distant lands;  Alive and ruling in Sparta, recently returned
finally reached Sparta after years of
wandering

Nestor Sailed directly home with Diomedes; reached Alive, ancient, ruling in Pylos with his sons

Pylos safely without incident

Diomedes Parted from Nestor at Argos; reached his Alive and ruling (mentioned briefly by Nestor)
kingdom safely

Neoptolemus (Achilles' son) Led the Myrmidons home safely Alive and ruling the Myrmidons
Philoctetes Returned safely to his island kingdom Alive and ruling
Idomeneus Lost no men at sea; brought all followers safe Alive and ruling in Crete
to Crete
Ajax the Lesser Shipwrecked; drowned after boasting he Dead (mentioned as context)

would survive without the gods' help

QUESTIONS FOR REFLECTION

Nestor tells Telemachus the story of Agamemnon's murder as a warning, but also as inspiration: Orestes
avenged his father and won glory. Telemachus responds, "Would that heaven might grant me to do like
vengeance on the insolence of the wicked suitors." How should we feel about this desire for revenge?
Does the ancient Greek view of vengeance as justice differ from how we think about justice today?

Athena leaves Telemachus after Pylos by flying away in the form of an eagle. Nestor sees this as proof
that the gods are watching over the boy, but Athena's departure also means Telemachus must travel the
rest of the way with only a mortal companion. Why might the goddess choose to step back at this
moment rather than continuing to guide him directly? What does this suggest about how the gods
interact with humans in the Odyssey?

Look at the table of the Greek heroes' returns. Almost everyone who fought at Troy suffered afterward.
What do you think Homer is trying to say about war through these stories of failed or damaged
homecomings? Is the Odyssey an anti-war story, or something more complicated than that?

CHAPTER FOUR: TELEMACHUS AT SPARTA
Telemachus at Sparta / from Book IV of Homer's Odyssey

They reached Sparta at evening, when the last light lay across the hills like spilled honey. Telemachus
(tel-EM-ah-kuss) had expected grandeur. He had not expected this.

The palace of Menelaus (men-uh-LAY-us) and Helen (HEL-en) rose above the city like a jewel set in gold.
The walls were faced with bronze that caught the sunset and threw it back in warm, molten flashes. The
doorsills were of ivory, the lintels of silver, and the door itself was carved from solid cypress with golden
handles no man could miss. Inside, the floors were tessellated in patterns of amber and jet, and the walls
bore frescoes of horses and hunters, their colours still vivid after years of summer sun.

Telemachus and Peisistratus (pay-sis-TRAT-uss) stood in the doorway like two farm boys who had
wandered into a temple by mistake.
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"This way," said a servant, leading them through corridors that smelled of cedar and frankincense. "The
king is within. He celebrates the marriages of his son and daughter."

The great hall blazed with torchlight. Forty or fifty guests reclined on couches draped in scarlet, eating
from golden plates while musicians played on lyres and double flutes. At the centre of it all sat Menelaus,
a broad-shouldered man with a red-gold beard and the flushed, satisfied look of a host who has given his
guests everything they could desire. Beside him, on a chair of ivory and silver, sat Helen.

Telemachus had heard about Helen since he was old enough to listen. The face that launched a thousand
ships. The woman whose beauty had caused the Trojan War and the deaths of uncounted men. He had
expected someone haughty, perhaps, or tragically remote. Instead he saw a woman of perhaps forty, with
deep brown eyes and an expression of such complicated warmth that he found himself staring at the floor
rather than meet her gaze.

"Strangers!" Menelaus called out, rising from his couch. "Welcome! Come eat with us. When you have
eaten, you shall tell us who you are."

A servant led them to seats and poured water for their hands, then set before them silver platters heaped
with roast beef and bread. The portions were generous, the wine richer than anything Telemachus had
tasted. He ate in silence, aware that Helen's eyes had settled on him with an intensity that made his neck
burn.

When they had finished, Menelaus turned to them with the directness of a soldier. "Now then. Who are
you, young men? Your city? Your parents? You carry yourselves like the sons of kings."

Peisistratus answered first. "I am Peisistratus, son of Nestor. And this" - he paused, glancing at his
companion - "this is Telemachus, son of Odysseus. He has come seeking news of his father."

The name fell into the hall like a stone into still water.

Menelaus's face transformed. Grief and fond memory warred across it, and when he spoke, his voice had
thickened. "Odysseus's son. By all the gods. | knew your father - the man of endless resources, whose
mind was like a labyrinth. We endured everything together at Troy. And | have never stopped wondering
whether he is alive or dead."

Helen rose from her chair. She moved to a cabinet of carved olive wood and took out a small golden cup.
Into it she dropped something that looked like a dried flower, then filled the cup with wine from a silver
pitcher. She stirred it with her finger, murmuring words too low to hear, then brought it to Telemachus.

"Drink this," she said. Her voice was low and musical. "It will ease your sorrow."

Telemachus took the cup. The wine smelled of herbs and something else, something that reminded him of
sleep after a long journey. He drank. At once the tight knot in his chest, the grief he had carried since
boyhood, seemed to loosen its grip. He could still remember that his father was missing. But the pain of it
had softened, as though cushioned by wool.

"What was that?" he asked, wonderingly.

"A drug," Helen said, and her smile was sad. "Given to me in Egypt by the wife of Thon (THON). It is
nepenthe, the sorrow-banisher. Whoever drinks it will forget grief for a day. No matter what they have
suffered - a parent dead, a child lost, a love betrayed - for a little while, the pain is gone." She looked at
Menelaus, and something passed between them, some shared memory of war and wandering that
needed no words. "l thought you deserved a respite from sorrow, son of Odysseus. You carry too much for
one so young."
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Menelaus was silent for a long moment, his fingers tracing the rim of his golden cup. Then he began to
speak.

"l was stranded for twenty days on the island of Pharos (FAR-oss), off the coast of Egypt. My men were
starving. The wind would not let us leave. And then, on the twentieth day, a sea-nymph appeared to me.
Eidothea (eye-DOTH-ee-uh), daughter of the Old Man of the Sea. She took pity on me. She told me how
to trap her father, Proteus (PROH-tee-uss), the shape-shifter who knows all the secrets of the deep."

Telemachus leaned forward, the drugged wine humming gently in his veins.

"Proteus changes form," Menelaus continued. "Seal, serpent, leopard, boar, tree of water. But if you can
hold him through all his transformations, he will answer your questions. My men and | hid beneath
sealskins - the stench was unbelievable - and seized the old god when he emerged from the waves. He
tried everything to escape. He became a lion, then a dragon, then running water, then a great tree. We
held on. And finally, when he had exhausted every trick, he spoke."

Menelaus's eyes grew distant. "He told me | had offended the gods and must make proper sacrifice before
| could sail. But then | asked him about my companions. | asked about Ajax, and Agamemnon, and your
father."

The hall had gone quiet. Even the musicians had stopped playing.

"Odysseus is alive," Menelaus said. "Proteus saw him. He is trapped on an island called Ogygia
(oh-JlJ-ee-uh), in the halls of the nymph Calypso (kah-LIP-soh). She keeps him there. She will not let him
leave. He sits on the headland day after day, staring out to sea, weeping for home. His heart is broken, but
he is alive."

Alive. The word echoed in Telemachus's mind like a bell struck once in a vast dark cave. His father was
alive.

"Seven years," Menelaus said softly. "Calypso has held him for seven years. But he is alive."

Helen had been watching Telemachus throughout Menelaus's story. Now she spoke, and her voice was
different - sharper, more certain.

"I know who you are. | know you completely. You have your father's eyes, that certain sideways look he
would give when he was planning something. And your mother's build - Penelope was always slender,
always graceful even under hardship. Yes, | see them both in you."

She turned to Menelaus. "Husband, do you not see it? This is Odysseus's son. He has come all this way,
alone, to find news of his father. What courage that takes."

Menelaus studied Telemachus with new eyes. "Yes," he said slowly. "Yes, | see it now. The same steady
gaze. The same way of listening more than speaking." He reached out and clasped Telemachus's hand in
his own. "Your father was the bravest man | knew, and the cleverest, and the most maddening. If any man
can escape Calypso's island, it is he."

Tears pricked at the corners of Telemachus's eyes, and he was not ashamed. The nepenthe had not taken
everything; it had simply made the grief bearable enough to allow hope.

"l have been searching for him," Telemachus said. "Nestor sent me to you. He said if anyone knew what
became of my father after Troy, it would be the man who wandered the longest to find his way home."

Menelaus laughed, a sound like gravel rolling in a stream. "Nestor has the right of it. | wandered eight
years, my boy. Eight years from Egypt to Phoenicia, from Cyrene to the Ethiopic shores. And all the while,
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Helen waited." He looked at his wife with an expression Telemachus could not quite read. Love, certainly.
But something else too. The knowledge of everything they had done to each other, and everything they
had survived.

The celebration continued. Menelaus spoke of his wanderings, of the great wealth he had accumulated, of
the marvels he had seen. Peisistratus told stories of Pylos, of his father's many sacrifices, of the day
Athena had appeared on their beach as an eagle. And Telemachus sat among them, feeling for the first
time like a man among men rather than a boy pretending to be one.

But Helen watched him. She watched the way he held himself, the way his thoughts seemed to drift even
in the middle of conversation. And late in the evening, when the torches had burned low and the guests
were beginning to depart, she drew him aside.

"You are thinking of your mother," she said. It was not a question.
"How did you know?"

"Because | was once the one who waited, not knowing if my husband would return. It is a special kind of
loneliness, being the one who stays." She reached into a cabinet and withdrew a beautiful robe, folded
and perfumed, woven with patterns of flowers and sea-creatures in threads of gold and Tyrian purple.
"Take this. When you marry, give it to your bride. It is the work of my own hands, made in the years when |
was learning to be something other than the woman who caused a war."

"l have no bride," Telemachus said, colouring. "The suitors occupy my house. They will not let me live in
peace until my mother chooses one of them."

Helen's expression hardened. "Suitors. Yes. | know that particular pestilence too." She pressed the robe
into his hands. "Take it anyway. A wedding that cannot happen yet is still a wedding worth preparing for.
And when the day comes, you will have something worthy of a queen."

She kissed his forehead. "Your father will come home," she whispered. "l feel it. The gods do not keep a
man like Odysseus prisoner forever."

Mythology Note: The Helen of the Odyssey The Helen we meet in Book IV is far more complex than the
Helen of the Iliad. Homer's later portrait suggests a woman who has suffered deeply for her choices and
who now uses her considerable intelligence to help younger people. The nepenthe she offers Telemachus
is a metaphor for the healing power of hospitality. Some scholars believe Helen's character arc represents
the Odyssey's broader theme: that suffering can lead to wisdom, and that even those who have made
terrible mistakes may find redemption.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Helen gives Telemachus a wedding robe for a marriage that cannot yet take place. What does this gift
symbolize? How does it connect to the larger themes of hope and waiting in the Odyssey?

Menelaus had to capture and hold Proteus through his many transformations to get the truth. What might
this story suggest about how truth is obtained in the world of the Odyssey? Is knowledge something
freely given, or must it be wrestled from reluctant sources?

Helen's drug, nepenthe, literally makes grief disappear for a time. Is this a kindness or a danger? Would
you take a drug that made you forget your sorrows, even temporarily?

CHAPTER FIVE: CALYPSO'S ISLAND
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Calypso's Island / from Book V of Homer's Odyssey

While Telemachus drove his chariot homeward through the Peloponnesian hills, another drama was
unfolding - one the young prince could not have imagined in his most hopeful dreams.

High above the mountain called Olympus, where the snow never melts and the air is thin enough to make
mortals dizzy, the gods were holding court. They sat in Zeus's (ZYOOQOS) great hall, golden and
imperishable, drinking nectar from golden cups while the hearth burned with sweet-smelling cedar.
Athena (ah-THEE-nah) stood before her father with a question she had been waiting ten years to ask.

"Father," she said, "how much longer must Odysseus suffer? He weeps on a deserted shore, longing for
home, while you do nothing. His companions are all dead. His ships are lost. He has nothing left but his
wit and his grief. Is this the reward for a man who served the Greek cause at Troy with such distinction?"

Zeus, the cloud-gatherer, stroked his beard. He was not a cruel god, merely an absent-minded one, easily
distracted by the quarrels of mortals and the charms of whichever mortal woman had caught his eye that
century.

"Athena," he said, "you have always been fond of this mortal. Very well. It was never my will that
Odysseus should suffer forever. If his suffering continues, it is because Poseidon (poh-SYE-don) holds a
grudge. The blinding of his son, the Cyclops - you know the story. But Poseidon is away, visiting the
Ethiopians (ee-thee-OH-pee-unz) far to the south. He will not return for some days."

He turned to the messenger god, who had been waiting by the door with the patience of one who is used
to being sent on impossible errands at a moment's notice.

"Hermes (HER-meez), take word to Calypso (kah-LIP-soh) on Ogygia. Tell her that | command her to
release Odysseus. She must give him what help she can: tools, timber, provisions. Let him build a raft and

go.ll

The island of Ogygia lay at the edge of the known world, farther west than any ship had sailed. It was
beautiful, of course. Calypso would not have lived anywhere ugly. The beaches were white as crushed
pearl, the forests thick with alder and cypress and sweet-smelling cedar. A cave opened into the hillside,
and inside it, a fire burned eternally, filling the air with the scent of burning wood. Vines heavy with purple
grapes climbed the walls. Four springs ran nearby, their waters clear and cold, flowing in four different
directions across meadows carpeted with violets and wild parsley.

It was paradise. It was also a prison.

Calypso found Odysseus where she always found him: sitting on a headland above the sea, staring out at
the empty horizon. The wind had weathered his face. His clothes, once fine, were ragged. He had built a
shelter there, crude and exposed, preferring the raw wind to the warmth of her cave. For seven years he
had done this. Every morning he walked to the shore and gazed eastward, toward a home he could not
reach.

She approached him with a bowl of ambrosia and a cup of nectar. "Eat something," she said softly.
He did not look at her. "l have no appetite."

"You will die of grief if you continue this way. And what good will that do? Your wife will not know. Your
son will only wonder."

Odysseus turned to her, and his eyes were terrible. They were the eyes of a man who has lost everything
except the one thing he cannot lose: the memory of who he is.
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"What do you want from me, Calypso? | have given you seven years. | have shared your bed. | have eaten
your food. Is that not enough?"

She flinched. It was not the answer she wanted, and they both knew it.
Then Hermes arrived.

He came like a kingfisher, skimming the waves, his winged sandals barely touching the spray. He landed
on the white beach, and Calypso knew at once why he had come. The gods do not send their messenger
for casual visits.

She received him in her cave, offering him nectar and a seat by the fire. Hermes accepted both, but his
manner was brisk. He was not one to linger over hospitality when he had divine orders to deliver.

"Calypso," he said, "Zeus commands you to release Odysseus. You must give him tools and timber and
send him on his way. The Father of Gods and Men has spoken."

Calypso's face went pale. For a long moment she said nothing. The fire crackled. Outside, the surf
murmured against the shore.

"You are cruel," she whispered. "All of you. | saved this man when he washed up on my beach,
half-drowned and alone. | nursed him back to health. | loved him. And now you would tear him from me
because Athena asks a favour?"

Hermes spread his hands. "l do not make the commands, Calypso. | only deliver them. But you know as
well as | do that no immortal may defy Zeus. Not even you."

He departed, rising into the sky on his winged sandals, leaving her alone with the fire and the four running
springs.

She found Odysseus again on the headland. This time she did not bring food. She brought the truth.

"Odysseus," she said, and her voice was steady though her heart was not. "You must go. Hermes has
come from Olympus with Zeus's command. | am to release you."

He stared at her, not comprehending. For seven years he had begged for this. Now that it was here, it felt
like a trick.

"You will let me leave?"

"l have no choice. But hear me first." She knelt beside him on the cold stone. The wind tugged at her hair,
which was dark as a midnight sea. "Stay, and | will make you immortal. | will give you what no mortal
woman can give. You will never grow old. You will never die. You will remain young and strong forever,
here in this place where no winter comes and no sorrow lasts. Is that not worth more than whatever waits
for you in Ilthaca?"

Odysseus looked at her. She was beautiful. That had never been in doubt. She was a goddess, with a
goddess's perfection of form and feature. Her cave was warm. Her island was abundant. The alternative
was a dangerous voyage across unknown seas, a wife who had aged twenty years, a son who barely
knew him, a kingdom that might not welcome him. It was terrifying.

And yet.

"Goddess," he said, and his voice was gentle. It was the gentleness of a man who knows he is about to
wound someone and wishes he did not have to. "Everything you say is true. You are more beautiful than
my wife. Your island is more comfortable than my home. Immortality is a gift beyond price. But you are
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asking me to choose between a goddess and a mortal woman. And | choose the mortal."
Calypso's eyes filled with tears, which she blinked away. Goddesses do not weep easily.
"Why?" she asked. "Why choose death and aging and hardship when you could have paradise?"

"Because Penelope is my wife." He said it simply, as though that explained everything. And perhaps it did.
"She is mortal, yes. She has aged, yes. She is not as beautiful as you - how could she be? But she is the
woman | swore myself to. She is the mother of my son. She is the one who kept my house for twenty
years while | fought at Troy and wandered the seas. | think of her every day. | dream of her every night.
And if | stayed here, even as an immortal, some part of me would always be looking eastward, always
longing, always incomplete. | would rather die trying to reach her than live forever without her."

Mythology Note: Calypso - Love or Captivity? The name Calypso means "she who conceals" or "she who
covers," which perfectly describes her role in the Odyssey. Her offer of immortality is the ultimate
temptation: Odysseus must choose between eternal youth with a goddess and mortal life with his aging
wife. His refusal is one of the most moving moments in Western literature. It establishes that for
Odysseus, home and loyalty matter more than pleasure or even immortality. Some modern readers see
Calypso as a sympathetic figure, a lonely goddess who genuinely loves her prisoner, while others see her
as a captor making an offer that cannot be freely accepted.

If Calypso had hoped he would change his mind, she did not show it. She was a goddess, and goddesses
have pride. She rose from the stone and nodded once, sharply.

"Very well. Tomorrow we will begin."

She gave him everything he needed. Bronze axes with handles of olive wood, an adze, a drill, cords of
twisted sinew. She led him to a grove where the tallest trees grew: alders and firs and tall pines that
reached toward the sky like the masts of ships. And she watched while he worked.

He built the raft with the skill of a man long accustomed to ships. He cut twenty trees, trimmed and
squared the timbers, bored them and fastened them together. He fitted a deck, raised a mast and yard,
and made a steering oar. Calypso brought him cloth for a sail, and together the materials became a
seaworthy raft, rough but strong enough to carry him out onto the open sea.

For four days he worked, and Calypso brought him food and water without being asked. On the fifth day,
the raft was complete. It was not the ship he had left Troy in. It was not even the ship he had sailed from
Ismarus. But it floated. It held together. And it pointed east.

On the fifth morning, she came to him one last time.

"l have something for you," she said. She gave him a leather flask filled with dark red wine, the colour of
sunset. She gave him a sack of bread and dried meat, enough for many days. And she gave him a warm
wind to fill his sail, a breeze from the west that smelled of her island.

"Follow the stars," she said. "Keep the Bear on your left hand and sail toward the rising sun. You will
come to land, eventually. The gods willing, it will be the land you seek."

Odysseus looked at her. For seven years she had been his captor and his comfort, his warden and his
lover. He did not love her. But he was not heartless either.

"Thank you," he said. And he meant it.
He pushed the raft into the surf, climbed aboard, and raised the sail. The west wind caught it at once,

filled it, and pulled him away from the shore. He did not look back. He could not. But Calypso looked. She
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stood on the white beach until the raft was a speck, and then nothing, and then only the empty sea.

She turned and walked back to her cave, where the fire burned eternally and the four springs ran their
four separate courses, and she was alone.

For seventeen days, Odysseus sailed. The wind held steady. He steered by the stars, keeping the Great
Bear on his left as Calypso had instructed. The sea was kind, the sky clear, and he began to believe, really
believe, that he might make it.

But Poseidon was coming home.

The sea-god had been among the Ethiopians, receiving their sacrifices and enjoying their hospitality,
which was legendary even among the gods. He was returning in a good mood, his chariot drawn by the
great horses of the sea, when he looked down and saw something that made his blood run cold.

Odysseus. On a raft. Sailing east.

Poseidon's face darkened like a sky before a thunderstorm. He did not pause to think. He did not consult
Zeus or consider Athena's protection. He simply reached into the sea, gathered the storm winds into his
hands, and hurled them at the raft.

The sky turned black. The west wind died as though someone had snuffed it out. In its place came the
screaming breath of Boreas from the north and Notus from the south, shrieking across the water like
demented spirits. Wave rose upon wave, each one higher than the last. The mast cracked. The sail tore
away like a leaf in autumn. And the raft, that fragile thing Odysseus had built with his own hands, began
to break apart.

The storm shattered the raft and threw Odysseus into the sea. As he struggled among the wreckage, the
sea-goddess Ino, also called Leucothea, rose from the waves and took pity on him. She gave him her
enchanted veil and told him to bind it beneath his chest, abandon the raft when it finally broke apart, and
swim for the Phaeacian shore.

Odysseus hesitated to trust another divine stranger, but when Poseidon sent a wave that broke the raft
apart completely, he bound Ino's veil beneath his arms and plunged into the sea.

Poseidon departed, but Athena still watched over Odysseus. She checked the other winds and sent a
steady northern breeze to help carry him toward the Phaeacian coast. He would still have to swim for two
days and nights before finding a place to land.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Odysseus chooses mortal life with Penelope over immortality with Calypso. What does this choice say
about what he values most? Do you think he made the right decision?

Calypso is ordered to release Odysseus against her will. She has been his captor for seven years, but she
also saved his life and cared for him. Is she a villain, a victim, or something more complicated?

Poseidon destroys Odysseus's raft out of rage, not justice. What does this scene suggest about how the
gods behave in the Odyssey? Are they fair, or are they governed by emotions like humans?

CHAPTER SIX: NAUSICAA

Nausicaa / from Books V-VI of Homer's Odyssey
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The storm had passed. Somewhere in the black hours before dawn, the winds had exhausted themselves
and crept away to their caves, leaving the sea heaving but quiet. And somewhere in that heaving
darkness, a man clung to life.

Odysseus (oh-DISS-ee-uss) was not dead. He could not have explained how this was possible. He
remembered the mast cracking, the sail tearing, the raft breaking apart beneath him. He remembered the
wave that pulled him down into the green dark, where no air lived. He remembered thinking, quite clearly,
This is how it ends.

But it had not ended. A current had caught him, or a goddess had lifted him, or pure stubbornness had
made his limbs keep moving. He had swum for two days and two nights, battling surf that tried to pound
him against rocks, fighting the cold that tried to steal the feeling from his arms and legs. And now, on the
third morning, the land rose up to meet him.

It was an island. He could see that much. Tall trees lined the shore, and a river mouth opened onto the
beach, its current fresh and strong. Odysseus let the river carry him inland, past the breakers, until his feet
touched sand and his knees gave out and he crawled onto dry land like a man crawling out of his own
grave.

He lay there, gasping, facedown in the reeds. His body was a catalogue of damage: salt-burned skin,
bruised ribs, fingers numb from clutching driftwood. He was naked. His clothes had been torn from him by
the sea. He was alive, but he looked like something the ocean had chewed up and spat out.

And he had no idea where he was.

Not far away, in a palace built with such skill that the very stones seemed to glow, a young woman was
sleeping.

Nausicaa (naw-SIK-uh-uh) was the daughter of Alcinous (al-SIN-oh-wuss), king of the Phaeacians
(fee-AY-shunz), and his queen, Arete (ah-REE-tee). She was a young unmarried princess, old enough for
marriage to be on the minds of her family and the young men of Phaeacia. That night, as she slept in her
painted chamber, someone came to her in a dream.

The woman was tall and grey-eyed, with an air of quiet authority that made Nausicaa want to sit up
straighter even in her sleep.

"Nausicaa," the stranger said, her voice like cool water running over stone. "When did you last wash your
clothes? Your wedding day approaches. You will need clean garments, and your brothers' clothes are
filthy from sport. Go to the river tomorrow. Take your maids with you. The washing pools are there, and
the sunlight will dry everything by afternoon."

Nausicaa woke with the grey-eyed woman's voice still echoing in her ears. She sat up in bed, the dawn
light filtering through her chamber window, and she knew at once what she must do.

It had been Athena (ah-THEE-nah), of course. The goddess of wisdom did not appear to princesses every
day, but she had taken a personal interest in Odysseus's fate for more than twenty years, and she was not
about to let him drown on the very shore where help lived.

The morning was bright and warm, the kind of morning that makes young people feel that the world is
full of possibilities. Nausicaa ordered a wagon hitched, loaded it with dirty laundry, and called her maids.
The girls chattered excitedly as they piled into the cart, their arms full of tunics and cloaks and fine
embroidered sashes. They drove through the city, past the orchards heavy with pears and pomegranates,
past the fields where men were already guiding their oxen through the furrows. The air smelled of
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blossom and fresh water and baking bread from the communal ovens.

They sang as they went, songs of love and marriage, which seemed to Nausicaa more interesting today
than they had last week. The palace gates swung open, and the wagon rolled down to the river where the
washing pools lay, clear and shallow, fringed with reeds that rustled in the soft breeze.

The maids set to work with good humour, pounding the clothes against the flat stones, working up a
lather of olive-oil soap that smelled of clean herbs. They rinsed everything in the cold river water and
spread the garments on the riverbank grass to bleach in the sun. When the washing was done and the
garments lay gleaming in neat rows like sails drying after a storm, Nausicaa took a ball of embroidered
leather from one of her maids. It was their favourite game: they threw it back and forth, trying to keep it
from touching the ground, shrieking with delight when someone made a diving catch.

The sound of their laughter carried across the water, bright and careless, the sound of young people who
had never known shipwreck or grief.

Nausicaa threw the ball high, arching it toward the tallest of her maids. The girl leaped for it, missed, and
the ball sailed over her outstretched fingers, landing with a soft thud in the deep reeds near the river
mouth.

The maids screamed.

There, rising from the reeds like a spectre from a nightmare, was a man. He was naked, his body caked
with dried salt, his hair matted with seaweed and brine. He looked more like a sea creature than a human
being, and he was walking toward them with his hands raised in supplication.

The maids scattered, shrieking, toward the wagon. But Nausicaa stood her ground. Something in the
stranger's posture, in the way he held his hands out empty and open, told her that he was not a threat. Or
at least, that he did not wish to be one.

Odysseus stopped a few paces away. He was acutely aware of his own appearance: naked, gaunt,
covered in the dried residue of the sea. He had not eaten in days. He could feel the bones of his ribs
pressing against his skin. Yet here, in this sunlit meadow, with the sound of running water and the smell
of clean laundry, he felt something he had not felt in years. Safety. Or at least, the possibility of it.

He looked at the princess and her frightened attendants, and he did something that would have seemed
impossible an hour ago. He smiled.

It was not a happy smile. It was the smile of a man who has been through hell and has just realised he
might, possibly, have reached the other side.

"Princess," he said, and his voice was hoarse from salt water but still carried the music of a man who had
once been eloquent. "l am at your mercy. | have suffered shipwreck and storm. For twenty days | have
been without food or shelter. | do not know your city or your people. | beg you, by Zeus who protects
strangers, and by your parents' good name, help me. Give me clothing, if you have any to spare. And show
me the way to your town, that | may find someone who can give me the hospitality that is due to any
shipwrecked man."

He paused, looking at her with eyes that had seen too much and yet still managed to hold a spark of
warmth.

"The gods favour those who show kindness to the unfortunate. You are young, and you are beautiful, and |
can see that your parents have raised you with wisdom. Whatever you do for me, | will remember. And
the gods will remember too."
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Nausicaa looked at this strange, salt-caked man and felt something shift in her chest. He was not
threatening. He was desperate, yes, but there was a dignity to him even in his nakedness, a bearing that
spoke of better days. She had heard her father speak of the great heroes who fought at Troy. She had
never seen one. But she thought, looking at this man, that perhaps she was seeing one now.

"Stranger," she said, and her voice was steady though her heart beat fast, "you seem a decent man,
despite your troubles. The gods do send suffering to good and bad alike, and it is not for us to question
their reasons. My city is near. | will give you what you need."

She turned to her maids, who were still huddled by the wagon. "Stop cowering. This man is a
shipwrecked stranger and he means us no harm. Give him the clothes we washed, the largest tunic and
cloak. And bring him oil to rub on his skin, and a place to wash in the river."

The maids did as they were told, though they eyed the stranger with suspicion. Odysseus took the clothes
gratefully and withdrew to a private pool downstream, where he scrubbed the salt from his skin and hair,
rubbing himself with oil until he looked human again. The tunic fit well enough, and the cloak was warm.
When he emerged, he looked like a different man. Still gaunt, still weathered, but recognisably a person
rather than a sea-monster.

Nausicaa studied him with new eyes. "You speak well for a shipwrecked sailor," she said. "Where did you
learn such words?"

"From hard experience, princess. And from better days, long ago." He did not elaborate. He was not ready
to tell his name, not yet. The world was full of enemies, and he had learned caution.

She seemed to understand without his saying it. She did not press him. Instead, she told him how to find
her parents' palace, and how to approach them.

"Walk behind the wagon until we reach the city gates. Then let me and the maids go ahead. My people
are inclined to gossip, and | would not want them saying | was seen with a strange man on the road. Once
we are inside, ask your way to the palace of Alcinous. My father is the king. My mother, Arete, is as wise
as she is kind. Go to her first. Grasp her knees in supplication. Phaeacians respect that gesture. If she
accepts you, my father will too."

Odysseus listened carefully, memorising every word. "You have saved my life," he said quietly. "l do not
forget such debts."

Nausicaa coloured slightly and turned toward the wagon. "Go with the gods, stranger. May they grant you
what your heart desires."

Mythology Note: Nausicaa - The Kindness of Strangers The encounter between Odysseus and Nausicaa is
one of the most delicately drawn scenes in the Odyssey. A naked shipwreck survivor meeting a group of
young women could easily have become a scene of violence or humiliation. Instead, Homer gives us a
moment of mutual recognition: Nausicaa sees the dignity beneath the brine, and Odysseus speaks with
precisely calibrated eloquence - respectful, flattering without being forward, grateful without being
abject. The scene embodies the Greek virtue of xenia (hospitality), which was considered sacred. For
Odysseus, who has suffered monstrous cruelty from strangers, Nausicaa's gentle generosity must feel
like the first daylight after a long nightmare.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Nausicaa is the first person to show Odysseus genuine kindness since he left Troy. Why do you think this
encounter is given such importance in the Odyssey? What does it represent in his larger story?
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Odysseus chooses his words very carefully when speaking to Nausicaa. He is flattering but not forward,
grateful but not abject. What does this tell us about his character and his ability to read different
situations?

Athena arranges the meeting through a dream rather than appearing directly. Why might the gods prefer
to work indirectly, through dreams and suggestions, rather than forcing events to happen?

CHAPTER SEVEN: THE COURT OF THE PHAEACIANS
The Court of the Phaeacians / adapted from Books VII - VIII of Homer's Odyssey
The palace of Alcinous (al-SIN-oh-wuss) was not like other palaces.

Odysseus saw it first from the road, rising above the city of the Phaeacians like a thing built in a dream.
The walls were not merely stone but something that seemed to glow from within, as if the masons had
taught the rock to hold light. The thresholds were bronze, and the doorposts were of silver set with
golden rings. But strangest of all were the guardians: two enormous dogs, forged not of flesh but of gold
and silver, standing eternal watch on either side of the entrance. They had been made by the divine smith
Hephaestus himself, and they never slept, never tired, never failed to recognise friend from foe. Their eyes
were rubies, and they shone with a wisdom that living dogs could not have matched.

Odysseus paused before them. He had seen wonders in his wanderings, but there was something about
these motionless golden sentinels that made the hair on his neck prickle. They did not growl. They did not
need to. Their stillness was more formidable than any bark.

He passed between them and entered the hall.

Within, a different kind of wonder awaited. The Phaeacians had gathered for their evening meal, and the
great hall was alive with torchlight and conversation. Odysseus walked through the crowd with his
beggar's cloak pulled tight, anonymous as a ghost among the living. No one stopped him. In the half-light,
he was just another traveller, just another shadow.

He found a pillar near the fire and leaned against it, gathering his strength, studying the room.

What he saw might have made a lesser man despair. Here was a court so far removed from his own
muddy, wind-battered Ithaca that it might as well have been Olympus itself. The walls were draped with
woven hangings of blue and purple and gold. The tables groaned with food: whole roasted boars, baskets
of bread still steaming from the oven, bowls of figs and dates and pomegranates split open to reveal their
jewelled seeds. Young men in clean white tunics moved among the guests, pouring wine from silver
pitchers into golden cups. The air smelled of roasting meat and perfumed oil and cedar smoke.

And at the centre of it all sat the king and queen.

Alcinous was broad-shouldered and handsome, with hair that had gone to silver at the temples but still
curled thickly at his crown. He wore a robe of deep purple clasped with a golden brooch, and he presided
over the feast with the relaxed authority of a man who has never known a challenge to his rule. Beside
him sat Arete (ah-REE-tee), and it was she who drew Odysseus's eye.

Arete was not young. Her hair was streaked with grey, and lines framed her eyes and mouth. But she
carried herself with a quiet dignity that made youth seem trivial. She spoke rarely, and when she did,
everyone listened. It was said among the Phaeacians that she was wiser than her husband, and that
Alcinous himself sought her counsel in matters of judgment. Her robe was simpler than his, but the
workmanship was finer, embroidered with patterns of olive branches and running water that caught the
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light as she moved.

Odysseus watched her for a long moment. Then, before doubt could weaken his resolve, he walked
across the hall, through the crowd of feasting nobles, straight to where she sat. He fell to his knees before
her chair, and he grasped her knees with both hands.

The hall fell silent.

It was the ancient gesture of supplication, older than cities, older than walls. A stranger who grasped a
queen's knees placed himself under her protection. The gods themselves would punish anyone who
harmed him after such a gesture. Every person in that hall knew what it meant. Every eye was now fixed
on the weather-beaten stranger kneeling at Arete's feet.

"Lady," Odysseus said, and his voice was steady though his heart hammered against his ribs, "l come to
you as a supplicant. | have suffered great misfortunes. | have been shipwrecked, robbed of my
companions, lost in strange seas. | do not know your land or your customs, but | know that the gods
honour those who protect the unfortunate. Give me shelter, | beg you. Give me food and a place to rest.
And if it is in your power, give me passage home."

He did not let go of her knees. He looked up at her, and Arete looked down at him.

Something passed between them in that moment. Arete was the mother of Nausicaa, and she knew at
once that this was the stranger her daughter had described from the river. But there was more. She
looked into his eyes, into their depths of weariness and cunning and desperate hope, and she saw
something she had not expected. This was no ordinary shipwrecked sailor. This was a man who had
commanded other men, who had stood before kings and held his own, who had lost everything and yet
had not lost himself.

"Rise, stranger," she said quietly. "You are safe here. No one in this house will harm you."

Alcinous, to his credit, did not hesitate. The laws of hospitality were sacred to the Phaeacians, as they
were to all civilised peoples, and a supplicant at his wife's knees was as good as a supplicant at his own.
He ordered a chair brought for the stranger, and a plate of food, and a cup of the strong red wine they
imported from the mainland.

Odysseus ate. He could not remember the last time he had tasted bread that did not taste of salt spray, or
meat that had not been dried to leather for sea-stores. The flavours exploded on his tongue: the richness
of pork fat, the sweetness of honey, the sharp bite of wine that had been aged in oak. He ate with the
controlled desperation of a man who has learned never to trust that a meal will be followed by another.

The feast continued around him. Servants cleared the plates and brought fresh ones. Wine cups were
refilled. The conversation rose again, though it was quieter now, full of curious glances at the stranger in
their midst.

And then a man stepped forward into the torchlight, and the hall grew still.

He was old, this man, with clouded eyes that saw nothing and yet seemed to see everything. He carried a
lyre, a beautiful thing of polished wood and oxhide and seven gut strings that gleamed like golden thread.
He moved with the confidence of a man who has walked these halls ten thousand times and knows every
step by memory. A boy guided him to a chair of honour near the king's table, and the old bard settled
himself with practiced grace.

Demodocus (deh-MOD-oh-kuss) was his name. The gods had taken his sight in childhood, as they
sometimes do with those they intend to bless with other gifts. In exchange for his eyes, they had given
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him the power of song. He knew the stories of heroes and gods as if he had witnessed them himself.
When he sang, men wept. When he sang, the past lived again.

He struck the strings of his lyre. The sound rang out through the hall, pure and clear as spring water.
And he began to sing of Troy.

He sang of the quarrel between Achilles and Agamemnon, the feud that had nearly destroyed the Greek
expedition before it began. He sang of the great warriors who had fought beneath the walls of that
doomed city: Ajax the towering, Diomedes the fierce, Patroclus whose death had driven Achilles to
madness. He sang of the battles by the river, of the clash of bronze on bronze, of men falling like pine
trees in a forest storm.

And then he sang of Odysseus.

He sang of the man of many ways, the crafty hero who had devised the stratagems that no force of arms
could achieve. He sang of the night raid, the spy missions, the cunning thefts of information. He sang of
the wooden horse, the great trick that had finally brought the impregnable city to its knees.

No one in the hall noticed the stranger weeping.

Odysseus had learned, through years of war and wandering, to hide his emotions behind a face of stone.
He wept silently, the tears running down his cheeks and into his beard like rain on a marble statue. He
kept his head lowered, his shoulders still, giving no sign of the storm within. But inside, his heart was
breaking open.

He remembered. Oh, how he remembered. The sound of the Trojan watchmen calling to each other in the
dark. The feel of rope ladders against his palms as his men climbed the wall. The smell of smoke when
the city finally caught fire. The faces of the men he had led, many of whom were now bones bleaching on
distant shores or fish-food at the bottom of the sea. The war was ten years gone, but in Demodocus's
song it was yesterday, and Odysseus was there again, young and terrified and brave, surrounded by
friends who had trusted him with their lives.

He wept for them. For the dead. For the lost. For himself, sitting in a strange palace with a stranger's
name, still unable to go home.

Alcinous noticed.

The king was observant, a quality that made him a good ruler. While others at the feast were lost in the
bard's performance, Alcinous watched his guest. He saw the rigid stillness of the man's shoulders, the
slight tremor in his hand as it gripped the wine cup, the moisture glistening in his beard. He said nothing,
but he stored the observation away like a merchant noting an irregularity in his accounts.

The song ended. Demodocus's voice fell silent, and the lyre's last note hung in the air like a breath.

The hall erupted in applause. Cups were raised, praises shouted. Demodocus bowed his blind head in
acknowledgment, and the boy helped him from his chair. Servants brought him honeyed wine and a plate
of the finest cuts, for a bard who could move men to tears was worth more than gold in any civilised
house.

The feast wound down. Torches were snuffed. Guests found their way to sleeping chambers or to
couches arranged along the walls. Odysseus was shown to a quiet corner where a bed had been made up
with clean linen and soft woollen blankets. He lay down, still fully dressed, and stared at the ceiling.

He could not sleep.
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He was thinking of Troy. Of the war that had made him famous and destroyed everything he loved. Of the
men who had followed him into the wooden horse, their breath hot and fast in the dark belly of that
terrible gift, waiting for the signal to emerge and slaughter. Of the price that cleverness exacted. Of the
curse that fame brought down upon his head.

He was still awake when Arete came to him.

She moved silently, her feet making no sound on the polished floor. She stood beside his bed and looked
down at him with those perceptive eyes, and when she spoke, her voice was barely above a whisper.

"Stranger. | have been watching you."
Odysseus sat up slowly.

"My daughter found you at the river this morning," Arete continued. "She told me how you spoke, how you
carried yourself. She said you were not what you seemed. And now | have watched you weep at a song of
Troy, weep as only a man who was there could weep."

She paused. The silence between them was heavy with unspoken knowledge.

"l will ask you plainly, and | expect an honest answer. Who are you? Where do you come from? And what
is the grief that you carry so carefully hidden?"

Odysseus looked at her. He looked at the queen of this strange, beautiful, half-dreamlike land, and he
knew that the moment had arrived. The moment he had been dreading and longing for in equal measure.
The moment when he would have to speak his name and become, once again, the man he had been.

He opened his mouth to answer.

Mythology Note: Demodocus - The Blind Bard Demodocus has often been read as one of the Odyssey's
most self-reflective figures. The Greek bard tradition held that Homer himself was blind, and some
readers and scholars have interpreted Demodocus as a possible reflection of the bardic tradition
associated with Homer: an artist who cannot see the physical world but who perceives, through divine
gift, the truth of human experience more clearly than sighted men. The scene where Odysseus weeps at
Demodocus's song creates a remarkable mirror effect: the hero weeps at the artist's recreation of his own
life, just as generations of readers have wept at Homer's recreation of Odysseus's.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Arete notices Odysseus weeping at the song of Troy. What does this tell us about the power of music and
storytelling to bring back memories? Have you ever had a song or story unexpectedly bring back strong
emotions?

The golden dogs of Hephaestus guard the palace without ever moving or making a sound. What might
these eternal guardians symbolise about the Phaeacian court and its relationship with the gods?

Odysseus grasps Arete's knees rather than Alcinous's. Why might a supplicant choose to appeal to the
queen instead of the king? What does this suggest about Arete's role in Phaeacian society?

CHAPTER EIGHT: THE GAMES AND THE SONG OF TROY
The Games and the Song of Troy / from Book VIII of Homer's Odyssey

The morning broke clear and warm over Scheria, and the Phaeacians (fee-AY-shunz) gathered in the
harbour meadow for their athletic games.
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This was a tradition older than memory. Whenever the Phaeacians held a feast for a distinguished guest,
the following day brought competitions of strength and skill. The young nobles trained year-round for
these moments, and the harbour meadow, with its level ground and soft grass, had seen deeds that
fathers still boasted of to their sons.

Odysseus watched from the edge of the crowd. He had slept poorly, his dreams full of burning cities and
falling friends, and he felt every one of his years in the stiffness of his joints and the ache behind his eyes.
He wore a clean tunic that Alcinous had provided, but he had refused the offer of a servant. He stood
alone, wrapped in his cloak, trying to look like a man content to be a spectator.

The games began with foot-races. Young men stripped to their loincloths and sprinted across the
meadow, their bodies flashing in the sunlight, the fastest drawing cheers from the crowd. Then came
wrestling, where grunts and thuds replaced the clean silence of running. Then boxing, which left one
young noble with a bloody nose and a dazed expression, sitting in the grass while his friends laughed and
clapped him on the back.

Then Laodamas (lay-OD-uh-mass), the king's eldest son, approached Odysseus.

Laodamas was perhaps twenty, broad in the shoulder and easy in his movements, the kind of young man
who has never known defeat and therefore assumes it belongs to other people. He had won the wrestling
match and placed second in the foot-race. His face glowed with health and confidence.

"Friend," he said, his voice carrying the slight condescension of youth addressing age, "why do you stand
apart? Why not compete? It is a shame for a man to remain idle when games are being held in his honour.
Your host would think better of you if you showed some skill."

Odysseus looked at him. The words were not unkind, but there was a challenge in them, the casual
challenge of a young man who has not yet learned that not every stranger is what he appears to be.

"l have no interest in games," Odysseus said quietly. "l have had enough of hard labour in my life. | am
content to watch."

Another young man stepped forward. Euryalus (yoo-RYE-uh-luss) was his name, and he had the look of
someone who enjoyed making others uncomfortable. He had placed well in the foot-race and had been
showing off his speed to anyone who would watch.

"No interest in games?" Euryalus said, and his voice had an edge to it, the sharp edge of a man looking for
sport at another's expense. "That is not what a real man says. A real man competes. Unless, of course, he
has no skill to show. Unless he is not a real man at all, but some merchant who has learned to cower in
the hold of his ship when the weather turns bad."

A few of the younger men laughed. Laodamas looked uncomfortable but did not intervene.

Odysseus felt something stir in his chest. It was not quite anger. It was older than anger, a kind of weary
recognition. He had met men like Euryalus before, in a thousand camps and courts, young men who
measured themselves by the humiliation of others. He had learned, in his wanderings, that there was
usually only one way to deal with them.

"Friend," Odysseus said, and his voice was still quiet but it had changed. It had acquired a weight, a
resonance, like a stone dropped into deep water. "You speak like a man who has never suffered. That is
not your fault - youth is youth, and the gods grant each man his portion of trouble in due time. But you
mistake my silence for weakness, and that is a mistake you should not have made."
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He stepped forward, unclasping his heavy cloak and letting it fall to the grass. Beneath it, his tunic was
simple, but the arms that emerged from its sleeves were corded with muscle, scarred with old wounds,
marked with the evidence of labours this young man could not imagine.

"l will compete," Odysseus said. "Show me the discus."

The discus was a heavy circle of polished bronze, thick as a man's wrist, cold and solid in the hand. The
Phaeacian nobles had been throwing it in turns, each man straining to hurl it farther than the last. The
best throw so far had been Laodamas's, a creditable heave that had drawn applause from the crowd.

Odysseus hefted it. The weight was familiar. He had thrown the discus in his youth, in Ithaca, before the
war, before the wanderings, before everything. His body remembered the motion even if his mind had
tried to forget.

He planted his feet. He drew a breath. And he threw.

The discus sailed. It rose in a high arc against the blue sky, catching the sunlight, spinning, spinning, and it
kept going. It flew past the markers where the other throws had landed. It flew past the boundary of the
competition ground. It flew so far that the men watching had to shield their eyes to follow it, and when it
finally came to rest, it was somewhere beyond the meadow, in the soft earth near the cliff path that led
down to the harbour.

Silence.

Then Alcinous began to clap. The king rose from his chair and applauded, slowly and deliberately, and the
crowd followed his lead. The applause swelled into cheers. Even Laodamas was smiling, shaking his head
in disbelief.

Only Euryalus stood apart, his face flushed with embarrassment and the particular shame of a man who
has insulted someone and then watched that person prove him a fool.

Odysseus walked to where Euryalus stood. The young man flinched, expecting a verbal lashing. But
Odysseus simply looked at him, and when he spoke, his voice was almost gentle. "You are young, and you
are proud. There is no sin in that. But learn this lesson now, before it costs you more dearly: a stranger is a
book you have not yet opened. Do not judge him by his cover. The gods love humility and punish hubris.
Remember that."

He turned to Alcinous and the assembled nobles. "l do not lack skill in boxing, or wrestling, or foot-racing
either. | was once counted among the best warriors of my generation. But | have no desire to compete
further. | am a man burdened with grief, and | seek only passage home. Forgive me if | have shown more
strength than was polite."

Alcinous studied him with those observant eyes. "You have shown us that you are no ordinary
shipwrecked sailor," the king said. "And for the discourtesy of my young companion, | apologise. Come.
There will be another feast tonight, and more songs from Demodocus. And gifts. The Phaeacians are not a
people who let a guest leave empty-handed."

The second feast was even grander than the first. The torches burned brighter, the wine flowed more
freely, and the food was piled higher on golden platters. Servants moved among the guests with basins of
warm water and perfumed oil. The atmosphere was celebratory, curious, alive with speculation about the
mysterious stranger in their midst.

After the plates had been cleared and the wine cups refilled, Alcinous called for the bard.
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Demodocus returned to his chair of honour, his lyre gleaming in the torchlight. The boy guided his hands
to the instrument, and the blind bard struck a chord that rang through the hall like a summons.

"Sing us something new, old friend," Alcinous said. "Sing us the story of the wooden horse. The stratagem
that ended the war."

Demodocus nodded. His fingers moved across the strings, and his voice rose, and he began to sing.

He sang of how the Greeks had pretended to sail away, leaving only a great wooden horse on the beach
before Troy. He sang of how the Trojans, believing their enemies had departed, dragged the horse within
their walls as a trophy. He sang of the darkness inside the horse's belly, where Greek warriors waited
with drawn swords, their hearts pounding against their ribs. He sang of the moment when the city slept,
when the signal fire was lit on the beach, when the hatch opened and the warriors descended into the
streets like death itself.

And this time, Odysseus could not hide his tears.

He had wept silently the night before, but Demodocus's song of the horse was too much. It was the very
heart of his story, the act for which he was most famous and most cursed. He remembered every detail:
the cramped darkness, the smell of pine resin and men who had not washed in days, the terrified
breathing of his companions, the creak of the hatch as he pushed it open, the sight of Troy sleeping
peacefully beneath the stars, believing itself safe.

He put his face in his hands, and his shoulders shook.

This was not silent weeping. This was grief too large for concealment, grief that had been building for ten
years, through every storm and monster and lonely night. The sound he made was not quite a sob, but it
was close enough. Close enough that the nearest guests fell silent. Close enough that heads turned
across the hall.

Alcinous saw. The king rose from his chair.

"Enough," Alcinous said, and his voice carried the authority of a man who is not accustomed to being
ignored. Demodocus's lyre fell silent. "Stranger. Look at me."

Odysseus raised his head. His face was wet, his eyes red, his composure shattered. He looked, for the first
time since he had arrived on Scheria, like what he truly was: a broken man who had been holding himself
together with willpower and caution.

"You wept last night at the song of Troy," Alcinous said. "And tonight you weep again, openly, at the song
of the horse. | have watched you, stranger. | have seen how you eat, as a man who does not know when
his next meal will come. | have seen how you stand, as a man who has commanded men. | have seen how
you throw a discus, as a man trained in war. And now | see you weep, as only a man who lived through
those events could weep."

He stepped closer. The hall was utterly silent.

"l will have the truth from you now. Who are you? What is your name? What is your city? And what is the
sorrow that follows you like a shadow? Speak. A guest owes his host honesty, and | have waited long
enough."

Odysseus looked around the hall. Every eye was on him. Arete's, bright with concern. Nausicaa's, wide
with curiosity. The nobles', puzzled and expectant. Even Demodocus's blind eyes seemed to be watching
him, waiting for the story that only he could tell.
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He drew a breath. He wiped his face with the back of his hand. And he knew that the time for
concealment was over.

"You are right to ask, great king," he said. His voice was steady now, steady and clear, the voice of a man
who had decided to step out of the shadows and into the light. "l will tell you who | am. | will tell you
everything. But it is a long story, and it begins far from here, on a battlefield ten years gone."

He paused. The torchlight flickered on his face.
"My name is Odysseus."

The following table records the three songs of Demodocus that frame Odysseus's revelation:

Song Subject Odysseus's Reaction

First Song The quarrel of Achilles and Agamemnon; the Secret tears; concealed grief; weeps silently
Trojan War's opening conflict against a pillar

Second Song The love affair of Ares and Aphrodite (sung at Amusement; distraction from his sorrows;
the feast after the games) appreciates the bard's wit

Third Song The wooden horse and the fall of Troy Open weeping; uncontrollable grief; breaks

down completely before the court

Mythology Note: The Wooden Horse - The Stratagem That Ended the War The Trojan Horse is
Odysseus's most famous invention, and it represents the triumph of cunning over force. For ten years, the
greatest Greek warriors had battered against Troy's walls without success. Odysseus, the master
strategist, devised a plan that turned the Trojans' own piety against them. The horse was presented as a
religious offering to the gods, too sacred to be left outside the walls. The Trojans, believing themselves
victorious, brought destruction into their own city. The story has become a proverb: beware of Greeks
bearing gifts.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Euryalus insults Odysseus because he looks like a beggar, not a hero. Why do you think appearances
matter so much in the Odyssey? What other scenes in the epic turn on someone being misjudged by how
they look?

Odysseus throws the discus so far that it flies beyond the competition ground. Why might Homer include
this almost superhuman feat right before the hero's emotional breakdown? What contrast is being
created between physical strength and inner vulnerability?

Demodocus sings three times in the Odyssey, and each song affects Odysseus differently. What do his
reactions tell us about the relationship between art and memory? Can a song heal, or does it only reopen
old wounds?

CHAPTER NINE: ODYSSEUS SPEAKS HIS NAME

Odysseus Speaks His Name / from Book IX of Homer's Odyssey

| am Odysseus, son of Laertes (lay-UR-teez), known to all for my tricks, and my fame reaches heaven. |
live on Ithaca, the clear-visible island, where a great mountain stands above the harbour. | am the
husband of Penelope, the father of Telemachus, the king of a rocky kingdom that you would probably sail
past without noticing. But it is my kingdom, and | have spent ten years trying to return to it.
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That is who | am. Whether you believe me or not is your concern. | have learned that men either know my
name already or they do not, and either way, telling it changes nothing. But you asked, great Alcinous,
and a guest owes his host honesty. So | will tell you the truth, all of it, though some of it shames me and
all of it cost me dearly.

| see you looking at me, you Phaeacians with your easy lives and your golden palace. You want a good
story. | understand that. | have sat where you sit, at feasts in foreign halls, listening to bards sing of
heroes and their deeds. | have applauded at the right moments and asked for more wine. Well, | am no
bard. | am a soldier and a sailor and a man who has made more mistakes than he can count. But | will do
my best. If my words fail me, blame the war, not the speaker.

Where to begin? | have been to the land of the dead and spoken with ghosts. | have heard the song of the
Sirens and lived to tell of it. | have escaped a monster with one eye and a witch with two. | have seen my
crew turned into pigs and my ship torn apart by a storm sent by a vengeful god. But you must understand:
these wonders did not happen all at once. They came one after another, each following the last like beads
on a string, and each one tested me further.

It began at Troy. You have heard your bard sing of that war, so | will not repeat what you already know.
We burned the city. We took our plunder. We sailed for home with full holds and fuller hearts, believing
the worst was behind us. We were wrong. The gods had other plans for us, and those plans began with
the Cicones (SIK-oh-neez).

We reached Ismarus, the city of the Cicones, which was allied to Troy. My men - what was left of the
twelve ships | had sailed from Ithaca - wanted plunder. | could not blame them. We had fought for ten
years and had nothing to show for it but scars. So we landed, we stormed the city, we took what we could
carry: wine, cloth, gold, cattle. The men wanted to stay and feast. | should have made them leave.

| tried. | told them we needed to go, that the Cicones were not defenceless, that word would travel to the
surrounding farms and the whole countryside would rise against us. But greed makes men deaf. We
stayed on the beach, drinking the wine we had stolen, burning cattle on the fires, celebrating like fools.

The Cicones came at dawn. Not a few farmers with pitchforks - an army. They drove chariots across the
sand. They fought like men defending their homes, which they were. My companions fell where they
stood, still drunk from the night before. | lost six men from each ship. Seventy-two dead, in a single
morning, because | could not control my own crew.

We escaped by the skin of our teeth. We cut our anchor cables and rowed for our lives while spears fell
like rain around us. When we reached open water, | looked back at the smoke rising from the beach, and |
wept. Not for the Cicones. For my men. For my own failure of leadership.

I will tell you something | have admitted to no one before. That morning, watching the Cicones' chariots
roll across the sand, | felt a strange relief mixed with the horror. | had warned them. | had told them to
leave. When the disaster came, some part of me said: You were right. You are always right. That is the
most dangerous thought a leader can have. Being right is not enough. A captain who cannot persuade his
crew to do the sensible thing is no captain at all. Seventy-two men died to teach me that lesson. | have
tried never to forget it since.

The gods sent a storm that drove us out to sea for nine days. We had no idea where we were going. The
wind and current carried us where they pleased, and on the tenth day we sighted land.

| wish we had never found it.
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It was a peaceful coast, with a gentle beach and trees that offered shade. We were starving, desperate for
fresh water and food. | sent three men inland to scout: the strongest and most reliable of my remaining
crew. They found a settlement. The people there were gentle, almost dreamlike in their movements. They
did not threaten my men. They offered them food - a strange plant with a pink flower that grew in
profusion along the riverbanks.

The Lotus.
My men ate it. And then they forgot.

They forgot Ithaca. They forgot their homes, their families, the very reason they had sailed from Troy. The
Lotus makes you content. That is its danger. It does not poison your body; it steals your soul. My scouts
returned to the beach, but they did not want to leave. They wept with longing for more of the flower.
They begged me to let them go back. When | refused, they tried to run. | had to have my men bind them
hand and foot and carry them to the ships, screaming to be returned to their precious Lotus.

| ordered the ships to leave at once. | did not give my crew time to explore. | had seen what the Lotus did,
and | knew that if more of my men tasted it, | would lose them all. We rowed away from that peaceful
shore with three prisoners who had become strangers to me, who looked at their own captain with hatred
because he would not let them surrender their memories.

That was the Lotus-Eaters. Two of my men never fully recovered. They walked around the ships for
weeks like sleepwalkers, reaching for something that was not there. | had to watch them every moment.
The others learned to fear that vacant look, to recognise it as something worse than any wound. A man
with a missing arm is still himself. A man who has forgotten why he lives is someone else entirely.

We sailed for days without incident, heading north across open water. The wind was fair, the seas calm,
the men slowly recovering their spirits. And then, on the horizon, we saw it.

An island.

But not just an island. Next to it lay a smaller island, connected to the first by a narrow neck of land, like a
calf lying beside its mother. We could see goats on the smaller island, hundreds of them, wild and
untouched. The place smelled of woodsmoke and sheep. Civilisation, or something like it.

We made camp on the smaller island that night. We ate fresh goat meat for the first time in weeks. We
slept on solid ground. And in the morning, | took my ship and a dozen men across to the larger island to
see who lived there.

What we found was a harbour with a narrow entrance between two headlands, sheltered from the wind.
We beached the ship and explored inland. At first we saw no one. Just meadows and wild olive trees and
a path that led up from the shore. Then we found the cave.

It was enormous. The entrance was tall enough to drive a chariot through, framed by laurel trees and
fitted with a massive wooden pole that served as a barrier. Inside, we could see pens for sheep and goats,
built from stone. We could hear the animals shifting and lowing in the darkness. And there were cheeses.
Huge wheels of cheese, stacked on racks, ripening. Pails of milk, some curdled, some fresh. Lambing pens,
full of newborns. The smell was overwhelming: sharp cheese, animal dung, woodsmoke, and something
else underneath it all, something coppery and wrong that | did not want to identify.

My men wanted to steal the cheese and run. | refused. | wanted to see who lived here. | wanted to meet
the shepherd of this remarkable flock, to offer him the friendship of guests, to ask for hospitality and
assistance. It was, | thought, the civilised thing to do.
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We were not the first to make that mistake.

| ordered my men to build a fire. We ate some of the cheese - | will admit that, though | should not have -
and we waited. We did not wait long.

The ground shook. Heavy footsteps approached, moving with a weight no human could produce. The
sheep outside scattered, bleating in panic. A shadow fell across the cave mouth, and we saw him.

Polyphemus (pol-ih-FEE-muss). The Cyclops.

He was a giant, taller than three men standing on each other's shoulders, with a single eye in the centre
of his forehead, glaring like a baleful moon. He carried a bundle of dry wood for his fire, and he moved
with the careless strength of a creature who has never known opposition. He did not see us at first. He
entered the cave, dropped his wood, and began to tend his animals, speaking to them in a voice like
stones grinding together.

Then he saw the fire. He saw us. And he smiled.
It was not a friendly smile.

Mythology Note: Odysseus's Introduction - Why He Names Himself When Odysseus introduces himself
to the Phaeacians, he does so with a peculiar pride: "l am Odysseus, known to all for my tricks." The Greek
word he uses is polytropos, meaning "of many turns" - someone versatile, shifting, resourceful. He values
his cleverness above his strength, his reputation as a trickster above his reputation as a warrior. This
self-identification is remarkable because most Greek heroes defined themselves by their martial prowess.
Odysseus knows that the war was won not by force but by wit, and it is that quality, not his sword arm,
that he chooses to highlight.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Odysseus introduces himself as "known to all for my tricks" rather than as a great warrior. What does this
choice tell us about how he sees himself? Would you rather be known for your strength or your
cleverness?

The Cicones raid shows Odysseus failing to control his crew, who insist on staying to feast despite his
warnings. How does this pattern of his men disobeying him repeat throughout his story? What might
Homer be saying about leadership?

The Lotus-Eaters offer a life of perfect contentment, but at the cost of all memory. If you could take a
substance that made you perfectly happy but made you forget everyone you loved, would you take it?
Why or why not?

CHAPTER TEN: THE CYCLOPS

The Cyclops / from Book IX of Homer's Odyssey

He saw us. And he smiled.

| have seen many terrible things in my life, Phaeacians, but that smile will haunt me until my dying day. It
was the smile of a child who has found an anthill and means to pour water into it. Not cruel, exactly.
Worse. Empty of all feeling. We were not people to him. We were supper.

Polyphemus (pol-ih-FEE-muss) did not even bother to address us at first. He pushed aside the great
wooden pole that barred his cave, drove his flock inside, and then replaced the barrier. The pole was a
section of an ancient olive tree, so massive that twenty men could not have shifted it, yet he handled it as
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easily as you or | would lift a staff. Then he turned to us.
"Strangers," he said, and his voice was like stones grinding in a mill. "Who are you? Sailors? Thieves?"

| stepped forward. | remembered who | was, or who | claimed to be. "We are Achaeans," | said, "blown off
course by storms. We ask the gift of hospitality, as is the sacred custom. We come in the name of Zeus,
who protects all suppliants and guests."

He laughed. It was a horrible sound, all the more awful because it seemed genuine. He threw back his
great shaggy head and bellowed with mirth, his single eye squeezing shut with delight.

"You are a fool, little man. The Cyclopes (SYE-klop-eez) do not fear Zeus. We are stronger than the gods. |
will not give you hospitality. But | will take it from you."

Then he moved faster than anything that large should be able to move. Before we could scatter, he seized
two of my men, one in each hand, and dashed their brains out against the stone floor.

I will not describe what happened next. You are not children, and | will not insult you. But | will say only
that he ate them. For his dinner. And that the sound of it was worse than anything | had heard at Troy,
because at Troy men died fighting. What happened in that cave was not battle. It was butchery.

He finished his meal, lay down among his sheep, and fell asleep. | stood in the darkness with the ten men
who remained, my sword half-drawn, trembling with a rage so pure it made me shake. | wanted to kill
him. | wanted to drive my blade into his heart and watch him die. But | looked at the sword in my hand,
and | looked at the size of the creature snoring before me, and | knew that even if | struck true, his death
throes would bring the other Cyclopes running. We would all die.

No. | needed something better than rage. | needed a plan.

| spent the night in the darkness, listening to the giant snore among his sheep, feeling the cold stone of
the cave floor against my back. | thought about the boulder that sealed the entrance. | thought about the
monster's size. | thought about my men, what was left of them, and what | owed them. If | simply killed
Polyphemus, we would still be trapped. The other Cyclopes would hear his death cries. They would roll
away the boulder and finish what he had started. No, killing him was not enough. We needed to blind
him. We needed him alive but helpless, able to open the cave but unable to see us escape.

It was a terrible thing to plan. But | had watched him eat my men. | had no mercy left.

We waited until the next day. Polyphemus woke, milked his ewes and goats, ate two more of my men for
breakfast with the same casual efficiency, and then rolled aside the boulder and drove his flock out to
pasture. The moment he was gone, | sprang into action.

There was a great olive-wood stake in the cave, the trunk of a young tree that Polyphemus used as a staff
or perhaps a spare barrier. | showed it to my men. We sharpened one end with our swords. We hardened
the point in the fire until it was black and charred and hard as iron. Then we buried it in the dung pile
where the sheep had been bedding, hiding it from sight.

The hard part was getting him to hold still long enough to use it.

That evening, Polyphemus returned with his flock, sealed the cave, and performed his nightly routine. But
this time, | had a gift for him. | had brought a skin of wine from my ship, a special vintage, sweet and
strong, given to me by a priest of Apollo whose life | had spared. It was the kind of wine that makes men
forget their own names.

| approached him with two cups in my hands and a smile on my face.
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"Great Cyclops," | said, "since you find our flesh so pleasing, would you not enjoy it more with a proper
drink? We brought this wine as an offering. Taste it, and see if it is not fit for a king."

He took the cup. He sniffed it. He drank it in one gulp, and his single eye went wide.
"More," he said.

| gave him more. And more. Three bowls of that potent wine, and the great brute began to sway. For the
first time, | saw something almost human in his face, a softening, a loneliness. He reached out and
touched my shoulder, and | forced myself not to flinch.

"Stranger," he slurred. "What is your name?"
This was the moment. The most important lie | have ever told.
"My name is Nobody," | said. "Outis."

"Outis," he repeated, and laughed. "A strange name. But fitting. Nobody is what you will be. Nobody is
what you are. Nobody will miss you. Nobody will mourn you."

He fell over sideways and began to snore.

We worked quickly. We drew the sharpened stake from the dung pile. We placed the point in the fire
until it glowed white-hot, and then we carried it to the sleeping giant.

I will tell you what we did, and | will tell you that | have no regrets, but | will not pretend it was easy. We
needed four men just to lift the stake. | directed them like a ship's captain, positioning the point above his
eye, counting softly to steady our nerves. One. Two. Three.

We drove it in with all the force we possessed.

The sound was terrible. Not a scream, not at first. A hissing, like hot iron plunged into water. The smell
was worse, a sickening scorch of burning flesh that | will carry with me to my grave. Polyphemus woke in
agony and thrashed so wildly that the stake nearly came free, but | held on and twisted it, my whole
weight bearing down on the shaft, driving it deeper, deeper, grinding it from side to side until the great
eye was destroyed and the giant was blind.

Blood ran down his face. He grabbed the stake with both hands and tried to pull it free, but the point was
too wide, and | had buried it deep. He screamed again, a raw animal sound that had nothing human in it,
and | felt a strange pity mixed with my triumph. He had been a monster, yes, but he had also been a
shepherd who loved his flock. The world had made him what he was, and | had made him what he
became.

He screamed then. A sound to crack the sky. He leaped up and flung his arms about, searching for us,
crushing sheep and benches alike. But we clung to the cave walls, staying out of his reach, and he could
not find us.

"Outis!" he roared. "Nobody has hurt me! Nobody has blinded me!"

The other Cyclopes heard him. They came running, | could hear them outside the cave, their heavy feet
shaking the ground. "What is it, Polyphemus?" one of them called. "Who has hurt you?"

"Nobody!" Polyphemus screamed. "Nobody has blinded me!"

The other Cyclopes muttered among themselves. "If nobody has hurt you," one of them said, clearly
annoyed, "then it must be a sickness sent by the gods. Pray to your father Poseidon. We cannot help with
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divine illness."
And they left.

| could have laughed. | wanted to. But we were still trapped, and there was the small matter of the
boulder.

Polyphemus was not stupid, whatever you may have heard. In the morning, he groped his way to the cave
entrance and rolled aside the boulder just enough to let his sheep out. Then he stationed himself at the
gap, feeling the backs of each animal as it passed, certain that we would try to escape among them. He
let the ewes and the young ones go first, patting them carefully, lingering on each one as if memorizing
their shapes by touch alone.

He was right, of course. We did exactly that.

But we did it the way he did not expect. | took the rams, the largest and finest in his flock, and | tied my
men underneath their bellies with the flexible willow withes we had braided from the willows that grew
by the stream. Three men clung to each ram's wool, pressed against the warm underside, their faces
buried in the fleece, while the great sheep walked out past their blinded master. | took the best ram for
myself, the leader of the flock, a magnificent beast with curved horns as thick as my wrist, and gripped his
wool with both hands as he carried me toward the light.

Polyphemus felt that magnificent ram pass, and he stopped it. He stroked its back, its fleece, its horns.
"My favorite," he murmured. "Why are you the last to leave? Usually you lead the flock. Is it because your
master has been blinded? Do you pity me, old friend?"

The ram bleated and walked on, carrying me with it. | held my breath until we were clear.

We scrambled free and ran for the ship, driving the stolen sheep before us. My men were already aboard,
and they pulled us into the boats with desperate speed. We pushed off and rowed with everything we
had, putting water between us and that accursed shore.

That should have been the end of it. We were alive. We had escaped. The sea was calm, and my men
were laughing with relief, waving at the shore where the blinded giant stood, groping at nothing.

But | was not satisfied.

| do not know what came over me. Perhaps it was the terror of the past two days. Perhaps it was pride,
the old pride that has been my companion and my curse since | was a boy. Perhaps | simply wanted him
to know. To know that he had been defeated not by a god, not by fate, but by a mortal man.

"Polyphemus!" | shouted.
He turned his head toward the sound of my voice.

"You ask my name? You want to know who blinded you? It was not Nobody! It was Odysseus, son of
Laertes, king of Ithaca! The city destroyer! The man of many ways! Remember my name, you monstrous
brute, and tell it to your father Poseidon if you like!"

My men groaned. They knew, even then, what | had done.

Polyphemus straightened. His ruined face turned toward the sea, and though he could not see me, | swear
he looked directly at my soul.

"You think you have won, Odysseus?" His voice was quiet now, almost calm, and that calm was more
terrible than all his roaring. "You think you have escaped? Hear me now, and remember this when you are
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old and far from home. | am the son of Poseidon, god of the sea. And | call upon him now. May he deny
you your homecoming! May he hound you across every ocean! May you reach Ithaca only after all your
ships are lost, all your men are dead, and you arrive alone, in a stranger's ship, to find suffering in your
hatt"

He raised his fists to the sky. "Hear me, Earth-Shaker! | am your son, and this is my prayer!"
The sky darkened. The sea grew still. And in that terrible silence, | knew that | had just cursed myself.

Mythology Note: The Name "Nobody" - Odysseus's Greatest Trick The Greek name Odysseus gives the
Cyclops is Outis, meaning "Nobody" or "No one." The joke works because Polyphemus later cries that
"Nobody" is hurting him, causing the other Cyclopes to misunderstand. The episode is often discussed
alongside the Greek idea of metis, cunning intelligence, because Odysseus survives through verbal
ingenuity rather than strength. Outis and metis, however, are distinct Greek words, not dialect forms of
the same name.

Step Who Does What Result

1 Odysseus and his men sharpen a large A weapon capable of piercing the giant's eye
olive-wood stake and harden the point in fire

2 Odysseus offers Polyphemus strong wine The Cyclops becomes drunk and asks

Odysseus's name

3 Odysseus claims his name is "Nobody" Polyphemus now knows him by a false name
(Outis)

4 They heat the stake until white-hot and drive The giant is blinded but cannot identify his
it into Polyphemus's eye attacker

5 Polyphemus screams that "Nobody" has hurt  Other Cyclopes dismiss his cries, thinking no
him one attacked him

6 The men tie themselves beneath the rams They flee to their ship undetected

and escape under the sheep

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Odysseus's plan to blind Polyphemus relies on deception rather than force. Is it ever right to use trickery
against an enemy? What does this story suggest about the value of intelligence over strength?

After escaping, Odysseus cannot resist shouting his real name to the blinded Cyclops. Why does he do
this? What does his pride (hubris) cost him?

Polyphemus prays to his father Poseidon to deny Odysseus a homecoming. How does this curse shape
the rest of the story you have heard so far?

CHAPTER ELEVEN: AEOLUS AND THE BAG OF WINDS

Aeolus and the Bag of Winds / from Book X of Homer's Odyssey

After the Cyclops, | thought nothing could be worse. | was wrong about that too. What happened next
was not monstrous. It was not dramatic. It was simply the most painful moment of my life, because | held
my home in my hands, and my own men snatched it away.

We sailed from the Cyclops's island with heavy hearts and lighter numbers. Six men dead, eaten by that
brute, and the rest of us carrying a new terror in our bones. We had survived through wit, yes, but at what
cost? | could still hear Polyphemus's final prayer ringing in my ears. | could still see his ruined face turned

© 2026 MYTHOPOUCH - AGES 15+ - PAGE 40



MYTHOPOUCH RETELLING - THE ODYSSEY

toward the sky, calling down his father's curse upon my head.

But the gods seemed to smile on us, at least for a moment. We found a harbor, a gentle island that
floated on the sea like a lily pad on a pond. The place had an otherworldly quality to it, a stillness | had
not felt since Calypso's island. No storms ever touched it. The air was always mild, the flowers always in
bloom, the light golden and soft as honey.

And there we met Aeolus (EE-oh-luss).
He was the keeper of the winds.

Imagine a man who commands the very breath of the world. Aeolus lived in a palace of bronze with his
six sons and six daughters, all of them married to one another, all living in perfect harmony. He was a
friend of the gods, honoured by Zeus himself with the task of holding the winds in check, of deciding
which breezes would blow and which storms would sleep.

He welcomed us. He fed us for a month. He asked me about my travels, about Troy, about the great horse
and the burning city. And when he heard my story, when he learned who | was and what | had suffered,
he did something remarkable.

He gave me a gift.

It was a leather bag, made from the hide of a full-grown ox, sealed with silver cord and wax. Inside that
bag, he told me, were all the winds of the world. Every storm that could sink my ships, every gale that
could tear my sails, every contrary blast that could push me away from home. All of them bound up tight,
contained and harmless. Only the west wind was left free, the gentle breeze that would blow us straight
to Ithaca.

"Take this," Aeolus said. "Guard it well. Do not open it. Let the west wind carry you home, and when you
reach Ithaca, then and only then may you release the others."

[ thanked him with tears in my eyes. Here, at last, was a gift worthy of the name. Not a trap, not a test, not
a monster waiting to devour us. Just kindness, pure and simple, from a man who understood what it
meant to wander.

We set sail. The west wind filled our sails and carried us like a father's hand guiding a child. Nine days we
sailed. Nine days of fair wind and calm seas. And on the tenth day, we saw it.

[thaca.

| cannot describe to you what | felt, Phaeacians. You have never been exiled from your homes. You have
never spent ten years at war and another ten wandering the unknown world. You do not know what it
means to see your own island after so long, to recognise the shape of the headlands, the curve of the
harbor, the smoke rising from the hearths of your own people. The very air seemed different - thinner,
sweeter, filled with scents | had not breathed in two decades. | could smell the cypress trees on the
western ridge, the salt drying on the harbor rocks, the faint drift of woodsmoke from evening cook-fires.
My hands trembled on the rail. My heart knocked against my ribs like a bird against a window, frantic and
desperate and full of desperate hope.

| wept. | stood at the prow of my ship and wept like a child. | could see the palace, or thought | could. |
could see the olive groves on the hillside. | could see the smoke from my own hearth fires, thin grey
threads rising into the sky. | imagined Penelope walking in the courtyard, weaving at her loom, looking up
perhaps at the sound of ships. | imagined Telemachus, no longer a baby but a young man, running down
to the harbor to see who had come. | imagined my old dog Argos, grey in the muzzle but maybe, just
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maybe, still alive enough to wag his tail one more time.
| could see everything | had fought for, everything | had suffered for, right there within reach.
Home. After twenty years, | was home.

| was exhausted. | had not slept properly in weeks, and the emotional weight of that moment - the joy, the
relief, the overwhelming sense that the ordeal was finally over - it crashed down on me like a wave. |
gave orders to my crew. | told them to keep sailing, to bring us into the harbor, to make for the beach
below the city. | made them repeat the instructions back to me so there would be no mistake. And then |
lay down on the deck, just for a moment, just to close my eyes and let the sound of the waves carry me
under.

| fell into the deepest sleep of my life. The sleep of a man who believes his troubles are over.
They were not.

My crew had been watching that leather bag for ten days. They had seen Aeolus give it to me. They had
seen the way | guarded it, keeping it near me at all times, never letting it out of my sight. And they had
drawn their own conclusions.

They thought it was treasure.

They convinced themselves that Aeolus had given me gold, that | was hoarding wealth while they
received nothing, that | meant to keep it all for myself and leave them poor. This was the logic of
exhausted, suspicious men who had seen too much and trusted too little.

While | slept, they gathered around the bag. They whispered among themselves. And then they opened
it.

The sound was like the world tearing in half. Every wind in creation burst forth at once. The north wind,
the south wind, the east wind, every storm Aeolus had imprisoned inside that bag, all of them screaming
their freedom into the sky. Our ship was lifted and thrown like a leaf in a gale. The other ships, sailing
nearby, were scattered in every direction. The west wind, our gentle guide, was drowned out by the roar
of its wilder brothers.

| woke to chaos. The sail was shredded, the mast groaning, men clinging to the rails and shrieking. |
looked around, desperate, and saw the empty bag flapping in the wind like a dying thing.

| understood in an instant what they had done. And | understood something worse. We were being blown
backward. Away from Ithaca. Away from home. The very winds that should have carried us safely to
harbor were now driving us out to sea, and there was nothing | could do to stop them.

We rowed. For six days we rowed, against winds that should have broken us, until at last we reached
Aeolus's island again. | went ashore alone. | found the keeper of winds in his bronze palace, and | begged
him for help.

He looked at me with pity in his eyes. But it was the pity of a man who knows he cannot save someone
from themselves.

"Odysseus," he said softly. "l gave you a gift. A simple gift, freely given. And your own men destroyed it."
He shook his head. "l cannot help you again. The gods have marked you. | can see it now, the shadow on
you. Poseidon's curse hangs over your head like a storm cloud. To aid you further would be to oppose the
will of the sea-god himself."
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"Please," | said. It was the only word | had left.

"l am sorry." He turned away. "Leave my island. | cannot look at you. You are a man whom the gods have
chosen to punish, and | will not stand between them and their justice."

| walked back to my ship in silence. My men watched me come, and | saw the shame in their faces. They
knew what they had done. They knew that their suspicion, their greed, their inability to trust their own
captain, had cost us everything.

| did not speak to them. What was there to say? | had been ten days from home. Ten days. | could have
walked to Penelope in less time. | could have held my son before the month was out. And now we were
adrift again, wandering the endless sea, with nothing but our oars and the hope that somewhere,
somehow, the gods would relent.

One of my men, a young fellow named Elpenor (el-PEE-nor), tried to meet my eye. He had not been
among those who opened the bag. But he had not stopped them either. None of them had. They had
stood by and let it happen, and now we all shared the punishment.

| sat down on the deck and looked out at the empty horizon. The winds were calm now, having blown
themselves out. The sea stretched in every direction, blue and indifferent and vast.

"What now, captain?" someone asked.
| did not answer. | did not know. For the first time since Troy, | truly did not know.

Mythology Note: Aeolus - Why the Gods Give Gifts and Men Destroy Them The episode of the Bag of
Winds is one of the most tragic in the Odyssey because it involves no monsters, no divine malice, and no
impossible obstacles. The gift itself is perfect; the destruction is entirely human. Homer seems to be
asking: why do we sabotage our own happiness? The crew's suspicion of Odysseus reflects a deeper
theme in the epic - the breakdown of trust between a leader and his followers. Aeolus recognizes the
divine curse on Odysseus and withdraws, understanding that some fates cannot be avoided by mortal
intervention.

Event Detail Consequence
Aeolus's gift A leather bag containing all the winds Safe passage home to Ithaca
The crew's mistake Opened the bag while Odysseus slept, All winds escaped, ships blown far out to sea

believing it held treasure

Aeolus's judgment Declared Odysseus cursed by the gods Refused to help again; cast them out

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

The crew opens the bag because they suspect Odysseus is hiding treasure from them. Have you ever
damaged something good because you were suspicious or jealous? What does this episode say about
trust?

Odysseus falls asleep at the decisive moment, when Ithaca is in sight. Is this a failure on his part? Should
a leader ever rest, or is he responsible for everything that happens on his watch?

Aeolus says that Poseidon's curse prevents him from helping Odysseus a second time. How much of our
suffering is caused by our own actions, and how much is caused by forces beyond our control?

CHAPTER TWELVE: CIRCE
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Circe / from Book X of Homer's Odyssey

After Aeolus cast us out, | thought we had reached the bottom. But the sea had lower depths to show us.
Much lower.

We rowed for seven days with no wind in our sails and no hope in our hearts. On the eighth day, we
sighted a harbor that looked like salvation itself: a great landlocked bay surrounded by sheer cliffs, with a
narrow entrance between two rocky headlands. It was the most sheltered harbor | had ever seen, a place
where a fleet could ride out any storm. | ordered all twelve ships inside.

That was my second great mistake, and it nearly cost us everything.

The harbor was called Telepylus, and it belonged to the Laestrygonians (leh-STRIG-oh-nee-unz). | did not
know this when we anchored. | sent three men inland to scout, the same way | always did. They followed
a track up the cliffs and found a broad road leading to a city. But they never returned.

Instead, an army appeared on the clifftops. Giants. Not like Polyphemus, not solitary and simple, but
organised, numerous, and armed. They stood on the heights above us and hurled boulders down into the
harbor. Boulders the size of cartwheels, crashing onto our ships with the force of a god's fist.

| watched my fleet die. One ship, two ships, three, four - the Laestrygonians smashed them to splinters
with their thrown rocks. Men screamed and dived into the water, but the giants speared them like fish. It
was a massacre, and there was nothing | could do but cut my own cable and row for the narrow entrance
with every man who could still pull an oar.

Eleven ships gone. Eleven. Hundreds of men dead in the water. | escaped with one ship, my own, and the
handful of crew who had been aboard her. We rowed out of that cursed harbor and did not look back.

| have never felt more helpless. At Troy, | could fight. Against Polyphemus, | could plan. But the
Laestrygonians gave me no chance for either. They simply destroyed us, and the only reason | survived
was because my ship was anchored nearest the entrance.

We reached Aeaea (ee-EE-uh) at dawn. The island rose from the sea like a dream: green meadows, dense
forests, a sweet smell of woodsmoke and strange herbs drifting from the shore. After the horror of
Telepylus, it looked like paradise.

| was more cautious now. | anchored in a sheltered cove and called my men together.
"We rest here," | said. "But we do not wander. | will send a party to scout. The rest stay with the ship."

| gave Eurylochus (yoo-RIL-oh-kuss) command of the scouting party: twenty-two men. They would follow
the woodsmoke and find who lived here. The rest of us would wait.

Eurylochus led his men inland. They found a clearing in the forest, and in the centre of that clearing stood
a house. Not a hovel, not a cave - a proper house of polished stone, with a courtyard and a fire pit and
wild animals sleeping in the shade of the walls. Lions. Wolves. But they did not attack. They wagged their
tails like dogs and rubbed against the stones, tame as house cats.

The door opened, and a woman came out.

She was singing. That is what Eurylochus told me later. She had a sweet voice, high and clear, and she
was weaving at her loom as she sang. Her hair was the colour of red gold, and her skin was pale as milk.
She wore a long robe of shimmering fabric that caught the light and changed colour as she moved.

Her name was Circe (SUR-see).
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She welcomed Eurylochus's men with a smile that would have melted stone. She invited them inside. She
set before them a great banquet: cheese and barley meal and honey, and wine mixed in a golden bowl.
The men ate. They drank. They laughed and relaxed for the first time in weeks.

Then she touched them with her wand.

Eurylochus stood outside, watching through a crack in the door. He saw his companions sprout bristles
from their skin. He saw their noses lengthen into snouts, their hands curl into trotters, their bodies shrink
and thicken and change. But their eyes - their eyes remained human. Weeping, aware, trapped behind the
faces of animals.

Circe drove them out with her wand, squealing and stumbling, into the pigpens behind her house.
Twenty-two of my men. Twenty-two pigs with human souls.

Eurylochus ran. He ran all the way back to the ship, and when he found me, he could barely speak for
terror.

"Witch," he gasped. "A witch. She turned them into swine. All of them. | alone escaped.”

| strapped on my sword and set off alone. Eurylochus begged me to stay, but | could not leave my men in
that state. If | had to fight a sorceress with nothing but my blade and my wits, then so be it. | had faced
worse.

| had not gone far when a young man stepped out from behind an oak tree.

He was beautiful. That is the only word for it. His face was perfect, his eyes bright and knowing, his
movements quick and graceful as a dancer's. He wore a traveler's cap and carried a staff twined with
serpents. | knew him at once, though | had never seen him before.

"Hermes," | said.

He smiled. "You recognise me. Good. That will save time. Your men are fools, Odysseus, but they are your
fools, and the gods have not abandoned you yet. Circe is powerful, but she is not omnipotent. Take this."

He held out a plant. It had a white flower and a black root, and it smelled of earth and honey and
something sharp that made my eyes water.

"Moly (MOH-lee)," he said. "The gods call it so. It grows only where the earth has been touched by divine
blood. If Circe tries her magic on you, touch this to your lips, and her spells will have no power. When she
realises she cannot transform you, she will invite you to her bed. Go. Accept. But only after she swears a
great oath by the gods that she will not harm you or plot against you while you lie together."

| took the herb. It felt warm in my palm, as if it were alive. "Why do you help me?"

Hermes laughed. "Because the story would be shorter and duller without you. And because Athena asked
nicely."

Then he was gone. | looked down at the moly in my hand, tucked it into my belt, and walked on.

Circe welcomed me exactly as Eurylochus had described. Same smile, same offer of food and wine, same
golden bowl. | sat at her table and ate what she offered, but | touched the moly to my lips before | drank.

She struck me with her wand. "Away now, and be a pig like your friends! Go join them in the pigpen!"

Nothing happened.
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| stood up. | drew my sword. The blade flashed in the firelight, and | saw the first flicker of fear in her eyes.
Real fear. She had never met a mortal who could resist her.

"Who are you?" she whispered. "Where did you come from? No man has ever withstood my magic."

"I am Odysseus, son of Laertes, known to all for my tricks. The gods themselves have given me the means
to resist you. And | will kill you unless you restore my men."

She fell to her knees. She wept. She clasped my knees in the ancient gesture of supplication and begged
for her life. "Do not kill me," she said. "l did not know. | did not know you were protected by the gods.
Spare me, and | will give you everything. | will restore your men. | will show you wonders. Only swear
that you will not harm me."

I made her swear first. A great oath by the gods, just as Hermes had instructed. Then | lowered my sword.

She kept her word. She led me to the pigpens and touched each of my men with a different herb, and one
by one they rose up from the mud, human again, whole and unharmed, weeping with relief and
embracing me like a father. The younger ones looked at me with an awe | did not deserve. | had only done
what any captain should do.

But Circe was not finished. She prepared a feast such as | had not seen since Sparta: roasted meats and
honeyed wine, bread fresh from the oven, fruits | did not recognise, cheeses made from milk | could not
identify. She bathed us in warm water and gave us clean clothes. She treated us not as prisoners but as
honoured guests.

And then she led me to her bedchamber.

| will not tell you everything that passed between us. That is between me and her and the gods. But | will
say this: she was lonely. After centuries of transforming men into beasts, she had met one who could not
be changed, and it broke something open in her heart. She wanted to be known, not feared, not
worshipped, not propitiated like a goddess. Known.

| knew her. | am not proud of everything | have done, Phaeacians. But | was a man who had lost
everything, and she offered comfort. Who among you would have refused?

Victim Animal Restored?
Eurylochus's scouting party (22 men) Pigs Yes - by Circe after Odysseus confronts her
Lions and wolves at Circe's house Various beasts Never human; enchanted to guard her home

We stayed on Aeaea for a year. A full year. The time passed like a dream. We feasted every night. We
wandered the meadows by day, hunting and fishing and forgetting. Circe taught me things | will not
speak of - knowledge of herbs and stars, of the hidden properties of plants, of the language of birds.

But time moves strangely on her island. A year felt like a season. | forgot, gradually, why | had been
sailing. | forgot Ithaca. Not entirely, not like the Lotus-Eaters, but in the way that a man forgets a distant
worry when he is warm and well-fed. | would think of Penelope and feel a vague ache, and then Circe
would smile at me and the ache would fade.

It was my men who saved me. Not my wits, not my courage. Just my crew, the same men who had opened
the bag of winds.

They came to me one morning, Eurylochus at their head. "Captain," he said, "we have been here too long.
Remember your home. Remember Ithaca. If you do not lead us away from this place, we will rot here
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forever."

| looked at their faces, weathered and patient, waiting for me to be the leader they needed.
Eurylochus was right. We had all been enchanted, not by her magic but by her kindness.

| went to Circe and told her we were leaving.

She did not argue. She had known this day would come. But she did something | did not expect.
She helped me.

"You cannot go home yet," she said. "Not directly. The gods have set obstacles in your path that you
cannot see. You must go to the Underworld first, to the land of the dead, and speak with the prophet
Tiresias (ty-REE-see-ass). He alone can tell you how to reach Ithaca safely. He will tell you what awaits
you and what you must avoid."

"The Underworld," | repeated. The words felt cold in my mouth.

"Yes. You must sail to the western edge of the world, to Persephone's grove, and make the proper
sacrifices. You must dig a trench and fill it with blood, and the dead will come to drink. Tiresias will speak
with you. And perhaps others too."

She touched my face. Her fingers were warm and smelled of herbs.

"Be careful, Odysseus. The dead do not like to be disturbed. And some of them will have things to tell you
that you do not want to hear."

Mythology Note: Circe - Witch, Lover, or Both? Circe is one of the most complex female figures in the
Odyssey. She is dangerous, yes, but she is also the most helpful guide Odysseus encounters on his
journey. Unlike Calypso, who keeps Odysseus through force and affection, Circe offers genuine
assistance: she restores his men, shelters them for a year, and gives him the essential instructions to visit
the Underworld. Some scholars see her as a double of Calypso, another divine woman who delays the
hero. Others argue she represents a necessary transformation: Odysseus must descend to the dead
before he can ascend to his home, and Circe is the one who makes that descent possible.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Circe transforms men into pigs but keeps their human minds and awareness. Why do you think she does
this? What does it suggest about her character that she preserves their consciousness?

Odysseus stays with Circe for a full year, forgetting his purpose. Why do you think it is his crew, not
Circe's magic, that finally prompts him to leave? What does this say about loyalty and friendship?

Circe tells Odysseus he must visit the Underworld before going home. Why might a journey to the land of
the dead be necessary before a hero can complete his homecoming? What might one need to learn from
the dead?

CHAPTER THIRTEEN: THE LAND OF THE DEAD

The Nekyia / from Book X| of Homer's Odyssey

| did not want to go. | will say that plainly. When Circe told me | must sail to the western edge of the
world, to the place where the sun falls into Oceanus and the light of the living ends, | felt a coldness in my
bones that | had not felt even inside Polyphemus's cave. The dead are not meant to be disturbed. They do
not thank you for calling them back.
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But Circe was clear. "You cannot find your way home without speaking to Tiresias (ty-REE-see-ass)," she
said. "He alone, among all the souls in Hades (HAY-deez), retains his wisdom and his voice. The others
flitter like bats. He alone will tell you the truth."

So we sailed. For a full day and night we moved westward across a sea that grew colder with every
league, the water changing from wine-dark to grey, from grey to black. No birds flew. No fish broke the
surface.

We reached the shore at dawn, but it was a dawn without warmth. A grey light fell over Persephone
(per-SEF-oh-nee)'s grove, where black poplars grow and willows weep into the slow water of Oceanus
(oh-SEE-an-uss). The air smelled of turned earth and cold stone. | ordered my men to beach the ship and
wait.

We dug a trench, cubit-long in each direction, as Circe had instructed. We poured offerings around it:
honey, wine, water, and barley meal. Then | slaughtered two sheep, letting their blood flow into that
trench. The blood steamed in the cold air, and | confess to you, Phaeacians, that my hands trembled.

The dead came quickly. A rustling, like dry leaves in a wind that blows from nowhere. Shapes gathered at
the edge of the trench, pale as mist, reaching with hands that had no substance. Hundreds of them,
thousands maybe, pressing from every direction. Their mouths opened, and a sound came: the murmur of
the dead, like waves on a distant shore. It was the most terrible sound | have ever heard, because it held
no meaning, only hunger.

| drew my sword and held it over the trench. No ghost could drink while the blade remained.

The first to approach was a young man. | recognised him at once, though he was as pale as smoke and his
feet did not touch the ground.

"Captain," he said. "Do you not know me?"
"Elpenor (el-PEE-nor)," | whispered.

He had been the youngest of my crew, barely more than a boy. On Circe's island, in the fog of wine and
enchantment, he had climbed onto her roof and fallen in the night. We had not even known he was dead
until we called for him at dawn and found his body cold in the courtyard. We had left him there, unburied,
because Circe commanded us onward.

"l beg you," he said, and his ghost-voice carried a weight his living voice never had. "Do not sail away and
leave me here. Burn my body. Lay my bones to rest with my armor. Give me the rites, or the gods will hold
it against you, and | will wander without peace forever."

| wept. | wept to see him there, so small, so lost, asking only for what every man deserves: a proper
farewell. "l swear it," | said. "When | return to Circe's island, | will do this for you. | will not forget."

He bowed his ghostly head and withdrew, and | watched him fade back into the crowd of shades. Of all
the terrors of that place, that boy's simple request struck deepest. He had been forgettable in life. He
should not have been.

Then Tiresias came. The other shades parted for him, and he walked forward with the slow confidence of
a man who knows exactly where he is going, even in darkness. Death had not restored his sight, but he
did not need eyes to see me. He knelt by the trench, and | lowered my sword.

The blood touched his lips, and his voice rang out across that grey grove, solid and sure.
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"Odysseus. Son of Laertes. You seek a way home. Listen carefully. Poseidon (poh-SYE-dun) is angry with
you. You blinded his son, and the sea-god will not forget. Every wave is his hand reaching for you. Every
storm is his breath. You cannot escape this."

| nodded. | had known it since the moment | shouted my name to Polyphemus.

"But you can endure it. You will reach Thrinacia (thri-NAY-see-uh), where the cattle of the Sun graze.
Seven flocks of cattle and seven herds of sheep, fifty in each. They are sacred. They are forbidden. If you
touch so much as a single hair, your ship will be destroyed and your crew will die. Only you will survive,
and you will drift to a strange land and suffer there for years."

He paused, and his blind eyes seemed to stare through me.

"But if you resist those cattle, you will reach Ithaca. In your old age, when peace has settled over your
house, you will die a gentle death, far from the sea, with all your affairs in order. The choice is yours."

"Is there more you wish to know?"

| thought of all the questions | had carried across the seas. But the one that came out was not about
ordeals or omens.

"My mother," | said. "Is she here?"
Tiresias stepped back. The shades parted, and | saw her standing there.
Anticleia (an-tih-CLYE-uh). My mother.

She looked as | remembered her from the day | left for Troy: grey-streaked hair, kind eyes, a straight back
that refused to bend even under grief. But she was pale as the other shades, and when she reached for
the trench, her fingers passed through the stones.

| lowered my sword. She drank, and her eyes found mine, and | saw in them all the years | had been gone.
"Mother," | said, and my voice broke. "How did you come here? When did you die?"

"Of grief," she said simply. "l waited for word. Year after year, | watched the harbor, and no ship came. |
grew old before my time, and then | grew sick, and then | slipped away. It was not painful, my son. It was
like falling asleep when one is very tired."

| reached for her. | wanted to hold her, to feel her arms around me one more time, to smell the lavender
she always kept in her clothes. | grasped her shoulders.

My hands passed through her as if she were fog. | tried again. Nothing. A third time, weeping, calling her
name, and she stood there helplessly, unable to comfort me, unable to be comforted.

"The dead have no flesh," she said softly. "Only memory. Only longing. Persephone's law, my son. | am
sorry."

| stood there with empty hands. You cannot know what that means until you have tried to embrace
someone you love and found only air.

She told me of home. Penelope (pen-EL-oh-pee) was faithful, still weaving, still waiting. Laertes
(LAY-er-teez) had withdrawn to the country, wearing beggar's rags, sleeping in the fields, eating only
when his servants forced him to. He had given up. They had all given up, except Penelope. And except for
Telemachus, who had gone searching for me.
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"He has courage," my mother said, and there was pride in her voice. "Your son. He is more like you than
you know."

Then she too withdrew, and the crowd of shades pressed forward again, murmuring, hungering for the
blood that gave them temporary substance.

| saw the great women after that. They came to drink and spoke their stories, and | listened because |
could not turn away. Epicaste, who married her own son and hanged herself when she learned the truth.
Leda, who lay with Zeus in the form of a swan and bore Helen, the face that launched the war. Chloris,
the beauty of Pylos. Antiope, who slept with Zeus and bore twin sons. One after another, they drank the
blood and told their tales, and | understood something | had not understood before: every woman has her
own war, her own wandering, her own long road home.

Then the heroes came. And that was when my heart truly broke.

Agamemnon (ag-ah-MEM-non) first. The king of kings, the lord of Mycenae, the man who had led us all to
Troy. He walked like a man still wearing his armor, though no armor can protect the dead. He drank the
blood, and his eyes grew sharp.

"Odysseus," he said. "You too have suffered."
"My lord," | said. "How did you die?"

His laughter was bitter. "I came home with treasure and with glory. | brought a Trojan princess,
Cassandra, as my prize. And my wife, Clytemnestra (kly-tem-NES-tra), murdered us both. She and her
lover, Aegisthus, cut me down at my own feast, in my own hall, like a pig at slaughter."

He stepped closer. His ghost-face was terrible with the memory.

"Listen to me, friend. Never trust a woman fully. Not even your Penelope. When you reach Ithaca, tell her
nothing. Test her. See if she is still faithful. My wife smiled at me the same way she smiled at her lover. |
never knew the difference until the blade entered my throat."

| nodded, but | did not believe him. | would not believe that Penelope could become Clytemnestra. Still,
his warning settled into my bones like cold water, and it would stay there until the day | walked into my
own hall and saw her face again.

Then came Achilles (ah-KIL-eez).

He had been the greatest of us all at Troy. The swift runner. The man whose rage Homer sang. He had
chosen glory and a short life, and died young on the fields of Ilium, shot by Paris's arrow, weeping for
Patroclus.

"Achilles," | said. "You were the lord of heroes. Now you rule the dead. No man could ask for a greater
honour."

"honour?" he said. "You speak to me of honour? Odysseus, | would rather be a paid servant on a peasant's
farm, alive under the sun, than rule every soul in this dark place. | would trade all my glory for one hour of
life. One breath of air."

The words hung between us.
"Tell me of my son," he said. "Does he fight with courage?"

"He does," | said. "Neoptolemus fought at Troy after you fell. Brave and strong. You would be proud."
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Achilles bowed his head. "That is something."
Then he withdrew, the greatest warrior of our age, walking through shadows that would never end.

Mythology Note: Achilles in the Underworld Achilles's declaration that he would rather be the lowest
servant on earth than king of all the dead is one of the most famous passages in Western literature. It
challenges the entire heroic code that drove Greek warriors to seek glory (kleos) above all else. In the
Iliad, Achilles chose a short life with eternal fame over a long life without glory. Here in the Odyssey,
Homer gives us the cost of that choice. The afterlife in Homer's vision is not a reward but a diminishment -
every soul becomes a shade, drained of vitality and meaning.

| called for Ajax (AY-jax) next, the son of Telamon, the second-greatest fighter at Troy. But when he saw
me, he turned and walked away. | called again. He kept walking.

He was still angry. At Troy, after Achilles died, | had won the contest for his armor. Ajax, believing he
deserved it, had gone mad and killed himself. Even in death, he could not forgive me. | watched his broad
back fade into the crowd, and felt the old guilt rise like bile. | had not made him kill himself. But | had not
helped him either.

The blood in the trench was running low. The crowd of shades pressed closer, too many to count, and |
saw faces | knew and faces | did not: warriors from Troy, sailors lost at sea, old friends and old enemies.
They all wanted the same thing. They wanted to feel alive again, if only for a moment.

| could bear no more. | turned from that grey grove and walked back toward my ship, my sword lowered,
my heart heavier than it had ever been. My crew asked me nothing. They saw my face, and they knew
better than to speak.

We pushed off from that shore, and the oars dipped into water that seemed almost grateful to let us go.
Behind us, the western edge of the world faded into mist, and the dead returned to their darkness, and |
sat at the stern with my hands over my face, holding the knowledge that would save me, and the sorrow
that would never let me go.

Ghost How They Died What They Tell Odysseus

Elpenor Fell drunk from Circe's roof, unburied Begs for proper burial rites so his soul can
rest

Tiresias Natural causes (blind seer of Thebes) Prophecy: avoid Helius's cattle, endure
Poseidon's wrath, find a gentle death in old
age

Anticleia Grief - died waiting for her son to return Penelope remains faithful; Laertes wastes
away in sorrow; Telemachus has grown
brave

Epicaste Hanged herself after marrying her own son Brief tale of tragic fate (representative of the
catalogue of women)

Agamemnon Murdered by Clytemnestra and her lover Warns Odysseus never to trust women fully;
test Penelope when he returns

Achilles Shot by Paris's arrow at Troy Would rather be a servant on earth than king
of the dead; asks after his son

Ajax Suicide after losing contest for Achilles' Refuses to speak to Odysseus; still bitter

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

armor
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Achilles says he would rather be a servant on earth than king of the dead. What does this tell us about
how Homer viewed the afterlife? How does it compare to other visions of heaven and hell you have
encountered?

Odysseus's mother died of grief waiting for him. When he tries to embrace her ghost three times, she
slips through his fingers "like smoke." Why do you think Homer included this heartbreaking detail? What
does it say about the relationship between the living and the dead?

Agamemnon warns Odysseus not to trust Penelope, based on his own murder by Clytemnestra.
Odysseus hears the warning but refuses to believe it. Would you trust Penelope if you were Odysseus?
Why or why not?

CHAPTER FOURTEEN: THE SIRENS, SCYLLA, AND CHARYBDIS
Three Perils / from Book Xll of Homer's Odyssey

| returned to Circe's island, as | had promised Elpenor's ghost. We burned his body on a pyre of
sweet-smelling cedar, weeping as the smoke rose. | laid his armor beside his bones. The rites were
simple, but they were proper. | hope he found peace. | hope he does not still wander.

Then Circe called me aside. She stood on the shore with the wind in her hair, and she spoke with the
urgency of someone who knows she will never see you again.

"Listen to every word, Odysseus. The road ahead holds three dangers, and each one is different. Each one
tests a different part of you."

She held up one finger. "First, the Sirens (SYE-runz). They sing from a meadow in the sea, and their song
is the most beautiful sound a mortal can hear. They promise knowledge. They will tell you everything that
has ever happened, everything that ever will happen. They will sing of Troy, of Ithaca, of your wife and
son. A man who hears their song will want nothing else. He will steer his ship straight toward them and
die on their rocks, grinning as he drowns."

| listened. | have always been too curious for my own good. The promise of knowing everything was
already working on me.

"This is how you survive," she said. "Give your crew beeswax. Have them soften it and plug their ears
completely. They must hear nothing. But you, Odysseus, you want to hear the song. | see it in your eyes.
Very well. Have your men tie you to the mast. Rope, knots, leather straps. And make them swear that if
you beg to be released, they will only tie you tighter."

| felt a coldness in my stomach. But | nodded.

She held up a second finger. "After the Sirens, you will face a choice. Two paths through narrow straits.
On one side lives Scylla (SIL-uh), a creature with six necks and six heads, each with three rows of teeth.
She lurks in a high cave, and she strikes like a fisherman casting a line. She will take six men, one for each
head. No more, no less. She cannot be fought. She cannot be killed. She can only be... paid."

"And the other path?"

"Charybdis (kuh-RIB-diss). A whirlpool. Three times a day she sucks the sea into herself and spits it out
again. If you sail within her reach, she will swallow your entire ship. Every man. Everything."

| understood the choice. Six men, or all of them.
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"Sail close to Scylla," Circe said. "Let her have her six. It is the price of passage. Grieve them, but save the
rest."

She kissed my forehead. It was the last thing she ever gave me. "Go now, son of Laertes. Be wise."
We sailed, and the sea was calm.

The first sign of the Sirens was the silence. The wind dropped. The waves flattened to glass. Our oars
made the only sound, a rhythmic dip and pull that seemed loud in the stillness. Then | saw it: a low island
ahead, not rocky but green, a meadow rising from the water.

And the singing began.

| cannot describe it properly. Words fail me, even now. It was not one voice but three, weaving together
like threads in a braid of sound. They sang of Troy. They sang of things | had never told anyone, moments
of courage and shame, private memories | thought belonged only to me. They sang of Ithaca, describing it
so clearly | could see the olive trees on the hillside, the smoke from my own hearth. They sang of
Penelope waiting, and their voices promised: "We know what awaits. We know if she is faithful. We
know if you will see her again. Come closer. We will tell you everything."

| understood then why men died for this. It was not beauty alone. It was the promise of certainty, of
answers, of an end to doubt and wandering. | wanted to know. | needed to know. Every question | had
ever asked myself, every fear that kept me awake on the open sea, the Sirens offered to answer.

| strained against the ropes. | pulled until my wrists bled. | screamed at my crew, ordering them to untie
me, promising them gold, threatening them with death, weeping, begging. | called them by name. | cursed
them. | praised them. | told them | would kill them all if they did not release me.

They could not hear a word. The beeswax held. They rowed on, their eyes fixed on the horizon, their faces
grim. Perimedes and Eurylochus, seeing me struggle, came and tightened my bonds. They added new
ropes. They tied me so thoroughly that | could not move at all.

The song grew louder, clearer, more achingly beautiful. It promised the names of my unborn
grandchildren. It promised the date of my own death. It promised the answer to every riddle, the solution
to every mystery, the end of all uncertainty.

| wept. | wept because | could not go to them. | wept because | wanted, more than | had wanted anything
in my life, to hear the rest of that song. | wept because my men were saving me from the one thing |
wanted most.

Then, gradually, the song faded. The island slipped behind us. The wind returned. The men pulled the
wax from their ears, and they looked at me tied to the mast like a madman, my face streaked with tears
and my voice hoarse from screaming.

"What did they sing?" Eurylochus asked quietly.
"Everything," | said. "They sang everything."
| did not tell him more. | could not.

Mythology Note: The Sirens' Song - What They Promise and Why It's Irresistible The Sirens do not offer
violence or death. They offer knowledge, which is far more seductive. In the Odyssey, they promise to sing
of the Trojan War and "everything that happens on the fertile earth," essentially offering total
comprehension of past, present, and future. Odysseus's temptation is intellectual, not sensual: he wants
to know. This makes the Sirens uniquely dangerous for a hero defined by his intelligence. Unlike the
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Cyclops, who can be outsmarted, the Sirens attack the very thing that makes Odysseus who he is: his
curiosity.

We did not rest. The straits loomed ahead, two great rock faces rising from the sea like the jaws of some
colossal beast. The channel between them was narrow, barely wide enough for a single ship with oars
extended. The water churned in strange patterns, swirling one way and then another, as if the sea itself
could not decide which direction to flow.

| had already made my decision. | had not told my crew. | told myself it was because they would panic, but
the truth is simpler: | was ashamed. A captain who chooses to sacrifice six men is still a captain who
sacrifices six men. The fact that it saves the rest does not make it clean.

We entered the channel. | ordered the men to row hard, to stay close to the cliff on the starboard side,
where Scylla's cave lay hidden in shadow above us. They did not know why. They trusted me. That trust
has haunted me ever since.

Scylla did not announce herself. She did not roar or threaten. She simply struck.

Six necks, each as long as a ship's mast, shot down from the cave mouth high above. Six heads, each with
three rows of teeth like ivory daggers. They moved faster than thought. Before anyone could scream,
before anyone could raise a spear or shield, she had plucked six men from my deck.

| knew their names. | will not speak them here. They were good men who had rowed beside me for years,
who had survived Troy and the Cyclops and the Laestrygonians, who had trusted me to keep them safe.
She took them without effort, lifting them screaming into her cave, and the last thing | heard was their
cries echoing from the darkness above.

It was over in moments. Six men gone, as if the gods had simply erased them from the world.

My crew stood frozen at their oars, looking up at the cave mouth in pure terror. | roared at them to keep
rowing. | used my captain's voice, the one that snaps men out of fear and into action. They rowed. The
ship surged forward through the strait.

| looked back only once. | wish | had not. Scylla's heads were visible now, dangling from her cave like
horrible fruit, and she was eating. | looked away.

Then | saw Charybdis.

She was on the port side, opposite Scylla's cliff, and at first | did not understand what | was seeing. The
water there moved in a vast circle, slowly at first, then faster, and in the centre was a hole in the sea. An
actual hole, where the water simply ceased to exist, pouring down into something bottomless.

She was sucking the ocean into herself. The whirlpool was enormous, wider than fifty ships laid end to
end. Our vessel lurched toward her, the current dragging us sideways, and | screamed at the men to pull
with everything they had. They pulled until their backs bent, until oars snapped and men sobbed with the
effort. The ship moved inch by inch, fighting the current that wanted to swallow us whole.

We were so close that | could see the rocks at the bottom of her pit, exposed and terrible, bones of ships
wedged between them. | could feel her breath, the pull of that vortex in my very bones.

Then she spat.

The water erupted upward, a fountain of black foam and shattered timber, the remains of some vessel she
had destroyed days before. The wave caught us and threw us forward like a cork, past her reach and out
into open water.
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We lay at our oars, gasping. | counted my men. Too few. Always too few now. But we were alive.

| sat at the stern and looked back at the two cliffs standing sentinel over that terrible channel. Scylla and
Charybdis. Six men dead. The rest saved by the most terrible choice | have ever made. | still see their
faces, the six who paid the price. | still dream of that cave.

But we had passed through. The sea opened before us, and on the horizon, golden and warm in the failing
light, | could see the next shore.

It was Thrinacia (thri-NAY-see-uh), the island of the Sun.

Danger How to Survive What Odysseus Chooses Cost

The Sirens Plug crew's ears with beeswax; Follows Circe's advice exactly None - though Odysseus weeps
tie Odysseus to mast and ignore to miss the song
his pleas

Scylla Sail close to her cave; accept that Sacrifices six men to save the rest Six crewmen snatched from the
she takes six men; do not fight deck

Charybdis Row with full strength during her Rows desperately and survives None - but only by the narrowest
sucking phase; pray margin

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

The Sirens promise knowledge, not treasure or power. Why is this the perfect temptation for Odysseus?
What does it reveal about his character that he wants to hear their song so desperately?

Odysseus chooses to sail close to Scylla, knowing she will kill six men, rather than risk everyone against
Charybdis. Is this the right choice? Can a leader ever truly "sacrifice" some to save others?

Odysseus's crew cannot hear the Sirens' song because of the beeswax. They save his life without
knowing what they are saving him from. How does this episode explore the theme of trust between a
leader and those who follow him?

CHAPTER FIFTEEN: THE CATTLE OF THE SUN
The Final Betrayal / from Book Xll of Homer's Odyssey

| knew. | knew from the moment we raised that island. | remembered what Tiresias had told me in the
grey light of the Underworld, and | remembered Circe's warning on the shore of Aeaea. The cattle of
Helius (HEE-lee-uss) were sacred. They were forbidden. To touch them was to sign our own death
warrants.

Thrinacia (thri-NAY-see-uh) was beautiful, and that beauty was part of the trap. Seven flocks of cattle,
tawny and magnificent, grazed on the green slopes above the shore. Seven herds of sheep with fleece like
spun gold moved among them. The animals glowed in the sunlight with something more than health;
they seemed to carry light within their very bodies. These were the herds of the Sun-god, and they had
grazed this island since before human memory began.

| gathered my men on the beach. | looked at each of their faces, the faces of men who had survived
everything: Troy, the Cyclops, the Laestrygonians, Circe, the Underworld, the Sirens, Scylla's cave. There
were not many left now. Each loss had cut me, and each survivor had become precious beyond measure.

"Listen to me," | said. "l know you are hungry. | know you are tired. But we cannot touch those cattle. They
belong to Helius. Tiresias himself warned me. If we harm so much as one of those beasts, we will die. All
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of us. | am asking you to trust me one more time."
They nodded. They always nodded. They had trusted me across every sea in the world.

"We can fish," | said. "We still have provisions, though they are low. We will rest here for a few days and
sail on when the wind turns."

The wind did not turn.

For a full month, the gods kept us pinned to that shore. Every morning | woke and looked at the sky, and
every morning the clouds hung low and heavy, pressing the air down until it felt like breathing
underwater. When we tried to launch the ship, the wind blew straight against us, driving us back. When
we raised the sail, it snapped and tore as if unseen hands were ripping at the cloth.

The fish grew scarce. The few we caught went to the weakest among us. We rationed the remaining
barley meal, mixing it with water into thin porridge that barely filled a bowl. Men who had carried armor
at Troy grew thin in the face. Their eyes sank into their skulls. Their hands shook at the oars.

| prayed. | prayed to every god | could name, begging them to release us, to send a wind, to show us some
mercy. No answer came. The gods were silent, and in their silence | heard a warning | could not interpret.

On the thirtieth day, | fell asleep.

| did not mean to. | had been awake for two nights, pacing the shore, watching the cattle, watching my
men, waiting for a sign. Exhaustion took me like a thief. | lay down in the shade of the ship's hull and
closed my eyes, and | slept the sleep of a man who has nothing left to give.

That was my failure. That was the moment everything ended.
Eurylochus (yoo-RIL-oh-kuss) spoke to the crew while | slept. | learned later what he said.

"Are we going to starve to death?" he asked them. "Is that how the great Odysseus means to save us? By
letting us die slowly while divine cattle graze untouched above our heads?"

The men gathered around him. They were hollow-eyed, desperate, beyond fear.

"The gods do not want us to die," Eurylochus continued. "If they did, Scylla would have taken us all.
Charybdis would have swallowed us. We are alive because the gods want us alive. And if the gods want
us alive, they will forgive us for feeding ourselves."

"But the captain swore an oath," one man said. His voice was thin.

"The captain is asleep," Eurylochus said. "And when he wakes, he will see reason. Better to face his anger
with full stomachs than his pity as corpses. | say we slaughter the finest of those cattle. We offer the best
parts to the gods. We eat the rest. And when Helius sees our piety, he will understand."

They did it. They chose the finest heifer, a young creature with golden hide and wide dark eyes, and they
cut its throat on the shore without me.

When | woke and smelled the smoke, | knew. | ran up the slope and found them butchering the carcass. |
saw the blood on the stones. | saw the fire they had built. | saw my men, my loyal crew, looking at me
with defiance and shame mixed together.

| wept. | fell to my knees on that bloody shore and wept, because | knew what came next. Tiresias had
told me. Circe had told me. The gods do not forgive the slaughter of sacred beasts, no matter how hungry,
no matter how desperate, no matter how understandable the sin might seem to mortal hearts.
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"We made offerings," Eurylochus said quietly. "The best parts went to the gods."
The meat on their spits began to writhe.

| have seen strange things in my travels. | have seen a woman turn men into pigs with a touch of her
wand. | have seen the dead walk and speak. But | have never seen anything as horrible as that meat.

It twisted on the spits as if it were still alive. The raw flesh seared and blackened, but then it would curl
and uncurl, flexing like a living muscle. The fat dripped not like cooking juices but like something
wounded, weeping. The smell was divine, the most savory scent | have ever encountered,
hunger-inducing beyond belief, but the meat itself would not stay still. It moved. Even dead and cooked,
the flesh of Helius's cattle refused to be consumed peacefully.

My men ate anyway. They were too starved to care. They tore at that writhing meat and stuffed it into
their mouths, their eyes wild, their manners abandoned. | would not touch it. | sat apart and watched
them, and | felt the doom settling over us like a net drawn tight.

For six days we stayed on that island. Six days of contrary winds and low skies. Six days of watching
those beautiful cattle graze, untouched, while my sick crew nursed their full bellies and tried to pretend
they had not damned themselves.

On the seventh day, Helius (HEE-lee-uss) went to Zeus (ZOOSS).

| did not see this, of course. But | know what happened. The Sun-god stood before the king of Olympus
and demanded vengeance. "Father Zeus," he said, "punish those who have slaughtered my cattle. If you
do not destroy their ship and drown every man who ate of my herds, | will descend into Hades and shine
my light upon the dead. | will withhold my radiance from the earth. Let the crops wither. Let the world go
dark."

Zeus agreed. | learned this later, from Calypso, who heard it from the winds themselves. The god of
thunder promised Helius that our ship would be destroyed, and that every man who had profaned that
sacred meat would die.

Every man but me. | had not eaten.
The wind changed on the seventh day.

| should have known. A sudden fair wind after a month of storms is not a gift. It is a summons. The gods
were done with us, and they wanted us out on open water where they could finish what we had started.

| ordered the men aboard anyway. What else could | do? Stay and starve? We had already destroyed our
only protection. | hoped, against all reason, that Tiresias might have spoken in riddles. | hoped that the
prophecy was not as final as it had sounded in the grey light of the Underworld.

We launched the ship. The wind filled our sail, fair and strong, blowing eastward toward home. For a few
hours, | allowed myself to believe. Ithaca was somewhere ahead. Penelope waited. My son searched for
me. | had lost so many men, endured so much, but perhaps, perhaps, the gods would relent.

The gods do not relent.

The storm came from the west, black clouds rolling across the sky faster than any natural weather. The
wind did not rise gradually. It struck. One moment we had a fair breeze; the next, the sail tore free and the
mast cracked like a dry stick. The sea rose in mountains, waves taller than the walls of Troy, lifting our
ship and dropping her into troughs so deep the sky disappeared.
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My men screamed. They clung to the rails, the oarlocks, anything that offered purchase. The hull groaned
and began to split. Water poured in faster than men could bail.

Then the thunderbolt came.

It was not like ordinary lightning. It struck with a sound that emptied the world of all other noise, a blast
so bright and so loud that | was deaf and blind for a moment, floating in pure white silence. When my
senses returned, the ship was gone. Broken into splinters. My men were in the water, struggling,
drowning, their mouths open in screams | could not hear.

The wave that followed swallowed them. One by one, | watched them disappear. Good men. Loyal men.
Men who had followed me across half the world. They died cursing the sea, or calling their mothers'
names, or silently, simply slipping beneath the black water and not coming up.

| alone survived. | found a piece of the keel, the ship's backbone, still held together by its binding-cords. |
clung to it, my arms wrapped around that floating timber, while the storm raged on and the waves tried to
shake me loose. | held on. | have always held on. It is the one skill | have never lost.

When the storm finally passed, the sea was empty. No ship. No crew. No sign that any of them had ever
existed, except the keel | clung to and the silence that surrounded me.

| was alone. Truly, completely alone. For the first time in my life, | had no one to lead, no one to protect, no
one to blame. Just the open sea and the sky and the hollow sound of my own breathing.

| should have stayed awake on Thrinacia. That is what | told myself, hour after hour, clinging to that keel.
If I had stayed awake, | could have stopped them. | could have reasoned with them, threatened them,
begged them. | could have been the leader they needed instead of the exhausted man who fell asleep
while his crew committed the one sin that could not be forgiven.

They were not evil men, Phaeacians. They were hungry. They were desperate. They made a choice born of
starvation and fear, and they paid for it with everything. | do not blame them. | blame myself, because |
was their captain, and a captain who falls asleep while his men are starving has failed in the most basic
duty of command.

The current carried me where it would. | had no sail, no oars, no food, no water. Just the keel and my own
two hands and the guilt that weighed more than any ship ever built.

| drifted for nine days.

Mythology Note: The Cattle of the Sun - Why Divine Taboos Matter in Myth The slaughter of Helius's
cattle is the turning point of the Odyssey's adventure narrative. Every warning Odysseus receives, from
Tiresias in the Underworld to Circe on her island, centres on this single prohibition. In Greek myth, sacred
animals represent the boundary between human and divine authority. To kill them is not merely theft or
sacrilege; it is an assertion that human need outweighs divine law. The fact that the crew is starving
makes their act comprehensible, which is precisely the point: the gods do not accept necessity as an
excuse. This harsh theology reflects a worldview in which divine order must be maintained regardless of
human suffering.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Odysseus says "l should have stayed awake." Is he right to blame himself for what happened? Could he
have stopped the crew from slaughtering the cattle, or was their starvation too powerful to resist?
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The crew is described as hungry and desperate, not greedy or evil. Does this make their punishment fair?
What does the myth suggest about whether the gods should consider human suffering when enforcing
divine laws?

Odysseus is the only survivor because he refused to eat the sacred meat. Is his survival a reward for his
piety, or is it actually a worse punishment - being left alive while everyone else dies? Would you rather
have survived alone or perished with your companions?

CHAPTER SIXTEEN: THE STORY ENDS, THE JOURNEY BEGINS
The Bard Takes Up the Tale Again / from Book XlIl of Homer's Odyssey
And so Odysseus (oh-DISS-ee-uss) finished his tale.

He had spoken for hours in that great hall, seated before the fire with a cup of wine at his elbow, and the
Phaeacians had listened as no audience has ever listened before. He told them of the Cyclops and the bag
of winds, of Circe's magic and the land of the dead, of the Sirens' song and the whirlpool, of the sacred
cattle and the thunderbolt that took everything. He told it all in his own voice, the first-person voice of a
man who had lived it, and now that voice fell silent.

The hall of Alcinous (al-SIN-oh-uss) was utterly still.

No one moved. The fire crackled and popped in the central hearth, sending sparks climbing toward the
smoke-hole in the roof. A wine cup sat half-raised in someone's hand, forgotten. Even the servants, who
had been moving quietly along the walls with pitchers of diluted wine, stopped in their tracks and stood
listening to the silence as if it were music.

Odysseus looked down at his hands. They were scarred, calloused, marked by rope and sword and oar.
Those hands had held the olive-wood stake that blinded Polyphemus. They had tied him to the mast to
hear the Sirens. They had clung to a broken keel for nine days while the sea tried to shake him loose. Now
they rested empty in his lap, and for the first time in the long evening, they were still.

It was Arete (ah-RET-ay), queen of the Phaeacians, who broke the silence. She rose from her chair, and
her eyes were bright with tears she had not yet let fall.

"You have suffered enough," she said. Her voice was low, but in that quiet hall it carried like a bell. "You
have wandered and lost and endured more than any mortal man should bear. But your wandering ends
here, in this house. Tomorrow we will send you home to Ithaca, and you will not go empty-handed."

Alcinous stood beside his queen and nodded. "My people are not wealthy in wheat or vines," he said. "We
do not farm or hunt or fish as other men do. But we are craftsmen. Our hands know bronze and gold and
fine-woven wool. You will take the best of what we have, stranger - no, not stranger. Odysseus. You will
take the best of what Phaeacia can offer, and when you walk into your hall on Ithaca, no man will say you
came home poor."

That night, the Phaeacians worked by lamplight. They brought out their finest gifts and laid them before
Odysseus like tribute to a returning god. There was a great cauldron of hammered bronze, its sides
decorated with circling dolphins and leaping fish. There were tripods of wrought iron and tunics of soft
wool dyed purple with the extract of sea-snails. There was a golden cup, heavy in the hand, with two
handles shaped like spreading handles of oak. Most precious of all was a great talent of refined gold,
enough to keep a family in comfort for ten years.

The Treasures Given to Odysseus
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Gift Description Value

Hammered bronze cauldron Sides decorated with dolphins and Highest craftsmanship
sea-creatures; large enough to bathe a child

Three iron tripods Wrought with geometric patterns; used for Essential household goods
cooking and sacrifice

Purple-dyed tunics Fine wool dyed with rare murex extract; Luxurious clothing
colour reserved for royalty

Golden double-handled cup Heavy, with oak-leaf handles; for ceremonial Precious metalwork
drinking

One talent of gold Refined gold bullion; enough for ten years' Extreme generosity
wealth

Odysseus accepted each gift with the gravity it deserved. He knew what these objects meant. They were
not merely wealth. They were a statement, a declaration by the Phaeacians that this wandering king was
worthy of their best. In the world of Bronze Age Greece, gift-giving created bonds between households
that lasted for generations. These treasures would link Ithaca to Scheria forever.

When the gifts had been arranged and stored in a safe corner of the hall, Alcinous called for Demodocus
(deh-MOD-oh-kuss), the blind bard.

"Sing for us one last time," the king said. "Sing something to gladden our guest's heart before he sleeps."

Demodocus tuned his lyre. The old bard's fingers moved across the strings with the ease of long practice,
and he began to sing of young gods and their adventures, of Hephaestus catching Ares and Aphrodite in
his golden net, of laughter on Olympus. It was a light song, a comic song, and the Phaeacians laughed in
all the right places. Odysseus laughed too, for the first time in what felt like years. The sound surprised
him. He had forgotten that his throat could make such a noise.

They feasted again, though more quietly than before. The great storytelling was over, and a gentler mood
had settled on the company. Young Nausicaa (now-SICK-ay-uh), who had found Odysseus naked on her
riverbank what felt like a lifetime ago, came forward and spoke to him with the frankness of a sister.

"Remember us when you are home," she said. "Remember that you have friends across the sea."

"l will remember," Odysseus said. "You were the first kindness | found in all my wanderings, princess. |
will not forget."

They led him down to the harbor in the grey hour before dawn. The Phaeacian ship waited at the quay,
and it was like no ship Odysseus had ever seen. Its hull was slender and swift, painted silver and blue,
and its fifty oars stood in their locks like the folded wings of a sleeping bird. But the true magic was not in
its appearance. Phaeacian ships needed no captain, no steersman, no lookout. They knew the thoughts of
their passengers. They could reach any harbor in the world in a single day.

The crew loaded Odysseus's gifts into the ship and made a bed for him on deck. The Phaeacian vessel
needed no pilot or steering rudder in the ordinary sense: it could understand the destination its
passengers desired. But its picked oarsmen still rowed, driving the ship swiftly across the sea while
Odysseus slept.

Sleep took him. Not ordinary sleep, but the sleep of the blessed, deep and dreamless and complete. It
was as if the ship itself poured peace into his bones, washing away twenty years of war and wandering in
a single tide. His eyes closed. His breathing slowed. For the first time since he had left Troy, Odysseus
slept without keeping one eye open, without listening for monsters or mutiny or the creak of a mast about
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to snap.

The ship slipped away from the quay and passed between the headlands guarding the harbour. Guided
by its uncanny knowledge of the route and driven by the strength of the Phaeacian crew, it sped east
toward Ithaca.

It was the kindest gift the Phaeacians could have given him. Not the gold, not the bronze, but this: one
perfect night of sleep while others carried him home.

When the ship reached Ithaca, the stars were still bright overhead. The Phaeacian crew unloaded the
sleeping Odysseus onto a sandy beach beneath an olive tree, and they carried all his treasure to a nearby
cave, hiding it beneath branches and stones where no thief would find it. They arranged everything
carefully, then returned to their ship and cast off.

But someone had been watching.

Far to the west, in his golden palace beneath the waves, Poseidon (poh-SIGH-dun) looked up from his
churning domain and saw what the Phaeacians had done. He saw them deposit Odysseus safely on the
shore of his own island, the island the sea-god had spent ten years trying to keep him from reaching. He
saw their magical ship racing back toward Scheria, its work done, its crew proud of their kindness.

Poseidon's wrath was terrible to behold.

"You dare?" he thundered, and the seas themselves flinched at his voice. "You dare to thwart me? You
dare to make a mockery of my curse?"

He raised his trident. The water around the Phaeacian ship went black and still. Then the transformation
began.

As the returning Phaeacian ship approached Scheria, Poseidon struck it and turned the vessel itself to
stone, rooting it in the sea near the land. The people watching from shore were astonished: only a
moment before they had seen the ship moving toward port.

The ship was halfway into the harbor when it happened, and there it stayed. To this day, sailors who pass
the harbor of Scheria see a great stone island where none should be, and they know they are looking at
the petrified remains of a Phaeacian ship, frozen forever by Poseidon's rage.

In his palace, Alcinous heard the news and went pale. He remembered something his father had told him
long ago, a prophecy spoken before Alcinous was born. "One day," his father had said, "Poseidon will
destroy one of our ships and wall off our harbor with a mountain. That will be the sign for our people to
cease all seafaring, to burn our vessels, and to live quietly on our island, troubling the gods no more."

Alcinous remembered the old prophecy. He ordered the Phaeacians to stop giving strangers escorts
across the sea and to sacrifice twelve chosen bulls to Poseidon, praying that the god would spare their
city from the rest of the threatened punishment.

But that is a story for another time.

Our story follows the man on the beach, the man who sleeps beneath the olive tree while his treasure
waits in the cave above. Our story follows Odysseus, who is home at last.

He does not know it yet.

Mythology Note: Why Does Odysseus Tell His Own Story? The Odyssey contains one of the most famous
frame narratives in Western literature: Odysseus spends Books 9 through 12 telling his own adventures
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to the Phaeacians, while the outer story (Books 1-8 and 13-24) is told by a traditional third-person
narrator. This technique creates a rare intimacy. We hear Odysseus's voice directly, in his own words, with
his own biases and emotions coloring every tale. When the frame closes and the bard takes over again in
Book 13, we have spent so much time inside Odysseus's head that the shift feels like watching a friend
step back into a crowd. The frame also explains how Odysseus's story survives: the Phaeacians hear it,
and through their later contact with the wider world, it passes into legend.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

The Phaeacians give Odysseus extraordinary gifts and a magical ride home. Why are they so generous?
What does their hospitality reveal about their character, and about the importance of xenia in Greek
culture?

Poseidon punishes the entire Phaeacian nation for helping Odysseus. Is this fair? What does it suggest
about how gods operate in Homer's world?

The transition from first-person to third-person narration is a major shift in how we experience the story.
How does it change your relationship with Odysseus as a character?

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN: ITHACA AT LAST

The Cleverest of Men and the Wisest of Goddesses / from Book Xl of Homer's Odyssey

Odysseus (oh-DISS-ee-uss) woke to the sound of a stream.

He lay on sand, under an olive tree, with a thin grey blanket draped across his chest. For a long moment
he did not move. His mind was still at sea, still clinging to that broken keel, still listening for the
thunderbolt. The peace that surrounded him felt like a trick, the kind of false calm that precedes disaster.

He sat up sharply and looked around.

The place was beautiful. A small harbor curved beneath wooded hills. A stream ran nearby, its water
clear and cold, tumbling over stones into a pool. There were meadows of vetch and clover, and above
them rose slopes covered with oak and pine and cypress. The air smelled of thyme and wild sage. It was
the kind of place a man might dream of when he has been too long at sea.

And Odysseus had no idea where he was.

His first thought was betrayal. The Phaeacians had been too kind, too generous. Their gifts had been real
enough, but perhaps their promises were not. Perhaps they had sailed him to some foreign shore rather
than risk Poseidon's wrath by delivering him to Ithaca. Perhaps the whole thing, the magical ship, the
deep sleep, had been a final cruelty designed to mock his hope.

He leaped to his feet and ran to the harbor's edge, scanning the water for the ship. It was gone, of course.
The sea stretched empty in every direction.

Then he saw the cave.

It stood above the beach, half-hidden by bushes, and when he climbed up and looked inside, he found
everything the Phaeacians had given him. The bronze cauldron. The tripods. The purple tunics. The golden
cup. The talent of gold, wrapped in soft cloth and tucked behind a rock. His heart slowed a little. They had
not robbed him, at least. But where in the name of all the gods was he?

He was about to set off inland, hoping to find a shepherd or a fisherman who could name this place, when
he heard footsteps behind him. He turned, and his hand went automatically to his hip where his sword
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should have been. It was not there. He had nothing but his wits, and at that moment they felt very thin
indeed.

The stranger who approached was a young man, perhaps sixteen, with dark curly hair and bright eyes. He
wore a shepherd's leather cape and carried a staff, and his sandals were dusty from the path. He looked
like any village boy from any sheep-herding district in Greece. He smiled at Odysseus with an easy, open
expression.

"Good morning, friend," the boy said. "You look lost. And you've been weeping, unless I'm much
mistaken."

Odysseus narrowed his eyes. A stranger on an unknown shore. A boy with bright eyes and too many
questions. In Odysseus's experience, such encounters were rarely what they seemed.

"Not lost," he said carefully. "Shipwrecked. My vessel broke apart in a storm, and | washed up here with
nothing but the clothes | stand in."

The boy nodded sympathetically. "That's hard luck. Where were you sailing from?"

Odysseus made a decision in that instant. He would test this boy. He would see if he could be trusted
before revealing anything real.

"Crete," he said. "l am a man of Crete. | killed a man there, a rich merchant's son who tried to cheat me at
dice, and | had to flee before his family took revenge. I've been wandering ever since, looking for a place
where no one asks questions."

The lie was a good one. Detailed enough to be believable, shameful enough to explain his ragged
appearance, specific enough to invite sympathy without inviting verification. Odysseus watched the boy's
face carefully for any sign of suspicion.

The boy burst out laughing.

It was not a cruel laugh. It was the laugh of someone who has just watched a master perform a trick she
knows inside and out, the delighted recognition of one professional acknowledging another.

"Oh, Odysseus," the boy said, and his voice changed. It deepened and took on a resonance that made the
air itself seem to hum. "You are the most cautious man alive, and | love you for it. You would spin a
falsehood even to a shepherd boy rather than risk giving yourself away. You really are extraordinary."

The shepherd's form shimmered like heat rising from summer stone. The leather cape dissolved into
white linen. The staff became a spear. The boy grew taller, older, and infinitely more terrible. Where a
shepherd had stood, there now stood a woman in full armor, her grey eyes bright with amusement and
affection, her helmet pushed back to reveal a face that was neither young nor old but somehow both at
once.

Athena (ah-THEE-nuh) herself had come.
Odysseus fell to his knees. "Goddess," he breathed. "Forgive me. | did not recognise you."

"That was rather the point," Athena said, still smiling. "l wanted to see if you would trust a stranger. You
did not. You invented a flawless lie, complete with motive and backstory, delivered with just the right
amount of shame and desperation. You are a wonder, Odysseus. There has never been a mortal mind like
yours, and there never will be again."
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She helped him to his feet. Her touch was cool and solid, like polished marble that has warmed slightly in
the sun.

"But tell me this," she said, her eyes sharpening. "Do you even know where you are?"

Odysseus looked around at the harbor, the stream, the hills. "l confess | do not. | hoped the Phaeacians
brought me to Ithaca, but nothing looks familiar. | have been away twenty years. Things change."

"Things do not change that much," Athena said. "l hid the landmarks. | covered the harbor in mist and
disguised the headlands. | wanted to see how you would react to an unfamiliar shore. And you, true to
form, prepared to lie your way through it."

She raised her hand, and the mist dissolved.

It was like watching a veil lift from a beloved face. The hills emerged from the grey, and Odysseus knew
them. He knew the curve of that ridge. He knew the shape of that cove. He knew the particular way the
stream tumbled over the rocks into the pool, because he had bathed in that pool as a boy, and he had
kissed Penelope beside it before he sailed for Troy.

"lthaca," he whispered. The word came out broken. "lthaca."

He fell to his knees again, but this time not before a goddess. This time he touched the soil of his own
island, and his fingers gripped the dirt as if he were afraid it might slip away from him.

Athena let him have the moment. She stood quietly while the man who had survived Cyclops and Sirens
and the land of the dead wept into the earth of a small Greek island, because this was what he had
suffered for. This dirt. These rocks. This particular shape of harbor against hill.

When he finally looked up, Athena's expression had changed. The amusement was gone, replaced by
something harder.

"You cannot walk into your palace as you are," she said. "Your house is full of enemies."
Odysseus wiped his face and stood. "Tell me."

"There are over a hundred suitors camped in your halls," Athena said. "Young nobles from Ithaca and the
surrounding islands. They have been there for years, eating your food, drinking your wine, courting your
wife, consuming your wealth. They say Penelope has promised to choose a husband soon. They are
betting on who it will be."

Odysseus's hands curled into fists.

"Your son Telemachus has grown into a brave young man," Athena continued. "He sailed to Pylos and
Sparta seeking news of you. He learned from Menelaus that you were alive, held by Calypso. He is on his
way home now."

"Telemachus," Odysseus said, and the name was a prayer. "He is well?"

"He is well. But the suitors are plotting to kill him when his ship reaches Ithaca. They know he has
become a threat."

Odysseus absorbed this. A hundred men in his house. His wife besieged. His son in danger. He had sailed
across the world and back to find this, and now he understood that the final battle would be the most
dangerous of all. Not monsters. Not gods. Just men. Greedy, ambitious, violent men who had made
themselves at home in his absence.
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"What must | do?" he asked.

Athena looked at him, and her grey eyes were full of a fierce delight. This was what she loved about him.
Other heroes charged in with swords drawn. Odysseus asked questions. Odysseus planned. Odysseus
thought.

"You must become nobody again," she said. "You were Nobody in the Cyclops's cave, and Nobody served
you well. Now you will be a nobody in truth."

She reached out and touched his face.

The transformation was immediate and thorough. Odysseus felt his skin wrinkle and sag, his muscles
shrink, his back bend. His hair turned grey and then white, thinning on his scalp. His eyes, once bright and
sharp, dulled to the faded blue of old age. His fine clothes became rags, filthy and torn, the kind of
garment a beggar might wear. When he looked down at his hands, he saw the spotted, knotted claws of
an old man.

He touched his face and felt a stranger's features.

"A beggar," he said. His voice had changed too, becoming thin and reedy. "You want me to enter my own
house as a beggar."

"You want to assess your enemies before you strike them," Athena said. "You want to learn who is loyal
and who is not. You want to see your wife and your son before they see you. This disguise gives you all of
that."

Odysseus nodded slowly. It was good strategy. It was exactly what he would have chosen for himself.
The fact that it also meant he would suffer indignity, that he would be mocked and kicked and treated as
the lowest of the low in his own home, did not matter. He had suffered before. He would suffer again if
suffering brought him closer to his goal.

"There is a man," Athena said. "Eumaeus (yoo-MAY-uss), your swineherd. He is the most loyal of all your
servants. He never stopped believing you would return. Go to his hut, which stands in the hills above the
harbor. Tell him whatever story you wish. He will feed you and shelter you, because that is his nature."

"And Telemachus?"

"l will guide him to Eumaeus's hut. You will see your son soon, Odysseus. But first you must earn the trust
of the man who kept faith with you when no one else did."

She began to fade, her armor growing translucent, her form dissolving into mist and light. But her voice
remained, clear and strong in his mind.

"We are alike, you and |," she said. "The cleverest of mortals and the wisest of gods. We hide. We watch.
We plan. And when we strike, we strike precisely. Go now. Your war is not over. It has only just begun."

Then she was gone, and Odysseus stood alone on the shore of Ithaca, an old beggar with a young man's
mind and a warrior's heart, ready to begin the strangest battle of his life.

Athena's Disguises in the Odyssey

Disguise Whom She Fooled Purpose Book
Mentes (family friend) Telemachus Encourages him to seek his father |
Mentor (old advisor) Telemachus, Nestor Helps secure a ship for travel 1-11
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Disguise Whom She Fooled Purpose Book

Telemachus's companion Various hosts Travels beside Telemachus -1v
unseen

Nausicaa's friend Nausicaa Plants the idea to wash clothes at VI
the river

Young shepherd boy Odysseus Tests his caution and reveals the  XIlI
suitors

Mythology Note: Athena and Odysseus - The Goddess's Favorite Of all the mortal heroes in Greek myth,
Athena loved Odysseus best. The bond between them is unique in the Odyssey: not a romance, but a
profound meeting of minds. Athena admires Odysseus not for his strength in battle, though he has that,
but for his cunning (metis), the quality she herself embodies most fully. The Greeks did not see wisdom as
opposed to trickery. For them, the cleverest plan was the most beautiful. Athena and Odysseus are
partners in a shared worldview, and their mutual respect is one of the most satisfying relationships in
ancient literature.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Athena and Odysseus test each other when they meet on Ithaca. Odysseus lies; Athena disguises herself.
What does this mutual testing reveal about their relationship? Why does Athena seem delighted rather
than offended by Odysseus's caution?

Odysseus weeps when he recognizes Ithaca, despite having survived far more dangerous situations
without tears. Why is arriving home more emotionally overwhelming than facing monsters? What does
"home" mean to him at this point?

Athena transforms Odysseus into a beggar, which means he will suffer humiliation in his own house. Is
this necessary, or could he have devised another plan? What does the beggar disguise reveal about how
power really works?

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN: THE SWINEHERD
A King Finds His Most Loyal Servant / from Book XIV of Homer's Odyssey

The path to the swineherd's hut climbed through oak scrub where wild thyme grew in purple drifts.
Odysseus (oh-DISS-ee-uss), in his beggar's rags, moved slowly, leaning on a stick he had cut from a
fallen branch. The young warrior who had wrestled at Troy was trapped inside a body that could barely
manage a hillside path.

He crested the slope and saw the hut below him, nestled in a hollow where three ridges met. Four pens,
each thick with pigs, surrounded a solid building with a high stone wall topped with thornbushes. A dog
lay chained near the gate, and at the sound of Odysseus's approach it rose and barked.

"Easy, friend," Odysseus said gently. "l am no thief. | am a hungry man seeking shelter."

The dog, an enormous beast with yellow eyes and a coat like rough wire, tilted its head and sniffed the
air. Then its tail gave a single slow wag, and it lay back down, watching the beggar with an intensity that
seemed almost human.

The swineherd appeared in the doorway, alerted by the dog's bark. He was a broad-shouldered man in
middle age, his skin darkened by years of outdoor labor, his hands thick with calluses. A leather cape
covered a tunic of coarse wool, clean and well-mended. He carried a hunting spear with the easy
competence of a man who knew how to use it.
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He looked at the beggar with suspicion, but not with cruelty. In his experience, wanderers fell into two
categories: honest unfortunates and thieves casing the pens. The dog's reaction interested him. That dog
did not warm to strangers.

"Who are you, old man?" he called out. "And what brings you to my pigs?"

Odysseus stopped at a respectful distance and leaned on his stick. "A stranger," he said. "Shipwrecked
and wandering. | have walked three days since | came ashore, and | have had no food but wild figs and the
kindness of a stream."

The swineherd studied him for a long moment. Then he made his decision.
"Come inside," he said. "No man should starve at my door."

The interior of the hut was a revelation. The floor was swept clean, the fire laid properly with stones
arranged to reflect heat. Dried herbs hung from the rafters: oregano, sage, wild mint. There were two
beds, one raised off the ground and covered with the fleece of sheep, and a simpler pallet in the corner for
guests.

The swineherd led him to the fire and sat him on a stool. "Wait here," he said, and went out.

He returned with firewood, arranged it on the embers, and fetched a full round loaf of barley bread and a
wooden bowl of pork. Not scraps. The best cut from the evening's roasting, still warm, with crackling skin
and fat that glistened in the firelight. He set it before the beggar without ceremony, then fetched wine
mixed with water in the proper ratio.

"Eat," he said. "The food is simple, but it is honest."

Odysseus ate. He had not realised how hungry he was. The bread was coarse and nutty, the wine sharp
and young, and together they made a meal finer than any feast he had eaten in the halls of kings. Food
given freely, without expectation of return, offered because a man believed that no stranger should go
hungry at his door.

When he had eaten, the swineherd sat across from him and studied his face.

"Where are you really from, old man?" he asked. His voice was gentle, not accusing. "Not Ithaca, | think. |
know every face on this island."

"I am from Crete," Odysseus said, returning to the lie Athena had praised. "A man of broad lands once,
though that means nothing now. | have been knocked about by fortune since the Trojan War ended,
sailing from one port to the next, losing everything bit by bit until | washed up here with nothing but my
rags and my stories."

The swineherd nodded slowly. "Crete is a famous island. Many great men come from Crete." He paused,
and when he spoke again his voice had thickened. "Did you ever hear news of Odysseus
(oh-DISS-ee-uss), the king of Ithaca, during your travels? They say he fought at Troy, but no one has seen
him since."

Odysseus felt something tighten in his chest. "l have heard that name," he said carefully. "Many speak of
him. They say he was a clever man, a great warrior."

"He was more than that," the swineherd said, and his eyes were bright in the firelight. "He was a good
master. A just man. | have served his family since | was a child, and | have never known better people."
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He rose and walked to the fire, stirring it with a poker. When he turned back, tears were running down his
face, and he made no move to hide them.

"l was not born a servant," he said. "l am the son of a king, or so the woman who raised me told me. | was
born on an island called Syria, far to the east, where the people are rich in gold and cattle. My father was
a king there. But Phoenician traders came, sailors with sweet words and sweeter wine, and they stole me
from my nurse's care while she was not watching. They brought me here and sold me, and Laertes
(lay-UR-teez), Odysseus's father, bought me and raised me as his own."

Odysseus listened, and the memories rose in him like tide. He remembered this man as a child, brought
into the household before Odysseus had left for Troy. He remembered his mother's kindness to the
frightened boy. He remembered thinking, even then, that the young swineherd had more dignity than
many of the nobles who visited their hall.

"I have kept these pigs for twenty years," Eumaeus (yoo-MAY-uss) continued. "l have watched over them
through winter storms and summer droughts. | have fought off wolves with my own hands. And all the
while, | have waited. | have waited for Odysseus to come home, because | know, | know in my bones, that
he is not dead. A man like that does not die easily. The gods would not allow it."

He wiped his face with his sleeve. "But the years pass, old man. The years pass, and hope becomes harder
to hold. The young men in the palace, the suitors who eat the king's food and drink his wine and court his
wife, they laugh at me. They call me a fool for believing. They say Odysseus is bones and dust at the
bottom of some foreign sea."

"Perhaps they are wrong," Odysseus said quietly.

"Perhaps." Eumaeus looked at him with a mixture of hope and doubt that was more moving than any
speech. "Perhaps. But | have heard perhaps before. Many wandering men come to Ithaca, and they all
have stories about Odysseus. They saw him in Thesprotia. They heard he was in Sicily. They met a man
who knew a man who saw him alive. None of it ever leads anywhere."

He sat down again, suddenly tired. "Forgive me. | should not burden a guest with my troubles. Hospitality
means giving without demanding anything in return. Tell me, old man, what stories do you bring from
your travels?"

Odysseus told him.

He told the truth, though he wrapped it in the guise of hearsay. He spoke of a war at Troy, of a wooden
horse and a burning city, of a king who sailed with twelve ships and lost them all. He spoke of a Cyclops
and a witch and the land of the dead, of Sirens and whirlpools and sacred cattle, of storms and a nymph
who kept a hero prisoner for seven years, of Phaeacians with magical ships and gifts of bronze and gold.

"And this Odysseus," Eumaeus asked, his voice barely above a whisper. "Did he survive? Did he reach his
home?"

"l heard," Odysseus said, "that he was on his way. That the gods themselves had taken pity on him, and
no power on earth or sea could stop him now."

Eumaeus closed his eyes. "l want to believe you. But | have wanted to believe so many times before."
"Sometimes," Odysseus said, "the stories are true."

They talked until the fire burned low. Eumaeus insisted that the beggar take his own bed, the raised
platform with the fleece cover, while he slept on the simpler pallet. Odysseus protested, but the
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swineherd would not hear of it.

"A guest is sacred," Eumaeus said. "The gods themselves travel in disguise, testing mortals to see who
remembers the old laws of hospitality. | will not fail that test, even for a beggar. Especially for a beggar. If
the gods sent you to my door, old man, then | will treat you as | would treat Hermes himself."

He spread fresh bedding. "Sleep well. Tomorrow | will kill the fattest pig and we will eat like kings."

Odysseus lay on the swineherd's bed and felt its warmth seep into his bones. Through the open doorway
he could see the stars above the ridge, the same stars he had watched from this island as a boy.

He thought of Eumaeus, stolen from his family and raised a servant, who had every reason to resent the
world but had chosen loyalty instead. He thought of the tears on the swineherd's face, the food shared
freely, the bed given up, the dog that had wagged its tail at a stranger because somehow it knew.

This was what he had been fighting for. Not the palace or the throne, but this: a fire in a simple hut, a loyal
servant's tears, the knowledge that somewhere, someone had not forgotten him.

No one knew he was home. But Athena had set the wheels in motion. Soon Telemachus would arrive.
Soon the beggar would walk into his own palace. And soon the suitors would learn what it meant to
deceive a man who had blinded a Cyclops.

Tonight, Odysseus closed his eyes and slept the deep sleep of a man who had found, after twenty years,
the beginning of the end.

Odysseus's Faithful Servants

Servant Role How They Prove Their Loyalty Rewarded?

Eumaeus (swineherd) Tends pigs in the hills Refuses to believe Odysseus is Yes
dead; gives beggar his own bed
and food; weeps at mention of his
king

Eurycleia (nurse) Raised Odysseus from infancy Recognizes Odysseus by his scar; Yes
keeps his secret

Philaeus (cowherd) Tends cattle Supports Odysseus against the Yes
suitors; brings weapons

Argos (dog) Old hunting dog Recognizes Odysseus after 20 Peace
years; dies after one last wag of
his tail

Mythology Note: Eumaeus - The Faithful Servant Eumaeus is one of the most fully realised characters in
the Odyssey, and his status as a slave makes his moral grandeur all the more striking. Homer gives him a
royal pedigree, a tragic backstory, and a depth of feeling that many epic heroes never achieve. The
swineherd represents one of the poem's most radical arguments: true nobility has nothing to do with
birth. Eumaeus is a better man than any of the suitors, all of whom are highborn. His hospitality, his
loyalty, and his capacity for love place him among the greatest figures in Western literature.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Eumaeus gives his best food and his own bed to a beggar he has never met before. Why does he do this?
What does his hospitality reveal about his character, and how does it contrast with the suitors' behaviour
in the palace?
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Odysseus tells Eumaeus true stories about himself, but claims he heard them from others. Is it ethical for
Odysseus to deceive a man who has been so kind to him? What would happen if he revealed his true
identity at this point?

Eumaeus says he "knows in his bones" that Odysseus is still alive, despite years of hearing otherwise.
What does this kind of loyalty mean? Can you think of modern examples of people who maintained faith
in someone when everyone else had given up?

CHAPTER NINETEEN: FATHER AND SON
A King Reveals Himself to His Son / from Books XV - XVI of Homer's Odyssey

The ship cut through grey water toward the coast of Ithaca, its sail full of the steady west wind that
Athena sent. Telemachus (tel-EM-uh-kuss) stood at the prow, his hand on the rail, his eyes fixed on the
rocky outline of home. He had left Ithaca a boy, desperate and uncertain, and returned with something
new settling in his chest: the knowledge that his father was alive, that the gods had not abandoned them,
that hope was not the foolish thing the suitors called it.

Among those who had sailed with Telemachus was Theoclymenus (thee-oh-KLIM-ih-nuss), an exiled
prophet and manslayer whom Telemachus had taken aboard at Pylos. As they neared lthaca, the seer
read the birds as signs that Odysseus's house would prevail over its enemies.

The ship rounded the headland and entered the harbour. Before leaving the crew, Telemachus arranged
for Theoclymenus to be received safely in town by his trusted companion Piraeus. Telemachus himself
would go inland to the swineherd's farm before returning to the palace, avoiding the suitors' ambush.

"What is it?" Telemachus asked.

The prophet's voice was hollow. "l see blood. | see darkness falling over this house. | see hawks tearing
doves, and the doves cannot escape. Prince, your palace is not safe. The men who eat at your table mean
to kill you."

Telemachus felt a chill run through him. He wanted to dismiss it as madman's talk, but the prophet's eyes
were too certain, too full of the terrible clarity that sees what others cannot.

"Then | will not go straight to the palace," he said. "l have friends in the hills who will hide me until | know
what faces me."

Theoclymenus nodded slowly, still seeing something the others could not. "Wisdom, young prince. The
hawk who strikes too soon becomes the dove."

Telemachus sent his companions ahead to the city with the ship, while he set off alone toward the hills
and the hut of Eumaeus. Athena had already directed his return and his route; now the young prince
moved cautiously through his own island, knowing the suitors meant to kill him.

Athena had planted it, of course. She walked invisible at his side, guiding events from a distance and
drawing Telemachus toward the loyal household where his father waited in disguise.

They crested the slope and saw the hut below them, nestled in its hollow with the four pig-pens and the
high stone wall. Smoke rose from the chimney hole. A dog lay near the gate, and at the sound of
footsteps it rose and barked once, then wagged its tail in recognition.

Eumaeus appeared in the doorway, wiping his hands on his tunic. He squinted at the two figures
approaching, and then his whole body went rigid.
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"Young master," he whispered.

He ran. He ran across the yard with tears already streaming down his weathered face, and when he
reached Telemachus he fell to his knees and seized the young man's hands in his own thick, callused
ones.

"You have come back," Eumaeus said, and the words were barely coherent through his weeping. "You
have come back to us. | did not dare to hope. When you sailed away, | thought | would never see you
again. The suitors plot against you, boy. They mean to kill you on the road. | have been sick with worry."

Telemachus raised him up, and the two men embraced like father and son, which in all the ways that
matter, they were.

"l am home, Eumaeus," Telemachus said. "And | bring news. My father lives. | am certain of it now."

Eumaeus wept harder, great heaving sobs of a man who has held hope inside himself for so long that its
release overwhelms him entirely.

Inside the hut, the beggar watched.

Odysseus had heard the voices and moved to the doorway, keeping to the shadows. He watched his son
embrace the swineherd, and something fierce and painful rose in his throat. Twenty years. Telemachus
had been a babe in his mother's arms when Odysseus sailed for Troy. Now he was a young man,
straight-shouldered and clear-eyed, with Penelope's fine bones and something else, something harder,
that came from growing up among wolves.

My son, Odysseus thought. My boy. Look at you. Look at what you have become without me.

He could not speak. Not yet. Athena had not given the signal, and the beggar's disguise must hold a little
longer.

Eumaeus led Telemachus into the hut and sat him on the best stool. He fetched bread and wine,
chattering with a joy that made him seem younger, his hands trembling as he served the young prince.
The beggar remained in the corner, a silent presence wrapped in rags.

"Tell me everything," Eumaeus said. "What did you find? What did Menelaus say?"

Telemachus told him: Nestor's stories at Pylos, Menelaus's revelation that Odysseus was held by Calypso
for seven years, the growing certainty that his father had been trying to come home all this time.

"But the suitors," Telemachus said, lowering his voice. "They grow bolder. | must go to the palace and
face them, but | cannot walk in blindly. Tell me, Eumaeus: how does my mother fare?"

"She holds them off," the swineherd said. "But it costs her. She weeps at night, when she thinks no one
hears. The shroud trick bought time, but they have discovered it. Her position weakens daily."

Telemachus set down his cup and looked at the beggar for the first time. "Who is this?"

"A wanderer," Eumaeus said. "Shipwrecked. He tells strange stories about Odysseus, stories that sound
almost like truth."

Telemachus studied the beggar with polite indifference. To him, the figure in the corner was just another
homeless man, one of hundreds who wandered the Greek world in the aftermath of the Trojan War. He
saw an old man, worn by hardship, with nothing remarkable about him.

He could not see the tears his father was blinking back.
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"Eumaeus," Telemachus said, "l need you to go to the palace. Tell my mother that | am safe, but tell no
one else. The suitors must not know | have returned. If they learn | am here, they will strike at once."

"l will leave at once," Eumaeus said. He gathered his cloak and his staff, paused to squeeze Telemachus's
shoulder, and hurried out the gate.

The hut fell silent. Just the two of them now: father and son, separated by twenty years and a divine
disguise, alone together for the first time in either of their lives.

The air shimmered.

She appeared between them, tall and luminous, her grey eyes bright with delight. Athena. No disguise
now, no shepherd boy or old friend. The goddess stood in her full radiance, and the hut seemed to glow
with her presence. She held a wand of gold, slender and ornate, and she touched it to Odysseus's
shoulder.

The change was instantaneous and miraculous.

The rags fell away like shed skin. The wrinkles smoothed. The stooped back straightened. The flesh filled
out on his bones, and the beggar's starved body gave way to the broad-shouldered frame of a warrior
king. His skin grew dark and healthy, his jaw firm, his eyes clear and sharp. In the space of a heartbeat, the
old man became Odysseus again: the hero of Troy, the strategist of the wooden horse, the king of Ithaca,
standing in a swineherd's hut in his own true form.

Telemachus staggered backward, his hand going to the dagger at his belt. His eyes moved from the
goddess to the transformed man and back again, struggling to comprehend what he had just witnessed.

Odysseus looked down at his own hands, at the strong fingers that had strung bows and built rafts and
gripped olive-wood stakes. He looked at his son, whose face had gone pale with shock.

"Telemachus," he said, and his voice was his own again, deep and resonant, the voice of a man
accustomed to command. "Do not be afraid."

Telemachus did not speak. He could not. The words would not come.

Odysseus stepped toward him, slowly, as one might approach a startled animal. "l am your father. | have
crossed ten years of war and ten years of wandering to stand before you. | have faced monsters and
witches and the dead themselves. And | have dreamed of this moment every night since you were a child
in your mother's arms."

He opened his arms.

Telemachus made a sound that was not quite a word, not quite a cry, and then he was across the hut in
two strides, and they were holding each other. Father and son. Twenty years collapsed into a single
embrace. They wept without shame, these two men of action, these warriors, these kings. Odysseus felt
his son's tears on his own shoulder, and he knew that all the suffering, all the years of loss and pain, had
been worth it for this one moment.

"l thought you were dead," Telemachus said, his voice breaking. "Everyone said you were dead."
"I know."

"I have been alone. They eat our food. They mock my mother. | have had to be a man when | was still a
boy, and | did not know if | was strong enough."
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"You were," Odysseus said, pulling back to look at his son's face. "You are. Look at you. Athena chose well
when she picked you to carry our hope."

They held each other again, and Athena smiled, her grey eyes wet with something very like mortal tears.
Then she was gone, vanished as quietly as she had come, leaving them to their reunion.

The tears did not last forever. Odysseus was not a man for prolonged emotion, not when there was work
to be done.

He wiped his face, took his son by the shoulders, and looked at him with the focused intensity that had
planned the fall of Troy.

"Listen to me," Odysseus said. "We have no time. | am home, but the suitors do not know it, and that is our
advantage. There are over a hundred of them, and there are two of us. We cannot fight them openly. We
must be clever."

Telemachus nodded, wiping his own eyes, matching his father's shift from emotion to strategy. "Tell me
what to do."

"Tomorrow, you will go to the palace as if you have just returned from your voyage. You will act as you
always have, cautious and young. Let them underestimate you. Let them think you are still the boy they
can bully."

"And you?"

"I will enter the palace as a beggar. The disguise still serves. But here is what you must do: when the
weapons are brought out for the evening's display, you will move them all to a storeroom. Tell the suitors
you fear the smoke is damaging the bronze, that you wish to preserve your father's armor. They will laugh
at your concern and agree, because they are lazy and it costs them nothing."

Telemachus's eyes lit with understanding. "You want the weapons out of their reach."
"Yes. When the time comes, | want them unarmed and surrounded. We will need every advantage."
"And when is the time?"

Odysseus's voice hardened. "Soon. Athena has brought us this far. She will give us the signal. Until then,
we wait. We watch. We prepare."

He gripped his son's shoulders tighter. "Can you do this? Can you sit among men you hate and smile and
pour their wine and act the obedient boy while inside you burn to kill them all?"

Telemachus met his father's eyes. "l have been doing it for three years. | can do it a little longer."

Odysseus smiled, and it was a terrible smile, the smile of the man who had hidden inside a wooden horse
for ten hours while the Trojans debated whether to burn it. "Then we understand each other."

They talked through the afternoon, father and son, planning every detail. They would enter the palace
separately. They would acknowledge each other as strangers, the beggar and the prince. They would
wait for the perfect moment, the moment Athena chose, and then they would strike.

When Eumaeus returned at dusk, he found Telemachus sitting with a stranger, a nobleman in a traveler's
cloak, their heads bent together in quiet conversation. The beggar was nowhere to be seen.

"Young master," Eumaeus said, confused. "Where is the old man? And who is this?"
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Telemachus looked up, and his face was radiant with a secret joy that Eumaeus had never seen on it
before.

1 n

"A friend of my father's," he said. "A very old friend. He will be staying with us tonight."

Eumaeus looked from one to the other, sensing something enormous shifting beneath the surface of this
ordinary scene, something he could not name but could feel in his bones.

"Then | will kill the fattest pig," he said slowly. "And we will eat like kings."

"Yes," Odysseus said, and his voice was warm with affection for this good man who had kept faith when
all the world had given up. "Tonight, we will eat like kings. And tomorrow, the game begins."

Mythology Note: The Reunion of Odysseus and Telemachus The meeting between Odysseus and his son
is one of the most emotionally powerful scenes in Western literature, and it raises a question that still
resonates today: What does it mean to be a father after twenty years of absence? Odysseus does not
know his son, and Telemachus has grown up without a father. Their reunion is not a sentimental embrace
but a strategic partnership between two men who share blood and purpose. Homer portrays fatherhood
not as a biological fact but as a relationship that must be actively chosen and built.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Odysseus and Telemachus weep openly when they embrace, yet they are both warriors and men of
action. What does Homer's portrayal of masculine emotion tell us about ancient Greek ideals of manhood,
and how do they compare to modern expectations?

Athena transforms Odysseus back to himself rather than letting him reveal his identity through his own
words. Why does Homer choose divine intervention for this moment rather than having Odysseus tell
Telemachus himself?

Eumaeus returns to find the beggar gone and a strange nobleman in his place. He senses something has
changed but does not ask questions. What does his discretion reveal about his character and his
relationship with Telemachus?

CHAPTER TWENTY: THE BEGGAR IN THE PALACE
A King Walks Among Wolves / from Book XVII of Homer's Odyssey

The palace of Odysseus stood on its hill above the harbor, and it had not changed in twenty years. The
same stone walls, the same broad steps, the same columns that cast long shadows in the morning sun.
To Telemachus, walking up the familiar path, it was simply home. But to the beggar limping behind him,
leaning on a wooden staff, it was a memory made solid, a dream he had carried across ten thousand miles
of sea finally standing before him in the waking world.

Odysseus kept his eyes down. He moved like an old man, hobbling and uncertain, but his mind was sharp
and counting everything: the number of suitors visible through the open doors, the weapons hung on the
walls, the servants moving through the hall with wine jugs and platters. He noted which suitors were
armed, which were drunk, which sat near the doors and which near the central fire.

A dog lay on a dung heap near the palace gate.

He was old, this dog, so old that his ribs showed through his matted coat and his eyes were cloudy with
age. Ticks clustered on his ears. Flies bothered him, and he lacked the strength to brush them away. He
had been a hunting dog once, the finest on the island, but that was long ago. Now he was garbage, left to
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die where the suitors threw their scraps.
Argos (AR-goss) smelled something.

His nose, the one sense that age had not stolen, caught a scent that cut through the kitchen smoke and
the dung and the rot of his own failing body. A scent from twenty years ago. The scent of the man who
had raised him from a pup, who had taken him hunting through these same hills, who had scratched
behind his ears and called him by name.

Argos lifted his head. His cloudy eyes found the beggar shuffling past, and they cleared for one moment
of perfect recognition.

His tail thumped against the ground. Once. Twice. A small movement, costing everything he had left.

Odysseus saw him. He saw his old hunting dog lying in filth, waiting for death, and he wanted to kneel
and take that matted head in his hands and weep. But he could not. A tear slid down his cheek, hidden by
the beggar's rags, and he walked past without a word, without a touch, without the acknowledgment that
Argos deserved more than any creature on earth.

Argos closed his eyes. His tail stopped moving. He had seen his master one last time, and now he could
let go. The old dog slipped away quietly, dying not of disease or neglect but of a heart too full of joy to
keep beating.

Odysseus did not look back. He could not.

The hall roared with noise. The suitors were at their morning feast, fifty or sixty men sprawled on
couches, eating meat and bread that did not belong to them, drinking wine from Odysseus's own store,
laughing with the easy cruelty of young men who have never been told no.

Telemachus walked through them with his head high, and the suitors fell silent for a moment, surprised
by his return. Then the noise resumed, louder than before, as if they wanted to prove that the young
prince's presence meant nothing to them.

"Look," one of them called out. "The boy has brought us a present. A new beggar to entertain us."

Odysseus shuffled to a corner and sat on the floor, arranging his rags around him. He kept his face down,
but his eyes moved everywhere. He saw the marks on his own walls where his men's spears had hung.
He saw the stains on his own floors where their wine had spilled. He saw a stranger wearing one of his
own tunics, cut to fit a younger man's fashion.

"Here, beggar," a suitor called, and threw a scrap of bread. It hit Odysseus's shoulder and fell to the floor.
"Eat that. It is more than you deserve."

Odysseus picked up the bread and ate it. He had eaten worse. He would eat far worse before this was
over. What mattered now was patience, the same patience that had kept him inside the wooden horse
while the Trojans debated its fate.

Antinous (an-TIN-oh-uss), the suitors' leader, watched the beggar with particular dislike. There was
something about the old man's posture, the way he held himself even in rags, that offended Antinous's
sense of proper order. Beggars should know their place. They should be grateful and groveling, not
quietly dignified.

"You there," Antinous said. "What do you think you are doing in this hall? This is not a poorhouse."
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Odysseus looked up and met his eyes. "l am hungry, lord. | ask only for what any traveler might expect: a
bit of bread and a place by the fire. The gods favour those who share with strangers."

It was the proper thing to say, the formula of xenia that every Greek noble had learned from childhood.
But Antinous was not a proper Greek noble. He was a parasite, and parasites do not understand
hospitality.

"Get out," Antinous said. "We have enough beggars."

When Odysseus did not move, Antinous seized a wooden stool and hurled it. It struck Odysseus on the
right shoulder with a solid thud. Pain flared through his back, but Odysseus did not cry out. He absorbed
the blow as he had absorbed so many others, letting his face show nothing but the mild confusion of a
harmless old man.

The hall went quiet. Even among the suitors, some were shocked. To strike a supplicant, a man who had
asked for nothing but bread, was a violation of the most sacred law. Zeus himself was called Zeus Xenios,
protector of strangers, and to harm a guest was to invite divine vengeance.

"Antinous," one of the suitors murmured. "That was too much."
"He provoked me," Antinous snapped. But he would not meet anyone's eyes.

In her chambers above, Penelope (pen-EL-oh-pee) heard the commotion. She called her maid and asked
what had happened.

"A beggar, my lady. A new one. The young master brought him."

Penelope felt a strange stirring, the same instinct that had guided her through twenty years of waiting. "l
will speak with him," she said. "Bring him to me later."

The afternoon brought a different kind of trouble.

A beggar named Irus (EYE-russ) had been working the palace for months. He was a large man, broad and
fleshy, with fists like hams and a temper to match. He considered the suitors' hall his territory, and the
arrival of a new beggar offended him the way a rival wolf offends the pack leader.

He found Odysseus in the courtyard and planted himself with his legs apart, blocking the sun.
"You," Irus said. "This is my place. | eat here. You eat somewhere else."
Odysseus looked up at him calmly. "l mean no harm, friend. There is enough for two."

"There is not enough for two." Irus puffed out his chest. The suitors had come out to watch, grinning at the
entertainment. Nothing amused them like two weaklings fighting over scraps. "l will fight you for it.
Boxing. Right here. Winner stays. Loser leaves and never comes back."

The suitors cheered. This was better than tormenting a single beggar. Two beggars beating each other
senseless was sport.

Odysseus rose slowly, favoring his left leg, playing the part of the frail old man. "l am too old for fighting,
friend. Let us share."

"No sharing," Irus said. "Put up your fists."

A suitor tossed down two leather straps, the traditional wrapping for boxing matches. Irus bound his
hands with practiced ease. Odysseus fumbled with his, letting the suitors see his shaking fingers.
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They circled each other in the dusty courtyard. Irus was larger, younger, stronger. He threw a punch that
would have knocked a normal old man unconscious. Odysseus stepped aside. The movement was
economical, almost lazy, the footwork of a man who had fought at Troy.

Irus threw again. Odysseus ducked. The suitors laughed, thinking the old man was lucky.
Then Odysseus struck.

It was not a large motion. He did not wind up or telegraph the blow. His fist simply travelled a short
distance with the speed of a man who had killed enemies in close combat, and it connected with Irus's
jaw. There was a sound like a green branch snapping. Irus's eyes rolled back, his legs folded, and he hit
the ground in a heap of rags and dust. He did not get up. He would not eat solid food for a month.

The courtyard fell silent.

Then the suitors erupted in laughter and applause, but there was something different in it now. They were
not laughing at a weakling. They were laughing in surprise at a mystery. This beggar was not what he
appeared to be.

Amphinomus (am-FIN-oh-muss), the best of the suitors, approached Odysseus with a cup of wine. Unlike
the others, Amphinomus had a conscience, though it had grown weak from disuse.

"Well fought, old man," he said. "That was no lucky blow. You have been a soldier."

"Long ago," Odysseus said, accepting the wine. He studied Amphinomus's face and saw decency
struggling against corruption, a good man caught in bad company.

"Let me tell you something," Odysseus said, his voice low. "You are better than these others. | can see it in
you. But you have chosen poorly. You sit in a man's house and eat his food and court his wife, and you
think because you are young and noble that no price will be paid. You are wrong. The gods keep accounts.
They always keep accounts."

Amphinomus felt a chill, as if the old beggar's words carried weight beyond their surface meaning. "What
do you mean?"

"I mean you still have time to leave. Sail home to your own land. Take your friends with you. Because | tell
you truly, lord: destruction walks toward this house, and not all of you will survive it."

For a moment, Amphinomus almost listened. He almost heard the warning for what it was, a last chance
offered by a mercy he did not deserve. But the habit of denial was too strong. The comfort of the palace,
the pleasure of the feasts, the dream of marrying Penelope. These things spoke louder than an old
beggar's prophecy.

"You are a strange man," Amphinomus said, and turned away.

Odysseus watched him go and felt a sadness that surprised him. Amphinomus would not leave. And
because he would not leave, he would die with the others. The gods keep accounts, yes, but men choose
whether to settle them.

The Suitors' Crimes
Suitor Crime Consequence

Antinous (leader) Strikes a supplicant with a stool; violates First to die when Odysseus reveals himself
xenia; plots to kill Telemachus
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Suitor Crime Consequence

Eurymachus (smooth talker) Consumes Odysseus's wealth; pressures Begs for mercy; receives none
Penelope; manipulates other suitors

Amphinomus (the decent one) Participates in the occupation despite his Dies despite his goodness; bad company
conscience; ignores Odysseus's warning destroys him

Irus (the beggar) Challenges a stranger to violence out of petty Jaw broken; learns the hard way that
territoriality strength hides in unexpected places

The suitors collectively Consume another man's property; court his Slaughtered by the returning king; divine
wife; violate sacred hospitality punishment for their crimes

Mythology Note: Argos - The Most Moving Death in Literature The death of Argos is one of the Odyssey's
most emotionally powerful moments, and it accomplishes this in fewer than fifty lines of Greek. The old
dog has waited twenty years for his master. He recognizes him instantly despite the divine disguise,
because love sees what eyes cannot. And he dies content, having fulfilled his sole remaining purpose.
That Odysseus cannot acknowledge him - that he must walk past without a word to preserve his plan -
makes the moment almost unbearable. Homer gives this dog more pathos than some epic heroes receive
in entire books.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Odysseus must walk past Argos without acknowledging him, even as the old dog dies of joy at seeing his
master. What does this moment cost Odysseus, and what does it reveal about the sacrifices his plan
requires?

Amphinomus is described as "the best of the suitors" and is offered a clear warning to leave. Why does he
stay? What does his failure to act on his conscience tell us about the power of group behaviour?

The suitors laugh when Odysseus breaks Irus's jaw, not realizing they are cheering the man who will kill
them. How does Homer use dramatic irony - the audience knowing what the characters do not - to build
tension in this chapter?

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE: PENELOPE AND THE STRANGER

A Queen Tests a Beggar Who Knows Too Much / from Book XIX of Homer's Odyssey

Evening settled over the palace like a cool hand on a fevered brow. The suitors had taken their boisterous
feasting to the outer courtyard, leaving the great hall quieter than it had been in hours. Upstairs, in the
women's quarters, Penelope sat at her loom, though her fingers did not move. She had spent twenty
years weaving and unweaving, holding off the world with a length of cloth, and tonight her hands were
still.

"Bring the stranger to me," she had told her maid. "The beggar my son brought. | would speak with him."

Now she waited, and the waiting was its own kind of weaving, thread by thread, the same waiting that
had defined her entire adult life.

The beggar entered leaning on his staff. He kept his eyes down, a proper supplicant's posture, but
Penelope studied him with the sharp attention of a woman who has learned to read men the way a sailor
reads currents. There was something about the set of his shoulders, the way he held the staff not like a
crutch but like a scepter. She could not name what troubled her, but she felt it nonetheless.

"Approach," she said. "Sit. | will not keep you long, but | have questions."
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Odysseus shuffled forward and seated himself on a low stool near the fire. The warmth reached him, and
for a moment he allowed himself the luxury of looking at his wife. She was older, of course. The girl he
had left had become a woman marked by grief and cunning. Lines framed her eyes, and her hair, once
dark as a raven's wing, showed streaks of silver. But the bones were the same, the fine straight nose, the
chin that lifted when she was determined. She was more beautiful to him now than she had been at
twenty, because this beauty was earned.

"They say you knew my husband," Penelope said.
"l met him once, lady. Long ago."
"Describe him."

Odysseus described himself: the build, the eyes, the way he spoke, the scar he had carried since boyhood.
He watched Penelope's face as he spoke, saw the flicker of recognition, the careful guard she kept over
her hopes. She was testing him, and he was answering with truth wrapped in the guise of traveler's
hearsay.

"You speak as if you knew him well for a man who met him only once."
"Some men impress themselves on the memory, lady. Your husband was such a man."

Penelope was silent for a moment. Then she turned to her nurse. "Eurycleia (yoo-rih-CLAY-uh), wash the
stranger's feet. It is the least of hospitality, and | would not have it said that Penelope refused a traveler
basic care."

Eurycleia was old, older than anyone in the palace. She had nursed Odysseus when he was a baby, had
bathed him and fed him and watched him take his first steps. She had held him on her lap and told him
stories while his mother attended to the affairs of the household. There was no one alive who knew his
body better than she did.

She fetched a bronze basin and hot water and knelt before the beggar. His feet were hard and scarred,
the feet of a man who had walked thousands of miles, not the soft feet of a professional beggar. She
noted this without comment and began to wash.

The water was warm. Odysseus felt the old woman's strong fingers working the road's grime from his
skin, and a memory rose in him of this same touch, gentler then, washing a boy who had come home
muddy from the hills. He had to fight to keep his composure. Twenty years of disguise, of caution, of
holding himself closed like a fist, and now this simple act of care threatened to undo him.

Eurycleia's fingers found the scar.

It ran across his right knee and down his shin, a thick ridge of pale tissue where a boar's tusk had caught
him when he was a boy. He had been hunting on Parnassus with his grandfather Autolycus's men. The
beast had charged from a thicket, faster than thought, and only the spear of one of the hunters had saved
his life. He had carried the mark ever since.

The old nurse went very still. Her fingers traced the scar's length, once, twice, as if her hands were asking
what her mind refused to believe. Then she looked up, and her eyes met his, and the recognition passed
between them like a spark across dry tinder.

"You," she whispered. "My boy. My - "
Odysseus's hand clamped over her mouth. The movement was swift and silent, a soldier's reflex. He

pulled her close, his lips against her ear.
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"Silence," he breathed. "Not a word. Swear it. | am here, | am home, but no one can know. The suitors
would kill us all. Swear to me, Nurse. Swear on your life."

Eurycleia's eyes filled with tears, but she nodded against his hand. He released her slowly, watching to be
sure she would not cry out. She did not. She was too strong for that, had always been too strong. She
bent her head and finished washing his feet, and when she looked up again her face was composed,
though tears ran freely down the grooves of her cheeks.

"The water grew cold, my lady," she said to Penelope, her voice steady as stone. "l will fetch fresh."

She gathered the basin and went out, and Penelope noticed nothing amiss. Such is the power of a secret
kept by those who love.

"Tell me something," Penelope said when they were alone. "You speak of my husband as if he lives. Do
you believe this?"

"l do, lady."

"Why? Twenty years, and no word. Twenty years of waiting, of watching the harbor, of waking in the
night thinking | heard his footsteps on the stairs. Why should | believe now, when belief has cost me so
much?"

Odysseus heard the weight in her voice, the exhaustion of hope maintained against all evidence. This
woman had held a kingdom together with nothing but her wits and her loom. She deserved the truth, and
he could not give it to her, not yet, not directly. But he could give her something.

"Because | have heard it from the lips of those who know," he said. "Odysseus is on his way. He will
return to Ithaca before the old moon dies and the new moon rises. | swear this to you on my own life."

Penelope looked at him long and hard. "You speak with strange certainty for a beggar."
"Even beggars hear the gods' whispers, lady."

She turned away and stared into the fire. When she spoke again her voice was distant, the voice of
someone walking through an inner world of her own.

"l had a dream last night. Twenty geese were feeding at the pool in my courtyard, fat and noisy, eating the
grain | scattered for them. | watched them from my window, and | felt affection for them despite their
clamor. Then an eagle descended from the mountains. He swooped down with his talons spread and
killed them all, every one, until the pool ran red and the courtyard fell silent. | wept in the dream, wept for
my geese, but the eagle spoke to me in a human voice. He said: 'Weep not, woman. These are not geese.
They are the men who consume your household, and | am your husband returned.' Then | woke."

The room was very quiet. The fire crackled.
"You know what it means," Penelope said. It was not a question.

"The eagle was Odysseus," the beggar said. "And the geese are the suitors. The dream is true, lady. Your
husband will destroy them."

Penelope nodded slowly. "So | believe. But | have had hopeful dreams before, and hope is a cruel master.
| will not trust a dream alone."

She straightened on her chair, and the movement reminded Odysseus of why she had held off a hundred
suitors for twenty years. She was not merely patient. She was strategic.
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"Tomorrow," she said, "l will announce a contest. My husband kept a great bow, a weapon of terrible
power that only he could string. | will declare that | will marry whichever man can string that bow and
shoot an arrow through the holes in twelve axe-heads set in a row."

Odysseus felt his heart begin to pound. The bow. His bow, cut from a living olive tree, given to him by
Iphitus before the war. He alone had the strength to bend it.

"It is a test no man can pass," Penelope continued. "The suitors are strong, but they are not Odysseus.
They will fail, one by one, and in their failure they will show themselves unworthy."

Or, Odysseus thought, one man will succeed, and that man will be me. And on that day, your geese will
die.
"It is a wise plan, lady," he said aloud.

"Wisdom is all | have left." Penelope rose, dismissing him. "Go now. Eat what the hall offers. Sleep by the
fire. Tomorrow we will see what these men are made of."

Odysseus shuffled out, leaning on his staff, the beggar once more. But as he descended the stairs,
something new moved in his chest. Not hope, exactly. Something harder and sharper. The knowledge that
the end was close, that the bow waited in the storeroom like a promise, that tomorrow the suitors would
gather in their arrogance and be cut down like geese beneath an eagle's claws.

Penelope's Tests

Test What Penelope Asks How the Stranger Responds What It Proves

Appearance She observes his posture, his He acts the beggar, but cannot She senses something unusual
bearing fully hide his dignity but cannot identify it

Knowledge She asks him to describe He describes himself with perfect He knows Odysseus better than a
Odysseus accuracy casual acquaintance should

The Scar She orders Eurycleia to wash his  Eurycleia discovers the scar; His true identity is confirmed to
feet Odysseus swears her to silence one loyal servant

The Prophecy She asks why he believes He predicts Odysseus's return He speaks with certainty that
Odysseus lives before the new moon seems almost divine

The Dream She shares her dream of geese He interprets it correctly: the He understands what even
and eagle eagle IS Odysseus Penelope cannot fully believe

The Bow Contest She announces the contest of the He says itis a wise plan He knows the contest will decide
bow everything

Mythology Note: The Scar of Odysseus The recognition scene between Eurycleia and Odysseus is one of
the most famous in all literature, and it employs a storytelling technique that would not feel out of place
in @ modern thriller: the interrupted revelation. Homer builds tension by having Eurycleia discover the
truth, then immediately silences her, creating dramatic irony where the reader knows what Penelope does
not. The scar itself connects Odysseus's heroic present to his mortal past as a boy on Parnassus. Even the
greatest hero in Greek literature carries a physical mark of vulnerability, a reminder that all strength
begins in childhood and all power rests on human fragility.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Eurycleia discovers Odysseus's identity but is sworn to silence. How does this secret change her
understanding of everything happening in the palace? What would you do in her position?
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Penelope dreams of twenty geese being killed by an eagle, and she weeps for them even though they
represent the suitors. What does this reveal about her character? Can compassion and vengeance coexist
in the same heart?

Penelope announces the bow contest knowing the suitors will fail. But what would happen if one of them
somehow succeeded? Is her plan courageous, reckless, or both?

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO: THE CONTEST OF THE BOW
Only the True King Can Bend What the Living Olive Gave / from Book XXI| of Homer's Odyssey

Dawn came to Ithaca the colour of pale bronze. The suitors stirred in the great hall like boys on the
morning of a festival, waking to fresh bread, roasting meat, and news that Penelope had set them a
challenge.

The queen herself stood at the top of the stairs, wrapped in a shawl the colour of midnight wool. She did
not smile. She did not need to. She simply waited while her herald read the terms aloud, and every man in
that hall felt the weight of her silence more than any words.

"My lady Penelope," the herald called, "sets before you the bow of her husband, Odysseus, lord of Ithaca.
Whichever man among you can string this bow and shoot an arrow through the holes in twelve bronze
axe-heads set in a row, to that man she will pledge herself in marriage."

The hall erupted. Some laughed. Some argued. Antinous, ever the loudest, slapped the table and
declared it the fairest contest ever proposed by a woman. They had heard of this bow, of course. It was
legend among them, a relic from another age. None of them truly believed it would stop them. They were
young and strong. How hard could it be to string an old man's weapon?

Telemachus moved through the crowd like a stranger in his own house. He had spent the morning setting
up the contest, placing the twelve bronze axe-heads in a straight line across the courtyard, their
helve-sockets gaping like empty eyes. He measured the distance between them with a cord and placed
each one with deliberate care. When he finished, he stepped back and looked at the row of bronze.
Twelve circles of darkness, waiting for an arrow that he knew - with a certainty that made his heart beat
faster - only one man on earth could send through them all.

"Fetch the bow," he said to Eumaeus.

The swineherd and Philoetius (fil-oh-EE-shuss), the loyal cowherd, descended into the storeroom behind
the hall. The bow rested in a case of polished horn, sealed with a clasp that had not been opened in
twenty years.

Philoetius lifted it out with both hands. It was the great bow once carried by Eurytus and later given to
Odysseus by Iphitus, son of Eurytus, when the two men met in Messene. Odysseus had treasured it ever
since, and unlike his other weapons he had not taken it with him to Troy.

They brought it to the hall in silence. The suitors fell quiet when they saw it. For all their bravado, there
was something in the reverence of their bearing that made even the drunkest among them feel a flicker of
doubt. Eumaeus placed it on a table near the fire. Philoetius stepped back, and his eyes found the beggar
crouching by the door. For just a moment, the cowherd's gaze lingered. Then he looked away.

Antinous was the first to speak. "Right, then. Who's first?"

The suitors tried one by one, and one by one they failed.
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The first was Leodes, a young man who fancied himself a priest. He braced the bow against the floor and
strained until the veins stood out on his forehead. The bow did not bend. He set it down, his face flushed
with shame.

"No man alive could string it," he muttered.

One after another they tried. The strongest men in Ithaca gripped that bow, wrapped their legs around it,
heaved with the full force of their backs and shoulders. Some managed to bend it slightly, but none could
bring the string to the notch. The bow defeated them all. It sat on the table like a silent judge, and each
man who failed felt its judgment in his bones.

Melanthius, the traitorous goatherd who had long since thrown his lot in with the suitors, brought hot
grease from the kitchen. "The wood is dry," he said. "Warm it, and it will bend."

They rubbed the bow with grease until it shone, and tried again. Still nothing. Warming and greasing the
bow did not make it yield. Strength alone would not conquer it. The bow demanded something else,
something none of these young men possessed.

Eurymachus tried last among the suitors, and his failure was the most bitter. He was broad-shouldered
and vain, and he approached the bow with the confidence of a man who has never been told no. He bent
his knee, hooked the bow's lower curve behind his ankle, and pulled with everything he had. His face
went red, then purple. A vein throbbed at his temple. The bow bent - a fraction, the barest hint of give -
and then sprang back, catching his finger and raising a welt. Eurymachus dropped it as if it had burned
him.

"This bow is cursed," he snarled. "It is a trick. The woman never meant to marry any of us."

A mutter of agreement ran through the hall. The suitors were angry now, their failure turning to
resentment, their shame seeking a target. They looked at one another with sullen faces, and in their eyes
was the knowledge that they had been beaten not by a rival but by a piece of wood.

Telemachus had watched them all. He stood near the table where the bow lay, and as the suitors' failures
mounted, something grew in him. It was not pride, exactly, and not hope, but something harder and more
certain. The same blood ran in his veins. The same hands had taught him, long ago, how to hold a bow
and breathe and loose the string.

He stepped forward. "l will try."

The suitors laughed, but it was a nervous laugh. They had watched this boy grow from a child into a
young man, and there was something about the way he held himself now, the set of his jaw, that
reminded them of someone they would rather forget.

Telemachus picked up the bow. It felt right in his hands, balanced and alive. He braced it against the floor,
hooked the string, and pulled. The olive wood bent. Not easily, not fully, but it bent. The suitors gasped.
Telemachus's arms shook with the strain, and for one long heartbeat the bow hovered on the edge of
surrender, the string nearly at the notch.

Then he felt it. A look from across the hall, sharp as a blade, pulling at him like a fishing line. He glanced
up.

The beggar sat by the door, his eyes fixed on Telemachus with an expression that stopped the young
man's breath. It was not anger, and it was not fear. It was a command, clear and absolute, delivered
without a word. Not yet. Wait.
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Telemachus let the bow relax. "l am not strong enough," he said, his voice steady despite the pounding of
his heart. "But among all the men of Greece, there is one who could string this bow. | know it."

He set the weapon back on the table and walked away, not looking at the beggar again. But he was
smiling.

The hall had grown quiet. The suitors, exhausted by their efforts, sat drinking and grumbling. The
afternoon sun slanted through the high windows, and the twelve bronze axe-heads gleamed in the
courtyard, still waiting.

Then the beggar stood up.

He moved toward the table with the shuffling step of an old man, leaning on his staff, his ragged cloak
brushing the floor. The suitors watched him approach with expressions ranging from amusement to
disgust.

"What does he want?"
"Look at him. He probably wants scraps."

The beggar stopped before the table. He set down his staff. And when he spoke, his voice was calm,
almost gentle, the voice of a man asking for a favour he knows will be granted.

"Let me try."

The laughter that followed was loud and cruel. Antinous nearly spilled his wine. "You? You stinking
beggar? What will you do with a bow, old man? Shoot rats in the alley? Go back to your scraps before we
decide to teach you manners."

But Eurymachus, still rubbing his bruised finger, raised a hand. "Let him. What harm can it do? If he fails,
as he surely will, it gives us something to laugh about. We could use a joke after this miserable morning."

The suitors agreed. Why not? Let the beggar humiliate himself. It would make them feel better about their
own failures.

The beggar reached for the bow.
What happened next would be sung about for three thousand years.

Odysseus - for of course it was he - did not immediately brace the bow against the floor. He did not grip it
and heave like the suitors had done. Instead he turned it over in his hands with the slow care of a musician
examining a familiar instrument, and the suitors did not know enough to recognise what they were seeing.

He ran his fingers along the curve of the olive wood, feeling for cracks, for warping, for the damage that
twenty years of storage might have done. He found none. The bow was as sound as the day Iphitus had
placed it in his hands, before the war, before the wooden horse, before the sea had taken everything from
him except this.

He plucked the string, listening to the note it made. A deep, full tone, still taut despite the decades.

Then he braced the lower horn against his ankle, hooked the string, and bent the bow in one smooth
motion.

It was effortless. The bow curved smoothly. The string slid into the notch with a sound like a kiss, and
suddenly the bow was strung, alive with stored energy, humming with tension that seemed to make the
very air around it vibrate.
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The hall fell silent. Every suitor sat frozen, wine cups halfway to lips, eyes wide with a disbelief that was
already curdling into fear. The beggar had strung the bow as easily as another man might tie his sandals.
He had done what no man among them could do, what they had sworn no man alive could do.

Odysseus did not look at them. He took an arrow from the quiver that lay beside the bow, examined it for
straightness, and fitted it to the string. Then he stepped into the courtyard where the twelve bronze
axe-heads waited in their row.

He simply raised the bow, drew the string back to his cheek, and loosed the arrow.

It sang through the air, a thin black line of flight, passing through the first axe-head's socket, then the
second, then the third, then the fourth - on and on, all twelve in a single impossible trajectory, and buried
itself with a solid thunk in the wall beyond.

A shot of godlike precision, of a kind of mastery that does not exist in the natural world.

The suitors stared. Their faces had gone pale, the colour of old ash. The afternoon sun seemed to dim.
And somewhere in the women's quarters above, though she had not seen it, Penelope felt her heart lurch
in her chest as if the bowstring had struck it directly.

Odysseus lowered the bow. He turned to face the hall, and in his eyes was the light of a king who has
waited twenty years for this exact moment. He set down the bow, and when he spoke, his voice was no
longer the voice of a beggar. It was the voice of a man who had commanded armies and outwitted
monsters, who had spoken with the dead and sailed through storms that could sink mountains.

"The contest," he said, "is ended."

Mythology Note: The Bow of Odysseus The bow is far more than a weapon in the Odyssey. It is a
surviving object from Odysseus's life before Troy and a test of identity that no suitor can pass. Homer tells
us that Iphitus, son of Eurytus, gave Odysseus the bow when the two met in Messene. By the time
Penelope brings it from the storeroom, its history links Odysseus's lost past directly to the reckoning in his
own hall. The bow therefore functions almost like a signature: many men can claim strength, but only its
true master can string it and make the decisive shot through the axes.

THE CONTEST OF THE BOW

Suitor Attempt Result

Leodes Braces against floor, strains with full force Complete failure; declares the bow
unstringable

Various strong suitors Try after warming bow with grease None can bend it meaningfully
Eurymachus Uses full strength, most determined effort Bow bends slightly, springs back, injures his
finger
Telemachus Nearly succeeds; stopped by Odysseus's look Bow bends significantly; proves his growth
and lineage
Odysseus (as beggar) Examines bow carefully, strings it in one Success - arrow flies through all twelve
smooth motion axe-heads

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Telemachus nearly strings the bow and is stopped by his father's silent command. What does this
moment reveal about Telemachus's growth, and why does Odysseus stop him?
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The bow is described as a "living" thing that judges the men who try to bend it. How does Homer turn a
weapon into a character with its own will?

Penelope is absent for the moment of revelation. Why might Homer have chosen not to have her witness
Odysseus stringing the bow?

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE: THE SLAUGHTER
The Eagle Falls Upon the Geese / from Book XXII of Homer's Odyssey

For one heartbeat, the hall was perfectly still. The suitors sat frozen, staring at the beggar who had strung
the unstringable bow and sent an arrow through twelve rings of bronze. The afternoon light fell through
the high windows in pale slanted columns, and dust motes drifted in the air like tiny witnesses.

Then Odysseus moved.

He reached for a second arrow, fitted it to the string, and in one fluid motion turned and raised the bow
toward the table where Antinous sat. The young man had been lifting his wine cup, his mouth still open in
the beginning of some joke, when the arrow struck him through the throat.

It was so swift that Antinous never knew what killed him. The wine cup fell from his fingers and shattered
on the stone floor. He slumped sideways, his head striking the table, and a dark stain spread across his
fine purple tunic. His eyes were open, blank with surprise, staring at nothing.

The hall erupted into chaos. Men shouted. Benches overturned. Someone screamed. The suitors
scrambled to their feet, looking around for weapons that were not there, because Telemachus had
removed every sword, every spear, every shield from the hall days ago. They had laughed about it at the
time, mocking the boy's tidiness. Now they understood.

Ctesippus, who had once thrown a cow's hoof at the beggar, backed against a pillar, his face the colour of
chalk. Agelaus looked from the dead Antinous to the armed beggar and back again, his mouth working
without sound. They were trapped in a nightmare, and the worst part was that they had built the trap
themselves. Every day they had spent feasting in this hall, every insult they had thrown, every piece of
meat they had consumed without thanks, had led to this moment.

Odysseus stood his ground. His voice cut through the panic like a blade through cloth.

"Dogs! You thought | would never come home. You ate my food, drank my wine, pursued my wife, and
dared to dream of taking my place. Now the reckoning has arrived."

The suitors stopped. They stared at him with expressions of dawning horror. The ragged beggar was
gone. In his place stood a man with the shoulders of a warrior and the eyes of a king, and slowly, one by
one, they recognised him.

"Odysseus," someone whispered. "It is Odysseus."

Eurymachus was the first to recover. He stepped forward, spreading his hands in a gesture of peace,
though his face was pale as parchment.

"Odysseus. My lord. Listen to me. What we did, we did not from malice but from ignorance. Antinous was
the ringleader. Antinous led us all astray. He is dead now, and surely that is justice enough. Spare the rest
of us. We will pay you back three times over for everything we consumed. We will give you gold, cattle,
land. We will be your loyal subjects. Only let us live."

Odysseus looked at him. The bow did not waver.
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"You are all dead men," he said quietly. "The only choice left to you is how you die. On your feet, or on
your knees."

Eurymachus saw the truth in those eyes. There would be no negotiation, no reprieve. He turned to his
companions.

"Fight!" he roared. "He is one man! Rush him together! If he kills one of us, the rest can overwhelm him!"

A few suitors seized the courage of desperation and charged. Odysseus's third arrow took one in the
shoulder, spinning him around. His fourth buried itself in a table between two men who had been
grasping at the furniture. Then the arrows were gone, and Odysseus drew the spear Telemachus had
given him, planting his feet wide in the doorway.

But even as they surged forward, Telemachus was moving. The young man slipped through a side door
and ran to the storeroom where he had hidden the weapons. He returned with four shields, four helmets,
and four spears, and the speed with which he moved told everyone watching that this had been planned
long in advance. He tossed a set to his father, then to Eumaeus (yoo-MAY-uss), then to Philoetius
(fil-oh-EE-shuss). The cowherd had appeared from nowhere, armed with an axe from the kitchen, his
weathered face grim with purpose.

Four men stood in the doorway, blocking the suitors' only escape.
What followed was not a battle. It was an execution.

The suitors were trapped. They had no weapons, no armor, no way out of the great hall except through
the four men who guarded the doors. They grabbed whatever they could find - a bench leg, a wine jug, a
bronze spit from the fire - and threw themselves forward in desperate waves.

But Odysseus had planned this room. He knew its shape, its shadows, the places where a man with a
spear could hold a corridor against ten. He positioned himself at the narrowest point between two
columns, where the suitors could not swarm him, where they had to come at him one or two at a time. It
was the same tactical thinking that had built the wooden horse, the same mind that had outwitted
Polyphemus. He did not need overwhelming force. He needed geometry.

Telemachus proved himself a warrior that day. His spear found its mark again and again, and the fear that
had dogged him all his young life burned away in the heat of combat. He fought with cold precision,
planting his feet, thrusting, withdrawing, never wasting a motion. He was no longer the boy who hid in his
chambers while strangers ravaged his home. He was the son of Odysseus, and he fought like it.

Eumaeus and Philoetius guarded the flanks, the swineherd and the cowherd fighting with the ferocity of
men who had watched their beloved household torn apart for twenty years. They had fed these suitors,
served them, endured their mockery, and now every insult was being repaid in full. Philoetius brought his
axe down with the same arm that had herded cattle for two decades, and the weight of every stolen cow
went into the blow.

Athena watched from the shadows, disguised as Mentor (MEN-tor), the old family friend. When one of
the suitors broke through the line and raised a knife at Telemachus's back, she stepped forward and lifted
the aegis - the divine shield that no mortal weapon can pierce. The knife struck it and shattered. The suitor
fell back, staring at the broken blade in his hand, and Telemachus turned and finished him.

The goddess did not fight directly. She did not need to. Her presence was enough to tip the balance, to
turn desperate men into cornered rats. She stood at the edge of the slaughter, her eyes calm, watching
justice unfold.
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Amphinomus was among the last to fall. Of all the suitors, he had been the decent one, the man who
occasionally showed kindness to the beggar, who had offered wine instead of insults. Odysseus had even
warned him to leave, back when he was still a beggar and Amphinomus still had time. But he had stayed
when he should have left, bound by loyalty to companions who did not deserve it, and now he paid for
that choice. Telemachus's spear took him through the chest. His eyes met Odysseus's for just a moment
before the light left them. There was no triumph in that killing, only the heavy weight of necessary things.

When it was over, the hall was quiet. A hundred and eight suitors lay dead. The floor ran with wine and
blood, the tables overturned, the roasted meat trampled underfoot, Penelope's own weaving slashed and
stained. The air smelled of iron and smoke. Odysseus stood in the centre of it all, breathing hard, his bow
still in his hand, and looked at what he had wrought.

Twenty years of waiting. Twenty years of storms and monsters and sorceresses. Twenty years of holding
the image of this hall in his mind like a talisman, the place he was struggling to reach. And now he stood
in it, and it was a charnel house.

Telemachus stood beside him, his armor spattered, his spear still gripped tight. He was shaking, but his
head was high. Eumaeus and Philoetius leaned against the walls, exhausted beyond measure, and
Athena, still in Mentor's form, had vanished as silently as she had come.

Odysseus knelt beside a fallen suitor and wiped his spear blade clean on the dead man's tunic. The
gesture was automatic, the habit of a soldier who had done this a hundred times on the plains of Troy. But
when he looked up and saw his son standing over the body of a man he himself had killed, something
shifted in his chest. Telemachus was no longer a boy to be protected. He was a warrior, bloodied and
breathing hard, and the look they exchanged needed no words.

"The traitors," Odysseus said. "Bring them."

They found Melanthius (meh-LAN-thee-uss), the goatherd who had betrayed his master, hiding in the
storeroom behind a pile of fleeces. Eumaeus and Philoetius dragged him out by his hair and bound him to
a pillar with rawhide cords. Under questioning, he confessed everything: how he had been sending
supplies to the suitors from the herds he was supposed to be guarding, how he had mocked the beggar,
how he had carried messages between the suitors and the traitorous servant women. He wept and
begged for mercy, but the two herdsmen remembered his sneering face, his laughter at their loyalty, his
assumption that the suitors would win and he would be rewarded for his treachery.

The punishment was swift. They cut off his nose and ears, then threw him to the dogs in the courtyard. It
was harsh justice, Bronze Age justice, the kind that does not forgive.

Then came the women. Twelve servant girls who had slept with the suitors, who had laughed at
Odysseus's suffering, who had carried messages between the palace and the suitors' beds. Among them
was Melantho, the servant girl who had mocked him at Antinous's side. Telemachus led them to the
courtyard and hanged them one by one from a ship's cable strung between two pillars. It was ugly work,
and the young man's face was grim as he did it. These women had been servants of his own household,
and their betrayal cut deeper than any blade. They died quickly, their bodies swaying in the afternoon
breeze, a warning written in rope and silence.

The hall itself had to be cleansed. They brought fire and sulfur, scrubbing every surface until the stench of
death was burned away. Eurycleia, who had kept her secret and her sanity through the long ordeal,
emerged from the women's quarters with clean water and fresh cloths. She looked at the bodies, at the
blood, at Odysseus standing tall among the ruins of his own hall, and she wept. But they were tears of
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relief.
"Light the fires," Odysseus told her. "Burn sulfur in every corner. | will not have my house smell of them."

She nodded and set to work. The old nurse moved through the carnage with the steady step of a woman
who had seen too much to be surprised by anything, and as she passed Odysseus she touched his arm,
just once, the briefest contact between the woman who had bathed him as a baby and the man who had
just killed a hundred men.

"Welcome home, my boy," she said.

Odysseus looked around the hall. The bodies would need to be dragged out. The blood would need to be
washed away. The house would need to be purified, not just with sulfur and fire but with time and care,
rebuilt day by day into the home it had once been. He thought of Penelope upstairs, waiting, still not
knowing. He thought of Laertes, his father, wasting away in the country, unaware that his son had
returned. So much still to do. So many threads still to pull together.

But for now, the suitors were dead. And the house, for the first time in twenty years, belonged to its
master again.

Mythology Note: Was the Slaughter of the Suitors Justified? The mass killing of the suitors is the most
morally complex moment in the Odyssey, and ancient audiences would have understood it very
differently than modern readers. In Bronze Age Greek society, the suitors' crimes were not merely rude
but cosmically wrong: they violated xenia, the sacred law of hospitality, which was enforced by Zeus
himself. They consumed another man's property without permission, courted his wife in his own house,
and plotted to kill his son. By the standards of Homer's world, their deaths were not murder but justice - a
divine reckoning carried out by the wronged party. Yet Homer does not sanitize the violence. The weeping
of the servant women, the terror of the suitors, and Odysseus's own grim determination all remind us that
justice and vengeance are never far apart.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Odysseus gives the suitors no chance to surrender or escape. Is this justice or vengeance? Can the two
ever be separated?

Amphinomus is the only suitor who showed Odysseus kindness, yet he dies too. What does his death
suggest about the cost of choosing the wrong company?

Athena appears as Mentor but does not fight directly. Why does Homer have the goddess hold back
rather than simply destroy the suitors herself?

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR: THE TEST OF THE BED
The Wife Tests the Husband; the Secret That Only Love Knows / from Book XXIIl of Homer's Odyssey

The blood had been washed away. The bodies of the suitors were gathered for burial, their families sent
home with Athena's warning still ringing in their ears. The great hall stood empty for the first time in
years, its stone floor scrubbed clean, its hearths cold. Peace had come to Ithaca not with a whisper but
with a goddess's command, and now, at long last, the king could turn his mind from war to what he had
fought twenty years to reclaim.

Odysseus stood at the foot of the stair that led to the women's quarters. He looked at his hands. They
were still calloused from the bowstring, still spattered with spots he had missed during his hasty
washing. Was he meant to go to her like this? Should he bathe first, dress in the fine robes that
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Telemachus had laid out for him, compose himself into the husband she might recognise? He did not
know. For twenty years he had imagined this moment in a thousand different ways, and now that it had
arrived, he found himself as nervous as a boy.

Eurycleia (yoo-rin-CLAY-uh) emerged from the upper rooms. The old nurse had been the first to know
him, recognizing the scar on his foot when she washed him as a beggar. Now her face was grave.

"My lady will not come down," she said. "l told her the news. | told her Odysseus had returned, that the
suitors were dead, that her husband stood in the hall below. She did not believe me."

Odysseus nodded slowly. He had expected this. Penelope had been tricked too many times: by false
messengers bearing false news, by sailors claiming to have seen him here or there, by her own desperate
hope that turned every rumour into a promise. She had built walls around her heart higher than the walls
of Troy, and he would not tear them down with words alone.

"Let her take her time," he said.

"She thinks | have lost my mind with old age," Eurycleia continued, her voice thick with frustration. "She
said perhaps the gods sent a madwoman to torment her. She said" - the nurse's voice broke - "she said
she would believe nothing until she saw her husband with her own eyes, and even then she would test
him."

Odysseus smiled. It was the smile of a man who recognised his own nature reflected in another. "Then
she shall test me," he said. "l would expect nothing less."

Penelope descended the stair like a queen walking to her trial. She had dressed in her simplest robe, as if
to say that no occasion, however extraordinary, could make her perform joy before she felt it. Her hair was
bound back. Her face was composed into that careful mask she had worn for twenty years, the one that
kept suitors at bay and preserved the last fragments of her sovereignty.

She saw the stranger standing in the hall.

He looked different. The beggar's rags were gone, replaced by a clean tunic. He stood straighter. But she
had learned never to trust appearances. Athena could disguise a god as a shepherd. A witch could make a
pig look like a man. Twenty years of grief had taught her that the world was full of transformations
designed to break her heart.

"Approach, stranger," she said. Her voice was cool, distant, the voice of a hostess addressing a guest she
did not know. "You have done the house a service. The suitors who plagued us are dead, and for that |
thank you."

Odysseus felt the words like a knife held to his throat. He understood them perfectly. She was not
rejecting him. She was protecting herself. Every time she had allowed herself to hope, hope had turned to
ash. The coolness in her voice was not cruelty; it was survival.

"My lady," he said quietly. "The house is yours again."

Penelope looked at him more closely. There was something in his voice, some familiar cadence that made
her chest tighten. But she had heard familiar cadences before. She had heard beggars who claimed to
have sailed with him, merchants who swore they had seen him in Crete, prophets who promised his
return by the new moon. She would not be fooled again.

She turned to a servant standing nearby. "Prepare the great bed in the inner chamber," she said. "Move it
out here, that this stranger may rest upon it. He has earned a night's comfort."
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The servant stared at her in confusion. Everyone knew the great bed could not be moved. It was built
around the trunk of an olive tree that grew through the floor of the bedchamber, rooted deep in the earth
itself. But Penelope's expression brooked no argument, and the servant turned to obey.

"Woman!"

The word burst from Odysseus like a thunderclap. For the first time in twenty years, he forgot caution,
forgot patience, forgot the careful game he had been playing since he set foot on Ithaca's shore. "That bed
cannot be moved! No man could move it. | carved it myself from the living olive tree - one trunk, still
rooted in the earth. | built our bedroom around it. | laid the stone around the trunk and shaped the frame
with my own hands. No one has seen how that bed is made except myself and two servants, and they are
long dead."

He was breathing hard. The hall was silent. Even the servants had stopped moving.
Penelope's mask shattered.

She stood motionless for a moment, her face utterly blank, as if the shock had stopped her heart. Then her
knees buckled. She would have fallen if Eurycleia had not rushed to catch her. But Penelope was already
past catching. She pushed the nurse aside and ran - ran across the hall like a girl, like the young woman
she had been when he left, her arms outstretched, tears streaming down her face.

She crashed into him. She seized his face in both hands and stared into his eyes, searching, searching, and
what she found there made her cry out - a sound that was part sob, part laugh, part the release of twenty
years of waiting.

"It is you," she whispered. "It is you."

And then she was weeping against his chest, and his arms were around her, and they were holding each
other so tightly that neither could breathe. The servants wept with them. Eurycleia sank onto a bench, her
own face wet with tears, whispering prayers of thanks to every god she could name.

They did not let go of each other for a long time. When they finally separated enough to speak, it was to
ask questions that had waited two decades.

"Did you suffer?" she asked, her fingers tracing the new scars on his arms, the weathered lines around his
eyes.

"Yes," he said. "But less than | suffered being away from you."
"And our son?"

"A man now. A warrior. You should have seen him, Penelope. He stood at my side with a spear in his hand
and no fear in his heart. He is everything | hoped he would become and more."

She wept again at that, and he held her until the weeping passed. Then she told him her own story: the
shroud she wove by day and unwove by night, the suitors she held at bay with nothing but her wits, the
years of loneliness that had turned her into a fortress. He listened in wonder, recognizing in her struggles
the same stubborn intelligence that had carried him through monsters and storms.

"l tested you," she said at last, her head resting against his shoulder. "The bed - | knew it could not be
moved. | needed to hear you say it. | needed to know you were truly my husband and not some phantom
sent to destroy me."

© 2026 MYTHOPOUCH - AGES 15+ - PAGE 91



MYTHOPOUCH RETELLING - THE ODYSSEY

"You tested me as | tested everyone else," Odysseus said, and there was pride in his voice. "It seems we
have both spent twenty years learning the same lesson: trust nothing until it proves itself true."

"A poor way to live," she said softly.

"But an effective one. And now," he tightened his arms around her, "we can stop testing. We can stop
waiting. We can live."

They talked through the night. Athena, looking down from Olympus, watched them with satisfaction. Her
favorite mortal had suffered more than any man deserved, but he had never broken. He had used his wits,
endured humiliation, and chosen patience over force at every turn. Now he sat with his wife in the house
he had fought twenty years to reclaim, and the goddess decided that some moments were too precious to
end on schedule.

She reached out and laid her hand upon the rim of the world. She held back the dawn. The sun, already
stirring in his golden palace, felt the pressure of divine will and paused. The night stretched on, longer
than any night had a right to be, giving the reunited husband and wife a few more hours of peace before
the world demanded their attention again.

It was the least she could do. The most, in fact, that any god could offer: not protection from suffering, for
suffering was the price of being human, but a little more time to hold what had been so hard to find.

In the great bed, carved from the living olive tree, Odysseus and Penelope lay together for the first time in
twenty years. The trunk of the tree rose through the floor on one side, its bark rough against the stone, its
roots drinking deep from the Ithacan soil. It had grown a little thicker in the years he had been gone, as
trees do. So had they.

Outside, the night held. Inside, the king and queen of Ithaca told each other everything, until there were
no more secrets between them, and no more doubts, and no more years of separation. Only a bed, and a
tree, and two people who had waited long enough.

Mythology Note: The Bed of the Olive Tree The bed built around a living olive trunk is the most powerful
symbol in the entire Odyssey. Unlike the bed of Agamemnon, which became a place of murder when
Clytemnestra betrayed her husband, Odysseus's bed is rooted in the earth of Ithaca itself - it cannot be
moved because it is part of the island. In Greek thought, the olive tree was sacred to Athena and
represented peace, prosperity, and rootedness. The bed is the physical proof of Odysseus's fidelity: he
built it as a young man, and it has waited for him as Penelope has waited. When Penelope tests
Odysseus by suggesting it be moved, she is not being cruel - she is verifying the one secret that no
imposter could possibly know.

Discussion Questions

Penelope's test of the bed is one of the most famous scenes in all of literature. Why does she need to test
Odysseus at all, after Eurycleia has already recognised him and the suitors are dead? What does her
caution reveal about the kind of person twenty years of waiting has made her?

The bed carved from the olive tree has been called the central symbol of the Odyssey. What makes this
object so powerful as proof of identity? How does it connect Odysseus to Ithaca in a way that nothing else
could?

Athena delays the dawn so Odysseus and Penelope can have more time together. What does this small,
gentle intervention say about the relationship between gods and humans in Homer's world, compared to
the violent interventions we have seen elsewhere in the epic?
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE: THE FATHER OF THE FATHER
Three Generations of Ithacan Men Find One Another / from Book XXIV of Homer's Odyssey

The morning after the longest night, Odysseus woke to find Penelope already watching him. She lay on
her side, propped on one elbow, her eyes tracing the lines of his face as if mapping territory she had not
seen in twenty years. The olive tree's trunk rose beside them, its bark familiar and unchanged.

"You are real," she said. It was not a question.
"l am real," he answered.

They lay in silence for a while, listening to the household stirring below. Eurycleia's voice carried up the
stair, directing servants to prepare breakfast. Telemachus's footsteps crossed the hall, confident now, the
stride of a man who had found his place in the world.

Odysseus sat up. "Your father," Penelope said, reading his thoughts as she had always been able to do.
"He is in the orchard. He has been there every day since... for a very long time."

"Since Anticleia died?"
"Since you did not return from Troy."

Odysseus dressed quietly and went out through the kitchen gate, avoiding the hall. He was not ready to
be seen. He needed to find the old man alone, and he needed to approach him the way Athena had once
approached a shipwrecked beggar on a foreign shore: with caution, with patience, with a test before the
truth.

The orchard lay on the eastern slope of the palace hill, below the terraced gardens where Penelope had
once walked with her maids. Odysseus had played here as a boy, climbing the pear trees, stealing figs
before they ripened, building forts from fallen branches. The fruit trees had been his mother's pride and
his father's legacy, a small kingdom of green within the larger kingdom of the island.

Now the orchard was half wild. Weeds grew between the rows. Branches hung untrimmed, heavy with
fruit that no one had bothered to harvest. And in the centre of it all, bent over a spade that looked too
heavy for his hands, stood Laertes (lay-UR-teez).

The old king of Ithaca was a ruin of the man Odysseus remembered. He wore a filthy leather cap pulled
low over his head, its brim cracked and stiff with age. His tunic was homespun, patched at the elbows,
stained with dirt and sap. His sandals were held together with twine. Once he had stood in the assembly
of kings wearing a purple cloak; now he dressed like a slave who had outlived his usefulness.

Odysseus watched him from the edge of the orchard. Laertes was digging around the roots of a pear tree,
slow work for arthritic hands. Every few strokes he paused, leaning on the spade, catching his breath. He
looked like a man who had decided to keep working only because stopping would mean acknowledging
that there was nothing left to work for.

Odysseus walked into the orchard. He kept his head down, his shoulders rounded, his gait that of a
wanderer rather than a king. When he reached the old man, he stopped and waited to be noticed.

Laertes looked up. His eyes were milky with cataracts, but they held a sharpness that age had not
dimmed.

"Who are you?" the old man asked. His voice was rough, unused to speech.
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"A traveler," Odysseus said. "l passed through Ithaca on my way east. The palace sent me to find fruit for
the master's table."

Laertes straightened painfully. He looked Odysseus up and down with the slow appraisal of a man who
has learned not to trust what his eyes tell him.

"The master," Laertes repeated, and laughed. It was a dry, bitter sound. "The master of this house has
been dead twenty years. Killed at Troy, they say, or drowned, or eaten by monsters. No one knows. No
one cares, except the monsters got a meal and | got a grave to dig that no one will fill."

Odysseus felt the words like stones. He had known his father would be old; he had not expected him to
be broken.

"I knew a man who claimed to have seen Odysseus," Odysseus said carefully. "In Thesprotia, not two
years ago. He said the king of Ithaca was alive, gathering treasure, preparing to return."

Laertes went very still. His hands, still gripping the spade, began to tremble. "You are lying," he
whispered. "You are a cruel man to tell such lies to an old fool in an orchard."

"l am not lying. The man said - "

"Stop." Laertes's voice cracked. He dropped the spade and raised one hand to his face, covering his eyes.
"Please. | have heard these stories before. Sailors see him in Crete. Merchants meet him in Egypt. Priests
dream of him in Pylos. Every story ends the same way: he is not here. He will never be here. My wife died
waiting. My orchard rots because | cannot bear to harvest it alone. And you stand there telling me tales of
Thesprotia as if they could make me young again."

He was weeping. The tears ran down his weathered cheeks into his beard, and he made no move to wipe
them away. He had cried so often, Odysseus realised, that he no longer bothered to hide it.

Odysseus could not bear it. The test was over. The old man had suffered enough.
"Father," he said.

Laertes did not look up.

"Father, look at me."

The old man lowered his hand. He stared at the stranger, at the face that was somehow, impossibly,
achingly familiar.

"You gave me thirteen pear trees," Odysseus said, his voice thick. "Ten apple trees. Forty fig trees. Fifty
rows of vines. You taught me to graft olive cuttings onto wild stock so the fruit would be sweet. You gave
me this scar" - he pushed up his trouser leg, showing the white line on his thigh - "when we hunted the
boar on Parnassus. | was sixteen. The tusk caught me here, and you carried me three leagues to my
grandfather's house."

Laertes's mouth opened. No sound came out.
"I am your son," Odysseus said. "l have come home."

The old man swayed. Odysseus caught him before he could fall, and then they were holding each other,
the son supporting the father as once, long ago, the father had supported the son. Laertes smelled of
earth and sweat and twenty years of grief, and Odysseus breathed it in because this was the smell of his
childhood, of the man who had taught him everything that mattered.
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"You came back," Laertes whispered into his son's shoulder. "You came back."
"l came back."
"Your mother didn't live to see it."

"I know. | saw her in the Underworld. She knew | was coming, Father. She told me you were here, and she
sent me to you."

Laertes wept harder at that, great heaving sobs that shook his thin frame. Odysseus held him through it,
murmuring the way one murmurs to a child, or to a man who has carried too much sorrow for too long.

They were still standing there when Telemachus found them. The young man came through the orchard
gate with a basket of bread and dried meat, sent by Penelope with instructions to find his father and bring
him back for the midday meal. He stopped when he saw the two men embracing beneath the pear tree.

Laertes saw him and drew back, wiping his face with a trembling hand. "Who is this?"
"Your grandson," Odysseus said. "Telemachus."

Telemachus approached slowly. He had never really known his grandfather. Laertes had withdrawn into
the orchard before Telemachus was old enough to form memories of him, and the old man had been a
figure of rumour rather than relationship: the mad king in the hills, the hermit in dirty clothes, the father
who outlived his usefulness.

"Grandfather," Telemachus said. He held out the basket. "l brought food."

Laertes looked at the basket, then at the young man, then at Odysseus. Three generations of Ithacan men
stood in the failing orchard: the old man who had outlived everything, the middle-aged man who had
fought his way home across every sea, and the young man who had grown into a warrior while his father
was away.

Laertes took the basket with both hands. "You have your father's eyes," he said to Telemachus. "And your
grandmother's chin."

Telemachus smiled. "l am told | have her stubbornness as well."

"Then you will need it," Laertes said, and for the first time in twenty years, he laughed with genuine
warmth.

Dolius (DOH-lee-uss) arrived with his six sons, carrying hoes and pruning knives. The old servant had
worked the orchard since before Odysseus was born, and his sons had grown up alongside the pear trees.
They found their king embracing their master, and Dolius fell to his knees in the dirt.

"My lord Odysseus," he said. "You have come back to us."
"l have, old friend. And | find my father's orchard in need of care."

Dolius rose, wiping his eyes. "We will set it right. My sons and |, we have kept what we could, but..." He
trailed off, not wanting to criticize the old king.

"But there was no heart in it," Laertes finished. "No heart without my son. | know. | am a farmer who
forgot how to farm, a king who forgot how to rule. But perhaps" - he straightened his shoulders, and
something of the old authority crept back into his voice - "perhaps | can remember."

The sons of Dolius spread through the orchard, cutting weeds, propping branches, gathering the fallen
fruit that had rotted where it lay. Telemachus took up a pruning knife and worked beside them. Odysseus
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and Laertes walked the rows together, the old man pointing out which trees needed grafting, which
needed bracing, which were past saving.

"The world has been hard to you," Laertes said quietly, looking at his son's scarred hands.
"The world has been hard to all of us," Odysseus answered. "But we are still here. That is what matters."

Mythology Note: Three Generations - The Odysseus-Laertes-Telemachus Triangle The reunion of three
generations is one of the most quietly powerful moments in the Odyssey. Where the Trojan War centred
on fathers sending sons to die (Priam watching Hector fall), the Odyssey gives us the opposite: a
grandfather, father, and grandson standing together in a living orchard. Laertes represents the past that
Odysseus feared had been lost forever. The orchard setting is symbolically rich: like the bed built around
the olive tree, it represents rootedness, continuity, and the patience required to grow something worth
keeping. When the three men take up pruning knives together, they are not just tending trees. They are
tending the family itself.

Discussion Questions

Odysseus tests his father before revealing himself, the same way Athena once tested Odysseus. Why
does this pattern of testing run so strongly through the Odyssey? What does it say about how trust is
earned in a world where gods disguise themselves as mortals?

Laertes has given up on life because he believes his son is dead. How does the reunion with Odysseus
restore not just his happiness but his purpose? What does the orchard symbolize as a setting for this
reunion?

The three generations of Ithacan men - Laertes, Odysseus, and Telemachus - have each suffered in
different ways. How does their shared suffering become a source of strength rather than division? What
does the chapter suggest about how families rebuild after long separation?

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX: THE HALL OF BLOOD
The Dead Are Judged; the Living Must Choose Peace or War / from Book XXIV of Homer's Odyssey
They died like geese before an eagle's claws, and like geese their souls took flight.

Hermes led them. The messenger god moved through the blood-soaked hall with his golden staff,
touching each fallen suitor in turn, and from every body rose a pale wisp of light. These were the ghosts
of the dead, newly separated from their flesh, still bewildered by the sudden transition from life to death.
They followed Hermes like children following a teacher, out through the palace gates, down the rocky
path to the sea, and then westward, always westward, toward the place where the sun falls into the
ocean and the living world gives way to the realm of shades.

They travelled past the white cliffs of Ithaca's western shore, past the fishing villages where men still
hauled nets and women still baked bread, past all the ordinary business of life that would continue
without them. The ghosts looked back once, saw smoke rising from the palace where their bodies still lay,
and then turned away forever.

Hermes guided the suitors' shades down the dank ways of the dead, past the waters and landmarks that
separate the living world from Hades, until they reached the meadow where the shades of Achilles,
Patroclus, Antilochus and Ajax stood together. Agamemnon's shade was there too, surrounded by those
who had died with him.
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Agamemnon and Achilles sat together, as they often did. The two greatest warriors of the Trojan War
had found a kind of peace in death that they had never known in life. They discussed the affairs of the
living world the way old men discuss the news in a marketplace, with the detachment that comes from
having survived the worst that existence can offer.

When Hermes led the procession of suitors' ghosts into their presence, Agamemnon rose to meet them.
He recognised their type at once: young, proud, dead before their time, victims of their own arrogance.

"Who are you?" he demanded. "So many of you, and all cut down together. Was it war? Was it plague?"

The ghost of Amphimedon stepped forward. He had known Agamemnon's household through ties of
hospitality, and now he answered the dead king's question about how so many suitors had died together.

"My lord Agamemnon," he said. "We were the suitors of Penelope, wife of Odysseus. We occupied his
hall in his absence, consumed his wealth, and courted his wife. He returned in disguise, a beggar, and we
did not know him. Only hours ago he strung the bow that none of us could bend, and then he killed us all.
A hundred and eight men dead by his hand and the hands of his son and two loyal servants."

Agamemnon listened in silence. When Amphimedon finished, the great king threw back his head and
laughed. It was not a cruel laugh, but the laugh of a man who has learned the hard way that the gods
write stories with patterns.

"So Odysseus returned," Agamemnon said. "And Penelope waited. Twenty years she waited, while a
hundred men tried to take what was his. She refused them all. She outlasted them all. And when her
husband came home, she did not fall into his arms like a helpless girl. She tested him. She made him
prove himself. That, my friends, is a wife."

He turned to Achilles, and his voice grew bitter. "Not like mine. Clytemnestra welcomed me home with a
bath and a knife. She murdered me while | stood naked and unarmed, and her lover Aegisthus finished the
work. That is the difference between a good wife and a bad one, Achilles. That is the difference between
faithfulness and betrayal."

Achilles nodded slowly. The shade of the greatest warrior who ever lived looked at the suitors with
something like pity.

"You died badly," he said. "But at least you died quickly. | died young and glorious on the plains of Troy,
and | would trade every moment of that glory for one more day of life. Tell me, does Odysseus's son still
live? Does his line continue?"

"Telemachus lives," Amphimedon's ghost answered. "He fought at his father's side. He is a warrior now."

"Then Odysseus is fortunate," Achilles said. "More fortunate than any man | knew. He has a wife who
waited, a son who stands with him, and a home worth returning to. | had only glory, and glory is ash."

The suitors' ghosts faded into the asphodel fields, their story told, their punishment begun. In the world of
the living, their bodies were being dragged from the hall. In the world of the dead, they wandered toward
forgetfulness, just one more cautionary tale among thousands.

Word travelled fast on Ithaca. It travelled on fishing boats and goatherds' paths, in whispered
conversations at wells and shouted exchanges across fields. By midday, every family on the island knew
what had happened in the great hall. By sunset, the fathers and brothers of the dead suitors were
gathering in the marketplace, their faces hard with grief and rage.
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Eupeithes, father of Antinous, stood at their head. He had lost his son - his proud, arrogant, beloved son -
to an arrow through the throat, and the grief had driven him past reason. He stood on a stone in the
marketplace and raised his spear, and his voice carried to every corner of the square.

"Odysseus has returned," he cried, "and his first act was to murder our sons! He killed them in their own
hall, at their own feast, without trial or warning. He is not a king. He is a butcher. Will we let him rule over
us? Will we let him raise our children as slaves while our sons rot in unmarked graves?"

The cry went up: "No!"

"Then arm yourselves! We outnumber him ten to one. He has four men and a boy. We have an island's
worth of fathers who want justice!"

They armed themselves with whatever weapons they could find: spears from farm walls, swords from
family heirlooms, axes meant for wood rather than war. By dawn, a small army had assembled at the
edge of town, two hundred men at least, ready to march on the palace and avenge their dead.

Odysseus knew they were coming. He stood on the palace steps with Telemachus on his right, Laertes
(lay-UR-teez) on his left, and Eumaeus (yoo-MAY-uss) beside them with a spear in his hand. The old man
had come at the news, walking stick abandoned, his weathered face alight with a fire that had not burned
in him for twenty years.

But the army still came. Odysseus could see them from the hill, a ragged line of angry men winding up the
path toward the palace. He counted them, measured them, planned. They were farmers and fishermen,
not soldiers. They had no discipline, no tactics, no armor. But they had numbers, and numbers had won
battles before.

"We can hold the steps," Telemachus said. "Five men across, spears out. They can only come at us two at
a time on the stairway."

"Your son has learned strategy," Laertes said to Odysseus, and there was pride in his voice.
"I had a good teacher," Telemachus replied, not looking at his father.

Odysseus gripped his spear and prepared to fight. He was not afraid. He had faced worse odds on the
plains of Troy, in the cave of the Cyclops, on the deck of a ship breaking apart beneath Zeus's thunderbolt.
Two hundred angry farmers did not frighten a man who had spoken with the dead and sailed through the
night lands. But he was tired. He was so tired. He had been fighting for twenty years, and the thought of
one more battle made his shoulders ache.

"Let them come," he said. "We will give them a lesson in war."

They charged up the hill, a mob of grieving fathers led by Eupeithes at their head, screaming his son's
name. Laertes threw his spear with an old man's steady aim and a young man's fury, and Eupeithes fell in
the dust of the orchard road, his vengeance unfulfilled. But the mob still came. Odysseus planted his feet
and raised his spear, and beside him Telemachus did the same, and beside him Laertes gripped his
weapon with hands that remembered a younger man's strength, and the five of them - father, son,
grandfather, the loyal swineherd Eumaeus, and the cowherd Philoetius - prepared to meet the wave.

Then the sky opened.

Athena descended from Olympus in a blaze of silver light. She landed between the two armies with her
aegis raised, the divine shield whose surface shifts like storm clouds, terrible to behold. The charging men
stopped as if they had struck a wall. Some fell to their knees. Others dropped their weapons and covered
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their eyes. The goddess's presence was overwhelming, a weight of divine power that no mortal could
stand against.

"Enough!" Her voice was thunder and music, command and compassion. "The blood debt is paid.
Odysseus has done the will of the gods. The suitors violated xenia, the sacred law of hospitality. They
consumed his wealth, plotted against his son, and courted his wife in his own hall. Their deaths were
justice, not murder. And now this cycle of vengeance ends."

She turned to the suitors' families, and her eyes were terrible. "Return to your homes. Bury your dead.
Mourn them, but do not pursue this war. If you attack this household, you attack me. You attack the
wisdom of Olympus. You attack the order of the world itself."

A murmur of fear ran through the crowd. They had come for vengeance, but they had not come to fight a
goddess.

Athena turned to Odysseus, and her voice softened. "Put down your spear, king of Ithaca. The war is over.
Your home is yours. Your wife waits. Your father stands with you. Let there be peace."

Odysseus lowered his weapon. He looked at the goddess, at the army of grieving fathers, at his son and
his own father standing beside him. Twenty years of war and wandering, and it ended here, not with a
battle but with a command from the sky.

"l will have peace," he said. "If they will have it."

The suitors' families dropped their weapons. One by one, then all at once, the spears and swords fell to
the ground, and the men who had carried them turned and walked back down the hill toward their homes.
The cycle of vengeance was broken. Athena had ended it with a word and the flash of her divine shield.

From Olympus, Zeus thundered his approval. The peace would hold. The oaths were sworn. And
Odysseus, at long last, could go home to his wife.

Mythology Note: The Telemachy and the Nostos The Odyssey is really two stories braided into one. The
first half, often called the Telemachy (Books 1-4), follows Telemachus as he searches for his father and
grows from boy to man. The second half, the nostos or "homecoming," follows Odysseus's return and
restoration. In the final movement of Book XXIV, these two threads finally converge: Telemachus stands
as a warrior at his father's side, and Odysseus reclaiming his household completes both arcs
simultaneously. The parallel between Agamemnon (murdered by his unfaithful wife) and Odysseus
(triumphantly reunited with his faithful one) is Homer's way of highlighting what proper xenia and marital
fidelity look like. Athena's intervention to stop the cycle of vengeance is thematically essential: without
her, the Odyssey would end in endless bloodshed rather than peace.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

Agamemnon praises Penelope and condemns his own wife Clytemnestra. How does this comparison
between the two marriages deepen our understanding of what Homer values in a relationship?

Achilles says he would trade all his glory for one more day of life. Does the Odyssey as a whole agree
with him, or does it suggest that some things are worth dying for?

Athena stops the final battle with divine authority rather than letting Odysseus fight his way to peace.
Why might Homer have chosen to resolve the external conflict through divine intervention rather than
human strength?
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN: MYTHOPOUCH EPILOGUE - THE NEW KING

An original Mythopouch educational epilogue inspired by themes in the Odyssey - not part of Homer's
surviving text

Dawn came differently this time.

Odysseus woke in his own bed, in his own palace, on the island he had fought twenty years to see again.
The light that slipped through the window was Ithacan light, thin and honey-coloured, filtered through
olive leaves against the stone. He knew this light. He had known it as a boy and as a young king setting
sail for Troy. And now he knew it again.

He kept still, listening. The bed was built around the living olive trunk, its bark warm against his shoulder.
Penelope breathed steadily, still asleep. From below came the clatter of pots and murmured voices.
Eurycleia was directing the morning work. For the first time in two decades, the man waking in the
master's chamber woke to peace, not war.

Odysseus rose quietly. He pulled on a clean tunic from his own stores. For twenty years he had worn
either war or disguise. A simple tunic of Ithacan wool felt like a costume.

He walked through the palace slowly. The great hall where the suitors had feasted now smelled of clean
stone and cold ashes. The arrow marks on the walls were still visible. He touched the doorframe of the
storeroom where Telemachus had hidden the weapons. He climbed the narrow stair to the terrace where
he had played as a child, and looked out at the harbor where the fishing boats were putting out at first
light.

"Father." Telemachus stepped onto the terrace, carrying two cups of watered wine.
"You used to come here when you could not sleep," the young man said. "Mother told me."
Odysseus took the cup. "What will you do today?"

"What a king must do." The wine was thin and local, but it tasted of home. "I will remind this island who
they are. And | will remind them who | am."

By mid-morning, the assembly had gathered.

It was the first time the people of Ithaca had been called together in twenty years. Word went out from
the palace with the speed that word always travels on small islands: along goat paths and fishing jetties,
through market squares and around village wells. Farmers with soil on their hands. Fishermen smelling of
salt. Craftsmen in leather aprons. Children who had never seen their king.

They filled the marketplace below the palace steps. Many had stood in this same square only days before,
listening to Eupeithes call for vengeance. Now Eupeithes was dead, and the man they had come to judge
stood above them in a clean white tunic, unarmed.

"People of Ithaca," Odysseus said. His voice carried across the square. "l left this island twenty years ago. |
did not choose to stay away. The winds of war took me to Troy, and the anger of a god kept me from
coming home. | have been a guest in the halls of kings and a prisoner in a nymph's cave. | have spoken
with the dead. | have buried every man who sailed with me, until | stood alone on a foreign shore with
nothing but the stories in my throat."

He paused. The crowd was silent.

© 2026 MYTHOPOUCH - AGES 15+ - PAGE 100



MYTHOPOUCH RETELLING - THE ODYSSEY

"l returned to find my house occupied by men who thought a good woman's faithfulness could be eaten
like a meal at someone else's table. They are gone. The debt is paid. What remains is the work of living."

He raised his hand. "l am not the same man who left for Troy. That man was younger and more foolish. He
believed glory mattered. | have learned that only one thing matters: the duty a ruler owes to his people.
So today, | do not come to punish. | come to reward."

He called them forward one by one.

Eumaeus (yoo-MEE-uss) the swineherd came first, his hands calloused from decades of tending pigs. This
was the man who had shared his last loaf with a beggar and given his own bed to a stranger.

"You fed me when | was hungry," Odysseus said. "You stood with me when the fighting began. | grant you
land by the western spring, a house of stone, and the hand of any woman on this island who will have
you, with a dowry from my own treasury. You are a free man and a friend of this house."

Eumaeus wept and knelt to kiss his master's feet. Odysseus raised him up and embraced him.

Philoetius (fil-EE-tuss) the cowherd came next. He had taken up arms without hesitation on the day of the
battle, fighting beside a man he believed to be a stranger because the stranger's cause was just.

"You are a warrior," Odysseus said. "And a warrior deserves honour. | grant you the valley pasture below
Mount Neriton, fifty head of cattle, and a seat of honour at my table for every feast day."

Then came Eurycleia (yoo-rih-CLAY-uh). The old nurse walked slowly, her white hair gleaming in the sun.
She had washed Odysseus's feet as a baby, recognised his scar as a beggar, and kept the secret that
saved his life.

"You have served this house longer than | have lived in it," Odysseus said. "You saw what others could not
see. From this day, you will want for nothing. Gold, silver, fine robes, whatever your heart desires. You are
the mother of this house."

Eurycleia did not weep. She raised her chin and looked at the crowd with fierce pride. "l always knew he
would come back," she said. "l told you all."

The people laughed, the first time laughter had risen in that square for many days.

The Rewards of the Loyal

Servant Act of Loyalty Reward Given

Eumaeus, the swineherd Fed and sheltered the disguised Odysseus; Land by the western spring, a stone house, a
gave him his own bed; fought at his side wife with dowry, freedom

Philoetius, the cowherd Took up arms for a stranger because the Valley pasture, fifty cattle, seat of honour at
cause was just the king's table

Eurycleia, the nurse recognised Odysseus by his scar; kept his Gold, silver, fine robes, honoured status as
secret under threat of death mother of the house

Odysseus waited for the murmuring to subside. "These three kept faith when faith was hard. They are the
foundation on which this house stands. Let no one forget that a kingdom is not built by kings alone. It is
built by swineherds who share their bread, by nurses who keep their counsel, by cowherds who take up
arms for what is right. Ithaca is not mine. It is ours. And we will rebuild it together."

He turned then to his son. "Telemachus. Step forward."
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The young man approached, and Odysseus placed a hand on his shoulder. "While | was lost, he sailed to
Pylos and Sparta to seek news of me. While | was disguised as a beggar, he hid weapons in the
storeroom and stood beside me when the arrows flew. He is no longer a boy. He is the prince of Ithaca,
and he will stand at my right hand."

Telemachus straightened. He was no longer the sulking youth in the corner of the hall, nor the desperate
boy begging for a ship. He was a prince, and he wore it well.

Then the crowd parted, and Penelope walked through.

She had dressed simply: a gray wool dress, a silver brooch at her shoulder, her hair bound with woven
gold. She wore no crown. She needed none. Twenty years of dignified refusal had given her an authority
no circlet of gold could match.

She stood at Odysseus's side, and the people fell silent. They knew what she had endured: the suitors,
the pressure to remarry, the weaving trick, the endless waiting. They knew she had tested her own
husband before she would believe him. And they knew she had been right to do so.

"This is your queen," Odysseus said. "She held this island together with nothing but her wit and her will.
She is the reason there was a home for me to return to."

Penelope looked out at the crowd. "We have all suffered," she said. "But the time for grief is passing, and
the time for work is here. The gods have given us a second beginning. Let us not waste it."

It was not a long speech. It did not need to be. The people of Ithaca had spent twenty years watching the
suitors waste words. Brevity, coming from the queen's mouth, was itself a kind of miracle.

There was other business to attend to. The foreign prophet Theoclymenus (thee-oh-KLY-men-uss), who
had read such ominous omens on Telemachus's voyage from Pylos, was thanked with silver and a
Phaeacian tunic of purple-dyed wool and sent home to Argos with passage on a merchant ship.

Old debts were settled. A fisherman who had lent Laertes money during the lean years was repaid triple.
A merchant who had traded honestly with Penelope during the worst of the suitors' occupation was
granted exclusive rights in the Ithacan market. It was careful work, the work of a king who understood
that justice was not a thunderbolt but a scale balanced one coin at a time.

By late afternoon, the assembly dispersed. The people went back to their farms and workshops with a
story to tell: the returned king had come not with fire and sword but with gifts, with justice, with his son at
his right hand and his wife at his left.

When the square was empty, Odysseus climbed the palace steps alone. He walked through the great
hall, past the table where the suitors had feasted, and climbed the inner stair to the small chamber where
his father's throne stood.

It was a simple chair, carved from oak, its arms worn smooth by generations of hands. Laertes had sat
here. Arcesius before him. And now Odysseus.

He sat down. The chair fit him. He had feared that twenty years of war and wandering might have
changed him into a man who could no longer sit still in a quiet room. But the oak remembered him, and
after a moment the rightness of it settled into his bones.

Through the window he saw the orchard, where Laertes and Dolius's sons worked among the pear trees.
He saw the harbor, where the fishing boats were returning with the day's catch. He saw the whole island,
small and rocky and poor by the standards of kings, and he knew with a certainty that needed no divine
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prophecy that he would never leave it again.

The sun moved westward. In the kitchens, Eurycleia directed the evening meal. In the orchard, Laertes
pruned a branch. On the terrace, Penelope and Telemachus stood together, looking out at the sea.

And Odysseus sat on his father's throne, king of Ithaca, home at last.

Mythology Note: The Justice of the Restored King Homer's Odyssey moves beyond the reunion of
Odysseus and Penelope to the recognition of Laertes and the final settlement of the feud, completing a
larger theme: the restoration of right order in Ithaca. The reward of loyal servants was a sacred duty in
Bronze Age society. Unlike the suitors, who violated the laws of hospitality (xenia) and paid with their
lives, Eumaeus, Philoetius, and Eurycleia represent the bedrock of the household - the oikos - that forms
the foundation of Greek civilization. Odysseus's public acknowledgment of their service transforms private
gratitude into political legitimacy. A king who rewards loyalty is a king worth following.

Discussion Questions

Odysseus begins his first day as restored king not with punishment but with reward. Why is it
strategically wise - and morally important - that he publicly honours the loyal servants before addressing
any other business? What does this choice reveal about the kind of ruler he has become?

Penelope appears before the people with no crown and no elaborate speech. Yet her authority is
unmistakable. How does her presence beside Odysseus change the people's perception of their returned
king? What does their partnership suggest about the nature of power in Ithaca?

The chapter ends with Odysseus sitting quietly on his father's throne, watching the ordinary life of his
island. After twenty years of adventure, is this quiet ending a triumph or an anticlimax? What does the
Odyssey suggest about whether a life of duty and domesticity can hold as much meaning as a life of
heroic action?

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT: MYTHOPOUCH EPILOGUE - THE HOMECOMING
An original Mythopouch educational epilogue imagining the restoration of Ithaca after Homer's ending
The peace held.

It did not hold because men suddenly became wise, or because grief forgot its own name. It held because
Athena had commanded it, and because the men of Ithaca had seen the aegis blazing between two
armies, and no mortal argues with the wisdom of Olympus for long. They buried their dead. They burned
them on pyres and sang the old songs over their bones. They wept for sons who had courted another
man's wife and paid the full price of their arrogance. And slowly, like a tide coming in, they returned to
their farms, their workshops, their fishing boats.

Odysseus walked among them. He wore a clean tunic of Ithacan wool, the armor already returned to the
storeroom where Telemachus had hidden it. The assembly was behind him - the speech given, the
rewards granted, the new beginning declared. The spear was gone. In its place was the longer, harder
work of peace.

"Father." Telemachus fell in step beside him, carrying a tablet of reckoning. "The families of the dead are
asking what you intend."

Odysseus looked at his son. "l intend to keep the promise | made."
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In the days that followed, there was much to do. The great hall still smelled of sulfur and blood, though
Eurycleia and the loyal servants had scrubbed the floors through the night. The tables were broken. The
suitors' possessions lay scattered among the wreckage. The storerooms had been emptied by months of
feasting, the treasury drained by years of theft.

But Odysseus had faced greater challenges. He gathered the people of Ithaca once more - not just his
household but the farmers, the fishermen, the craftsmen, the widows of the dead suitors - and set before
them the work ahead.

"You have heard me speak of what | endured to come home," he said, standing in the marketplace where
he had once walked as a boy. "You know my judgment on those who occupied my hall. That reckoning is
behind us. Today | speak of a different debt - the one this kingdom owes to its people."

He looked out at the crowd. The suitors' families stood among them, wary, grieving.

"The dead cannot give back what they took. But their estates can. Mentor will oversee the division. Every
widow will receive grain. Every orphan will have a dowry. And to every young man on this island with no
land, no trade, no purpose - | say this: there is work here. Fields to sow. Boats to build. Walls to raise. A
kingdom does not rebuild itself. It needs hands, and it needs hope."

He distributed justice with the same care he had once used to plot the fall of Troy. The families of the
dead suitors received compensation from the suitors' own estates, property and livestock that had never
truly belonged to them in the first place. Mentor (MEN-tor) was appointed to oversee the division, and his
reputation for fairness made even the grieving fathers accept the terms.

To the widows and orphans, Odysseus gave grain from his own stores. To the farmers whose fields had
been neglected while their sons feasted in his hall, he gave seed for the planting season. To the
merchants whose trade had suffered, he offered partnership with the goods the Phaeacians had left in the
cave above the harbor: bronze cauldrons, iron tripods, purple tunics, and a talent of gold.

"This is not charity," he told them. "This is a king serving his people. My father taught me that the orchard
does not bear fruit unless every tree is tended. Ithaca is my orchard. You are my trees."

It was the most political speech he had ever made, and Penelope smiled when she heard of it.

"You have learned something in your wanderings after all," she said that evening, as they walked together
through the courtyard.

"l learned that a hungry man will do desperate things," Odysseus replied. "The suitors were greedy, yes.
But they were also young men with no trade, no land, no purpose. Ithaca must give its young people
something better to do than sit in another man's hall and eat another man's food."

Penelope took his hand. "Then let us build it."

The palace was cleansed and renewed. The broken tables were replaced with new ones carved from olive
wood. The floors were scrubbed until the stone gleamed. The walls were whitewashed. The great bed,
carved around the living olive trunk that still grew in the chamber, was dressed with fresh linens. The
storerooms were filled again. The kitchens ran hot with baking bread and roasting meat, not the wasteful
feasting of the suitors, but the steady, nourishing rhythm of a household at work.

Telemachus took his place as prince. He sat at his father's right hand during the daily audiences, learning
the art of judgment. A farmer disputed a boundary with his neighbour. A merchant claimed a debt unpaid.
A woman accused a sailor of breaking a contract. Telemachus listened, asked questions, and offered his
counsel. Sometimes Odysseus agreed with him. Sometimes he did not, and they argued, father and son,
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king and prince, two men who had just met and were still learning each other's minds.

"You are too hard on the farmer," Telemachus said one afternoon, after they had sent a petitioner away
disappointed.

"The boundary stone has stood for fifty years," Odysseus answered. "It does not move because a man
wishes it to."

"But the farmer's grandfather placed that stone when the world was different. The river has shifted. The
land has changed. Should the law not change with it?"

Odysseus looked at his son with something like surprise. "You have learned to think like a king."
"l had a good teacher."

"You had twenty bad ones sitting in my hall, eating my food."

Telemachus laughed. "Then | learned what not to do."

Laertes, too, found his place again. The old man moved back into the palace from his orchard hut, but he
did not abandon his trees. Each morning he walked the rows of pear and apple, fig and vine, with Dolius
and his sons beside him. They pruned the branches. They cleared the weeds. They planted new saplings
where old trees had died. The orchard that had been a symbol of neglect became, once more, the garden
of a king.

Eumaeus continued to tend his pigs, though now he did so as a free man and a prince's companion.
Philoetius (fil-EE-tuss), the cowherd who had stood with them during the battle, was given land of his
own. Eurycleia (yoo-rih-CLAY-uh) supervised the household with the fierce pride of a woman who had
kept a secret that saved a kingdom.

Life returned to Ithaca. The fishing boats went out at dawn. The farmers plowed their fields. Children
played on the beaches. Women gathered at the well to talk of harvests and weddings and the small
dramas of ordinary days. The island that had held its breath for twenty years began, slowly, to breathe
again.

On the twentieth night after Athena's command, Odysseus and Penelope walked together through the
restored palace. They moved from room to room, touching the walls, remembering.

"This is where Telemachus took his first steps," Penelope said, stopping at the threshold of the old
nursery.

"l was already at Troy."
"l know. | wrote you a letter telling you. | never knew if it reached you."
Odysseus closed his eyes. "It did not."

They walked on, through the great hall where the suitors had laughed and feasted, past the courtyard
where Argos had wagged his tail one last time, up to the terrace that overlooked the harbor. The sea lay
before them, silver in the moonlight, stretching toward the horizon where the world ended and the gods
lived.

"Do you miss it?" Penelope asked. "The adventure? The wonders?"

Odysseus was quiet for a long moment. He thought of the Lotus-Eaters and the Cyclops, of Circe's island
and Calypso's cave, of the Sirens' song and the whirlpool of Charybdis. He thought of the dead he had
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spoken with in the gray meadows of the Underworld, and of the living men who had followed him to their
deaths.

"No," he said. "l do not miss it. | would not trade one hour of this quiet night for all the wonders of the
world."

Penelope leaned against him. "You have changed, husband. The man who Lleft for Troy would have
boasted of his adventures. He would have wanted everyone to know what he had suffered and survived."

"That man was a fool. He thought glory mattered."
"And now?"

"Now | know that glory is ash." He turned to look at her. The moon silvered her hair, and the lines on her
face were maps of twenty years of waiting. She had never been more beautiful. "Achilles told me so in the
Underworld, and | did not believe him. | believe him now. This." He gestured toward the harbor, the
palace, the sleeping island. "This is worth more than any song."

"But they will sing of you," Penelope said softly. "They are already singing. The bards on the mainland
have heard the story. It will travel. It will outlast us both."

"Let them sing what they want. | have what | came home for."

They stood together on the terrace, looking out at the sea that had taken him away and brought him
home. The wind was gentle. The stars were bright. Somewhere in the darkness, a fishing boat moved
across the water, its lamp a small gold point against the black.

The war was over. The wandering was done. Home was restored.

Not a fairy tale. Not a perfect ending. A real one, scarred, tested, and stronger for it. A man who had lost
everything and found it again. A woman who had waited twenty years and been proven right. A son who
had grown into a man while his father was away. An old kingdom learning to be new again.

And somewhere, on a distant mountain, Athena smiled. Her favorite mortal had done what she always
believed he could do. He had come home.

The Mythopouch retelling and interpretive epilogue were complete.

Mythology Note: What Happens After the Odyssey? The Odyssey is the end of Homer's story, but not the
end of Odysseus's legend. Ancient Greeks knew other tales, now mostly lost, that continued his life. The
most important was the Telegony, a lost epic that told how Odysseus travelled to Thesprotia after his
reunion with Penelope, married the queen there, and fathered a son named Telegonus. Years later,
Telegonus came to Ithaca seeking his father. Not knowing who he was, Odysseus defended his island
against the young invader and was killed by a spear tipped with the barb of a stingray. Some versions say
he had been warned by Tiresias's prophecy: "death will come to you from the sea, in old age, a gentle
death." A spear tipped with fish-barbs would qualify. Telegonus recognised his father too late, brought
the body back to Thesprotia with Penelope and Telemachus, and the family was eventually reconciled.
The prophecy, then, was fulfilled: a gentle death in old age, from the sea.

Discussion Questions

Odysseus chooses to rebuild rather than punish. He compensates the suitors' families from the suitors'
own estates and gives grain to widows and orphans. How has twenty years of wandering changed his
understanding of justice? Would the young Odysseus who left for Troy have made the same choices?
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Penelope asks Odysseus if he misses the adventure. He says no. But do you believe him? Can a person
experience wonders and horrors and simply return to ordinary life unchanged? What does the Odyssey
suggest about whether we can ever truly "go back" to who we were before a great voyage?

The epic ends not with divine intervention or heroic battle, but with a quiet moment between husband
and wife on a terrace overlooking the sea. Why might Homer have chosen this ending? What does it
suggest about what the poem truly values?

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE: AFTERWORD
Why This Story Matters, 2,700 Years Later
Dear reader,

The story is over. Odysseus has come home. Penelope's wait is ended. Telemachus has become a man.
The suitors lie in their graves, and Athena's peace holds over Ithaca. If this were a modern novel, the
credits would roll, and you would close the cover with a satisfied sigh.

But before you go, let me step out from behind the curtain for a moment. | am not Homer. No one is
Homer. The poet or poetic tradition we call Homer belongs to the ancient Greek world, and the Odyssey
reached written form in the early archaic period. Much about its authorship and exact date remains
debated; what survives with certainty is the poem itself - passed down through centuries of oral
performance, written down at last, copied by scribes, translated by scholars, read by schoolchildren and
kings and everyone in between.

So why does this story still matter? Why should a tale about a Bronze Age warrior wandering the
Mediterranean speak to a reader in the modern world?

Because you, too, have felt lost. Because you, too, have wandered far from home, even if home was just a
state of mind you could not find your way back to. Because you, too, have faced monsters, not Cyclopes or
Laestrygonians, perhaps, but grief, and doubt, and the sense that the world was arrayed against you.
Because you, too, have longed for something you were not sure still existed, and you, too, have wondered
whether the road would ever end.

The Odyssey is many things. It is the first novel - a long fictional narrative about the interior life of a single
complex character, composed at least two centuries before anyone thought to invent the word. It is also
one of the foundational adventure narratives of the Western literary tradition, a tale of shipwrecks,
monsters, sorcerers and narrow escapes that has influenced countless later stories. And it works as a
psychological drama - a portrait of a man whose greatest weapon is not his sword but his mind, whose
defining quality is not strength but endurance, whose most heroic act is not killing a monster but keeping
faith with the people he loves across twenty years of separation and suffering.

Consider what the Odyssey chooses to value. Not glory. Achilles chose glory and a short life, and in the
Underworld he tells Odysseus it was not worth it. Not wealth. The Phaeacians give Odysseus a fortune in
bronze and gold, and he trades it all for the chance to see his wife again. Not power. The suitors wanted
to rule Ithaca, and they died for their ambition. What the Odyssey values is harder to measure and more
difficult to achieve: faithfulness across impossible distances. Patience in the face of despair. The
willingness to be cunning rather than cruel, to endure rather than destroy, to wait rather than surrender.

Penelope waits twenty years. She does not simply wait passively. She resists with her mind, weaving and
unweaving, holding off a hundred determined men with nothing but her intelligence and her refusal to
give up. She is, in her own way, as much a hero as her husband. The Odyssey knows this. It gives her the
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final test. It lets her prove, one last time, that she is Odysseus's equal in cunning and in devotion.

Telemachus grows up without a father. He searches for him. He finds him. And in the moment of their
reunion, they do not simply embrace and weep. They plan. They scheme. They become partners in the
work of reclaiming their home. The Odyssey understands that the deepest love is not sentimental. It is
practical. It shows up. It does the work.

And Odysseus himself? He is not a simple hero. He lies. He dissembles. He disguises himself. He tests the
people he loves before he trusts them. He is proud, vain, funny, self-deprecating, occasionally cruel, often
brilliant, and always, always thinking. Homer gives him the epithet polytropos, the man of many ways,
many turns, many tricks. It is not an insult. It is a celebration of human complexity. The Odyssey tells us
that you do not have to be perfect to be worth rooting for. You have to be determined. You have to be
adaptable. You have to keep going.

That is why this story still lives. In a world that often feels chaotic, in lives that do not follow the paths we
planned, the Odyssey offers a strange and ancient comfort: someone has felt this way before. Someone
has been lost and found the way home. Someone has waited and been rewarded. Someone has survived
the longest night and seen the dawn.

| want to say something about what this book is and what it is not. This retelling is a doorway, not the
house itself. | have tried to make the story accessible, to bring its characters to life, to explain its world.
But | am standing on the shoulders of giants. The original Greek of Homer's Odyssey is a thing of
astonishing beauty - a rhythmic, musical language designed to be sung, not read silently. Every
translation is an interpretation. Every retelling is a love letter written at one remove.

If this book has sparked your interest, | hope you will seek out the original. Robert Fagles's translation is
vigorous and modern, capturing the poem's energy. Robert Fitzgerald's is elegant and lyrical, a work of art
in its own right. Emily Wilson's, the first English translation by a woman, is sharp, clear, and revelatory -
her rendering of the opening line, "Tell me about a complicated man," changes everything that follows.
Any of these will give you Homer in a way no retelling can.

Read the lliad, too, if you have not. It is the Odyssey's mirror image: a poem of war rather than peace, of
wrath rather than cunning, of a single devastating choice rather than twenty years of endurance. The two
epics together are the foundation stones of Western literature, and they repay every hour you spend with
them.

For the broader world of Greek myth, seek out Edith Hamilton's Mythology, the classic introduction that
generations of readers have loved. For a novelist's reimagining of this story from another perspective, try
Madeline Miller's Circe, which gives the sorceress a voice and a history Homer never imagined. For a
warm, witty guide through the whole tradition, Stephen Fry's Mythos and Heroes are hard to beat.

But most of all, keep reading. Keep listening to stories. We tell them for a reason. We have been telling
them since we first sat around fires in caves, and we will keep telling them as long as there are people to
hear them. Stories are how we make sense of our lives. They are how we remember what matters. They
are how we find our way home.

May your own road be less troubled than Odysseus's. May you find what you are searching for. May you
know, when you reach your own front door, that the waiting was worth it.

The storyteller bows.

Thank you for listening.
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FURTHER READING

Title Author What It Is

The Odyssey (translation) Homer, trans. Robert Fagles A vigorous, modern translation that captures
the poem's energy and forward momentum

The Odyssey (translation) Homer, trans. Robert Fitzgerald An elegant, lyrical translation; a work of
poetic art in its own right

The Odyssey (translation) Homer, trans. Emily Wilson The first English translation by a woman;
sharp, clear, and revelatory

The lliad Homer The companion epic - a poem of war, wrath,
and the devastating choices that shape our
lives

Mythology Edith Hamilton The classic introduction to Greek, Roman, and

Norse mythology; beloved by generations

Circe Madeline Miller A novel reimagining the Odyssey's sorceress,
giving her voice, agency, and a rich inner life

Mythos and Heroes Stephen Fry Warm, witty retellings of Greek myths with
infectious enthusiasm and modern humor

Discussion Questions

The Odyssey values "cunning over force" as its central theme. In a world that often celebrates strength,
power, and dominance, what does it mean to choose intelligence, patience, and adaptability instead? Can
you think of a situation in your own life or in the modern world where these "Odyssean" virtues proved
more valuable than force?

Penelope waits twenty years, and the epic treats her patience as heroic. But waiting is rarely celebrated in
modern culture, which tends to value action and speed. Is patience still a virtue today? What different
kinds of waiting - for justice, for healing, for opportunity, for love - does Penelope's story speak to?

The Odyssey suggests that the greatest sufferings can be survived, and that home is worth any sacrifice.
Do you agree? What does "home" mean to you - is it a place, a person, a state of mind? And what does
Odysseus's story suggest about how we are changed by the struggles we endure to reach it?

CHAPTER THIRTY: PRONUNCIATION GUIDE

A Reference for Greek Names in the Text

ABOUT THIS GUIDE

The names in this book come from Ancient Greek, a language that used an entirely different alphabet
from the one you are reading now. When Greek names entered English, they passed through Latin and
sometimes French on the way - which is why the names of Greek gods and heroes do not sound much like
the original Greek.

The pronunciations given here are anglicized - that is, they have been adapted for English-speaking
mouths and ears. They are not exact replicas of Ancient Greek pronunciation. For example, Odysseus was
probably closer to oh-DIS-sef-ss in Ancient Greek, and Zeus would have sounded more like zdews than
the zoose English speakers use today.

A few useful tips:

In English versions of Greek names, ch usually sounds like k (Achilles = ah-KIL-eez)
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Ph usually sounds like f (Phoebus = FEE-buss)

Th usually sounds like the th in "thing," not the one in "this" (Thetis = THET-iss)

Eu usually sounds like yoo (Eurycleia = yoo-rih-CLAY-uh)
Ae usually sounds like ee (Aeaea = ee-EE-uh) or eh (Aegis = EE-jiss)

The accent usually falls on the syllable in bold in each entry below

THE ROYAL FAMILY OF ITHACA

Name Pronunciation
Odysseus oh-DISS-ee-uss
Penelope pen-EL-oh-pee
Telemachus tel-EM-ah-kuss
Laertes lay-UR-teez
Anticleia an-tih-KLY-uh
Eurycleia yoo-rih-CLAY-uh
Eumaeus yoo-MAY-uss
Philoetius fil-EE-tuss
Ctimene k-TIM-eh-nee
Autolycus aw-TOL-ih-kuss

THE GODS OF OLYMPUS

Name Pronunciation
Zeus zoose

Athena ah-THEE-nah
Poseidon poh-SYE-don
Hermes HER-meez
Helius HEE-lee-uss
Persephone per-SEF-oh-nee
Hera HEER-uh
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Who They Are

King of Ithaca; hero of the epic; the man of
many ways

Queen of Ithaca; Odysseus's faithful wife;
master of the weaving trick

Son of Odysseus and Penelope; prince of
Ithaca who grows into a man

Odysseus's father; former king of Ithaca; a
broken man restored

Odysseus's mother; died of grief during his
absence; a shade in the Underworld

Odysseus's childhood nurse; first to recognise
him by his scar

The swineherd; model of loyalty; raised
Odysseus's pigs for twenty years

The cowherd; stood with Odysseus during
the battle against the suitors

Odysseus's younger sister (mentioned
briefly); sent to Same for marriage

Anticleia's father; a famous trickster who
gave Odysseus his name

Who They Are

King of the gods; ruler of Olympus; god of
thunder and justice

Goddess of wisdom and war; Odysseus's
divine patron and protector

God of the sea; Odysseus's enemy after the
blinding of Polyphemus

Messenger of the gods; guide of souls; gave
Odysseus the moly herb

The Sun; a Titan god who drives his chariot
across the sky daily

Queen of the Underworld; wife of Hades;
goddess of spring's return

Queen of the gods; wife of Zeus; goddess of
marriage



Name

Hephaestus

Apollo

Artemis

Aphrodite

Hades

Demeter

Dionysus

THE SUITORS

Name

Antinous

Eurymachus

Amphinomus

Leodes

Amphimedon

Ctesippus

Eupeithes

ALLIES AND FRIENDS

Name

Nestor

Menelaus

Helen

Alcinous

Arete

Nausicaa
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Pronunciation

heh-FESS-tuss

ah-POL-oh

AR-teh-miss
af-roh-DYE-tee

HAY-deez

deh-MEE-ter

dye-oh-NYE-suss

Pronunciation

an-TIN-oh-uss

yoo-RIM-ah-kuss

am-FIN-oh-muss

lee-OH-deez

am-FIM-eh-don

teh-SIP-uss

yoo-PYE-theez

Pronunciation

NES-tor

men-uh-LAY-us

HEL-en

al-SIN-oh-uss

ah-REE-tee

naw-SIK-uh-uh
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Who They Are

God of the forge; craftsman of the gods;
maker of golden wonders

God of music, prophecy, and archery; sender
of plague and healing

Goddess of the hunt; twin sister of Apollo

Goddess of love and beauty; mother of Helen
(by some accounts)

God of the Underworld; brother of Zeus; not
evil, but stern and unyielding

Goddess of the harvest; mother of
Persephone; her grief creates the seasons

God of wine, ecstasy, and transformation;
mentioned in connection with revels

Who They Are

Son of Eupeithes; leader of the suitors; the
most arrogant and violent

The smooth-talker; second-in-command to
Antinous; persuasive but false

Son of Nisus; the best of the suitors; decent
but unable to break free

The soothsayer among the suitors; tried to
stop the bow contest

A suitor killed in the battle; his ghost tells the
story in the Underworld

A suitor who threw a cow's hoof at
Odysseus; violent and cruel

Father of Antinous; rallied the suitors'
families for vengeance

Who They Are

King of Pylos; wise old warrior; tells
Telemachus stories of Troy

King of Sparta; husband of Helen; brother of
Agamemnon

Daughter of Zeus; wife of Menelaus; the
world's most beautiful woman

King of the Phaeacians; generous host who
sends Odysseus home with gifts

Queen of the Phaeacians; wife of Alcinous;
perceptive and dignified

Princess of the Phaeacians; first to show
Odysseus kindness in his wanderings



Name

Demodocus

Mentor

Peisistratus

Theoclymenus

Dolius

Medon

Phemius

THE MONSTERS AND WITCHES

Name

Polyphemus

Circe

Calypso

Scylla

Charybdis

The Sirens

The Laestrygonians

Aeolus

The Lotus-Eaters

THE UNDERWORLD

Name

Tiresias

Elpenor

Agamemnon

Achilles
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Pronunciation

deh-MOD-oh-kuss

MEN-tor

pay-sis-TRAT-uss

thee-oh-KLIM-ih-nuss

DOH-lee-uss

MEE-don

FEE-mee-uss

Pronunciation

pol-ih-FEE-muss

SUR-see

kah-LIP-soh

SIL-uh

kah-RIB-diss

SYE-renz

les-trih-GOH-nee-anz

EE-oh-luss

LOH-tuss

Pronunciation

ty-REE-see-ass

el-PEE-nor

ag-ah-MEM-non

ah-KIL-eez
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Who They Are

The blind bard of Scheria; singer of tales;
Homer's self-portrait

Trusted friend of Odysseus; Athena often
disguises herself as him

Nestor's youngest son; accompanies
Telemachus to Sparta

A fugitive prophet; reads ominous omens for
Telemachus on Ithaca

Old servant of Laertes; tends the orchard
with his six sons

The herald in Odysseus's palace; spared for
his loyalty to Telemachus

The bard forced to sing for the suitors; spared
at Telemachus's request

Who They Are

The Cyclops; son of Poseidon; blinded by
QOdysseus; cursed him forever

The sorceress of Aeaea; transforms men into
pigs; becomes Odysseus's lover and guide

The sea nymph of Ogygia; holds Odysseus
captive for seven years

Six-headed sea monster; snatches men from
ships; dwells in a high cave

A vast whirlpool that swallows the sea three
times daily

Singing creatures whose music lures sailors
to wreck upon the rocks

Giant cannibals; destroyed eleven of
QOdysseus's twelve ships

Keeper of the winds; gave Odysseus the bag
of winds

A people who eat a flower that makes men
forget their homes

Who They Are

The blind prophet of Thebes; retains his
wisdom even in death

Youngest crewman; fell from Circe's roof;
begged Odysseus for burial

King of Mycenae; commander at Troy;
murdered by Clytemnestra

Greatest warrior of the Trojan War; would
trade all glory for one day of life
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Name Pronunciation Who They Are

Ajax AY-jaks Second-greatest Greek warrior; killed himself
over a dispute; refuses to speak to Odysseus

Patroclus pah-TROH-kluss Achilles' beloved companion; killed at Troy;
his death drives Achilles to fight

Heracles HEH-rah-kleez The greatest Greek hero; completed twelve
labors; even in death, he terrifies

PLACES AND LOCATIONS

Name Pronunciation What It Is

Ithaca ITH-ah-kuh Odysseus's island kingdom; small, rocky, and
home

Pylos PYE-loss Nestor's kingdom on the west coast of the
Peloponnese

Sparta SPAR-tuh Menelaus and Helen's city; the wealthiest in
Greece

Scheria SKAIR-ee-uh The island of the Phaeacians; Odysseus's last
stop before home

Ogygia oh-JlJ-ee-uh Calypso's island; where Odysseus was
trapped for seven years

Aeaea ee-EE-uh Circe's island; a place where time passes
strangely

Thrinacia thri-NAY-see-uh The island of Helius's sacred cattle; the

crew's final disaster

Troy TROY The city that fell after ten years of war; where
Odysseus's long voyage began

Ismarus IZ-mah-russ City of the Cicones; Odysseus's first stop
after Troy; a disaster

Hades HAY-deez The Underworld; realm of the dead at the
western edge of the world

Mycenae my-SEE-nee Agamemnon's kingdom; the great fortress
city of Bronze Age Greece

Egypt EE-jipt Mentioned in Menelaus's wanderings; the
land of Proteus

Ethiopia ee-thee-OH-pee-uh A distant land where Poseidon receives
sacrifices; the gods visit there

Olympus oh-LIM-puss The mountain home of the gods; impossibly
high and beautiful

Parnassus par-NASS-uss The mountain where young Odysseus
received his hunting scar from a boar

THE GREEK ALPHABET

If you are curious about what these names look like in their original language, here is the Greek alphabet:

Greek Letter Name English Sound
Alpha A as in "father"
Beta B
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Greek Letter Name English Sound
Gamma G as in "go" (or NG before certain letters)
A Delta D
Epsilon E asin "bet"
Zeta ZD (in Ancient Greek) or Z
Eta AY (in Ancient Greek) or EE
Theta TH as in "thing"
lota | as in "machine"
Kappa K
Lambda L
v] Mu M
Nu N
Xi X (KS sound)
Omicron O asin "pot"
T Pi P
Rho R (trilled or rolled)
>/ Sigma S
Tau T
Upsilon OO (in Ancient Greek) or EE
Phi P with a puff of air (like PH)
Chi K with a puff of air (like Scottish "loch")
Psi PS
Q Omega O as in "tone"

Odysseus's name in Greek is - O-dys-seus. The polytropos hero, the man of many ways, the
complicated man who struggled across every sea to find his way home. His name, fittingly, may derive
from a word meaning "pain" or "trouble" - the one who causes and suffers it. In that sense, he has carried
his name perfectly across twenty years of wandering and into the hearts of every reader who has
followed him since.

CHAPTER 31: DISCUSSION QUESTIONS BY THEME

The following questions are organised by theme rather than by chapter, allowing readers, teachers, and
book clubs to explore the Odyssey from multiple angles. Some questions have been drawn from the
individual chapters and reframed to spark broader conversation. Others are new, designed to prompt
reflection on the epic as a whole. Each section may be used for classroom discussion, essay assignments,
or informal group exploration.

|. THE HERO'S JOURNEY

Odysseus travels from the battlefields of Troy to the palace of Ithaca by way of shipwreck, sorcery, and
the land of the dead. These questions examine what it means to be a hero in Homer's world, and how
Odysseus changes across his twenty-year absence.

Odysseus introduces himself to the Phaeacians as "known to all for my tricks" rather than as a great
warrior. What does this choice tell us about how he sees himself? Would you rather be known for your
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strength or your cleverness? (Drawn from Chapter 9)

Odysseus weeps when he recognizes Ithaca, despite having survived far more dangerous situations
without tears. Why is arriving home more emotionally overwhelming than facing monsters? What does
"home" mean to him at this point? (Drawn from Chapter 17)

The young Odysseus who left for Troy was already clever, but the man who returns to Ithaca has learned
patience, disguise, and restraint. Which of his experiences (the Cyclops, the Underworld, Calypso's island,
or life as a beggar) do you think changed him most? Why? (New)

After twenty years of adventure, Odysseus tells Penelope he would not trade one quiet hour at home for
all the wonders of the world. Do you believe him? Can a person experience extraordinary things and
return to ordinary life unchanged? (Drawn from Chapter 28)

2. FAMILY AND LOYALTY

The Odyssey is, at its heart, a story about families waiting, grieving, and reuniting. These questions
explore the bonds between parents and children, husbands and wives, masters and servants.

Penelope's twenty years of waiting are treated as heroic by the epic, yet waiting is rarely celebrated in
modern culture. Is patience still a virtue today? What different kinds of waiting (for justice, for healing, for
opportunity, for love) does Penelope's story speak to? (Drawn from Chapter 29)

When Odysseus and Telemachus embrace, both men weep openly despite being warriors. What does
Homer's portrayal of masculine emotion tell us about ancient Greek ideals of manhood, and how do they
compare to modern expectations? (Drawn from Chapter 19)

Eumaeus the swineherd gives his best food and his own bed to a beggar he has never met. What does his
hospitality reveal about his character, and how does it contrast with the suitors' behaviour in the palace?
(Drawn from Chapter 18)

Argos the hunting dog waits twenty years to see his master one last time, then dies peacefully. Why does
Homer include this small, private moment of loyalty amid the larger drama of the epic? What does Argos
represent? (New)

Three generations of Ithacan men (Laertes, Odysseus, and Telemachus) have each suffered in different
ways. How does their shared suffering become a source of strength rather than division? (Drawn from
Chapter 26)

3. HOME AND IDENTITY

No epic has ever devoted more care to the idea of home. These questions examine disguise, recognition,
and the symbols that bind Odysseus to Ithaca.

Penelope's test of the bed is one of the most famous scenes in literature. Why does she need to test
Odysseus at all, after Eurycleia has already recognised him and the suitors are dead? What does her
caution reveal about the kind of person twenty years of waiting has made her? (Drawn from Chapter 25)

The bed carved from the living olive tree has been called the central symbol of the Odyssey. What makes
this object so powerful as proof of identity? How does it connect Odysseus to Ithaca in a way that nothing
else could? (Drawn from Chapter 25)

Odysseus spends much of the epic in disguise: as a beggar, as a Cretan fugitive, even as "Nobody" in the
Cyclops's cave. What do these disguises have in common? Is there a difference between hiding who you

© 2026 MYTHOPOUCH - AGES 15+ - PAGE 115



MYTHOPOUCH RETELLING - THE ODYSSEY

are and becoming who you must be to survive? (New)

Euryalus insults Odysseus because he looks like a beggar, not a hero. Why do appearances matter so
much in the Odyssey? What other scenes in the epic turn on someone being misjudged by how they look?
(Drawn from Chapter 8)

4. GODS AND FATE

The gods of the Odyssey intervene constantly, yet mortals still make choices that matter. These questions
explore the tension between divine will and human agency.

Calypso holds Odysseus for seven years, then is ordered to release him against her will. She has been his
captor, but she also saved his life and cared for him. Is she a villain, a victim, or something more
complicated? (Drawn from Chapter 5)

Athena appears as Mentor but does not fight directly against the suitors. Why does Homer have the
goddess hold back rather than simply destroy the suitors herself? What does this suggest about the
relationship between divine power and human responsibility? (Drawn from Chapter 23)

The crew opens the bag of winds because they suspect Odysseus is hiding treasure from them. Their
distrust costs them everything. Are the gods punishing them, or are they punishing themselves? Where
does human choice end and divine punishment begin in the Odyssey? (New - draws from Chapter 11)

Athena delays the dawn so Odysseus and Penelope can have more time together. What does this small,
gentle intervention say about the relationship between gods and humans, compared to the violent
interventions we have seen elsewhere in the epic? (Drawn from Chapter 25)

5. CUNNING VERSUS STRENGTH

nn nn

The Greek word for Odysseus is polytropos - "of many ways,
consistently values intelligence over brute force.

much-turning," "cunning." The Odyssey

Odysseus's plan to blind Polyphemus relies on deception rather than force. Is it ever right to use trickery
against an enemy? What does this story suggest about the value of intelligence over strength? (Drawn
from Chapter 10)

The Sirens promise knowledge, not treasure or power. Why is this the perfect temptation for Odysseus?
What does it reveal about his character that he wants to hear their song so desperately? (Drawn from
Chapter 14)

After escaping the Cyclops, Odysseus cannot resist shouting his real name. His pride (hubris) costs him
dearly. When does cunning cross the line into arrogance? Can you think of moments when Odysseus's
cleverness actually works against him? (New - draws from Chapter 10)

The bow is described as a "living" thing that judges the men who try to bend it. How does Homer turn a
weapon into a character with its own will, and what does it mean that only Odysseus can master it?
(Drawn from Chapter 22)

6. JUSTICE AND VENGEANCE

The slaughter of the suitors raises difficult questions about fairness, proportion, and mercy. These
questions invite readers to wrestle with the moral complexity of the epic's climax.

Odysseus gives the suitors no chance to surrender or escape. Is this justice or vengeance? Can the two
ever be separated? (Drawn from Chapter 23)
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Amphinomus is the only suitor who showed Odysseus kindness, yet he dies too. What does his death
suggest about the cost of choosing the wrong company? Could he have saved himself? Should he have?
(Drawn from Chapter 23)

Odysseus begins his first day as restored king not with punishment but with reward - honouring the loyal
servants before addressing any other business. Why is this strategically wise and morally important?
(Drawn from Chapter 27)

The crew that slaughtered Helius's cattle was starving and desperate, not greedy or evil. Does this make
their punishment fair? What does the myth suggest about whether the gods should consider human
suffering when enforcing divine laws? (Drawn from Chapter 15)

Odysseus compensates the suitors' families from the suitors' own estates and gives grain to widows and
orphans. How has twenty years of wandering changed his understanding of justice? Would the young
Odysseus who left for Troy have made the same choices? (Drawn from Chapter 28)

7. STORIES AND STORYTELLING

The Odyssey is a story about storytelling. Odysseus narrates his own adventures; bards sing of Troy;
Penelope weaves and unweaves her own narrative. These questions examine why we tell stories and
what they mean.

Demodocus the blind bard makes Odysseus weep with his songs of Troy. What does this tell us about the
power of music and storytelling to bring back memories? Have you ever had a song or story unexpectedly
bring back strong emotions? (Drawn from Chapter 7)

The Odyssey shifts to first-person narration when Odysseus tells his tale to the Phaeacians. Why might
Homer have chosen to let Odysseus speak for himself? How does hearing the hero as his own bard
change our understanding of him? (New - draws from Chapter 9)

Menelaus had to capture and hold Proteus through his many transformations to get the truth. What might
this story suggest about how truth is obtained in the world of the Odyssey? Is knowledge freely given, or
must it be wrestled from reluctant sources? (Drawn from Chapter 4)

The epic ends not with divine intervention or heroic battle, but with a quiet moment between husband
and wife on a terrace overlooking the sea. Why might Homer have chosen this ending? What does it
suggest about what the poem truly values? (Drawn from Chapter 28)

8. THE ANCIENT WORLD

These questions connect the Odyssey to the real world of Bronze Age and Archaic Greece - its
archaeology, its social customs, its religious beliefs, and its enduring influence.

Achilles says he would rather be a servant on earth than king of the dead. What does this tell us about
how Homer and the ancient Greeks viewed the afterlife? How does it compare to other visions of heaven
and hell you have encountered? (Drawn from Chapter 13)

The Phaeacians give Odysseus extraordinary gifts and a magical ride home. What does their generosity
reveal about the importance of xenia - sacred hospitality - in Greek culture? Why was this value so central
to ancient Mediterranean life? (Drawn from Chapter 16)

Archaeologists have found ruins of great palace complexes on Ithaca and at Mycenae that match
descriptions in the Odyssey. How does knowing that Homer's world had real physical foundations change
how you read the poem? (New)

© 2026 MYTHOPOUCH - AGES 15+ - PAGE 117



MYTHOPOUCH RETELLING - THE ODYSSEY

Odysseus tries to embrace his mother's ghost three times, and she slips through his fingers "like smoke."
Why do you think Homer included this heartbreaking detail? What does it say about the relationship
between the living and the dead in ancient Greek belief? (Drawn from Chapter 13)

The Odyssey has survived for nearly three thousand years, longer than any other work of Western
literature except the Iliad. What makes it universal? Which themes in the poem feel as relevant today as
they would have felt to a Greek listener in 700 BCE? (New)

A NOTE FOR TEACHERS, PARENTS, AND BOOK CLUBS

These questions are designed to be flexible. Use them as opening prompts for classroom discussion, as
essay assignments for older students, or as conversation starters at book club meetings. Each thematic
section can stand alone, though readers will gain the most from exploring several sections together and
noticing how the themes echo one another.

For essay assignments, consider asking students to trace a single theme - cunning versus strength, for
example, or the nature of loyalty - across the entire epic, using specific scenes as evidence. For book
clubs, the "Home and Identity" and "Justice and Vengeance" sections tend to spark the liveliest debates.
For younger readers, begin with "The Hero's Journey" and "Family and Loyalty" before moving to the more
complex moral questions.

The goal is not to arrive at a single correct answer. The Odyssey has survived three millennia precisely
because it refuses to be simple. The best discussions are the ones that leave participants still thinking
long after the conversation has ended. s e

CHAPTER 32: CHARACTER REFERENCE

The Odyssey contains dozens of characters - gods, mortals, monsters, ghosts, and faithful animals -
whose paths cross across twenty years of war, wandering, and homecoming. This reference is organised
by role to help readers keep track of who is who, what they desire, and what fate holds in store for them.
Pronunciations are given in parentheses on first appearance of each name.

I. THE ROYAL FAMILY OF ITHACA
The heart of the epic: the family torn apart by the Trojan War and slowly, painfully restored.

Name Role Key Trait First Appearance What They Want What They Get
Odysseus King of Ithaca; Cunning (polytropos), Ch 1 (mentioned); Ch To return home and Restored as king;
(oh-DISS-ee-uss) protagonist of the patient, eloquent, 5 (onscreen) be reunited with his reunites with
epic self-aware family Penelope,
Telemachus, and
Laertes
Penelope Queen of Ithaca; wife  Clever, dignified, Ch1 To keep her home Reunited with
(pen-ELL-oh-pee) of Odysseus cautiously strategic, and son safe until Odysseus; restored
patient Odysseus returns as queen
Telemachus Son of Odysseus and  Earnest, growing in Ch1 To find his father and Becomes a man;
(tel-EM-ah-kuss) Penelope; prince of confidence, loyal reclaim his home fights at his father's
Ithaca side; established as
prince
Laertes Former king of Ithaca; Proud, broken by Ch 1 (mentioned); Ch  To die in peace, Reunited with
(lay-AlR-teez) father of Odysseus grief, still capable of a 26 (onscreen) having lost his son Odysseus; restores
warrior's strength and wife his orchard; finds

purpose again
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Name Role Key Trait First Appearance What They Want What They Get
Anticleia Wife of Laertes; Gentle, accepting, Ch 13 (in the To see her sononce  Speaks with
(an-tih-KLY-uh) mother of Odysseus  proud of her son Underworld) more, even in death Odysseus in the
Underworld; learns
her grandson has
grown brave
2. THE GODS

The Olympians intervene constantly in human affairs - sometimes helping, sometimes hindering, always
operating by their own rules.

Name Role Key Trait First Appearance What They Want What They Get
Athena Goddess of wisdom  Wise, encouraging, Ch 1 (as Mentes) To help Odysseus Sees her favorite
(ah-THEE-nuh) and war; divine delights in cunning return and defeat the mortal restored to his
patron of Odysseus suitors home and kingdom
Zeus (zyoos) King of the gods; Authoritative, Ch b5 To maintain order Orders Calypso to
ruler of Olympus ultimately responsive among gods and release Odysseus;
to Athena's pleas mortals thunders approval of
Athena's peace
Poseidon God of the sea; father Worathful, relentless, Ch 5 (mentioned); Ch To punish Odysseus  Destroys Odysseus's
(poh-SY-dun) of Polyphemus nursing a grudge 10 (invoked by curse) for blinding his son raft; punishes the
Phaeacians
Hermes (HER-meez) Messenger of the Quick, playful, Chb To deliver divine Brings orders to
gods efficient messages and aid Calypso; gives
Odysseus the moly
herb
Helius (HEE-lee-uss) Titan god of the Sun  Ancient, terrible in his Ch 15 Vengeance for the Receives Zeus's
demand for justice slaughter of his promise that the
sacred cattle desecrators will be
destroyed
Persephone Queen of the Silent, formidable, Ch 13 To maintain her realm Alluded to as the

(per-SEF-oh-nee) mentioned as
presiding over the

dead

Underworld; wife of
Hades

power that allows
shades to speak

3. THE SUITORS

The young nobles who occupy Odysseus's palace, consume his wealth, and demand Penelope's hand in
marriage. They are the primary antagonists of the Return.

Name

Antinous
(an-TIN-oh-uss)

Eurymachus
(yoo-RIM-ah-kuss)

Amphinomus
(am-FIN-oh-muss)

Leodes
(lee-OH-deez)

Role

Leader of the suitors;
son of Eupeithes

Second-in-command
among the suitors

The most decent
suitor; son of Nisus

A suitor; the palace
soothsayer

Key Trait

Arrogant, violent,
entitled

Smooth-talking,
cowardly when
cornered

Polite, troubled by
conscience, unable to
break free

First Appearance

Ch1

Ch1

Ch 20

Weak, foresees doom Ch 22

but cannot prevent it
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What They Want

To marry Penelope
and rule Ithaca

To win Penelope and
the throne

To marry Penelope,
but troubled by his
moral awareness

To win the bow
contest

What They Get

Killed by Odysseus's
first arrow through
the throat

Begs for mercy; is
refused; dies fighting

Dies in the slaughter
despite his decency

Fails to string the
bow; killed in the
slaughter



Name

Ctesippus
(teh-SIP-uss)

Role

A suitor from Same

4. ALLIES AND FRIENDS

Key Trait

Cruel, throws an
ox-hoof at the beggar

MYTHOPOUCH RETELLING - THE ODYSSEY

First Appearance

Ch 20

What They Want

To humiliate the
beggar and claim
Penelope

What They Get

Killed by Philoetius
during the battle

The faithful servants, hospitable kings, and generous strangers who help Odysseus and Telemachus
along their paths.

Name

Eumaeus
(yoo-MEE-uss)

Philoetius
(fil-EE-tuss)

Eurycleia
(yoo-rih-KLY-uh)

Argos (AR-goss)

Nestor (NESS-tor)

Peisistratus
(pih-sis-TRAH-tuss)

Menelaus
(men-eh-LAY-uss)

Helen (HEH-lun)

Alcinous
(al-SIN-oh-uss)

Arete (ah-REE-tee)

Nausicaa
(now-sih-KAY-uh)

Demodocus
(deh-MOD-oh-kuss)

Role

Swineherd;
Odysseus's most
loyal servant

Cowherd; faithful
servant

Odysseus's childhood
nurse

Odysseus's old
hunting dog

King of Pylos; oldest
Greek warrior at Troy

Nestor's youngest
son

King of Sparta;
husband of Helen

Wife of Menelaus;
the most beautiful
woman in the world

King of the
Phaeacians

Queen of the
Phaeacians

Princess of the
Phaeacians; daughter
of Alcinous and Arete

Blind bard of the
Phaeacian court

Key Trait

Warm, dignified,
principled, tears
easily when speaking
of his master

Loyal, direct, brave

Warm, shrewd, fierce
under pressure

The most moving
symbol of loyalty in
literature

Wise, talkative, full of
stories

Helpful, loyal,
becomes
Telemachus's
companion

Direct, soldierly,
capable of surprising
tenderness

Wise, perceptive,
generous, complex

Hospitable,
observant, proud of
his people

Perceptive, dignified,
quietly authoritative

Young, perceptive,
generous beyond her
years

Divinely gifted;
makes the past live
through song

5. THE MONSTERS AND WITCHES
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First Appearance

Ch 18

Ch 22

Ch21

Ch 20

Ch3

Ch3

Ch4

Ch4

Ch7

Ch7

Che6

Ch7

What They Want

To serve his master
faithfully; to see
Odysseus return

To protect the
household

To serve the house
she has known all her
life

To see his master one
last time

To offer hospitality
and counsel

To aid his father's
guest

To live in peace after
the war

To use her wisdom to
help others

To be a good king
and generous host

To protect her
household and
discern truth

To help the
shipwrecked stranger
with dignity

To sing truth through
his art

What They Get

Granted land, a stone
house, freedom, and
a wife

Granted valley
pasture, fifty cattle,
and a seat of honour

honoured as mother
of the house; given
gold and silver

Recognizes
Odysseus; wags his
tail; dies peacefully

Welcomes
Telemachus; sends
his son Peisistratus
with him

Accompanies
Telemachus to
Sparta; returns safely

Tells Telemachus
that Odysseus is alive

Recognizes
Telemachus; gives
him gifts

Sends Odysseus
home with treasures;
loses a ship to
Poseidon

Confronts Odysseus
directly; wins his trust
and story

Watches Odysseus
reveal himself at
court

Sings three songs
that move Odysseus
to tears
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The supernatural obstacles Odysseus faces on his voyage - creatures of nightmare who test his cunning,
his leadership, and his will to survive.

Name

Polyphemus
(pol-ih-FEE-muss)

Circe (SIR-see)

Calypso
(kah-LIP-soh)

Scylla (SKILL-uh)

Charybdis
(kah-RIB-diss)

The Sirens (SY-renz)

Laestrygonians (less
-trih-GOH-nee-unz)

Role

Cyclops; son of
Poseidon

Sorceress dwelling
on Aeaea

Sea nymph dwelling
on Ogygia

Six-headed sea
monster

Monstrous whirlpool

Singing creatures
who lure sailors to
doom

Cannibal giants

6. THE UNDERWORLD

Key Trait

Brutal, solitary,
terrifying, outwitted
by cunning

Commanding, lonely,
maternal, ultimately
helpful

Passionate, wounded,
dignified in defeat

Lethal, swift,
unavoidable

Devouring,
inescapable if too
close

Beautiful, offering
forbidden knowledge

Vicious,
overwhelming in
numbers

First Appearance

Ch 9 (glimpsed); Ch
10 (full encounter)

Ch12

Chb

Ch 14

Ch 14

Ch 14

Ch12

What They Want

To eat Odysseus's
crew

To keep Odysseus
with her

To keep Odysseus
forever

To feed on sailors
passing through her
strait

To swallow ships
whole

To entice sailors with
their song of all that
is and was

To destroy and
consume strangers

What They Get

Blinded by the
heated olive-wood
stake; curses
Odysseus

Surrenders to him;
restores his men;
hosts them for a year

Releases him as
ordered; watches him
sail away

Kills six of
Odysseus's men

Nearly destroys
Odysseus's ship

Odysseus hears their
song but survives; the
crew rows past

Destroy eleven of
Odysseus's twelve
ships

The shades Odysseus encounters in the land of the dead, each carrying wisdom, warning, or sorrow from

beyond the grave.

Name

Tiresias
(ty-REE-see-ass)

Elpenor (el-PEN-or)

Agamemnon
(ag-ah-MEM-non)

Achilles
(ah-KILL-eez)

Ajax (AY-jaks)

Role

Blind prophet of
Thebes

Youngest crewman of
Odysseus

King of Mycenae;
murdered husband

Greatest warrior of
the Trojan War

Second-greatest
fighter at Troy

Key Trait

Authoritative, the
only shade who
retains true wisdom

Forgettable in life;
unforgettable in
death

Bitter, commanding,
terrible with the
memory of his murder

Proud still, but
broken by the truth of
death

Unforgiving; silence
as the loudest
accusation
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First Appearance

Ch13

Ch 13

Ch13

Ch13

Ch13

What They Want

To speak the truth
the gods allow

A proper burial so his
ghost can rest

To warn every
returning hero never
to trust fully

To know his son lives
with honour

To hold onto his
grievance even in
death

What They Get

Delivers his
prophecy; maps
Odysseus's path
home

Receives Odysseus's
promise to burn his
body

Warns Odysseus to
test Penelope;
praises her
faithfulness

Learns Neoptolemus
is brave; declares he
would choose life
over glory

Turns his back on
Odysseus; refuses to
speak
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Name Role Key Trait First Appearance What They Want What They Get
Anticleia Mother of Odysseus  Gentle, accepting, Ch 13 To see her sononce  Speaks with
(an-tih-KLY-uh) bearing news of more Odysseus; tells him

7. ENEMIES AND TRAITORS

Those who betray Odysseus's household from within - the disloyal servants who sided

and paid the price.

home

of Penelope's
faithfulness and
Laertes's sorrow

with the suitors

Name Role Key Trait First Appearance What They Want What They Get

Melanthius Goatherd; traitor to Cruel, mocks the Ch 20 To serve the suitors Mutilated and thrown

(mel-AN-thee-uss) Odysseus's beggar, supplies the and profit from their  to the dogs
household suitors occupation

Melantho Treacherous servant  Insolent, mocks the Ch 20 To rise in status Hanged along with

(mel-AN-thoh) girl; sister of beggar, sleeps with through alliance with eleven other disloyal
Melanthius the suitors the suitors servant women

The Suitors Young nobles of Arrogant, entitled, Ch1l To marry Penelope AlL 108 killed in the

(collective) Ithaca and consuming and rule Ithaca hall; their ghosts led

surrounding islands

to Hades by Hermes

8. MENTORS AND PROPHETS

Those who guide, warn, and instruct - the wise figures who help Odysseus and Telemachus find their
way.

Name Role Key Trait First Appearance What They Want What They Get

Athena (as Mentor, Goddess disguised as  Wise, encouraging, Ch 1 (as Mentes); Ch  To inspire Succeeds in both; her

MEN-tor) Mentor, an old family plants courage in the 2 (as Mentor) Telemachus and mortal favorite is
friend hesitant guide Odysseus restored

Tiresias Blind prophet of Solid, sure, Ch 13 To deliver the His guidance haunts

(ty-REE-see-ass) Thebes (also listed in  authoritative prophecy truthfully every choice
Underworld) Odysseus makes

Theoclymenus (thee- Prophet from Argos;  Dire in his prophecies, Ch 19 To serve as a truthful His omen of the hawk

oh-KLIM-en-uss) descendant of dignified in bearing prophet and dove proves true;
Melampus sent home with silver

and thanks
Phemius Bard forced to sing Trapped between Ch1 To survive by Spared by Odysseus

after Telemachus
vouches for him

(FEE-mee-uss) for the suitors loyalty and survival pleasing whoever

holds power

CHARACTERS BY CHAPTER OF FIRST APPEARANCE

For readers trying to recall when a particular character entered the story, the following list organizes all
major figures by the chapter in which they first appear onscreen (not merely mentioned in passing).

Chapter Characters First Seen

Ch1 Odysseus (mentioned), Penelope, Telemachus, Athena (as Mentes),
Antinous, Eurymachus, Phemius

Ch 2 Athena (as Mentor)
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Chapter Characters First Seen

Ch3 Nestor, Peisistratus

Ch4 Menelaus, Helen

Chb Odysseus (onscreen), Calypso, Hermes, Zeus

Ch6 Nausicaa

Ch7 Alcinous, Arete, Demodocus

Ch 8 Euryalus, Laodamas

Ch9 Polyphemus (glimpsed)

Ch 10 Polyphemus (full encounter)

Ch11 Aeolus, Elpenor

Ch 12 Circe, Eurylochus, Laestrygonians

Ch 13 Tiresias, Elpenor (as ghost), Anticleia, Agamemnon, Achilles, Ajax,
Persephone (alluded to)

Ch 14 Scylla, Charybdis, The Sirens

Ch 15 Helius

Ch 16 (No new major characters)

Ch 17 Poseidon (onscreen via storm)

Ch 18 Eumaeus

Ch 19 Theoclymenus, Odysseus (revealed to Telemachus)

Ch 20 Argos, Melanthius, Melantho, Amphinomus, Irus, Ctesippus

Ch21 Eurycleia (major role), Penelope (major test scene)

Ch 22 Philoetius (major role), Leodes

Ch 23 (AUl characters previously introduced)

Ch 24 Eupeithes, Amphimedon (as ghost)

Ch 25 (All characters previously introduced)

Ch 26 Laertes (onscreen), Dolius

Ch 27 (AWl characters previously introduced)

Ch 28 (All characters previously introduced)
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