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"Well—at least we lost no lives in the land of the lotus-eaters. And at least there was some hospitality there, useless though it was. The next isle where we put ashore was a far more dangerous place—if only I had known. It seemed pleasant enough from afar. The chink of goat bells in the hills—that's a promising sound to hungry men. We an​chored, and I led everyone a little way inland, up to a cave: huge and stinking though it was, clearly someone's dwelling place. There were cheeses hanging from the roof, and massive pails of milk and whey; a few lambs penned in​side, and the ashes of an open fire still warm. We helped ourselves to what was there. I'd brought along some bar​rels of good strong wine from our hold to offer our host— whoever he might be.
"Whoever, indeed. I guessed he might be big; but when he came back from his pasture grounds, driving his flocks through the mouth of the cave, he loomed up larger than I feared—he blocked out the light. A shaggy colossus. Then I recognized just what sort of monster we were encounter​ing. In the middle of his head, there was the glowering circle of a single eye. He was a Cyclops—from a tribe of one-eyed giants that have never baked bread, or bothered themselves with the rules of society. I knew at once there'd be no gracious welcome here.
"He shut the cave. He had no door: he just rolled an enormous rock across its entrance. I think he sniffed us straightaway; at any rate, he soon caught sight of us. He asked us what we were doing in his den. I explained that we were on our way home from Troy, spared from death by the will of Zeus; and beseeched this stranger that if he had any respect for the laws of Zeus, we should be treated kindly.

"The Cyclops merely laughed. With one sweep of his hairy arm, he grabbed two of my men, and squeezed them in his fist. Their bodies broke like brushwood in his grasp; their brains bubbled out of their skulls. He stuffed them into his mouth, then reached for a bucket of milk to wash them down. 'Nice snack,' he said, licking his chops. 'To​morrow, I'll have second helpings of that!' Then he lay down in a pile of straw and fell into contented sleep.
"I know what you're thinking. I had my sword with me. With a few good thrusts into his bulging midriff, I might have finished him off. But then how would we get out of the cave? Not even with all of us pushing could we have shifted that almighty boulder. It blocked our only passage of escape from the Cyclops' rancid hole.
"I lay restless all night, wondering what to do. Some of the men dozed off, which was their misfortune: for when the Cyclops awoke, he seized two of them, and scoffed them straightaway. I watched him milk the straining ewes, and saw how all of his precious flocks were then ready to be herded outside. He shifted the stone, drove out his ani​mals—then carefully closed the cave behind him, whistling as he went.
"It was time to prepare my plan. In among the muck and straw I'd found a length of wood—some stave our shepherd had left behind: a stick to him, of course, but to us as hefty as a ship's mast. I put some of my crew to trim​ming this pole, and sharpening one end to a point. I de​tailed four of them to join me as handlers of the stake, and explained what we were going to attempt. Then I opened up one of the great jars of wine we had brought, and waited for the Cyclops to return.
"He was back by nightfall with his sheep. Before I had chance to address him, the brute snatched two more un​fortunates, and devoured them. Still I took one of the hol-
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low gourds he used to scoop up milk, and filled it to the brim with purple wine. 'Cyclops,' I said, 'you don't de​serve this. But let me offer you what I have. Here—taste what we brought aboard our ship.'
"The simpleton! He curled his hand around the cup, raised it to his lips, and tipped it straight back. 'Very good!' says he. 'What is it?' 'A gift from the gods,' I replied. 'A re​ward for decent people—those who eat bread, not their fellow beings.' 'Give me more,' he demanded, 'and tell me your name, that I may do something decent in exchange.'
"My brain was working fast. 'Tell me yours' I asked, pouring another hearty draft of wine. 'I'm famous, I am,' he said, with a disgusting great belch. ''Polyphemus the far-famed is who I am.' 'Oh, great Polyphemus,' I said, 'I fear I'm not famous at all. They call me Nobody.' 'Nobody!' he exclaims, taking a third cupful now. 'Well, my dear No​body,' he says, half giggling, 'here's my gift to you. Be​cause you've been so very kind to me—brought me this delicious boon of yours—I shall eat you last of all.' With that he gave a huge guffaw, and fell back, drunk and stupe-fled,
"No sooner had he collapsed than I stoked up the fire. When the embers were glowing, I put the end of our stake in the heat. Then it was time to use the tool. We raised the pole, steadied our aim—and plunged it hard where it be​longed: straight into the sole eye socket of the snoring gi​ant. The red-hot point sizzled as it struck, and I twisted it in like a drill. The Cyclops emitted a hideous roar, and we all fell back in fright. But the damage was done. He hoicked the log from his eye; with it came a spout of blood and a gush of foul slime. Still roaring, he groped his way to the mouth of his lair, and bellowed into the night.
"We were still crouched deep within the cave. But we heard, from nearby mountainsides, the sound of other Cyclops-giants responding to his cries.

" 'Polyphemus!' they called to him. 'What's the racket all about? Has someone attacked you there?'
"I couldn't help smiling as I heard the reply that Polyphemus yelled. 'Nobody!' he hollered. 'Nobody's attack​ing me!'
"There was a silence at this. Then came a few chuckles, and one of his fellow monsters said: 'Ah, Polyphemus, you go back to sleep. You'll feel better by dawn.'
"Now there was just one more part of my scheme to carry through. As I thought he would, Polyphemus, still groaning with pain, squatted at the entrance to the cave, determined to prevent us slipping out when first light came. But with us in the gloom there crowded his bleating flock—sleek and well-fed specimens they were. Foraging some lengths of twine, I hitched these sheep together in threes, and tied each of my men to the underside of the middle beast. For myself, I picked the woolliest ram there was, and clung beneath its greasy fleece. The silly animals set up a clamor, bleating to get out. Their master knew they had to graze. It was almost pathetic, to hear him crooning to each one of them as they trotted out, telling them not to get stuck in briars or fall into a stream. When it came to my ram, I had to hold on hard while Polyphe​mus stroked and chatted to his favorite charge. Soon as we were out, of course, I cut the men loose and we sprinted down to the shore. It was a lucky escape."
Odysseus paused, and held out his cup. The king him​self obliged. "Luck?" exclaimed Alcinous. "What else but your quick-turning mind?"
"Perhaps," Odysseus conceded. "But then, I admit, I did something very foolish. As we recovered our vessel and put out to sea, we saw Polyphemus quite clearly, stumbling about on the slopes outside his cave. I couldn't resist it. I called out to him—to put him right about my name. 'Polyphemus,' I shouted, 'that was no Nobody, but Odys-
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seus, son of Laertes, who did you harm! I was victorious at Troy; now I shall go home and tell them how I beat you too!' "
"Rash," said Alcinous, "but forgivable ..."
"No. For one thing, Polyphemus in his rage started to pick up rocks, and hurl them in our direction. One hit and we'd have been sunk. Worse than that—the sightless Cy​clops prayed to his father for revenge."
"His father?"
"Poseidon, no less—the Shaker of the Earth."
"Oh heavens ..." murmured Alcinous.
"Yes," said Odysseus, bitterly. "Poseidon heard—and Poseidon delivered. Need you know more?"
He gazed around the company. The Phaeacians were, to a man, astonished, yet eager for further tales.
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Excerpt from:  Spivey, Nigel.  Songs on Bronze.  New York: Farrar, Straus, and Giroux, 2006.














Name:

1. The purpose of this story is:


a. to entertain

b. to inform

c. to warn about the dangers of sailing
d. to teach people to be nice to others

2. This passage is an example of (think carefully):


a. prose

b. poetry

c. epic poetry

d.  nonfiction

3. What did Odysseus bring to give to his host?


a. lotus flowers 
      b. strong wine

c. new weapons       d. plunder from Troy

4. On page 196, second paragraph, Odysseus says that the Cyclops have never baked bread.  He says this to imply that the Cyclops:


a. have strange customs        b. are in need of a good baker          c. are too big to cook food        d. are savage and uncivilized

5. “Their bodies broke like brushwood in his grasp” is an example of:

a. metaphor       b. situational irony        c. 2nd person point of view          d. simile

6. Based on how it is used throughout the story, the word “ewe” means:


a. you       b. a soldier       c. a lamb       d. a cow

7. “The red-hot point sizzled as it struck,” is an example of:

a. allusion     b. imagery      c. pun      d. simile

8. On page 198, second from the last paragraph, the word “bellowed” means:


a. cried       b. whispered      c. shouted       d. prayed

9. Why do the other Cyclops leave Polyphemus alone?


a. he is in a bad mood      b. they misunderstand who hurt him     c. they don’t like him    d. he was being punished by the gods

10. Why doesn’t Odysseus kill the Cyclops?


a. he can’t move the stone   b. he doesn’t have a strong enough sword     c. he doesn’t know how    d. Poseidon has forbidden it

11. This story shows Odysseus’s best quality, his:

a. heroicness    b. bravery       c. cleverness      d. good looks

12. This story also shows Odysseus’s hubris (his weak point), which is his:


a. pride       b. cowardly nature        c. his undeserving loyalty to his crew         d. love for his wife

