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      Praise for Daniel Mendelsohn’s translation of The Odyssey

      “It is a thrill to have Mendelsohn’s searingly faithful—and yet absolutely original—new translation of The Odyssey. Moving us expertly through the hero’s journey with profound learning and with a truly rare and exquisite attunement to the original’s formal textures and thematic nuances, Mendelsohn’s brilliant, supple, and radiant translation gives us not only the marvelously freighted yet buoyant craft itself, but the pulsing experience of its ongoing momentum and reach. His knowledge as a renowned classicist, his ear and eye for sound and image, his acuity in rendering the circuitous yet also self-arresting syntax (a journey of its own), and his ingeniously faithful line-by-hexameter-line rendering make for what will surely be the edition for our time and beyond. The breathtaking introduction and notes are tours de force and finesse, a superb frame for this—yes, heroic—triumph.”

      Jorie Graham, author of To 2040

      “Mendelsohn’s Odyssey is a vividly rendered experience that feels inward and mesmerizing. It doesn’t take us through a reportorial account of the adventures of Odysseus but deeply into the experience itself through an intense focus on speech and sounds, which are the essence of poetry. Highly recommended.”

      Joyce Carol Oates, author of Broke Heart Blues: A Novel

      “Here is the timeless Homeric river remade with timely majesty, molecule by glistening molecule.”

      Sebastian Barry, author of Old God’s Time

      “Mendelsohn has accomplished something that no recent translator has done so well: a translation that shows a striking fidelity not only to the poem’s language and thought but also to its formal properties. His approach makes this transla-tion ideal for any class in which an instructor wants the students to have a full sense of the poetics of Homeric epic and other orally based literature.”

      Deborah Roberts, Haverford College

      “Mendelsohn’s Odyssey is a majestic living poem, keenly responsive to the surge and subtlety of Homer’s Greek. He conveys the dignity of an ancient aristocratic world as well as the timeless drama of homecoming, monstrous encounters, fidelity, and self-revelation. A momentous achievement.”

      Rosanna Warren, author of So Forth: Poems

      “Neither jarringly contemporary nor distractingly archaic, Mendelsohn’s brilliant and necessary translation of The Odyssey is a testament to the enduring power and grace and beauty of Homer’s narrative.”

      Francine Prose, author of 1974

      “History’s greatest adventure story brought to us anew by America’s greatest living classicist—this is fast, fluent, thrilling, and a hugely impressive accomplishment.”

      Lee Child, author of the Jack Reacher novels

      “Mendelsohn is gifted with a wonderful surefootedness of imagination, an almost mystic insight into both the homely and the terrible beauties of antiquity: how it must have looked, felt, smelled, and sounded to its ordinary and its superhuman denizens alike. He has given us a lithe, deft, psychologically nuanced Odyssey. Timeless, cadenced, thrilling, and humane.”

      Michael Chabon, author of Moonglow: A Novel

      “The expertly crafted work of a true scholar-poet, Mendelsohn’s rich and rhythmical version hews closely to the Homeric verse line—it feels like the original. He brings into contemporary English not just the precise meaning of the Greek at every turn, but also fine-grained variations in the poem’s soundscape, diction, pace, and speech styles. Sharply focused on narrative nuance, lucid, vivid, and smart, this superb translation will entice new audiences to delight in the ancient epic.”

      Richard P. Martin, Isabelle and Antony RaubitschekProfessor in Classics, Stanford University

      “Following the roundabout journey of its hero and the seductive rhythm of lines packed with music and meaning, Mendelsohn’s fresh and vigorous translation re-minds me that what is at the heart of Homer’s epic—for all its sea-soaked adventures and creatures and gods—is entrancing poetry. His Odyssey is a homecoming worthy of the pleasure and dignity and endurance of the original.”

      Richie Hofmann, author of A Hundred Lovers

      “This Odyssey brilliantly succeeds in its ambitious plan to provide a worthy companion for our time to Richmond Lattimore’s classic Iliad. Mendelsohn’s long and flexible dactylic lines are eminently readable while communicating the heft and dignity of what the Greeks called Homer’s ‘heroic’ hexameter. With a scholarly and personal Introduction that sets out the major themes of the poem, Mendelsohn’s Odyssey will put all who read (and teach) the poem in English in possession of the most illuminating insights of modern scholarship while equipping them to understand the epic sympathetically and to appreciate the artistry of this astonishing work of ancient art and its uncannily modern hero.”

      Andrew Ford, author of Homer: The Poetry of the Past
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      For Jenny Strauss Clay,

      Mentor extraordinaire

      
        
          αὐτὸς ἐγὼν εἶδον θεὸν ἄμβροτον, ὅς ῥ’ Ὀδυσῆϊ

          ἐγγύθεν ἑστήκει καὶ Μέντορι πάντα ἐῴκει.

          ἀθάνατος δὲ θεὸς τοτὲ μὲν προπάροιθ’ Ὀδυσῆος

          φαίνετο θαρσύνων . . .

          I myself saw a deathless god standing next to Odysseus

          And in every way you could think of he had the look of Mentor.

          Sometimes that god immortal would appear in front of Odysseus,

          Urging him on . . .
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        Introduction

      
      In some ways, the Odyssey needs no introduction: it is everywhere around us. Over the nearly thirty centuries since Homer’s thrilling epic about the hero Odysseus’s homecoming from the Trojan War began to circulate, its story, characters, and themes have become so tightly woven into the fabric of our literature and art, music and drama, that they seem to us inevitable, natural. It’s with a start that we recall that someone had to invent them.

      Whether you’re reading Virgil’s Aeneid or watching The Wizard of Oz or Finding Nemo, you are enjoying a story that borrows the Odyssey’s plot: a hero, separated from home and loved ones, must wander among strange peoples and fantastical places during a difficult and often dangerous journey before arriving at last to reclaim both family and homeland. As you make your way through Dante’s Inferno, J. D. Salinger’s The Catcher in the Rye, or Stephen King’s Stand by Me, you are following a metaphorical arc first traced by Homer: the journey through space and time as a symbol for intellectual growth and discovery, for a deepening appreciation of the relationship of the self to the world, for the trajectory, finally, that we all follow from birth to death. The most suspenseful and exciting of the Odyssey’s plot twists—when the hero finally returns, he is in disguise and can thus secretly test the loyalty of those he left behind—has been endlessly recycled, from authors such as Alexandre Dumas (The Count of Monte Cristo) to filmmakers such as Ridley Scott (Gladiator). And the climactic testing of the Odyssey’s hero, who must prove both his identity and his worthiness to assume his destined role by meeting a series of challenges both physical and mental, has resurfaced in modern epics like Harry Potter and Game of Thrones.

      The Odyssey bequeathed to the West entire genres. The poem’s fascination with the alien creatures and unfamiliar cultures that its wandering hero confronts was the seed from which both fantasy literature and science fiction would eventually blossom; Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Star Trek share strands of an Odyssean DNA. The Odyssey also established the blueprint for the picaresque novel, whose rollicking narratives about sly characters barely scraping their way through a series of hair-raising escapades, from Don Quixote to The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, echo Odysseus’s progress from Troy (where the ingenious ruse he dreamed up, the Trojan Horse, won the war) through encounters with monsters, seductresses, and ghosts, to Ithaka, the home he strives so hard to reach. The marital drama of Odysseus and his wife, Penelope—a couple agonizingly separated, the man and woman each facing different kinds of peril, eventually reunited only after a tense test of wits proves to each that the other is an ideal mate—contains the germ of all romantic comedy. The pleasure readers experience when Elizabeth Bennet and Mr. Darcy finally come together at the end of Pride and Prejudice is a direct descendant of an emotion experienced by Homer’s audience thirty centuries ago as they listened to a bard sing of the reunion of Ithaka’s royal couple, fully revealed to each other at last after a separation of twenty years.

      The Odyssey has provided inspiration for a number of important modernist and contemporary authors. James Joyce’s 1922 classic Ulysses (the title uses the Roman name for Homer’s wandering hero) is composed of sections that are both named for and modeled on episodes of Homer’s epic: “Circe,” “Proteus,” “Lotos-Eaters,” and so forth. Motifs and characters from both the Iliad and the Odyssey resurface in Omeros, a 1990 epic poem on themes of colonialism and the Atlantic slave trade by the St. Lucian writer Derek Walcott, winner of the Nobel Prize, while the American poet Louise Glück, also a Nobel laureate, examined a collapsing marriage through a retelling of the Odyssey in her 1996 collection, Meadowlands. More recently, numerous women writers have taken the epic’s female characters and reimagined the events of Homer’s story from their points of view. In books such as Margaret Atwood’s Penelopiad and Madeline Miller’s Circe, the reorientation of narrative perspective reminds us that the ancient works, originally composed by men for primarily male audiences, are nonetheless rich in complex female characters whose literary potential is still being tapped.

      The large themes of Homer’s epic have proved to be enduring ones. The poem’s presentation of Odysseus as someone whose desperation to return home is tempered by an endless curiosity about the strange places through which he wanders provokes questions about how we navigate between the allure of adventure and the satisfactions of home. The depiction of the poem’s protagonist as a gritty survivor who—in stark contrast to the haughty warriors of the Iliad, for whom dying young in battle is a fair price to pay for everlasting glory—will stoop to virtually anything in order to stay alive demands that we reevaluate what we mean by the word “hero.” Odysseus’s fraught interactions with immortals such as the nymph Kalypso, whose offer of eternal life and youth he rejects in favor of returning to his aging wife, force us, like the hero, to grapple with the meaning of mortality and the value of human love, even as his relationships with his wife, his bedmates, his son, and his father offer insights into the relations between men and women, parents and children. And the epic’s complex portrayal of its morally ambivalent main character—a man whose impressive intellectual gifts, technological expertise, and “godlike” cunning nonetheless very often leave destruction and sorrow in their wake—often reads like a dark parable about Western civilization itself.

      The Odyssey further displays a marked interest in a subject that some readers are more likely to associate with the work of twentieth-century modernist writers: the workings of language and rhetoric, the nature of poetry and literature. Odysseus’s expertise as a talented raconteur (and, when the occasion demands, an expert liar), along with the epic’s many scenes of him and other characters telling, exchanging, and enjoying a tale whose point is clearly self-serving, raises tricky questions about the uses of narrative and its relationship to truth. Meanwhile, the Odyssey’s frequent references to and depictions of poets, singers, and bards, along with repeated episodes in which professional bards—like Homer himself—give performances on whose formal qualities and emotional power other characters comment, can lend the proceedings a startlingly “meta,” even postmodern feel.

      Strikingly modern, too, is the Odyssey’s sophisticated inquiry into the nature of identity. The vehicle for that investigation is the poem’s constantly shifting presentation of its chameleon-like hero, whose adeptness at both falsifying his appearance and fictionalizing his life story makes it almost impossible to trust what we think we know about him—and, hence, impossible to know who he is. The issue is slyly raised already in the Odyssey’s opening line, which avoids naming its protagonist, referring to him instead simply as “a man.” Not very helpfully, that same first line allots this nameless man precisely one adjective—polytropos, literally “having many twists and turns”—which, at once vague and yet suggestive of endless possibilities, seems intended simultaneously to illuminate and to confound our understanding of just who this man might be. Over the twelve thousand one hundred and nine lines that follow that opening, we see so many “turns” or facets of this character that it sometimes feels as if he is becoming more, rather than less, difficult to grasp as his story proceeds.

      

      And so we can read the Odyssey today with a bracing sense of déjà vu: we feel we know these narratives, we have met these characters, we recognize these themes. Yet the epic of Odysseus’s return is, in many ways, as unfathomably strange to us as the one-eyed giant Cyclops was to its hero. Its origins, even after centuries of scholarly investigations, are opaque, its poetic conventions sometimes offputtingly foreign, certain of its values passé when not outright repugnant.

      Small wonder. The Odyssey is the product of the civilization of Archaic Greece—that is, Greece before the classical era, before the “golden age” of Pericles, Greek tragedy, Athenian democracy, the Parthenon. That civilization flourished between around 750 BCE, when the Iliad and the Odyssey likely began circulating, and around 500 BCE—the moment when the Athenian democracy was established. But the civilization described in the Odyssey had flourished another half millennium earlier, in the final stage of the Late Bronze Age (ca. 1600–1150 BCE). This was the civilization of Greek kingdoms such as Mycenae, Argos, Tiryns, and Pylos, of the luxurious and sophisticated cities of Knossos on Crete and of Troy in Asia Minor. These states, known as “palace-cultures,” were organized around a royal palace, or megaron, as the center of social, political, and economic activity, and each palace was presided over by its warrior-king. The principal characters in both the Iliad and the Odyssey are such kings: Odysseus of Ithaka, Achilles of Phthía, Nestor of Pylos, Menelaos of Sparta, Agamemnon of Mycenae. Between 1200 and 1150 BCE, nearly all these cities were destroyed, probably as the result of both natural disasters (drought, earthquakes, fires) and of economic and political upheavals.1

      During the centuries after the fall of the Bronze Age palace-cultures—a period of such greatly reduced literacy and such minimal large-scale building and craft production that it was long referred to as Greece’s “Dark Ages”—the tales Homer would later tell about the Trojan War began circulating, aglow with idealized reminiscences of the civilization that had so suddenly vanished. These tales eventually coalesced into a grand sequence of epic verse narratives known as the Epic Cycle. Composed by various poets and together comprising many tens of thousands of lines and at least seventy-seven “books”—that is, papyrus scrolls—this cycle traced the arc of the war from its distant prehistory (the wedding of the parents of Achilles, the Greeks’ greatest warrior) through its proximate cause (the Trojan prince Paris’s seduction of Helen, the wife of the Spartan king Menelaos), to the events of the Trojan War itself, culminating in the Sack of Troy; and there-after the adventures of a number of the Greek warriors as they returned home (related in an epic known as the Nostoi, or “Returns”). The final bizarre ramification of the cycle’s most attenuated plotline was the slaying of Odysseus, in his old age, by his son Telégonos, his child by the witch Circe, related in a work called the Telegony, at the conclusion of which Telégonos marries Penelope and Telémakhos marries Circe(!). Of this cycle, only fragments and summaries survive. The only two complete epics about the Trojan War that have come down to us are the Iliad, about events that took place during the final year of the war, and the Odyssey, about the nostos, or “return,” of one particular hero. Scholars continue to debate the relationship between those two epics and the Epic Cycle: which came first, and which inspired the other.

      As distant as they were from each other, both the civilization that the Odyssey commemorates and the civilization that produced the epic shared a number of features that are profoundly alien to modern sensibilities. For one thing, both were deeply patriarchal cultures. Although they played key roles in religion and cults, women had no political rights or status, could not own property, and were themselves often little more than chattel, objects of exchange whose chief role was to produce children and perform homely domestic tasks. (Even the queens in the Homeric epics, from Helen of Troy to Penelope, are often depicted engaged in spinning and weaving; so, too, the goddesses Kalypso and Circe.) The economies of these cultures, moreover, were based largely on the labor of enslaved people—prisoners taken in war, victims of forced abductions—who, like many of the slaves depicted in both the Iliad and the Odyssey, spent their lives performing work both domestic and agricultural for masters who expected their loyalty as a matter of course. Hence, like other great works of literature from remote eras and different cultures, the Homeric epics present us with a classic conundrum: How can a work that seems to speak with such truth about so much that matters to us have been produced by a culture with certain institutions and values so alien to us? Only an attentive reading of the poem can begin to forge an answer to that question.

      As to the poem’s formal conventions, they are likely to strike modern readers as equally inscrutable. You don’t have to progress very far into the text before you notice a number of peculiarities unlike anything familiar from other literary encounters. Of these, the high degree of repetition is likely to be the most striking. Not only do most characters have descriptive epithets that are repeated nearly every time their names appear—“Athena of the bright owl-eyes,” “Telémakhos, sensible lad,” “Penelope, clear-thinking woman”—but entire lines and even whole passages are repeated, verbatim, throughout the poem. Scenes of feasting, for instance, nearly always include the line “Then they stretched out their hands toward the food that was spread before them,” while the end of the meal is just as regularly signaled by the phrase “But once they had put away their craving for drink and for food . . .” Between those two moments, Homer often repeats the following five-line passage, describing the dinner preparations and service:

      
        A maidservant brought in water, pouring it out from a ewer—

        Exquisite, wrought in gold—into a basin of silver,

        For the guest to wash his hands. Then she placed a table nearby.

        The housekeeper, worthy woman, brought the meal and served it,

        Glad to have so many dishes to set out from her storerooms inside.

        (1.136–40)

      

      Such devices were, in fact, almost certainly the products of the distinctive manner in which the epics were composed and transmitted—which is to say, not in writing but orally. The texts of both epics were long thought to have been the work of a single genius named Homer, who wrote his poems. Scholars began to reconsider the origins of the poems, however, in the late eighteenth century, when a manuscript of the Iliad containing not only the text of the epic but transcriptions of the “scholia”—the marginal notes by various ancient commentators that had accreted over the centuries—was discovered in Venice. These precious annotations were of enormous value in their own right, since relatively little has survived of the vast body of ancient scholarship and commentary on Homer, which was often impressively erudite. (The Roman geographer Strabo, a contemporary of the emperor Augustus, makes reference to a thirty-volume work by someone called Demetrius of Skepsis that treated just sixty-two lines of the second book of the Iliad.) But what was so exciting about the marginalia in the Venetian manuscript was that many of the notes, which referred to a number of ancient editions of the poems, concerned questions that the ancient commentators had about the authenticity of certain lines and passages. If the epics had been penned by a single author, scholars wondered, why were there so many variants already in ancient times? Could the authentic text by Homer be recovered by judiciously sifting through the variant versions?

      By the early nineteenth century, the Venetian manuscript and the writings of those who had studied it were roiling the intellectual and literary worlds by raising a different set of questions. What if there were no authentic Homeric versions of the poems—what if, indeed, there had been no Homer in the first place? As the century progressed, more and more classicists were persuaded that the epics must originally have been composed by illiterate oral poets in an era before the Greeks adopted an alphabet and writing became widespread; the Iliad and the Odyssey, they argued, could not have been the work of a single bard but instead represented an accumulation of smaller, self-contained poems (or “lays”) composed by different poets of different eras. Adherents of one school of thought, known as “Analysts”—from the Greek word analyô, “to break [something] down into its component parts”—claimed to be able to distinguish among the various strata of composition in each of the epics; some insisted that they could make out “original” versions of the poems lurking beneath the layers. The Analysts were opposed by so-called “Unitarians,” who continued to insist that the poems, whatever flaws in consistency and irregularities in style and coherence they might occasionally display, were the product of a single genius.

      The debate about the authorship and transmission of the epics, known as the “Homeric Question,” raged on into the twentieth century. In the 1920s and 1930s, a classicist named Milman Parry proposed a theory, based on an insight he had into Homer’s verbatim repetitions, that transformed the way we understand how the epics were composed. Parry suggested that those repeated lines, passages, and epithets—the latter almost always occurring in the same position within a line of verse—must have functioned as prefabricated placeholders for oral poets who composed their works in performance. The rigidly formulaic nature of the repetitions, he argued, were traces of a poetic process that combined memorization of traditional elements with improvisation: if the bard knew in advance how a line was going to end—“Zeus, who marshals the clouds,” say—or could count on being able to insert a formulaic passage of several lines, he could devote his energies to what we might think of as the “creative” parts. (It is worth noting, however, that within an oral tradition, a poet’s canny manipulation of traditional formulas and scenes could itself be considered creative.) Parry bolstered his hypothesis by drawing parallels between Homer’s epics and the epic verse of contemporary Yugoslav bards whom he had studied, who adapted and improvised on traditional material in the way he believed the Homeric performers may well have done.

      Most contemporary classicists, it seems safe to say, accept Parry’s core theory about the oral tradition in which the Homeric epics evolved. The poems likely began as relatively short compositions by preliterate bards who drew on traditional material—legends about the Trojan War, folklore about stock figures (wily tricksters, man-eating ogres, sage old kings), myths about the various gods—to fashion their songs. With each performance, they might elaborate on earlier compositions, refining and adding, even as they continued to rely on and employ traditional diction, epithets, and stock phrases and scenes. (Passages in the poem where a given epithet fits the meter but doesn’t fit the occasion were, according to Parry, traces of the poems’ origins as oral performances: see, for instance, the note on 1.29, p. 456.) As successive generations of poet-performers kept adding new material to their own and their peers’ works, individual lays—Achilles’ quarrel with Agamemnon over the enslaved captive Briseis, say, or Odysseus’s encounter with the Cyclops—presumably began to coalesce into larger works with grander arcs and themes: the climactic struggles of the Trojan War and what they tell us about the nature of human striving and mortality, Odysseus’s return from the war after twenty years and what it tells us about time and identity, family and home. Eventually, these increasingly vast works were committed to writing, possibly by a gifted poet-editor who collated the various versions known to him and assembled them into something like their present form.

      Just when this happened is, typically, up for debate. One theory that was long prevalent—based, in part, on comments by ancient authors such as Cicero—was that the first definitive written texts of the epics were compiled in the late 500s BCE on the orders of the Athenian ruler Peisístratos, who was keen to institute a recitation of the epics as part of a grand civic festival known as the Panathenaia. (For some scholars, this explains why a minor character in the Odyssey is called Peisístratos: an ingratiating nod to the event’s sponsor.) Such festivals, along with religious occasions, funeral games, and Panhellenic gatherings such as the quadrennial athletic games, were important venues for public recitations of the epics as well as other works. These performances, quite different from the intimate recitals in the courts of kings and nobles that are depicted in the epics themselves, were a vital part of Greek cultural life from the Archaic period on. The men who performed the recitations were known as rhapsodes, a term likely derived from the Greek verb “to stitch together,” presumably because they would piece together the mythic and folkloric material they inherited, the lays and various episodes, the traditional lines and formulas, into their performances. Ancient texts refer to a law enacted by a son of Peisístratos requiring that the epics be performed in their entirety at the Panathenaia, each work being divided into parts that were assigned to the rhapsodes by lot, with successive rhapsodes reciting the different sections in order. For this to happen, of course, there needed to be a fixed text. And yet, it is clear that numerous versions and variants continued to circulate and the poems continued to evolve. Starting in the early 200s BCE, the plethora of such variants in the collections of the Library of Alexandria convinced the scholars who worked there that it was imperative to create a definitive critical edition of the poems. The version they and their successors produced eventually became the basis of a standard edition, widely circulated throughout the classical world and eventually copied and recopied by hand over the next millennium and a half, until the invention of the printing press. The first printed edition of the Odyssey was published in 1488, in Florence.

      All this helps to explain why the existence of “Homer”—the blind bard who, people thought for centuries, single-handedly composed both the Iliad and the Odyssey—is now questioned. Today, the name has become a convenient way of referring to all the obscure processes by means of which a loose collection of legends about the Trojan War and its aftermath were transformed, over time, into the two great epics we have today: masterpieces of astonishing structural complexity and coherence, great dramatic power, and profound insight into the human condition. (I will use “Homer” in this way.) Indeed, whatever the controversies about the identity of the epics’ poet (or poets), whatever the debates about the date and manner of their composition, there has never been disagreement, either ancient or modern, about the importance of the two Homeric poems. Through two millennia of Greek civilization, they remained the twin foundations of Hellenic culture, from the Archaic Era through the collapse of the Byzantine Empire, twenty centuries later: an essential part of education, the inspiration or models for much if not most subsequent literary and dramatic works, revered as sources of insight into subjects from ethics to medical treatments, and enjoying the supreme status and exerting the pervasive influence on Western culture that we associate with the Hebrew Bible and New Testament, which the Homeric poems eventually joined as the foundations of European civilization.

      Between the apparent familiarity of the Odyssey and the sometimes confusing strangeness of the text and its historical contexts, readers of the epic must, like its hero, find a path forward. The point of this introduction is to be of use in that process, providing readers with the tools necessary to read the text with both pleasure and understanding. The “Notes and Commentary” section following the translation provides detailed information about names, cultural practices, geographical references, and other elements mentioned in the text with which ordinary readers may not be familiar; it also offers interpretative comments on scenes of special interest, and flags certain lines and passages whose authenticity scholars either ancient or modern (or both) have questioned.2 This introduction, by contrast, is intended simply to point to some major themes and motifs. Such an overview, I hope, will allow readers to understand and appreciate for themselves why the epic takes the form that it does and how it puts that form in the service of its larger meanings—which is to say, how it functions as a work of literature.

      

      For Aristotle (384–322 BCE), the Odyssey was easily summarized. In his Poetics, the first systematic analysis of literature in the European tradition, the philosopher remarks that

      
        the storyline of the Odyssey is not long. A man has been away from his homeland for many years, and Poseidon is always on the watch for him, and he is all alone. Meanwhile, the situation at home is such that his wealth is being consumed by the Suitors, who are plotting against his son. But after a storm-tossed journey he returns, and after revealing himself and attacking them is saved and destroys his enemies. That is the essential; everything else is episodes.

      

      What strikes the modern reader about this description is that it barely refers to the adventures that are, for many readers, the best-known and most engrossing parts of the epic: Odysseus’s encounters with the spaced-out Lotos-Eaters, who happily subsist on a flower that makes them oblivious of all cares; the cannibalistic, one-eyed Cyclops, a Goliath type whom Odysseus overcomes by using his wits; the Sirens, whose mesmerizing song lures passing sailors to their deaths; the enchantress Circe, who with a tap of her wand turns men into pigs; the ghosts whom the hero meets during his trip to Hades, the Land of the Dead; the six-headed, man-eating monster Skylla and the deadly whirlpool Kharybdis.

      Yet those adventures constitute only a fragment of the Odyssey’s narrative—a total of four books (9–12) out of the twenty-four that make up the epic. In those four books, known as the Apologoi, or “Narratives,” Odysseus (who, after surviving the last of his shipwrecks, is now a guest at the court of the king and queen of a highly refined people called the Phaiêkians) recounts everything he has experienced between the Fall of Troy and his arrival on their shores—the last of his many stops before he reaches Ithaka again. All this is reduced by Aristotle to “a storm-tossed journey.” For him, what is evidently of equal, if not greater, interest are the remaining five-sixths of the poem: on the one hand, the “situation at home” and, on the other, the hero’s “return” and the events it sets in motion. The reader of the Odyssey would do well to follow the philosopher’s lead, since only by considering the epic as a whole—by seeing Odysseus’s adventures within the larger context of the poet’s interest in the home that has so long awaited the hero—can we appreciate the coherence of its structure and themes.

      The Odyssey begins, in fact, with an extended description of the “situation at home”: that is, the chaotic state into which Odysseus’s household and kingdom have fallen during his absence (Books 1 and 2). A group of young men known as the Suitors, intent on wooing and eventually marrying the absent hero’s queen, Penelope, have taken over Odysseus’s palace, whose resources they are draining with their constant feasting and carousing. (In Book 16, we learn that there are one hundred eight of them.) They treat the queen as if she were a widow, although we, of course, know that she is not; despite her delaying tactics, the pressure on her to marry one of them has become increasingly difficult to resist by the time the poem begins.

      Two other “situations at home” have similarly reached a breaking point by the time the action gets under way, adding to the aura of crisis that establishes the narrative stakes in these opening books. The first is domestic. Telémakhos, the son whom Odysseus left behind as a baby when he went to fight at Troy, is now, at twenty, grown to manhood, and in Books 1 and 2, we see him struggling to assert his authority and to oust the Suitors from the palace—actions that provoke the Suitors to begin plotting his death. The second is political. The political structure of Ithaka and the other Greek states mentioned in the Odyssey resembles that of many Greek states during the Archaic period: that is, a sole ruler governing in consultation with a Council or Assembly of his male warrior-citizens. Such assemblies, at which citizens could bring items of concern to the attention of the king and other citizens, took place in the agora (a word derived from the verb “to gather,” and which I translate throughout as “place of assembly”). But in Book 2, when Telémakhos, spurred on by Athena, calls an Assembly, it emerges that this is the first time since Odysseus’s departure for Troy, twenty years earlier, that such a convocation of citizens has been convened (2.26–27): a sure sign of political disorder. As the poem opens, then, the polity is on the verge of collapse.

      These three situations—the marital crisis, the coming-of-age crisis, and the political crisis—are elaborately interwoven throughout the epic. At one point, for instance (18.259–70), Penelope recalls that when Odysseus was about to embark for Troy, he had told her that she should remarry if he failed to return by the time their son’s beard began to grow in: the very moment, it so happens, that the poem begins. Telémakhos’s coming of age thus precipitates both the marriage crisis and the political crisis. Whichever Suitor is successful intends not only to marry Penelope but also to take over the kingship of Ithaka, an outcome that the queen has been desperately trying to stave off by means of her delaying tactics. The action of the poem must, therefore, not only bring its hero safely home from his storm-tossed adventures, but resolve the fates of his wife, his son, and his kingdom. This is why the epic ends neither with Odysseus’s return home, nor even with his reunions with his son and wife—the “Hollywood ending”—but with the resolution of the civil conflict triggered by the hero’s violent revenge against the young Suitors who had been besieging his home.

      Even when Ithaka is relegated to the background of the action, it haunts the narrative. In Books 3 and 4, for instance, Telémakhos, urged on by Athena, leaves home to visit two of his father’s comrades from the Trojan War: Nestor, the venerable king of Pylos, already an old man when he fought in the Trojan War, and Menelaos, king of Sparta, whose wife’s seduction by the Trojan prince Paris was the proximate cause of the Trojan War. From those two men, the young man hopes to learn about Odysseus’s fate. Those hopes are ultimately disappointed, since neither Nestor nor Menelaos has solid information, but Telémakhos’s visits to these foreign lands do provide crucial information after all—about Ithaka. In Pylos, for instance, the palace is a model of efficiency and decorum, courtiers treat the royal family with respect, married couples share a bed, meals are decorous affairs, and religious rituals are duly observed by the entire community. All this throws into relief the extent of the chaos and lawlessness that prevail back home.

      From time to time, we are reminded of the situation at home more explicitly during the first half of the epic, which occasionally cuts between Odysseus’s doings and those of the Suitors, Penelope, and Telémakhos on Ithaka. But it is during the second half of the epic that Ithaka—its geography, economy, social customs, ruling family, citizens, and slaves—becomes the exclusive focus of the narrative as it traces the events set in motion by the hero’s setting foot once again on the soil of “the beloved land of his fathers.” First, there is a series of wrenching reunions between Odysseus and various loved ones, from his son (Book 16) to his faithful dog (Book 17) to his wife (Book 23) and, finally, his father (Book 24)—all twined around the methodical planning and eventual execution of Odysseus’s plot to take vengeance on the Suitors. And, finally, there is the resolution of the new crisis that this revenge has triggered: a conflict between the hero and his family, on the one hand, and the slain Suitors’ outraged relatives, on the other—a civil war that threatens to destabilize the king’s freshly reestablished hold on power and to return to the chaotic state of affairs with which the epic began.

      Hence, despite the gripping quality of the adventures that many think of as the epic’s high point, most of the Odyssey either takes place at, or is preoccupied by, Ithaka: home. This in turn suggests that, whatever color, thrills, and exoticism the adventures provide, their ultimate function is to provide an instructive contrast to what an appropriate “home” for this hero might be. What is the proper place for Odysseus—and, by implication, for any human being? Homer’s portrayal of the various cultures and peoples, humans and monsters, that Odysseus encounters allows us to ponder that question from many angles as the narrative proceeds, following the hero as he samples a wide array of social, religious, economic, dietary, erotic, and marital norms, many of them foreign to those he has known.

      The descriptions of these norms often seem to invite us to place them on a spectrum between starkly opposed poles between which, we irresistibly feel, lies the appropriate place for Odysseus. To take a well-known example: the brutish Cyclops—a one-eyed giant who is ignorant of agriculture and seafaring, who eats Odysseus’s men raw, and whose fellow Cyclopes are literally cavemen, each a ruler in his own cave, ignorant of the concept of community—seems to represent one end of a spectrum defining the possibilities for civilization, that end being “savagery.” At the other end of the spectrum stand the ultra-civilized Phaiêkians, whom Odysseus entertains with tales of his travels and who—like the historical Greeks of the Archaic period—enjoy song and dance, poetry, and athletic contests; their government, too, with its king presiding over an Assembly of elders, resembles that of a Greek city-state. As Odysseus must navigate between Skylla and Kharybdis, so, too, must he navigate, metaphorically, among these and other apparent polarities: between mortality and divinity, humanity and bestiality, the natural and supernatural, the world of the living and the realm of the dead.

      And yet—appropriately for a poem about a man who is polytropos, “having many turns of mind”—the Odyssey itself often twists and toys with the apparent dichotomies it presents. Both the Cyclops and the Phaiêkians, for example, turn out to be offspring of Poseidon, the god whose hostility to Odysseus fuels much of the epic’s plot; and both races share a marked aversion to interacting with anyone but themselves. (For all their refined habits, the Phaiêkians are described from the start as being suspicious, even hostile, to strangers; their resistance is only worn down by Odysseus’s charming behavior toward the royal couple, along with a well-timed display of his physical prowess.) A careful reading of the text thus reveals that each of the “poles” that seem to define its values is less stable than we might have thought. However brutal he may be, for instance, the Cyclops is in fact the injured party at the beginning of the episode: it is Odysseus who violates the rules of hospitality by barging into the Cyclops’s cave and raiding his larder without an invitation. As for the Phaiêkians, their life of endless entertainment and uncannily paradisical ease—the fruit on their trees, the poet tells us, appears on the branches already ripened, subject to no natural process of growth and development—suggests how easily “civilized” can curdle into “decadent.”

      Such destabilizations are inevitable in a poem whose hero often transcends categories: at once celebrated “sacker of cities” and a despised vagabond; long absent from home and yet eternally present in the minds of the loved ones he left behind; a mortal whose ability to outsmart even his divine patroness, Athena, threatens to breach the divide between human and divine; a man who indeed crosses the boundary between life and death when he visits the Land of the Dead—an episode that the poet positions, significantly, at the poem’s center (Book 11). All this suggests that the hero’s struggle to identify and find the right home and community for him is made both more difficult and more provocatively interesting by their, and his, complex and often contradictory nature.

      

      Because its hero is a wanderer who often finds himself at the mercy of those he encounters, the Odyssey shows a deep and ongoing interest in hospitality: the treatment of strangers, foreigners, and wanderers, the proper relationship between host and guest. Such relations, a matter of urgent importance in the society that produced the Iliad and the Odyssey, were subject to a set of protocols known as xenia (from the Greek xénos—the word, significantly, for both “guest” and “stranger”). Such protocols mandated, among other things, that householders—whether kings or slaves—offer food and shelter to any stranger who appeared on their doorstep; such strangers could expect to be fed, bathed, and housed overnight. The ritual of bathing guests, so often depicted in the epic, clearly reflects a memory of the grand Mycenaean palaces: inscribed tablets found at Pylos record the presence of thirty-seven female “bath-pourers” among the household.

      The elaborate courtesies of xenia forbid hosts even from asking the names of their guests until a proper welcome had been provided. Guests would, in time, be sent off with a gift and were expected to reciprocate when the opportunity presented itself—a reminder that xenia always assumed an eventual reciprocation. In the real world, such reciprocity was a matter of practicality: in an age when travel was a perilous affair, travelers had to be able to rely on some kind of system that at least temporarily guaranteed their safety. Small wonder, then, that proper adherence to the protocols of xenia was considered a religious obligation and came under the jurisdiction of no less a deity than Zeus himself, who in his cultic role as Zeus Xenios, “Zeus who presides over strangers/guests,” was expected to avenge violations of these all-important rules. In the fragmented, sometimes lawless postwar world of the Odyssey, xenia is the closest thing the epic offers to a universal code of conduct.

      The poem presents a broad array of examples of xenia both positive and negative. On the one hand, there are Nestor and Menelaos, both of whom welcome young Telémakhos to their palaces with lavish hospitality. There is the Phaiêkian royal couple, Alkínoös and Arétê, who, after some initial wariness, end by treating their mysterious guest with notable tact and courtesy, ordering their expert sailors to bring him back to Ithaka and showering him with such lavish gifts that he returns home with more treasure than the Trojan booty he had lost at sea. And there is the kindly swineherd Eúmaios, who gladly offers his humble hospitality to Odysseus after he has returned to Ithaka and appears, disguised as an aged beggar, on the loyal servant’s doorstep. The latter example may remind some readers of folktales such as that of Baucis and Philemon, the elderly peasants who offered what meager hospitality they could to the disguised Zeus and Hermes, and were richly rewarded for it. And indeed, at one point in Book 17, after Antínoös, the ringleader of the Suitors, hurls a stool at the bedraggled-looking Odysseus, some of the men around him protest on precisely the grounds that an itinerant beggar can turn out to be a disguised god:

      
        “Antínoös, it wasn’t right to hit this ill-fated beggar—

        Curses on you if he’s really some god from the heavens above!

        For the gods often take the appearance of strangers from far-off lands,

        Assuming all sorts of guises as they wander around our cities,

        Observing the deeds of mortals, whether insolent or righteous.”

        (17.483–87)

      

      But the possibility that the ragged beggar asking for a handout might in fact be a god “made no impression” on most of the “heedless” Suitors, as the poet goes on to comment in this passage. Camped out in Odysseus’s home against the will of their host, depleting the palace’s resources year after year as they besiege Penelope, plotting against Telémakhos, whom they seek to supplant as eventual rulers of Ithaka, these men, whose greed and gluttony are frequently remarked on as being the most egregious aspect of an insolence “that reach[es] the iron vault of the heavens,” are the poem’s preeminent example of bad guests—just as the Cyclops, who eats his guests instead of feeding them, is its most memorable example of a bad host.

      But the epic offers other instructive examples of hosts who pervert their responsibilities. The entire plot of the Odyssey is haunted by the actions of the adulterous couple Aigisthos and Klytaimnêstra, he the cousin and she the wife of the Greeks’ commander in chief at Troy, Agamemnon. Together, the two lovers murder the war hero during a banquet meant to celebrate his triumphant return from Troy. That grisly scene, recalled by the ghost of Agamemnon during a conversation with Odysseus in Hades, horrifyingly transforms a feast into a battlefield—which is to say, into the realm of the Iliad:

      
        “No, Aigisthos was the one who contrived my death and my downfall.

        He and his cursed bedmate killed me, a guest in his house,

        As we broke bread—he slew me the way you’d slaughter an ox at the trough.

        And so I died a most pitiful death, while all around me my comrades

        Were being slain, one by one, like swine with gleaming white tusks

        At a feast in the home of a wealthy man grown great in power

        Who is hosting a wedding or neighborly feast or a banquet with all the trimmings.

        By now you have been a witness to the deaths of so many men

        Who fell in single combat or in battle’s brutal scrum.

        But if you had witnessed this your heart would have burst out wailing,

        Seeing how, in the midst of the mixing-bowls and the tables still laden with food

        We lay there in the Hall. The whole floor was oozing blood.”

        (11.409–20)

      

      The obscene inversion of xenia that characterized Agamemnon’s return from the war is referred to numerous times throughout the Odyssey and stands as a pointed warning of the kind of homecoming that Odysseus—who is of course ignorant of the actual “situation at home” during most of his journey—must find a way to avoid. Ironically, the transformation of a feast into a killing ground will recur at the end of the poem, when Odysseus punishes the Suitors for their violations of xenia by slaughtering them as they banquet, illicitly, in his own palace.

      The emphasis on the importance of xenia is the proper context for evaluating a number of crucial moments. What the Suitors and their accomplices are punished for at the climax of the epic is what the poet repeatedly refers to as their “outrageous” and “arrogant” violation of xenia; this, far more than their courting of Penelope, earns them their terrible fate. Between their ongoing abuse of Odysseus’s hospitality while he is absent and, later, their wantonly cruel treatment of him once he has returned disguised as the elderly beggar in their midst, the Suitors have mortally offended Zeus Xenios. So, too, certain of the female slaves who have been the Suitors’ bedmates and who connive with them against Penelope. As slaves, naturally, these women have little or no power or agency; whether they sleep with the Suitors by choice is a question that Homer never addresses. But the poet does take great care to portray the slave women’s ringleader, Melanthô, as willfully cruel and abusive to the poor elderly beggar whom she encounters at the palace—Odysseus in disguise—and, hence, as someone who earns her terrible fate as surely as does the Suitor she’s sleeping with. (It is instructive to compare her contemptuous treatment with the great respect that is shown to the “beggar” by another slave, the cowherd Philoítios, upon meeting him, at 20.199–225.) Although it can strike modern readers as excessive, the punishment for abuses of xenia demonstrates the seriousness with which this institution was treated by the Greeks.

      

      The relationship between guests and hosts is hardly the only one in which the Odyssey shows a deep interest. Throughout the poem, gods and mortals interact in a number of ways, both positive and negative, that shed light on the poem’s larger view of the human condition.

      In Greek religious practice, relations between gods and humans were, like xenia, thought of as being reciprocal, the exchanges between immortals and mortals regulated by a number of ritual actions and customs. First among these was animal sacrifice. At every meal, a portion of the food (the sacrifice) and drink (the libation) was offered to the gods; before meals of meat, ritual slaughter of a domesticated animal was performed according to a rigidly prescribed formula of gestures and acts. These include the adornment of the victim, which at lavish occasions involved gilding the animal’s horns; sprinkling of grain and water on the animal; the slaughter and subsequent butchering of the carcass; the removal of the thighbones, which were wrapped in fat and then grilled (the portion that belonged to the gods, who take pleasure in the aroma of the roasting fat); the tasting of the entrails; and, finally, the spitting and roasting of the meat for consumption by the celebrants. The fullest description of this ritual in the Odyssey occurs in Book 3, which devotes thirty-four lines to a solemn recitation of every step of the ritual, from gilding to feasting. Homer repeatedly makes clear that due performance of the ritual was expected of the great and lowly alike: Book 3 opens with a description of an impressive sacrifice to Poseidon—eighty-one bulls in front of a congregation of forty-five hundred celebrants—by the king of Pylos, while Book 14 shows Odysseus’s slave, the swineherd Eúmaios, performing a homely sacrifice of a small pig and subsequently sharing his humble pork dinner with the stranger he believes to be an elderly beggar but who is, in fact, his disguised master.

      It is equally clear that failure to execute the sacrificial ritual properly always forbodes disaster. In Book 12, Odysseus’s marooned crew, on the brink of starvation, slaughter the cattle belonging to the sun-god, Helios, which they have been forbidden to lay hands on, and then go on to bungle the ritual because they don’t have access to the requisite accoutrements, such as grain and wine; immediately afterward, every one of them perishes at the insistence of an outraged Helios. That this disaster is the only one of Odysseus’s adventures explicitly referred to in the epic’s opening lines testifies to the special status of sacrifice in the Greek imagination and focuses our attention on key concerns associated with that ritual: the importance of observing norms that regulate the consumption of food and, in so doing, help to demarcate the respective realms and prerogatives of mortals and immortals. In this light, the fact that the Suitors are never once represented as performing a sacrifice before their many meals—and the animals they consume, as with the cattle of the Sun, have been stolen from their proper owner—marks them for punishment as surely as does their failure to honor xenia.

      That sacrifice was considered to be part of a transaction between immortals and mortals becomes apparent when characters make appeals to the gods for help. When mortals do make proper sacrifice, it is in the expectation, or at least the hope, that they will win divine favor or assistance. In Book 1, Athena chides Zeus for having unjustly abandoned Odysseus who, she reminds him, never forgot to sacrifice to him:

      
        “Has your heart now

        Turned from him, Olympian? Were you not pleased when Odysseus

        Sacrificed to you, Zeus, by the ships of the Achaeans

        Among Troy’s sprawling plains? Yet you now find Odysseus odious?”

        (1.59–62)

      

      This explains why, when mortal characters pray to the gods for assistance—prayer being another mode of communication between humans and gods—they often refer pointedly to the sacrifices that they have made. In Book 17, for instance, the loyal swineherd Eúmaios prays to the local nymphs for his master’s return:

      
        “Nymphs of this fountain, daughters of Zeus, if ever Odysseus

        Wrapped the thigh-bones of lambs and kids in rich folds of fat

        And burned them for you as an offering, then grant this wish for me:

        May that man only return! May some Power lead him here!”

        (17.240–43)

      

      And a prayer made to Poseidon in Book 3, during Telémakhos’s visit to Pylos, reveals a similar expectation—in this case, that a particularly impressive sacrifice would benefit the entire community:

      
        “To Nestor and his sons, first of all, may you grant renown;

        And then, in return for this illustrious hecatomb,

        Grant gracious recompense to the rest of the people of Pylos.”

        (3.57–59)

      

      It is hardly the case, however, that all prayers are answered or all sacrifices accepted. In Book 3, Nestor, the king of Pylos, recalls how, after Troy fell, Agamemnon and his brother, Menelaos, had quarreled about how they ought to proceed. Menelaos, we learn, wanted to sail home immediately, but Agamemnon—aware that the Greeks had offended Athena during the sack of the city—wanted

      
        “To hold back the host and offer holy hecatombs

        In the hope that he might appease Athena’s dreadful rage—

        Fool that he was, like a child, he didn’t realize she’d never listen:

        For the minds of the gods, who exist always, are not easily swayed.”

        (3.144–47)

      

      Homer’s gods, like his human characters, have desires and goals of their own—agendas that no amount of human entreaty can alter.

      The other important medium for communication between immortals and mortals was more one-sided: that is, divination. The Greeks believed that the gods revealed their designs to humans through signs—anything from thunderbolts to the flight of birds, from the appearance of a sacrificial victim’s entrails to the sound of the wind rustling in the leaves of oak trees. The interpretation of such signs was typically the province of a specially gifted mortal: a seer, or mantis (from which the second part of the English word “necromancy” is ultimately derived). In Book 2, for instance, Telémakhos makes an impassioned speech before an Assembly of Ithakan citizens in which he denounces the Suitors’ behavior; at the moment he stops speaking, two eagles—birds associated with Zeus—appear and, after wheeling over the heads of the onlookers, fly off to the right: that is, the well-omened direction. (The left—sinister, in Latin—is the ill-omened direction.) Immediately afterward, an aged citizen named Halithérses—who, we are told, “surpassed all the men of his time / In knowing the ways of birds and uttering Fate’s decrees”—addresses the people, telling them that this sign can only mean one thing: “a wave of great disaster [for the Suitors] is about to break: Odysseus / Will not be far from his loved ones much longer” (2.158–59, 163–64). As the epic nears its conclusion, such signs and portents accumulate, ratcheting up the narrative excitement: there are claps of thunder sent by Zeus at key moments, more flights of birds, and, in Book 20, a memorably grisly vision beheld by a seer who, as the Suitors feast away, sees blood oozing from the palace walls.

      Sometimes, however, no prophet is needed to interpret the signs and omens through which the gods communicate. At the climax of Book 21, just after Odysseus has won the Contest of the Bow, Zeus reveals “his sign” by thundering loudly—a show of divine support at which Odysseus, who clearly understands what the thunderclap portends, “exulted.”

      The distinction between divine and human in Greek religion, then, is underscored by the highly mediated ways in which mortals and immortals interact: sacrifice, prayer, divination. But in the mythical world of the epics, mortals and immortals intermingle more directly. In both the Iliad and the Odyssey, the gods are fully-fledged characters who interact with one another as well as with mortals and who take vigorous part in the action, which they strongly influence. The Odyssey, in fact, is framed by two crucial interventions by Zeus. Book 1 begins with “the Father of men and of gods” calling a council of the gods, at which he acquiesces to his daughter Athena’s urgent request to effect the homecoming of Odysseus, the only Greek hero of the Trojan War who hasn’t returned home yet (because of the vengeful machinations of another god, Poseidon, whose son, the Cyclops, Odysseus blinded); and Book 24 concludes with Zeus dramatically imposing a ceasefire in the civil war that has begun between Odysseus and the Suitors’ relatives. Between those two instances of divine structuring of the plot, other gods work to serve Zeus’s agenda. In Book 1, Athena goads the hapless Telémakhos into action and later accompanies him, in disguise, as he travels in search of news of his father; in Book 6—again in disguise—she helps the shipwrecked Odysseus reach the city of the Phaiêkians safely and provides him with information that will prove crucial to his ability to ingratiate himself with his hosts; and throughout the poem’s second half, she actively involves herself in the plan to take vengeance on the Suitors. Hermes, the messenger god, also makes a handful of crucial appearances in furtherance of Zeus’s plan: commanding the lovelorn nymph Kalypso, who has held Odysseus captive for seven years, to release him (Book 5); providing Odysseus with an antidote to the magic of Circe, who has transformed his crew into swine (Book 10); and escorting the shades of the dead Suitors to Hades (Book 24).

      A number of lesser deities appear as well. Not the least of these are Kalypso and Circe themselves, both immortal nymphs who have sexual relationships with Odysseus—liaisons that must be broken off if the hero is to return to his mortal existence. Other supernatural figures have small but critical roles in the plot while adding fantastical color to the proceedings: Leukothéa, the “white goddess,” who rises from the waves to save the hero from shipwreck at the end of Book 5, and Proteus, the shape-shifting Old Man of the Sea, who in Book 4 gives Menelaos critical information during the Spartan king’s postwar wanderings. Occasionally, characters will attribute events that lie beyond their control to a daimôn, an anonymous divine force that makes itself felt in human affairs. (In the present translation, daimôn—the ancestor of the English “demon”—is always translated as “some Power.”)

      And yet, despite all this, it is hard to escape the feeling that, in the Odyssey, as opposed to the Iliad, the gods have grown remote from the world of mortals. This is part of a larger dynamic that suggests in a variety of ways that the grandiose era of the Trojan War is giving way to a more modest period in human history. Throughout the Odyssey, for instance, we are periodically reminded that the Trojan War, which had started twenty years earlier and has been over for a decade by the time the action begins, has already receded into myth, the subject now of entertaining songs by bards such as Phêmios, the resident poet at the royal court in Ithaka, who sings about the Greek warriors’ returns from Troy in Book 1, and Demódokos, the Phaiêkian singer, whose repertoire includes a song about the Trojan Horse. So, too, with the gods, most of whom, it would seem, have retreated to Olympos by the time the action of the Odyssey takes place. Certainly, they are nowhere near as active as they are in the Iliad, where virtually all the major Olympian deities—from Zeus and his consort Hera to Poseidon, Ares, Aphrodite, Athena, Hephaístos, and Apollo—take frequent and vigorous part in the action, interfering with the progress of the war, even donning armor and participating in the fighting, machinating on behalf of their mortal favorites, many of whom are their own half-human, half-divine children. The Odyssey, by contrast, is marked by the intervention of just a handful of major gods, of whom only Athena appears with any frequency—and that, for the most part, only in the poem’s second half. Throughout his adventures, Odysseus is largely on his own: an isolation that showcases his much-vaunted cunning. When the few immortals who do figure in the epic involve themselves in mortal matters, it is, as we know, to tie up the war’s one remaining loose end—the return of Odysseus.

      In so doing, they appear to be putting the finishing touches on a larger plan: to draw a final and permanent line between the worlds of gods and men. For Odysseus seems to represent within himself a potential threat to that all-important boundary: mating with goddesses, outsmarting Athena herself on occasion, emerging unscathed from his voyage to Hades, the Land of the Dead, a place from which mortals do not ordinarily return. The hero’s capacity to upset the cosmic order is, in fact, flagged from the start. We learn in the opening lines (1.14–16) that Kalypso is so besotted with her mortal lover that she has offered to make him an immortal—a gift that is not really hers to give, as it happens. The threat represented by her behavior is neutralized, however: Zeus sends Hermes to the amorous nymph’s remote cave in order to put an end to the affair and hasten Odysseus back where he belongs: with Penelope, on Ithaka, living the fully mortal life of a human being. We feel that, by the time he does so, the age in which gods and men interact freely will have come to an end.

      The relative scarcity of the gods in the epic, the way it isolates its hero and so often leaves him to his own devices, and its deep admiration for the human qualities and skills he exhibits in facing adversity suggest that the preeminent concern of this work is the meaning of mortal experience. And for good reason: this life, as Odysseus sees for himself during his trip to the Land of the Dead in Book 11, is all we have. There, the dead are memorably described as being “vacant heads,” and death—the price that so many of the epics’ warrior-heroes willingly pay in return for everlasting glory, or kleos—turns out to be a shadowy state of non-existence to which even the most abject of lives is superior, as the ghost of Achilles, greatest of Iliadic heroes, mournfully observes to Odysseus:

      
        “I would far rather live off the earth as the serf of another man—

        Some man with a pitiful portion who barely ekes out a living—

        Than rule here as the lord of all those who are dead and gone.”

        (11.489–91)

      

      Small wonder that the Odyssey again and again represents its hero as someone who will stop at nothing—no effort, no scruple, no abasement—to stay alive. It is a poem of human life.

      

      It is for this reason that the Odyssey is so preoccupied with relationships among mortals—with, that is to say, marriage, sex, parents, children, and family life. The epic begins, as I have mentioned, with four books focused largely on the hero’s son, Telémakhos. The youth’s struggles to establish himself as an adult member of both his family and his community constitute a secondary narrative that shadows the story of his father’s struggles to return home. A handful of swaggering outbursts against Penelope, along with Telémakhos’s sadistic punishment of slave women who slept with the Suitors and conspired with them against his mother, are just a few of the many psychologically persuasive touches in Homer’s portrait of this immature young man, whose progress to adulthood is, to say the least, uneven. That progress reaches its climax toward the end of the poem’s second half, when, in Book 22, father and son come together as comrades in arms to slay the impious Suitors—one of several signs late in the story that the son has reached the threshold of manhood and is poised to become his father’s equal.

      It is not surprising, given the patriarchal culture from which the Odyssey emerged, that filial anxieties about meeting paternal expectations should run throughout the epic. These anxieties are summed up by an axiom quoted by Athena herself early on in the story. In Book 2, the goddess, who has disguised herself as the loyal family adviser, Mentor, tries to pressure the youth into embarking on his fact-finding missions to Pylos and Sparta by alluding to his father’s glorious reputation, promising him that posterity won’t find him wanting if

      
        “. . . there’s even one drop of your father’s stalwart spirit in you—

        Oh, what a man was he to see words and deeds through to the end!—

        If there is, this voyage of yours won’t be in vain or fruitless.

        But if you are not the child of that man and Penelope

        I don’t expect that you’ll complete the journey you long to make.

        Few are the sons and heirs who can measure up to their fathers;

        Most are worse by far, and few are those who can best them.”

        (2.271–77)

      

      As if that weren’t enough pressure, another model for ideal filial behavior haunts the Odyssey, embedded in a story first mentioned by Zeus as the epic begins and subsequently alluded to regularly as the story proceeds, all the way through to its final book: the so-called “Oresteia Narrative.” This is the tale of how Orestes, the son of the murdered Greek leader Agamemnon, avenges his father’s death by slaying the murderers—his mother and her lover. In Book 1, Athena, disguised as an old family friend, explicitly uses Orestes’ exemplary conduct to goad Odysseus’s son into adult action:

      
        “It’s time

        You let go of these childish ways since you are no longer a child.

        Or have you never heard how great was the fame that Orestes

        Won in the eyes of all mankind for killing his father’s killer—

        Crafty Aigisthos, who had cut down his far-famed father?

        My friend, I can see you’re a fine specimen, tall and good-looking:

        Be brave as well, so that people in times yet to come will praise you.”

        (1.296–302)

      

      Hence the tale of Agamemnon’s disastrous homecoming and its bloody aftermath serves a double purpose in the Odyssey: not only as a warning for Odysseus to assess the situation at home before he reveals his presence, but as a potential model for his son’s behavior.

      If the epic begins with a son’s anxiety about living up to his father’s reputation, it also offers a number of examples of fathers who show great concern for their sons. Poseidon is the first we encounter: in Book 1, Zeus ruefully reminds Athena that “Poseidon who makes the earth tremble persists in his anger / All because of the Cyclops, whose one sole eye our man blinded . . .” (1.68–69). Only later, in Book 9, do we learn the whole story: called upon by Polyphêmos, the Cyclops, to avenge his blinding at Odysseus’s hands, the sea-god honors his son’s request, hounding Odysseus and doing his utmost to prevent him from returning home—the reason for the hero’s years of wandering. Another father whose concern for his son is palpable is Achilles: when Odysseus encounters the ghost of the great hero in Hades, the “best of the Achaeans” wastes no time in inquiring whether his son, Neoptólemos, had turned out to be his equal: “But come now, tell me something about my splendid son. / Did he follow me into the war as the foremost fighter, or not?” (11.492–93). And indeed, the epic ends with the fathers of the slain Suitors demanding justice for their murdered sons—a final instance of fatherly solicitude and the final obstacle to a satisfying resolution of the crisis on Ithaka precipitated by Odysseus’s absence and homecoming.

      During that exchange in Hades, Achilles goes on to ask another question, one that reminds us that he is a son as well as a father—one who is stereotypically anxious about his ability to do his parent honor:

      
        “And tell me of faultless Peleus, if by chance you have heard any news—

        Does he still hold his place of honor in all the Myrmidon cities?

        Or do men throughout Hellas and Phthía disrespect him now

        Because old age has seized both his arms and legs in its grip?

        For I myself can no longer defend him under the rays of the sun

        And be as I once was by the sprawling plains of Troy

        When I’d slaughter the enemy’s finest as I was defending the Argives.

        If I could only come back, even briefly, to my father’s house as I was!”

        (11.494–501)

      

      Odysseus, too, is a son as well as a father, as the ending of the Odyssey makes clear. The epic’s final reunion is not, as many people think, the one between Odysseus and Penelope—the husband and wife—but rather the moment in Book 24 when the hero is reunited at last with his aged father, Laërtes, who during his son’s long absence had retreated, bitter and grief-stricken, to his farm far from the palace. The final scene of the epic brings together Telémakhos, Odysseus, and Laërtes, the latter now miraculously rejuvenated by Athena, as they confront the enraged fathers of the Suitors. This moment of intergenerational male bonding elicits a proud exclamation from Odysseus’s father:

      
        “What a day is this, dear gods! Truly do I rejoice

        To behold my son and grandson competing to see who is bravest!”

        (24.514–15)

      

      That this reunion of son, father, and grandfather represents the finale of the epic is a stark reminder of the Odyssey’s deeply patriarchal worldview. Like virtually all of extant Greek literature, Homer’s tale is concerned above all with models of male behavior. Over the past half century, since feminist criticism began to influence how classicists read the canonical Greek and Roman authors, scholars have come to appreciate the ways in which even the most impressive and memorable female characters in classical works—characters in which the Odyssey is particularly rich—serve, ultimately, to illuminate the project of masculine self-definition. It is through their interactions with powerful, seductive, vulnerable, or sympathetic female characters—girls, women, and goddesses—that the male heroes in these works come to achieve an understanding of themselves. It’s no accident that, in Greek, the first word of the Odyssey is andra—“a man.” It is, first and foremost, the tale of a man—a man who must learn to father a son he never knew and to rekindle a relationship with the father he left behind.

      

      And yet, the Odyssey offers a remarkably varied array of fascinating female characters, as well as a series of exceptionally nuanced portrayals of complicated relationships between women and men. Critics since ancient times have remarked on the epic’s interest in, and sympathy for, female psychology and experience, which are as profound as anything we might find in much later works. The quality of that feeling for the poem’s women inspired the great British classical scholar Richard Bentley, in the early eighteenth century, to opine that “[t]he Iliad [Homer] made for the men, the Odysseis [= the Odyssey] for the other sex.” A century and a half later, the author and poet Samuel Butler was inspired by what he called “the preponderance of women in the Odyssey” to theorize that the author of the epic must have been a woman, and that the internal narrator of the epic must have been the Phaiêkian princess Nausikáa—notions he expounded in an 1897 treatise called The Authoress of the “Odyssey.” Although few people today take these claims seriously, it is certainly possible to read certain passages as attempts to question or even subvert the male-oriented assumptions of its own culture. At one point, for instance, the nymph Kalypso becomes a mouthpiece for what looks very much like a tart condemnation of the patriarchy. When, after holding Odysseus captive for seven years, she receives orders from Zeus—who has had more than his fair share of mortal mistresses, to say the least—to give up Odysseus, her angry denunciation of the double standard for male and female sexual behavior can strike readers as startlingly modern: “What wretches you are, you gods, jealous beyond all others! / You’re full of resentment at goddesses who sleep with mortal men / Openly, when one of us wants to make him her wedded husband . . .” (5.118–20).

      The oscillation between Ithaka and Odysseus’s far-flung journeys that structures the epic allows the poet to raise questions about the nature of relations between men and women: about sex, love, and marriage. Just as Ithaka is the destination to which Odysseus’s many travels must ultimately bring him despite the fascination and temptations offered by some of the places he visits, so, too, is Penelope the ultimate goal of his travels, whatever the attractions of the females he encounters (and, in some cases, goes to bed with). As the hero is reminded by Kalypso, who for seven years was “burning to make him her husband” and even promised him eternal life, she herself will remain immortal and beautiful while the mortal Penelope is doomed to age and, eventually, die. Odysseus’s rejection of the goddess’s remarkable offer, his choice of Penelope over her divine rivals—which is to say, his choice of death as her husband over a life without her—is a powerfully moving testimony to the character and qualities of his wife and to the life that she represents.

      On the divine level, the spectrum of female characters runs from “helper” figures such as Athena, Odysseus’s divine patroness, who intervenes at crucial moments to assist her favorite mortal and enjoys engaging in bantering repartee with him, to the sea-goddess Leukothéa, once a mortal woman but now divine, who materializes at a crucial moment to save the drowning Odysseus; from immortal femmes fatales such as the Sirens, whose tantalizing song lures sailors to their deaths, to the repellent monster Skylla, her six fanged heads barking like dogs, who devours the hero’s comrades. Somewhere on the spectrum between the two there are the two female divinities who can claim to be Penelope’s rivals: Kalypso and Circe. Both become the hero’s lovers, and both, in their different ways, are depicted as being simultaneously alluring, dangerous, and powerful—and occasionally quite sympathetic, as Kalypso’s tirade against Zeus reminds us.

      The spectrum on the mortal level is equally wide, offering a panorama of women of all ages and types. There are Nausikáa, the Phaiêkian princess who offers succor to Odysseus after he washes up on her country’s shores, and whose combination of beauty, mettle, and brains recalls Penelope; the fiercely, even ferociously loyal Eurykleía, once Odysseus’s childhood nurse and now the housekeeper who presides over his palace, eventually playing a key role in his plot against the Suitors; and Penelope herself, who has been using her own mettle and brains to hold off the Suitors for years by the time the action of the epic begins. But there are also Helen of Troy, whose adultery triggered the Trojan War and who—as we see when we meet her in Book 4, long since reunited with her cuckolded husband Menelaos—is as seductive and manipulative as ever; and her sister, Klytaimnêstra, whose adulterous betrayal and subsequent murder of her husband, Agamemnon, is pointedly presented throughout the Odyssey as the worst-case scenario for the “situation at home” that might await a returning hero. The poet’s interest in all types of female character and experience is evident in an arresting sequence in Book 11 known as the “Catalogue of Heroines,” a parade of the ghosts of famous women from history—some noble, others wicked—which Odysseus observes during his visit to the Land of the Dead.

      The presentation of this varied array of female characters both human and divine provokes us, in turn, to ponder the nature of the connection between men and women in all its varied forms. The Odyssey presents its audience with depictions of relationships as richly varied as are its female figures: from the idealized bonds between Odysseus and Penelope and between Nestor and his wife to the hermetic, incestuous brother-sister unions among the six sons and six daughters of Aíolos, god of the winds; from the flirtation between Odysseus and the young princess Nausikáa to the complicated marriages of Helen and Menelaos and the Phaiêkian royal couple, Alkínoös and Arétê, both unions seemingly peaceful but troubled by submerged tensions arising from the wife’s higher status; to the outright adulteries of Helen and Paris and Klytaimnêstra and Aigisthos. And there are, of course, Odysseus’s liaisons with Kalypso and Circe—themselves examples of the double standard about which Kalypso so furiously complains.

      As we study these relationships, the question irresistibly comes to mind: why is Penelope the right choice for the hero? Certainly, she is as complex and sometimes contradictory as some of the other choices that face Odysseus—and certainly as many-sided as he is. At times, particularly at the beginning of the poem, she can strike the reader as disconcertingly passive, seemingly capable of doing little more than retiring to her chamber and weeping for her apparently lost husband. Yet, from the start, she is simultaneously revealed as being as impressively wily and manipulative as Odysseus. As early as Book 2, we learn about the trick she played on the Suitors to keep them at bay, telling them that she would marry one of them when she’d finished the shroud she was weaving for her father-in-law, only to undo her weaving in secret each night. And a crucial scene at the end makes clear that she is the only character in the epic, including the goddess Athena, who is able to successfully trick her trickster husband.

      All this helps us to perceive the source of the bond between this pair. There is a moment in Book 6 when the shipwrecked and bedraggled Odysseus, who has been discovered by the princess Nausikáa during a trip with her handmaidens to the seaside, makes an urgent appeal to her for help. At the end of his speech, he announces his hope that one day she might enjoy an ideal union between husband and wife, the prerequisite for which, he declares, is homophrosynê—literally, “having the same kind of mind.” This, he declares, is

      
        “A worthy gift. For there’s nothing as powerful or as great

        As when a husband and wife, united by oneness of mind in their thinking,

        Keep their home together—a great bane to their enemies,

        A blessing to their friends, and their renown is on everyone’s lips.”

        (6.182–85)

      

      It is impossible not to take those lines as a statement about his own marriage—a statement that helps us, the audience, understand the choice he has made. The opening lines of the epic tell us that the hero came to know “the ways of thinking” of many kinds of people during his storm-tossed voyages. His encounters with the poem’s female characters suggest that the mind that interests him most is, in the end, that of his wife.

      

      Odysseus’s own mind, its nature and qualities, is the object of intense interest throughout the poem. A striking number of the hero’s epithets focus on his cleverness, ingenuity, inventiveness, and powers of mental endurance: polymêtis, “having great cunning”; polyphrôn, “having many kinds of intelligence”; polymêkhanos, “able to contrive many solutions”; poikilomêtis, “of subtle wiles.” These talents express themselves, as often as not, in the hero’s ability both to disguise himself and see through other people’s disguises. Among the first stories we hear about him is related by Helen of Troy, who recalls how, while the Trojan War was still raging, Odysseus had managed to sneak through enemy lines and gain access to the royal palace in Troy:

      
        “Breaking his own spirit, he disfigured himself with blows

        And threw some vile rags round his shoulders, like some serf,

        And entered the enemy’s city, lined with broad avenues,

        Hiding himself by assuming another man’s appearance,

        A beggar’s. There was no one like him aboard the Achaeans’ ships.

        That’s how he looked when he entered the Trojans’ city, and

        Not one of them noticed a thing . . .”

        (4.244–50)

      

      Later on, upon his return to Ithaka, Odysseus will once again be disguised as a beggar, this time by Athena, so that he might assess the “situation at home” incognito. At other times, the goddess alters the hero’s looks for the better, endowing him with youthful vigor and beauty so he can make a powerful impression at key moments, such as his reunions with his son and his wife. Readers should take note of the many instances throughout the epic when identities are altered, either by others (Odysseus’s alternating aging and rejuvenation at Athena’s hands) or by themselves (Odysseus and his men disguising themselves as sheep in order to escape from the Cyclops’s cave in Book 9; Menelaos and his men using seal skins to conceal themselves from the Old Man of the Sea in Book 4). One of the dangers of the treacherous world through which Odysseus must travel to reach home again is, notably, the instability of appearances.

      For the same reason, characters who are able to see through such disguises are of special interest in the epic; their ability to do so hints at something uncanny or extraordinary in their natures. The semi-divine Helen of Troy, a daughter of Zeus, is certainly one such character: during her story about Odysseus’s spying mission in Troy, she claims to have immediately recognized him. (She herself, we learn later, has the ability to disguise her voice, another sign of her extraordinary nature.) Odysseus himself is another. During one of his teasing exchanges with Athena, he reveals that he had seen through even the goddess’s disguise, when, pretending to be a little girl, she had led him to safety in the land of the Phaiêkians.

      Such disguises are the visual equivalent of the elaborate verbal “disguises” of which the hero repeatedly makes use: the many lies and tall tales he tells in order to manipulate people. Taken together, Odysseus’s adeptness at altering how he looks (with Athena’s help) and his penchant for controlling what people know about him raise a question that is both practical and philosophical, even existential: How do we know who someone is? This question becomes particularly vexed toward the end of the epic, when his talents threaten to become liabilities. When a notorious liar, one whose appearance is subject to frequent alteration, is called upon to reveal his true self, just how can he be “recognized”? One answer is that he can’t. In Book 16, Athena decides that it’s time for Odysseus, long since disguised as the elderly beggar, to be reunited with Telémakhos, and so gives the hero a magical makeover, not merely restoring his true appearance but enhancing his looks and making him appear more youthful. But when the father is presented to the son, the youth simply refuses to believe that this stranger is the parent he has dreamed of for so long. What, precisely, is left when the disguises come off?

      This play with disguise and identity is one of the epic’s most pervasive and provocative themes. Even readers who have not read the Odyssey are likely to have encountered references to one of its hero’s most notorious ruses: the way he triumphs over the Cyclops by means of the false name he gives the creature when the two first meet: “No-One.” After Odysseus and his men blind the Cyclops, the giant’s neighbors come running to find out what’s happening—but turn around and leave when the Cyclops declares that “No-One” is trying to hurt him or kill him. Yet the irony of Odysseus’s use of this “false” name—an irony that threads its way through the entire epic in a number of ways—is that it is, in many ways, true. When the epic begins, Odysseus is very much a nobody: so long absent from home that his family and friends are convinced he is dead, constantly in danger of disappearing without a trace during his perilous return journey, repeatedly shipwrecked and cast away on distant shores that are far from the world familiar to him and from anyone who knows him. It’s a nice coincidence that the Greek word for “nobody” or “no one,” outis, can be described as a garbled approximation of the hero’s own name: it’s how “Odysseus” might sound in the mouth of someone who was dead drunk, which happens to be what the Cyclops is when Odysseus’s trap snaps shut. But then, this hero has been anonymized from the start: even the Proem, we remember, avoids naming him.

      In fact, throughout the text, the pronoun outis often functions as a sly substitute for “Odysseus.” Readers would do well to pay attention whenever the words “no one” appear and to read the passage in question as if “no one” refers to “Odysseus”: it is often the case that a veiled and sometimes ironic allusion to the hero himself is intended. Toward the end of Book 8, for example, Alkínoös, the king of the Phaiêkians, calls upon his still-anonymous guest to reveal his name at last:

      
        “Tell us the name that your mother and father would call you at home

        And the others who dwelled in the city and those who lived nearby.

        For no one among mortal folk goes without a name—

        Whether he’s evil or good—after he has been born.”

        (8.550–53; italics added)

      

      At one level, the king’s words amount to a bland maxim: everyone has a name of some sort. But in the context of the epic’s elaborately woven themes of identity and naming, a deeper, ironic truth lies behind his generalization: “no one”—that is, Odysseus—does indeed go about without revealing his name for most of the story. Homer plays similarly with the pronoun keinos, “that man,” as a means of referring to the hero without mentioning his name: another ingenious means of conjuring the double-sided nature of this elusive hero, at once physically absent and forever present in the minds of those he left behind.

      And yet (the inevitable complication), as the incognito, anonymous Odysseus himself learns from those he meets during his travels, this “nobody” is simultaneously a very significant somebody indeed. Wherever he goes, the hero is reminded that he has become renowned throughout the world as the “man of great cunning,” the “sacker of cities” whose craftiness, which won the Greeks their decade-long war against Troy, is now celebrated in the songs of poets. One such song is sung in Book 8 by Demódokos, the bard at the court of the Phaiêkian king and queen; as he performs the ballad of the Trojan Horse, unaware that one of his “characters” is in the audience, Odysseus covers his head and weeps—the tears that ultimately compel Alkínoös to ask his guest just who he is and why this particular song has so moved him. That request in turn triggers another, much longer recital: Odysseus’s recounting of his adventures in the section known as the Apologoi, which takes up the next four books of the epic and which the Phaiêkian king declares to be as gripping as the performance of a professional bard.

      The hero’s split, or perhaps doubled, personality is evident throughout in the poet’s presentation of him. Sometimes we see the celebrated master of disguise and deception at work, cannily manipulating either his appearance or the stories he tells about himself in order to keep curious strangers in the dark as to who he really is (a necessary tactic, as he learns, given that those strangers’ intentions are not always friendly). At other times, however, we witness him giving in to abject despair, as he does at the beginning of Book 5, when we first meet him, sitting by the seashore on the island of the amorous nymph Kalypso, weeping hopelessly before he finally starts out to sea toward home. And every now and then he acts the swaggering hero, unable to restrain himself from boasting about his fame and revealing his name, as he does after he vanquishes the Cyclops, with disastrous results. The poles of heroic renown and utter anonymity between which the hero moves throughout the epic, always simultaneously complicating and enriching our sense of who he is, are conflated at the end of the story. Here, Odysseus, finally returned to the land of which he is king, must nonetheless assume the disguise of a nameless beggar in order to infiltrate his own palace and test the loyalty of those nearest and dearest to him—wife, son, father, members of his household, none of whom know, at first, who he really is—as part of a canny plot to reclaim his true, royal identity.

      These oscillations between apparent extremes of identity—“no one” or rock star? beggar or king? “stranger” or native? singer or song? unknown stranger or intimate family member?—help frame what are, perhaps, the poem’s most profound questions. How do we know who someone is? How do we know who we ourselves are? What is the difference between our inner and outer selves—between the “I” that remains constant as we make the journey from birth to death, and the self we present to the world, which we sometimes choose to alter but is sometimes changed by circumstances beyond our control? How is it we always feel that we are “ourselves” even as we acknowledge that we evolve and change over time, both physically and emotionally? The latter paradox in particular lends urgency and an almost tragic poignancy to the climax of the romantic plot. When Odysseus seeks to reveal himself at last to Penelope, he has to prove that he is the same person who left twenty years earlier. But of course, no one can be the same person after twenty years of suffering. So just what is being “recognized” when those two come together again at last?

      And so this work, famous for its exciting narrative of the hero’s adventures in exotic worlds and among strange creatures, is in fact preoccupied above all with the business of being a human being—an identity that turns out to be defined by relationships: between hosts and guests, strangers and intimates, foreigners and countrymen, mortals and immortals; between the idealized past and the troubled present, the dead and the living; between men and women, spouses and lovers, parents and children; relationships, finally, among the myriad and sometimes contradictory elements of our own natures. Readers who are attentive to this aspect of the epic will not be surprised when, at the end of the story, it becomes clear that the object of Odysseus’s many wanderings through time and space was not simply to reach Ithaka, or even to reach his son, his wife, and his father, but rather to be reintegrated into the entire web of relationships—emotional, familial, political—that define his homeland and, hence, define him.

      

      It’s worth noting, finally, that the Odyssey, too, often defines itself by opposition—to its predecessor, the Iliad.3 As scholars have long noted, the text of the Iliad shows no sign that it is aware of the Odyssey, whereas the Odyssey is filled with allusions to, and even quotations from, the other epic. (The most important of these are discussed in the “Notes and Commentary.”) Sometimes, it seems to set itself at odds with Homer’s great war poem, challenging its assumptions and values. This is certainly one way to read that exchange between Odysseus and the ghost of Achilles in Book 11. As we have seen, after the hero of the Odyssey congratulates the hero of the Iliad on the great fame that has outlived him—the renown in return for which Achilles had been willing to forgo a long, inglorious existence and a return to his home—the dead man declares that he would rather be alive and the lowly slave of a serf than rule as king over the dead. (One irony here is that we know that Odysseus himself, the hero of an epic of survival, willingly assumes the status of a “nobody” in order to stay alive.)

      At other times, the Odyssey seems to take pleasure in its ability to tie up the Iliad’s loose ends. In Book 3, the aged hero Nestor recounts to Telémakhos how a number of the other epic’s heroes made their way home (or didn’t) after the end of the Trojan War—a series of tales that would have reminded Homer’s audience of the Nostoi, or “Returns,” the now-lost epic devoted to the homecomings of the Greek warriors. Menelaos’s long account, in Book 4, of his own adventure-filled homecoming is another nostos narrative—as of course is the fragmented account of Agamemnon’s homecoming, the Oresteia Narrative, that is threaded through the Odyssey. In the same vein, Book 24, the final book of the Odyssey, takes great pains to provide an “ending” as well to a number of the Iliad’s narrative arcs. There, for instance, the shade of Agamemnon regales the shade of Achilles with a long description of the latter’s magnificent funeral—an event that the Iliad cannot narrate, since Achilles’ death lies beyond the scope of its narrative. The friendly conversation between these two dead heroes at the end of the Odyssey itself represents a coming full circle, since what triggers the action at the beginning of the Iliad is a bitter quarrel between them.

      These and other allusions indicate that the Odyssey has a deep awareness of its status as a sequel—of its place, that is, within a literary tradition. That awareness, which can strike readers today as surprisingly self-conscious, even modern, is just one of many qualities that lend an eternal freshness to a work that is as fathomless, quicksilver, and many-faceted as its polytropos hero.

    
  
    
      
        A Note on the Translation

      
      When, in January 2018, the University of Chicago Press approached me about doing a new translation of the Odyssey, the moment was right. A few months earlier, I had published a book about the Odyssey—about teaching the Odyssey, to be precise, and (among other things) what it means to be a link in the chain of teachers who have been sharing this rich and inexhaustibly fascinating work for twenty-five centuries—and the epic was still very much on my mind. In particular, I found that I was still preoccupied by questions that had arisen while I was translating a number of passages for my book. I had written a great deal over the years about the challenges of translating literature in French, Italian, German, Greek, and Latin, and had myself confronted the practical side of things when I worked on a translation of my own, of the modern Greek poet Constantine Cavafy.1 Working on those brief passages for my Odyssey book had allowed me to experiment with possible answers to the thorny questions that face the translator of Homer: about meter, diction, tone, and register, which I shall examine in more detail below; about what it means to be “accurate” when bringing across a work from a culture that in some respect resembles our own and in others is, as I have noted above, jarringly alien. All these were still on my mind when the editor from the University of Chicago Press contacted me that January night and asked if I might be interested; and so I said yes.

      The challenge I took up that evening was particularly daunting for reasons having to do with the Press’s own history. For, in the Press’s catalog, my Odyssey stands alongside the Iliad of Richmond Lattimore, the poet and classicist whose translation of that epic has rightly become, since its publication, in 1951, a classic of its own. (It is the translation I studied as a first-year classics major at the University of Virginia in 1978.) Eschewing phony archaisms, on the one hand, and an equally falsifying “modernity,” on the other, Lattimore’s rendering of Homer captured, in a plain and dignified English that was cast into a strong six-beat line, many of the salient qualities of the original. One reason I felt emboldened to take up the challenge of creating an Odyssey that could be paired with Lattimore’s Iliad is that the Odyssey is a work so different from the Iliad in its attitudes, preoccupations, and even diction as to be, for all intents and purposes, by a different author. (As many ancients suspected it was: although most thought that Homer had composed both—the Iliad in his brash prime, the Odyssey in his sage old age—a faction known as “Separatists” argued that they were by two different poets.) Most of us who have studied the classics are either “Iliad people” or “Odyssey people”—a rather anecdotal division, but one borne out by the history of translation of the poems into English, which, beginning with Pope, strongly suggests that few translators render both poems equally well. (Lattimore is a rare exception.) I am an “Odyssey person”: the themes and preoccupations of the epic, particularly its focus on the relation of storytelling to truth, and of narrative to identity, are ones that I have pursued in my own writing and criticism for three decades. In the present translation, I hope to have adhered to the high standards for seriousness, dignity, and precision exemplified by Lattimore’s approach—just how I have tried to do so, I will discuss below—while bringing to the task my particular sympathy for the poem, its world, and its meanings.

      The overriding aim of the present translation has been to offer an English-language Odyssey that is pleasurable to read—by which I mean, has the fluency, muscularity, and rhythm of poetry—while reproducing, to the greatest extent possible, what I see in each dense line of Homer’s Greek. The latter has been of special importance to me, since the reproduction, wherever possible, of the text’s structural nuances and formal features—significant repetitions of key words and phrases, technical elements such as meter, alliteration, assonance, and enjambment—makes for a richer and more complete experience of Homer’s text. Such an experience is crucial, to my mind, for students in both high school classes and in college literature courses like the ones I have taught over the past thirty-five years. These courses, after all, are where students learn to look beyond “the story” and begin to appreciate the way in which a literary work’s form serves its content—the way in which nuances and details come together to yield its larger meanings. A translation that merely conveys the “what” of a text—the plot, the story—but not the “how” commits a double injustice, cheating both the author and the reader.

      In the service of my own aims, I have chosen an approach that represents a departure from recent practice. The present translation is the first contemporary English version of the Odyssey that renders the Greek on a line-for-line basis with full consideration of the poetic qualities of the original.2 It does so by eschewing the meter typically used by English translators of classical epic—the five-beat, ten-syllable line known as iambic pentameter, the “blank verse” familiar to readers of much Anglophone poetry. Instead, I have developed a much longer line, one that replicates, to a great extent, the distinctive pulse of the original, as often as possible with its customary pauses and breaks.

      To some extent, this choice was motivated by an aesthetic consideration. The line Homer used is a six-beat, theoretically seventeen-syllable-long behemoth known as dactylic hexameter—that is, a string of five somewhat waltz-like units, or “feet,” called dactyls, each dactyl consisting of one long and two short syllables, DUM-dah-dah, with a final foot consisting of two syllables.3 This line, moreover, could be broken up by a strong pause somewhere in the middle. Such pauses occur very often within the third foot—a break that clearly evolved as a good place for a singer to take a breath. A schema of a fairly common line looks like this:

      
        —   ︶    ︶  | —   ︶    ︶  | —  ︶  //  ︶  | —   ︶    ︶  | —   ︶    ︶  | —  x

        DUM-dah-dah DUM-dah-dah DUM-dah // dah DUM-dah-dah DUM-dah-dah DUM-DUM

      

      The first line of the Odyssey fits that schema perfectly:

      
        ἄνδρα μοι ἔννεπε, μοῦσα, πολύτροπον, ὃς μάλα πολλὰ . . .

        AND-ra moi4 ENN-epeh MOU-sa // pol-Y-tropon, HOS mala POLL-a . . .

      

      I have tried to mimic this rhythm in my translation:

      
        TELL me the TALE of a MAN, Muse // (who had) SO many ROUND-a-bout WAYS

      

      The poet could vary this long, rolling, sometimes hypnotic line in a number of ways to prevent it from becoming monotonous—by changing the location of the pauses, say, or by substituting one long syllable for two shorts. The most prestigious of classical verse forms, the hexameter was the magisterial meter used in epics—and oracles. In works from the Iliad and the Odyssey to Virgil’s Aeneid and Ovid’s Metamorphoses, the length and stateliness of the lines reflect the gravity and import of the subject matter. The far shorter iambic pentameter line natural in English versification has to work much harder to convey the density and import so natural to the hexameter.

      But even more, the adoption of a longer line was necessary to serve my larger goal of getting as much of each original line into the corresponding line of the translation. It boils down to arithmetic. Each of Homer’s lines is nearly twice as long as a line of blank verse; that, together with the fact that Greek has a far more supple syntax and an infinitely more efficient verbal system than English does (in Greek, “the women who are about to courted” can be expressed in a single word), suggests why any attempt to translate a given Homeric hexameter into a line of English pentameter must result in a severe reduction of the poem’s nuances and complexities.

      These difficulties are apparent in the 2017 translation of the epic by Emily Wilson, which is cast in fairly strict iambics. Wilson’s handling of the verse produced a version that critics and readers admired for its speed, vigor, and clarity. Most other scholars and poets over the years have employed blank verse, typically using one and a half or even two lines for each line of Homer, in order to get around the disparity between hexameters and pentameters. Where Wilson departed from their practice was in her decision to create an Odyssey in English with exactly the same number of lines as the original. This meant subjecting Homer’s text to the procrustean rigors I just mentioned. The result was a version that necessarily omitted much of what was in each line.

      In the third and fourth lines of Book 1 of the Odyssey, for instance, the poet refers for the first time to what his hero, whom he describes as andra polytropon, literally a “man of many turns,” encountered during his wanderings:

      
        πολλῶν δ’ ἀνθρώπων ἴδεν ἄστεα καὶ νόον ἔγνω,

        πολλὰ δ’ ὅ γ’ ἐν πόντῳ πάθεν ἄλγεα ὃν κατὰ θυμόν . . .

        pollôn d’anthrôpôn iden astea kai noön egnô,

        polla d’ho g’en pontôi pathen algea hon kata thymon . . .

      

      A literal translation of these lines might go something like this:

      
        He saw the cities and learned about the mind/way of thinking of many people,

        And suffered many pains in his heart upon the sea . . .

      

      These two lines highlight vitally important themes that will arc throughout the epic. Line 3 alone introduces two considerations that are central. First, we learn here that the hero will encounter different kinds of civilizations and societies during his journeys, symbolized by the “cities” mentioned here. The Odyssey is a work unusually preoccupied with the meaning of civilized life; its hero samples a variety of communities and cultures that stand in implicit comparison to the home to which he is striving to return. Second, Odysseus is a character who learns through his travels—and what he learns about, as often as not, is how the various kinds of “others” think: part of what we might call the “anthropological” aspect of the epic. This one line already suggests that the poem’s hero is, in contrast to a number of the warrior-heroes we meet in the Iliad, a hero of mind, someone who both uses his mind and its manifold qualities to achieve his goals, and who is, moreover, motivated primarily by his curiosity about other people and places. Line 4, meanwhile, reminds us of the cost of that curiosity: the many pains that this polytlas, “much-enduring,” hero will suffer as he travels. There is, moreover, a subtle but important etymological ploy in the repetition of the words for “many” in both lines 3 and 4: for those words, pollôn and polla, each standing noticeably at the head of its respective line, are the same word as the poly- in polytropos, the compound epithet in line 1 that is the first thing we learn about Odysseus. The repetition emphasizes that this hero of “many turns” is linked inextricably to both the positive (the many things he saw and learned) and the negative (the many pains he suffered) aspects of his journeys.

      A number of previous translators found ways to bring these themes and nuances into English. Robert Fagles, in his 1994 version, which employed a loose six-beat line, has the breathing room to render the Greek straightforwardly (“Many cities of men he saw and learned their minds, / many pains he suffered, heartsick on the open sea”), while Robert Fitzgerald in his much freer 1962 translation, which employs an easygoing pentameter with frequent expansion, inflates Homer’s two lines into three in order to bring across all that these lines have to say (and a bit more): “He saw the townlands and learned the minds of many distant men, / and weathered many bitter nights and days / in his deep heart at sea . . .” Stanley Lombardo’s 2000 version, characterized by a bracing terseness—his lines are often as short as four beats—nonetheless ingeniously conveys the crucial information: “Speak / Of all the cities he saw, the minds he grasped, / The suffering deep in his heart at sea / As he struggled to survive and bring his men home.” In my own translation, I have sought not only to convey the meaning of the lines as fully as possible but to echo Homer’s emphasis on the important word “many” by placing it, as Homer does, first in each line:5

      
        Many the peoples whose cities he saw and whose ways of thinking he learned,

        Many the toils he suffered at sea, anguish in his heart . . .

      

      By contrast, Wilson’s commitment to preserving her line count while sticking to a strict pentameter leaves her little room to maneuver:

      
        [Tell me]

        where he went, and who he met, the pain

        he suffered in the storms at sea . . .

      

      “Where he went, and who he met” does not begin to convey the various facets, all of them significant, of these lines. The reader of the Wilson translation remains unaware of all this—has no way of knowing that Homer has pointedly foregrounded the themes of civilization and cities, of learning and minds, in his introduction to the entire epic.

      The sense or “content” of a line or lines is not the only element that suffers from such treatment. At the beginning of Book 13, Odysseus finally sails home to Ithaka as a passenger in one of the magical ships of the Phaiêkians; as the ship speeds him home, the hero falls into a deep slumber (the Greek text and transliteration below are followed by a “literal” translation; my final translation appears later on):

      
        καὶ τῷ νήδυμος ὕπνος ἐπὶ βλεφάροισιν ἔπιπτε,

        νήγρετος, ἥδιστος, θανάτῳ ἄγχιστα ἐοικώς.

        kai tôi nêdymos hypnos epi blepharoisin epipte

        nêgretos, hêdistos, thanatôi angkhista eoikôs.

        And upon his eyelids sweet sleep fell,

        Not to be waked, sweetest, most closely resembling death.

        (13.79–80)

      

      Here, the narcotic profundity of Odysseus’s sleep is evoked by an elaborate play of rich sounds: the repeated drawn-out vowel sounds of the diphthong oi and of the Greek letter eta (transcribed here and elsewhere as ê and always pronounced ay), the repetition of the lulling n sound, the sibilant hiss of the s’s, perhaps meant to suggest the spray of the salt sea against the prow—or maybe even snoring. I have tried to evoke these qualities in my translation by means of a similar alliteration of n’s and s’s (as well as the luscious consonants m and l), and a repetition of long ee sounds:

      
        At that moment, delicious sleep slid down onto his eyelids,

        A slumber deep and most sweet, like nothing so much as death.

      

      Wilson achieves some of these effects in her rendering but, because her lines are so condensed, they cannot convey their somnolent languidness:

      
        A sound sweet sleep fell on his eyes, like death;

        he did not stir.

      

      The overall effect of this and numerous comparable reductions in her translation, as admirable as its many other qualities are, is that the poem as a whole loses much of its subtlety and texture. One reviewer of Wilson’s Odyssey—a critic who greatly admired her talent for versification—nonetheless estimated that a third of Homer’s text had been lost in her translation.6

      Homer’s expansive line allowed him to achieve other kinds of effects that I have tried to mimic wherever possible. As I mentioned earlier, the lengthy hexameter was very often interrupted by a strong break between words in the middle of the third foot, as exemplified in the first line of the epic. But the pause midway through a line is felt especially strongly when, unlike what we see in that first line, the break in the line also represents a break in the flow of thought—that is, when the break marks the end of a phrase or sentence. Homer employs this kind of strongly marked break to great effect. At 5.85–91, Kalypso, the nymph who has been holding Odysseus captive for seven years, receives a visit from Hermes, the messenger god, who brings the unwelcome command from Zeus that she must give up Odysseus and let him return home. She welcomes Hermes somewhat testily:

      
        “τίπτε μοι, Ἑρμεία χρυσόρραπι, εἰλήλουθας

        αἰδοῖός τε φίλος τε; // πάρος γε μὲν οὔ τι θαμίζεις.

        αὔδα ὅ τι φρονέεις: // τελέσαι δέ με θυμὸς ἄνωγεν,

        εἰ δύναμαι τελέσαι γε // καὶ εἰ τετελεσμένον ἐστίν.

        ἀλλ’ ἕπεο προτέρω, // ἵνα τοι πὰρ ξείνια θείω.”

        “Tipte moi, Hermeia khrysorrapi, eilêlouthas

        aidoios te philos te? // Paros ge men ou ti thamizeis.

        auda ho ti phroneëis: // telesai de me thymos anôgen,

        ei dynamai teleasai ge, // kai ei tetelesmenon estin.

        all’ hepeö proterô, // hina toi par xeinia theiô.”

        “Why on earth have you come here, Hermes, you with your golden wand—

        My dear respected friend? // You’ve never been one to visit.

        Out with it—what are you here for? // Your wish is my command—

        If it’s something I can do— // and something that can be done.

        But first follow me inside, // so I can give you a proper welcome.”

      

      Note how each of the last four lines is sliced neatly down the middle so as to yield a total of eight terse half-lines, each either a question or a statement. This clipped rhythm, accentuated by the strong break, emphasizes the nymph’s agitation and impatience: precisely because she has never had a visit from Hermes before, she rightly suspects why he is there, and the rat-a-tat-tat feel of these lines nicely conveys an anxiety lurking just beneath the surface of her polite chitchat. To get a sense of how much of this mood is lost when a translation fails to replicate Homer’s exploitation of the break, consider Fitzgerald’s rendering:

      
        “O Hermes, ever with your golden wand,

        what brings you to my island?

        Your awesome visits in the past were few.

        Now tell me what request you have in mind;

        for I desire to do it, if I can,

        and if it is a proper thing to do.

        But wait a while, and let me serve my friend.”

      

      It’s not hard to see why Fitzgerald handled the lines as he did: his version reminds you that the compact five-beat iambic line doesn’t accommodate strong breaks nearly as comfortably as Homer’s long hexameters do. This is a pitfall overall, given how often one thought will end and another will begin in the middle of a Homeric hexameter—a distinctive feature that I have tried to reproduce as often as possible.

      As will be evident by now, my lines are generally cast in a rhythmic six-beat meter that often hews very close to the standard hexameter measure, often with that break at the beginning of the third foot. That said, my versification has not been orthodox. Those familiar with such matters will see, for instance, that I often use anapests—dah-dah-DUM—to get a line started, my overarching goal being to get the reader to feel the three-quarter rhythm characteristic of the original. This meter makes itself felt if you read the lines following the natural rhythms and intonations of American English speech. A pronunciation guide following this “Note on the Translation” and a glossary at the end of this volume will help readers pronounce the names correctly, which is vital to getting the rhythms right.

      

      Homer deftly employs another device related to the structure of his lines: enjambment—that is, when a sentence or train of thought runs over the end of one line into the next. In many cases, the poet uses enjambment in order to focus his audience’s attention on a key word or concept, by placing it first in the next line, where we “land” on it rather emphatically. Quite often he does this with the word nostos, “homecoming”—one of the key words of the epic—and with thematically related words such as oikos, “house.” One of the first uses of nostos, for instance, comes at 1.76–77, when Zeus responds to Athena’s plea to help her favorite mortal return, exhorting the other gods to think of how they might bring the hero home in spite of Poseidon’s antagonism toward him: “But come, let us put our minds together and consider his / Homecoming—how to arrange it . . .” Similarly, the Phaiêkian princess Nausikáa later urges Odysseus to make an appeal to her mother, Queen Arétê, who, she asserts, has the authority to grant him safe passage home:

      
        “εἴ κέν τοι κείνη γε φίλα φρονέῃσ’ ἐνὶ θυμῷ,

        ἐλπωρή τοι ἔπειτα φίλους τ’ ἰδέειν καὶ ἱκέσθαι

        οἶκον ἐϋκτίμενον καὶ σὴν ἐς πατρίδα γαῖαν.”

        “ei ken toi keinê ge phila phroneês’ eni thymoi,

        elpôrê toi epeita philous t’ideëin kai hikesthai

        oikon eüktimenon kai sên es patrida gaian.”

        “If she takes you into her heart, if she feels warmly toward you,

        Then there’s hope that you will see your loved ones again and come

        Home to your strong-built palace and back to the land of your fathers.”

        (6.313–15)

      

      One of the most arresting uses of enjambment in the Odyssey sustains this device over many lines in order to underscore Odysseus’s heightened state of emotion at a wrenching moment. During his journey in Hades, the hero glimpses the ghost of the great warrior Aías, who had killed himself after failing to win the contest for Achilles’ armor that followed the hero’s death—a defeat that, in one version of the story, was engineered by Odysseus, who bribed the judges. Odysseus’s address to Aías’s ghost takes the form of a highly enjambed speech—a torrent of self-exculpating rhetoric in which the speaker’s agitation at seeing his old rival again, as well as his notorious fluency, are conveyed by sentence after sentence spilling over the ends of the lines, with only two exceptions (555 and 560):

      
        “‘Αἶαν, παῖ Τελαμῶνος ἀμύμονος, οὐκ ἄρ’ ἔμελλες

        οὐδὲ θανὼν λήσεσθαι ἐμοὶ χόλου εἵνεκα τευχέων

        555 οὐλομένων; τὰ δὲ πῆμα θεοὶ θέσαν Ἀργείοισι,

        τοῖος γάρ σφιν πύργος ἀπώλεο: σεῖο δ’ Ἀχαιοὶ

        ἶσον Ἀχιλλῆος κεφαλῇ Πηληϊάδαο

        ἀχνύμεθα φθιμένοιο διαμπερές: οὐδέ τις ἄλλος

        αἴτιος, ἀλλὰ Ζεὺς Δαναῶν στρατὸν αἰχμητάων

        560 ἐκπάγλως ἤχθηρε, τεῒν δ’ ἐπὶ μοῖραν ἔθηκεν.

        ἀλλ’ ἄγε δεῦρο, ἄναξ, ἵν’ ἔπος καὶ μῦθον ἀκούσῃς

        ἡμέτερον: δάμασον δὲ μένος καὶ ἀγήνορα θυμόν.’”

        (11.553–62)

      

      
        “‘Aías, faultless Telamôn’s son—can it be that even in death

        You cannot forget your fury at me because of that accursed

        555 Armor? It was the gods who set that bane on the Argives,

        For such was the towering power they lost when you died. We Achaeans

        Mourned you morning and night when you died, just as we’d done

        For Achilles, son of Peleus. For all this, there was no one but Zeus

        To blame, for he harbored a violent hatred against the Danáän

        560 Army of spear-bearing men, and so laid you low with your fate.

        But come here now, my lord, so you can listen to my saga,

        My tale. Overpower your pride and that haughty heart of yours.’”

      

      Here again, the breathless effect is lost when the enjambment is not reproduced. Wilson:

      
        “‘Please, Ajax, son of mighty Telamon,

        can you not set aside your rage at me

        about those cursed arms? Not even now

        In death? The gods made them to ruin us.

        You were our tower; what a loss you were!

        We Greeks were struck by grief when you were gone;

        we mourned as long for you as for Achilles.

        Blame nobody but Zeus. He ruined us,

        in hatred for the army of the Greeks;

        and that was why he brought this doom on you.

        But listen now, my lord. Subdue your anger.’”

      

      This passage further illustrates how the use of a shorter line can elide crucial details. Both Wilson and Lombardo are compelled by their commitment to a terse line to shave off some of the Greek in the last two lines of this speech (which Lombardo renders as “No, come back, Lord Ajax, and listen! / Control your wrath and rein in your proud spirit”). But in the Greek, Odysseus doesn’t tell Ajax simply to “listen”; he pointedly tells him to listen to the epos and the mythos he wants to share, his “saga” and “tale.” Epos is, in fact, the Greek word for “epic,” and mythos, the root of our “mythology,” refers to the kind of (often tall) tale that Odysseus tells throughout the Odyssey. The point of these lines is that Odysseus is hoping to do here what he always does: use his narrative skills at spinning tales to win someone over. The encounter with his old enemy is a rare—and hence significant—failure.

      Another key element of Homeric poetics is the bard’s use of sound effects. Many important effects throughout the Odyssey are created by means of alliteration (the repetition of consonant sounds) and assonance (the repetition of vowel sounds). A remarkable passage in Book 5 (58–62), which richly deploys both, introduces us to the nymph Kalypso, at whose cave Hermes has just arrived. When he enters, she is at her loom, singing:

      
        τὴν δ’ ἔνδοθι τέτμεν ἐοῦσαν.

        πῦρ μὲν ἐπ’ ἐσχαρόφιν μέγα καίετο, τηλόσε δ’ ὀδμὴ

        κέδρου τ’ εὐκεάτοιο θύου τ’ ἀνὰ νῆσον ὀδώδει

        δαιομένων: ἡ δ’ ἔνδον ἀοιδιάουσ’ ὀπὶ καλῇ

        ἱστὸν ἐποιχομένη χρυσείῃ κερκίδ’ ὕφαινεν.

        Tên d’ endothi tétmen eousan.

        Pûr men ep’ eskharophin mega kaieto, têlose d’ odmê

        Kedrou t’ eukeatoio thyou t’ ana nêson odôdei

        daioménôn: hê d’ éndon aoidiáous’ opi kalêi

        Histon epoikhomenê khryseíê kerkid’ hyphainen.

        He found her when she was inside.

        A great fire was burning on the hearth, and far off the aroma

        Of easily-split cedar and arbor vitae sent its perfume throughout the island

        As they burned: meanwhile she, inside, was singing with her lovely voice

        As she, going back and forth at her loom, wove with a golden shuttle.

      

      The transliteration above indicates the care with which Homer loaded the lines with assonances: short e’s in the first two lines and then, as we get closer to the word “singing” (which itself is crammed with vowels and diphthongs: aoidiáous’), a number of drawn-out long vowels—the long ay sound of ê and the long ô, as well as ou and ai and ei—starts to cluster around the word, even as a series of bouncy d’s keeps time, as it were, often in conjunction with n. A particularly remarkable moment comes in line 61, where the participle aoidiáous’, “singing,” mirrors back the word for burning, daioménôn in a slant rhyme: aoid / daio. These repetitions and reflections combine to convey the sound of a lilting voice in the act of singing, an effect I try to re-create with assonance (ur, ar, er sounds) alliterations (r’s, l’s, and d’s), and a full rhyme to suggest the playfulness of aoid / daio:

      
        There, inside, he found her.

        An enormous fire was burning upon the hearth. The aroma

        60 Of blazing splits of wood—cedar, juniper—

        Drifted all over the island while she lifted her lovely voice

        In song and wove back and forth at her loom with a golden shuttle.

      

      I am hardly the first translator to feel the effects of these hypnotic lines. Fagles, for instance, does an excellent job of suggesting their lilting quality, expanding Homer’s five lines into seven in order to have space for his effects to make themselves felt, and loading the last few lines with g’s and -ng’s in a way that makes you practically feel the pulse in the goddess’s throat:

      
        A great fire

        blazed on the hearth and the smell of cedar

        cleanly split and sweetwood burning bright

        wafted a cloud of fragrance down the island.

        Deep inside she sang, the goddess Calypso, lifting

        her breathtaking voice as she glided back and forth

        before her loom, her golden shuttle weaving.

      

      Wilson is alert to this as well:

      
        Beside the hearth a mighty fire was burning.

        The scent of citrus and of brittle pine

        suffused the island. Inside, she was singing

        and weaving with a shuttle made of gold.

        Her voice was beautiful . . .

      

      I have attempted to be as attentive as possible to alliteration in particular, since the poet uses this device even more frequently than he does assonance. In Book 16, the loyal swineherd Eúmaios describes the decrepitude into which Odysseus’s aged father, Laërtes, has fallen during his son’s absence:

      
        ἀλλὰ στοναχῇ τε γόῳ τε

        ἧσται ὀδυρόμενος, φθινύθει δ’ ἀμφ’ ὀστεόφι χρώς.

        (16.144–45)

      

      
        alla stonakhê te goöi te

        Hêstai odyrómenos, phthinúthei d’amph’ osteóphi khrôs.

        No, with laments and tearful sighing

        He sits there mourning, and his flesh shrivels around his bones.

      

      Here, the poet loads the lines with rasping s’s and st’s, along with breathily aspirated consonants (kh, ph, th), as if to suggest the sound of the old man’s papery skin being sloughed off his bones—sounds I have attempted to reproduce in my final version:

      
        “No, he sits there, lamenting,

        Sighing, shedding tears, as the flesh shrivels from his bones.”

      

      Here again, it is possible to see how the longer line allows for the fullest possible play of such effects.

      

      One of the thorniest questions facing the translator of Homer concerns the appropriate tone and register of the English to be used. Homer’s Greek, for starters, was not a language anyone ever spoke. It is, rather, a purely literary language, an alloy of several different Greek dialects and of linguistic forms from different periods in the evolution of the language; parts of the Odyssey in particular show traces of a Greek considerably later than the language of the Iliad. All of this—the dialects, the diction—was tempered over time to suit the highly specialized needs of epic verse. To the ear of a Greek-speaking person in classical times, the epic’s language probably sounded at once archaic and familiar—much the way that the King James Bible might sound to an Anglophone ear today. But to reproduce the archaisms fully today would result in an embarrassing pastiche. What to do?

      Various translators have adopted different solutions. All of us, I suspect, are still influenced by the now-canonical judgment of the Victorian poet and critic Matthew Arnold, who, in an 1861 essay called “On Translating Homer,” enumerated what he saw as the four cardinal qualities of Homeric verse: rapidity, plainness and directness of syntax and diction, plainness and directness of thought, and nobility. Homer’s Greek is capacious enough that he can achieve all four, but English translators have generally had to choose one or two at the expense of the others. (The sole exception is probably Alexander Pope, whose Iliad, set in rhyming couplets and published between 1715 and 1720, may well be the greatest translation of any work in any language.) Lattimore’s craggy translation, which imitates Homer’s expansive six-beat line and manages to suggest the archaisms without sounding silly (“Odysseus . . . laid a harsh word upon him”), has nobility but not rapidity. Fagles’s enormously popular version has a gratifying plainness—my students have always preferred it—but it doesn’t get the grandeur. So, too, Wilson’s, where her everyday English exemplifies plainness of diction and syntax, but at the price of dignity and nobility.

      In my own translation, I have aimed to produce an English that is plain and natural, with occasional departures—usually but not always to suggest a slightly higher register. To achieve the plainness and suggest the epic’s great antiquity, I have avoided multisyllabic Latinate words in favor of a simpler vocabulary derived from Anglo-Saxon roots. While aiming at a natural register, I have avoided diction that is too casual or overtly colloquial—however tempting it can be to go that route. For the conversation between Kalypso and Hermes that I discuss above, for instance, I had toyed with the idea of having the nymph say, “Out with it—what’s on your mind?”: the last phrase is in fact a very accurate translation of Homer’s Greek here, tí . . . phronéeis. But it’s just not how immortals should sound. Wherever possible, I have tried to avoid words whose modernity would jolt readers out of the world that is the epic’s setting. In Book 11, for instance, the ghost of Agamemnon describes how he was murdered at the feast given to celebrate his return from Troy, a passage in which he uses the word eranos, often translated as “picnic.” But “picnic” is what my late friend and mentor Bob Gottlieb, widely acknowledged as one of the greatest editors of the twentieth century, called a “stopper”: given the strong associations that “picnic” has for an Anglophone reader, its presence in this passage would stop the reader, raising questions that would interrupt the flow of the reading experience. (Did the Greeks have picnics? What were they like? What kind of food did they eat? Were there blankets and sunscreen? Etc.) The Odyssey is certainly “modern,” in the sense that its themes are always with us; but the body it inhabits, its accoutrements, are very much of its own remote time. When all is said and done, the world of the epic, its heroes and heroines, villains and goddesses and monsters, is very distant from ours; that distance is, to my mind, an essential part of what the Odyssey is, and should be felt in translation. To cast Homer in up-to-the-minute, contemporary English speech might make it feel approachably modern for some readers, especially young ones; but it is worth remembering that Homer never felt “modern,” even in his own time.

      In order to suggest the work’s strangeness while maintaining a predominantly natural register, I have employed an array of devices. Sometimes this is a matter of diction—of very occasionally using slightly old-fashioned words that will feel, to the reader, like the princess’s pea under the mattress: just enough of a bump to make you take notice. Hence in Book 1, when Athena expresses to her father her anxiety about her favorite hero, I have her say, “But my heart is cleft in two on behalf of my clever Odysseus.” (In this case, the archaic past participle also allows me to play on its resemblance to “clever,” in imitation of what the Greek is doing with those same two words, daietai and daïphroni.) At other times, I bend the syntax of normal English somewhat, sometimes following the Greek word order, in order to (as it were) put some starch in the collar of a line: “To them the Father of men and of gods began to speak” or “And then to her feet she strapped the beautiful sandals.”

      On the other hand, there are times when I do relax the diction. I have no qualms about using contractions, for example, to soften a line, or to give a sense of intimacy between characters in dialogue. In the case of Telémakhos, to whom I give the most contractions, the device helps suggest the character’s youth. Here is Odysseus’s son, fantasizing about what would happen to the Suitors if his father were to appear:

      
        But if they were ever to see that man returned at last to Ithaka

        They’d be praying, the lot of them, to have far swifter feet

        Rather than to grow even richer in gold and gorgeous garments!

        But it’s clear that he was undone by a horrible fate, and for us

        There’s no comfort—even if someone, just any man on this earth,

        Were to say that he’s coming. No: no homecoming day for him.

        (1.163–68)

      

      To Father Zeus, by contrast, I never give contractions.

      No device conveys Homer’s style as immediately and vividly as do his formulaic epithets, and here again I have made a choice that sets this translation apart from contemporary usage. The verbatim repetition of these tags, whose use in epic composition I discussed above—“Menelaos the Fair-Haired,” “Odysseus, that man of great cunning,” “Zeus, who marshals the clouds,” “Penelope, clear-thinking woman”—tends to strike contemporary translators as an embarrassment, and they have found ways to work around them, either by cutting them altogether or adapting them. Wilson, for instance, has argued that “[i]n an oral or semiliterate culture, repeated epithets give a listener an anchor in a quick-moving story. In a highly literate society such as our own, repetitions are likely to feel like moments to skip. They can be a mark of writerly laziness or unwillingness to acknowledge one’s own interpretative position, and can send a reader to sleep.” As a result, she chooses “to interpret these epithets in several different ways, depending on the demands of the scene at hand.” Hence her rendering, at one point, of one of the most famous of epithets, glaukôpis Athênê—the phrase that has typically been translated as “gray-eyed Athena” (although the adjective more likely means something like “bright-eyed”)—suggests that the gleam is fortuitous, a momentary occurrence: “Athena’s eyes lit up and she replied.”

      Yet Homer’s epithets serve a number of purposes beyond giving the listener “an anchor in a quick-moving story” or helping the poet-performer fill in the blanks while he casts his mind ahead thinking of what to say next. Most important, the formulas convey a distinctly Hellenic worldview. Zeus is always the god who marshals the clouds, nephelêgerata, and Athena is always the goddess of the bright owl-eyes, thea glaukôpis, whatever her emotion happens to be during a given conversation—just as Telémakhos, even though he displays callowness and adolescent cruelty, is still pepnumenos, “that sensible lad,” and just as his mother, however distraught she may be at this or that moment, is, when all is said and done, preeminently periphrôn, “that clear-thinking woman”: the quality that makes her the ideal mate for Odysseus. Far from being decorative or vestigial, the epithets express the belief that the world is a certain way, that the gods “who exist forever” (one of their own epithets) exist eternally exactly as they are, and that—a belief of particular importance in the Odyssey, concerned as it is with the core identity of its multifaceted hero—we are always ourselves, whatever circumstances we may find ourselves in. To elide or reduce the epithets is to rob the reader of crucial access to the mind of the culture that created the epic. The point of translating the Odyssey is to help readers come to understand that mind, not to elide the features of the epic that fail to dovetail with our own tastes and expectations.

      Because the epithets are so vital to the feel of the work—and because many of them have entered our own cultural consciousness and become clichés (“wine-dark sea”), I have thought a great deal about what they may have meant to Homer and his audience before they became ossified, and have attempted to dust them off and restore to them something of the arresting strangeness they must have once had. Take Athena’s eyes. The word glaukôpis is a compound adjective of which the first element, the adjective glaukós, could indeed mean “gray” (hence “glaucoma”) but whose primary meaning was “gleaming.” The adjective is, in fact, derived from the noun glaux, “owl,” because of that bird’s brilliantly gleaming eyes. Anyone who lives in the countryside, as I do, and has had an unexpected encounter with a barn owl at night will know exactly what the goddess’s unnerving stare looks like—and knows, too, what it is like to be the object of those eyes’ stare. This, undoubtedly, is what the poet was thinking of, and it is why my Athena is “the goddess of the bright owl-eyes.”

      Similarly, there are no “wingèd words” in this Odyssey. As pleasant as it is to think of words flitting around like the dancing elephants in Walt Disney’s Fantasia, it is far more likely that when the poet dreamed up the phrase epeá pteróenta (literally, “words that are feathered”), he was thinking not of birds and their wings but of the fletching on arrows. The point is that when his characters speak, often with fervor or animation, their words fly at one another like arrows. Hence my rendering of this oft-repeated formula: “And then he addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows.” In a similar vein, rosy-fingered Dawn also makes no appearances here. (Among other things, “rosy” strikes our ear as hopelessly Edwardian.) My translation extrapolates from Homer’s adjective rhododáktylos (“rose-fingered”) to convey the image—the blush of ruddy light that appears in the dark sky at daybreak—that the poet must have had in mind: “Then morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose.” Finally, there are no “hollow ships” here. To be sure, the two adjectives Homer most often uses in formulaic phrases describing the ships that figure so prominently in this epic—koîlos and glaphyrós—have “hollow” as their primary meaning. Both are used most often of caves, and sometimes of harbors (in whose “hollows” ships take refuge); the word koîlos is used of everything from Trojan Horse (“the hollow trap,” 4.277) to a quiver meant to hold arrows (21.417), while glaphyrós describes a lyre (because of its hollow sounding-box: 17.262). But, used of a ship, the word “hollow” can strike the Anglophone reader as odd and can seem like a synonym for “empty”; whereas the two Greek words, as most of the examples above suggest, irresistibly make us think of what’s inside the hollow: the warriors in the Trojan Horse, the arrows in the quiver, the ships in the harbor. And, in fact, koílos came, over time, to mean a ship’s hold, the storage space located belowdecks (while glaphyrós, interestingly, acquired a secondary meaning of “smooth” or “sleek,” both literally and figuratively). Hence I wanted to find language that would immediately bring to mind a ship’s hull, and so have translated the formulaic phrase that includes koîlos as “sleek-bellied ship(s)” and the one that uses glaphyrós as “sleek-hulled ship(s)”—choices I found attractive not least because both “bellied” and “hulled” have a nice alliterative relationship to “hollow” (and indeed to both of the Greek words).

      My choices—the adoption of the hexameter line, the attention to the original’s complex word- and sound-play, both the restoration and the rethinking of the epithets, and the verbatim repetition of those epithets as well as of formulaic lines and scenes—were made, as I observed at the beginning of this translator’s note, in order to produce a translation that offers pleasure to the reader while revealing as much as possible the original’s complex meanings and distinctive style. The result is meant to be an Odyssey that feels vigorous and refreshed even as it honors the ancient integrity of Homer’s poem. In this, I hope it might resemble its hero, so often subject to miraculous makeovers and beautifications that always ended up making him more—himself.

    
  
    
      
        Pronunciation Guide

      
      From an early mentor, the novelist Mary Renault, I learned that transliterations of Greek words and names that mimic Greek spellings have the bracing effect of forcing us to see characters, settings, and events with fresh eyes.

      For that reason, I have generally dispensed with the traditional Latin orthography of most proper names—preferring, for instance, to use k rather than c for the Greek letter kappa (κ): Kalypso, not Calypso. This not only produces a tonic visual effect that I favor, but forces readers into the authentic, rather spiky pronunciation of many names, by preventing the softening that occurs when kappa is transliterated by c and appears before i or e. The people whose town Odysseus sacks in the first of his post-Trojan adventures are Kíkones; if we transliterate as Cicones, the result is likely to sound like “Sicones” and might lead to stray thoughts of Madonna. I have broken this rule only in the case of names so well known that they have become part of our own culture: hence “Circe,” not “Kirkê,” although the latter is what the Greeks said; and “Achilles,” rather than “Akhilleus.” The Greek consonant khi (χ), which I transliterate as kh, was an aspirated k and sounded like a slightly harsher version of the -ch in the German ich; English speakers, however, tend to pronounce it as k. The Greek theta (θ), transcribed here as th, is always voiceless (as in “thing”), never voiced (as in “them”). As for diphthongs, here, too, I have elected to mimic the Greek as much as possible: αι, for instance, is always transliterated ai, never ae—Klytaimnêstra, not Clytaemnestra.

      I also use the Greek -os ending, rather than the Latin -us, throughout for masculine proper nouns: another touch that makes the word look more Greek: Menelaos, not Menelaus. As for final -es in names, this would have been pronounced -ayss, but I assume that readers will automatically follow the Anglophone habit and say -eez, as in the final syllable of the names Socrates or Euripides. Hence Zeus’s patronymic, “Kronídes,” meaning “son of Kronos,” should sound like kroh-NIH-deez. The crucial thing is that the final vowel in such names is always articulated and never silent: Kronídes should not be pronounced as if it rhymed with “brides.”

      Except where the location of the stress in a word has become habitual (“Minos,” “Orion,” “Menelaos,” “Aigisthos”), I have indicated where it should fall by means of an accent (´ or ˆ) over the vowel in the stressed syllable: hence, “Telémakhos” (a name that my students have always longed to pronounce teh-leh-MAH-kuhss), “Érebos,” “Klytaimnêstra,” “Peiríthoös.” When a diaresis (¨) appears over a vowel, as in that last example, it means that the accented vowel is meant to be pronounced distinctly from the vowel next to it: Pay-RIH-thoh-ohss, not Pay-RIH-thooss.

      As for vowels, all a’s, representing the Greek letter alpha (α), are short (ah), never long like the a in “name.” All e’s (Greek epsilon, ε) are short, eh, like the e in “bed”; an e topped by a circumflex (ê), representing the Greek letter eta (η), should be pronounced ay as in “hay.” Hence the name of the queen of the Phaiêkians, Arétê, is pronounced ah-REH-tay. The letter i, representing Greek iota (ι), is pronounced short (ih), never long like the i in “bite,” except in cases where habit has intervened (“Orion”). Similarly, o (Greek omicron, ο) is always short (“top”), whereas ô (Greek omega, ω) is long, like the o in “hope.” The combination ai should be pronounced to rhyme with “eye” or “pie,” and ei, representing Greek ει, should sound like ay as in “hay” with a tiny ee at the end, more or less the way you’d say heyyy. The diphthong eu was pronounced as if eh and oo could be mashed together: the name of the patriarch of the cursed family to which Agamemnon belonged was pronounced ah-TREH-OOSS. Since I suspect that I will not persuade many readers to give up on the standard English pronunciation of that and some other well-known names ending in -eus (i.e., “Atreus” = AY-tree-uhss, “Theseus” = THEE-see-uhss, “Peleus” = PEEL-ee-uhss, etc.), I have let those names stand unaccented in the text while accenting less familiar names correctly (“Neleús”) to nudge readers closer to the sound of the Greek. The diphthong oi sounds like the oi in “void,” and ou like the ou in “you,” never like the ou in “loud.”

      I have indicated the pronunciations as I hear them and as they are meant to be scanned in my lines; readers, of course, may do as they please.
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        Book 1

      
      
        
          Tell me the tale of a man, Muse, who had so many roundabout ways

          To wander, driven off course, after sacking Troy’s hallowed keep;

          Many the peoples whose cities he saw and whose ways of thinking he learned,

          Many the toils he suffered at sea, anguish in his heart

          As he struggled to safeguard his life and the homecoming of his companions.

          But he did not save his companions even so, though he longed to,

          For their heedlessness destroyed them, theirs and nobody else’s—

          Fools that they were, like children, who devoured the sun-god Hyperion’s

          Cattle, and so he took from them the day of their homecoming.

          10 Goddess, start where you will; daughter of Zeus, share the tale with us too.

          Now all of the other men—those who’d fled looming destruction—

          Were home again, escaped from the war or saved from the depths of the sea,

          Except for him. Though he yearned to come home, though he yearned for his wife,

          A nymph—the Lady Kalypso, that radiant goddess—kept him

          Back in her smooth-hollowed caves, burning to make him her husband.

          But at last the time came around, as the seasons wheeled in their cycles,

          To fulfill the fate the gods had spun for him: to sail homeward

          To Ithaka, though even there he could not escape his trials—

          Even among kith and kin. For all the gods pitied him

          20 Except for Poseidon, who raged hotly, never relenting,

          Against Odysseus the godlike until he reached his own land.

          Now, though, that god had gone off to visit the Æthiops, faraway people—

          Æthiops, remotest of men, whose tribes are divided in twain:

          Half of them live where the sun sets, the other half where it rises.

          Off he had gone to receive a hecatomb of bulls and young rams.

          So he was away enjoying the feast while all the other gods

          Were assembled together inside the halls of Olympian Zeus.

          To them the Father of men and of gods began to speak,

          For he’d been put in mind of Aigisthos, a man who was not one to blame,

          30 Whom the son of Agamemnon, far-famed Orestes, had slain.

          With this man in mind, then, Zeus addressed a word to the immortals.

          “Outrageous! Look how mortals heap blame upon the gods!

          They like to say that we are the source of their ills, but if they have

          More than their share of woe, it’s through their own heedlessness.

          ‘More than his share’: So it was just lately with Aigisthos,

          Who first married Atreḯdes’s wife, then slew the man as he came home—

          This, though he knew in advance of his looming ruin, for we’d warned him,

          Having already sent down Hermes, that keen-sighted Slayer of Argos,

          To tell him, ‘Do not slay the man, nor woo his wife

          40 Since vengeance for Atreus’s son will come one day from Orestes

          The moment he comes of age and longs for his native land.’

          This is what Hermes said. But sensible though his words were,

          He failed to win over the mind of Aigisthos, who now has paid dearly.”

          To him the goddess Athena replied, she of the bright owl-eyes:

          “Kronídes, father to all of us, highest of all who hold power,

          The ruin that laid this man low was no more than what was fitting.

          Whoever does as he did should perish just as he perished.

          But my heart is cleft in two on behalf of my clever Odysseus,

          An ill-fated man who has suffered too long, far from his people,

          50 On an island surrounded by waves in the very heart of the sea,

          An island covered in trees. A goddess has her home there,

          The daughter of baleful Atlas who knows the deepest parts

          Of the sea and, all by himself, holds aloft the giant

          Columns that keep the earth and the firmament safely apart.

          His daughter’s the one who holds back our woeful, weeping man,

          Endlessly trying to charm him with melting, wheedling talk,

          To make him forget about Ithaka. But Odysseus, who longs simply

          To catch sight of the smoke of the fires of home as it leaps in the air

          Above his own land, now yearns for death. Has your heart now

          60 Turned from him, Olympian? Were you not pleased when Odysseus

          Sacrificed to you, Zeus, by the ships of the Achaeans

          Among Troy’s sprawling plains? Yet you now find Odysseus odious?”

          Zeus, who marshals the clouds, now spoke to her in reply:

          “Child of mine, what a speech has slipped through the fence of your teeth!

          Could I ever forget Odysseus, a man who is like a god

          And surpasses all other men with his mind—surpasses them too

          In the gifts that he gave the immortals who inhabit the far-flung heavens?

          No, Poseidon who makes the earth tremble persists in his anger

          All because of the Cyclops, whose one sole eye our man blinded—

          70 Godlike Polyphêmos, whose power is greatest by far

          Among all the Cyclops people. (It was Thóösa who bore him—

          A nymph, the daughter of Phórkys who rules the sea’s restless wastes—

          Inside the smooth-hollowed caves after mingling in love with Poseidon.)

          Since then, Poseidon Earth-Shaker has been holding Odysseus back—

          Not in order to kill him, but to keep him from reaching his homeland.

          But come, let us put our minds together and consider his

          Homecoming—how to arrange it. Poseidon will let go

          Of his rage, for I hardly think that he can go on opposing

          All the undying gods when he is just one against many.”

          80 To him the goddess Athena replied, she of the bright owl-eyes:

          “Kronídes, father to all of us, highest of all who hold power,

          If indeed it is pleasing now to the gods who dwell in bliss

          For Odysseus, ingenious man, to return to his house and home,

          Then let us now speed Hermes the Guide, the Slayer of Argos,

          Toward Ogygía island so that he can speedily

          Announce your steadfast decision to the nymph of the beautiful braids:

          That Odysseus, whose mind stands fast, shall make his journey home.

          For my part, I will embark for Ithaka, there to breathe purpose

          Into his son, that I might instill a man’s courage within his heart,

          90 And to make him call an Assembly of the long-haired Achaeans

          And tell all the Suitors to go—those men who never leave off

          Slaughtering throngs of his sheep and his lumbering, twisty-horned cattle.

          To Sparta I shall send him and to sandy Pylos, too,

          To learn whatever he can of his dear father’s journey

          Home, and to help him as well to earn a noble renown among men.”

          Her words. And then to her feet she strapped the beautiful sandals,

          Immortal, made of gold, which bore her across the wet seas

          And the land’s endless expanses, swift as the breath of the wind.

          She took up her mighty spear. Tipped with a sharp point of bronze,

          100 Heavy, huge, stout, she wields it to break the battalions

          Of heroes with whom she is wroth—a mighty father’s true daughter.

          Down along the crags of Olympos she flashed, coming at last

          To the country of Ithaka’s people. She stood in Odysseus’s forecourt

          There at his Great Hall’s threshold, grasping the lance of bronze,

          Resembling a friend of the house: Mentes, the Taphian chieftain.

          Inside, she found the brash Suitors. Some were amusing themselves

          Playing at their board-games, sprawled out in front of the doorway,

          Sitting on hides of oxen that they themselves had slaughtered.

          Meanwhile there were heralds about, and bustling stewards, too.

          110 Some were blending the wine with water in great mixing-bowls

          While others wiped down the tables with lacy sponges, then set them

          Out once again, and still others were carving and serving the meats.

          Long before anyone else did, godlike Telémakhos saw her,

          For he’d been sitting among the Suitors with anguish in his heart

          As he pictured this scene to himself: his noble father finally home,

          Scattering the Suitors and sweeping them out of the house,

          Restoring his own honor and lord of his palace once more.

          Thinking these thoughts in the midst of the Suitors, he caught sight of Athena.

          Swiftly he went to the doorway, his heart stung with indignation

          120 At the thought that a stranger should wait so long at the door. Drawing near,

          He clasped her right hand in his own and took the bronze spear from her.

          Then he addressed her with words that flew toward her like arrows:

          “Greetings, stranger and guest. Be welcome among us. Once

          You have taken your fill of refreshment you’ll tell us what need has brought you.”

          So saying, he led the way, Pallas Athena behind him.

          Then, when the two had come inside the lofty palace,

          He stood her lance inside the beautifully fitted arms-rack,

          There between the high columns, where all of the lances

          Belonging to steadfast Odysseus stood serried, row after row.

          130 He showed her to a beautiful chair, intricate in its design,

          And smoothed the cushion down, then drew up a stool for her feet.

          He placed his inlaid chair next to hers—far from those others,

          The Suitors, for he feared that his guest, put off by the terrible ruckus,

          Would never enjoy his dinner with such overbearing companions;

          And he wanted to ask him questions about his long-absent father.

          A maidservant brought in water, pouring it out from a ewer—

          Exquisite, wrought in gold—into a basin of silver,

          For the guest to wash his hands. Then she placed a table nearby.

          The housekeeper, worthy woman, brought the meal and served it,

          140 Glad to have so many dishes to set out from her storerooms inside.

          Hoisting his trenchers aloft, the steward set out meats

          Of every kind, and among them he set down the goblets of gold.

          Meanwhile the herald bustled about and kept pouring them wine.

          All of the Suitors came in, crowding together. And then

          They took their seats on the couches and in the high-backed chairs

          As heralds went round pouring water for the Suitors to wash their hands

          And female slaves swarmed around, offering bread from their baskets

          While youths went round with cups they had filled from the mixing-bowls.

          Then the men stretched their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          150 But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food

          The thoughts of the Suitors soon turned to other matters,

          To song and dance. For those, too, should accompany a feast.

          The herald placed a lyre, beautifully wrought, in the hands

          Of Phêmios, who would sing for the Suitors—but only under duress.

          After tuning the instrument’s strings he struck up his beautiful song.

          Then Telémakhos spoke to Athena, she of the bright owl-eyes,

          Keeping his head close to hers lest the others overhear them.

          “Stranger and guest, will you be vexed by what I am going to say?

          Those men over there, they care about singing and dancing—

          160 Easy for them, since they eat up another man’s substance for free,

          A man whose whitened bones are rotting in the rain by now,

          Either lying there beached on the shore or tossed by the waves in the deep.

          But if they were ever to see that man returned at last to Ithaka

          They’d be praying, the lot of them, to have far swifter feet

          Rather than to grow even richer in gold and gorgeous garments!

          But it’s clear that he was undone by a horrible fate, and for us

          There’s no comfort—even if someone, just any man on this earth,

          Were to say that he’s coming. No: no homecoming day for him.

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          170 Who are you among men? Where’s your town, and who are your parents?

          What kind of ship did you come on and how was it that the sailors

          Brought you to Ithaka—who did they say they were?

          For I somehow don’t imagine that you managed to get here on foot!

          Please do tell me the truth so I may know for sure:

          Are you new here, or are you a guest—perhaps an old friend of my father’s?

          For many were the men who would come to my family’s home

          Back in the days when that man still had dealings with people.”

          To him the goddess Athena replied, she of the bright owl-eyes:

          “Well then, indeed, hm, yes! I’ll tell it to you straight.

          180 Mentes they call me, the son of Ankhíalos, whose wits were as sharp

          As a cleaver. I’m lord of the Taphians, now—a people in love with their oars!

          I’ve come down here with my ship and my mates, sailing the sea

          Whose face is the color of wine, toward lands where they speak strange tongues—

          Temésê, where we swap our bronze for cargoes of glittering iron.

          I beached my ship on a field a little way off from your city

          By Rheíthron harbor, hard by the woods over on Neion.

          Your father and us, we’re old friends—oh yes, we go all the way back.

          Just get a hold of old man Laërtes and ask him yourself,

          That noble man . . . Though I hear that he’s finished with the city.

          190 They say he stays out of the way up in the country, with no one

          But a crone to serve him his vittles and give him something to slake

          His thirst when the aches come on, griping his arms and his legs

          When he’s spent all day on his knees, creeping about in the vineyard.

          Now here I am. For they say that he’s practically home by now—

          Your father, I mean—but the gods have got in the way of his journey!

          For he isn’t lying dead somewhere, not glorious Odysseus.

          No, he’s out there somewhere, alive, trapped on the vast ocean,

          On an island surrounded by waves where savages hold him captive,

          Brutes who are keeping him prisoner, holding him against his will.

          200 Now I’ll make you a little prediction, as can happen when the gods

          Slip some prophecy into your heart so you know how things will turn out—

          Although I’m no prophet, God knows, can’t fathom a thing about bird-signs!

          Know this: he won’t be long away from the land of his fathers,

          The land that he loves. Bonds of iron couldn’t keep him from coming home!

          He’ll think of a way to get back, he’s got so many tricks up his sleeve.

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          Can you really be Odysseus’s boy—so big, so grown up?

          It’s amazing how much you’re like that man—your head and your eyes

          Are his. I would know! We once spent a good deal of time with each other

          210 Before he embarked for Troy, when so many other men,

          The best of the Argives, were sailing away in their sleek-bellied ships.

          Since then I’ve not seen a hair of his head, nor he one of mine.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to her in turn:

          “Well then, stranger and friend, I’ll tell you as straight as I can.

          My mother says I am his. I myself, however,

          Don’t know. For, as they say, ‘No one knows his own begetting.’

          How I wish that I could be the son of some fortunate man—

          Some man whom a gentle old age had surprised, surrounded by all

          That was his. But no. The unluckiest mortal ever to live

          220 Is the one who people say begot me—since you’ve asked.”

          The goddess Athena replied then, she of the bright owl-eyes:

          “It’s clear that the gods don’t intend for your bloodline to remain

          Nameless—just look at you, you’re clearly Penelope’s boy!

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          What on earth is this feast? This crowd? Who are they to you?

          Some kind of banquet—a wedding? It’s clearly no neighborly feast!

          They seem outrageous, offensive to me, feasting all over

          The house. Any man of good sense who stumbled onto this scene

          Would be livid with rage, seeing so much shameless behavior.”

          230 Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to her in turn:

          “Stranger and friend—since you’re asking so many questions about this—

          Once this house was rich, its reputation blameless,

          Back when that man was still here, still among his own people.

          Now, though, the gods have willed otherwise, plotting all kinds of mischief

          And contriving to keep that man unseen by all other people.

          Nor am I able to mourn him as if he were truly dead,

          Beaten in battle among his companions in the town of the Trojans

          Or in the arms of his friends, after they’d wound up the war.

          Then the Host of All the Achaeans would have built him a burial mound

          240 And he’d have bequeathed a great renown for his child, far into the future.

          Now, though, the storm-winds have snatched all his renown away.

          He’s gone—out of sight, unheard of—and bequeathed to me only pain

          And wailing. I can’t even grieve and groan for that man, nor lament

          That man, since the gods have inflicted even more troubles on me.

          For as many great lords as there are who wield their rule over the islands,

          Doulíkhion and Sámê, and Zákynthos clad in its forests,

          And as many, too, as there are who rule in craggy Ithaka,

          That’s how many are courting my mother, wasting our house away.

          She won’t say ‘no’ to a marriage that’s hateful to her—but she can’t

          250 Put an end to this business, either. And all the while they’re devouring

          This house—my house. Soon enough they’ll completely destroy me, too.”

          And then, indignance itself, Pallas Athena replied:

          “Alas! How greatly you must be missing our vanished Odysseus,

          Since he’d be one to lay violent hands on those shameless Suitors.

          If only he were back home now, standing before the outer

          Gates of the house with his helmet and shield and his two spears,

          Just as he was the first time I ever laid eyes on him

          When he was a guest in our home, drinking and enjoying himself—

          Up from Ephýrê, where he’d stayed with Ilos, Mérmeros’s boy.

          260 For he’d sailed as far as that in his swift-running ship, did Odysseus,

          Hard on the trail of some poison, the man-killing kind, which he wanted

          To smear on his bronze-tipped arrows. But Ilos didn’t give it to him

          Since he feared the wrathful vengeance of the gods who exist forever.

          But my father gave it to him—yes, for he loved him fiercely.

          That’s the Odysseus I wish would come and confront these Suitors!

          All of them, trust me, would find bitter deaths, bitter weddings . . .

          Ah well. All these affairs lie in the lap of the gods.

          Either he’ll come back home and take his revenge in his palace

          Or he won’t. So here’s my advice: you must give some thought to the matter

          270 Of how you might try to get these Suitors out of the palace.

          Come now, mark my words and take what I say to heart.

          Tomorrow, summon the noble Achaeans to an Assembly

          And issue a solemn decree, calling the gods to witness.

          Order the Suitors back home, drive them back to their houses!

          And if your mother has her heart set on marrying, then let her

          Go back to the halls of her father, that great and powerful man.

          They will arrange her marriage, they will provide all the bride-gifts

          In great number—all that is fitting for a daughter who is beloved.

          As for you, I’ll make a suggestion—a shrewd one, if only you’d listen.

          280 Take the best ship you can find and man her with twenty rowers,

          Then go out in search of news of your father’s disappearance—

          Some mortal might have something to tell you, or you may hear a rumor

          Sent by Zeus, who is by far the best bringer of tidings to humans.

          First you should go to Pylos and question godlike Nestor,

          And from there you should go to Sparta to stay with Menelaos the Fair-Haired,

          Since he was the last of the bronze-mailed Achaeans to return.

          If you hear that your father lives and is making the journey back home

          Then you should wait for him one more year, as trying as that will be.

          But if you should hear that he has died and is no longer among the living

          290 Then make the journey back home to the beloved land of your fathers

          And raise up a tomb for him. Lavish the grave with grave-gifts

          In great number—all that is fitting; and give your mother a husband.

          As soon as you have finished and seen to all of this

          You must put your brain and your heart into the question of how

          You might plan to deal with the Suitors who are gathered inside your house.

          How will you kill them—by stealth, or out in the open? It’s time

          You let go of these childish ways since you are no longer a child.

          Or have you never heard how great was the fame that Orestes

          Won in the eyes of all mankind for killing his father’s killer—

          300 Crafty Aigisthos, who had cut down his far-famed father?

          My friend, I can see you’re a fine specimen, tall and good-looking:

          Be brave as well, so that people in times yet to come will praise you.

          But now it’s long since time I got down to my swift-running ship

          And my mates, for I have no doubt at all that waiting annoys them.

          These matters concern you—or should. So think through all that I’ve said.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to her in turn:

          “Stranger and friend, it’s clear that you speak as you do from affection,

          As a father would speak to his son—words I shall never forget.

          But now, although I know that you’re keen to push off, won’t you stay?

          310 That way you will have bathed and given your heart some ease

          When you board, clasping a gift that makes your heart rejoice,

          Something precious and fine that will one day be a keepsake

          Of me, such as loving guest-friends give to one another.”

          The goddess Athena replied then, she of the bright owl-eyes:

          “Don’t keep me any longer, when you know that I’m eager to go.

          As for the gift, give whatever it pleases your heart to give me.

          Give it to me when I return here. I will take it back home

          And you’ll have a fine one from me, something worthy of yours.”

          So saying, Athena went off, she of the bright owl-eyes,

          320 Just as a bird will fly off in a flash. And into his heart

          She put fierceness and strength, and made sure he remembered his father

          Even more than before. When he realized what had happened

          He was dumbstruck in his heart, for he sensed that she was a god.

          Then he went off to join the Suitors, a mortal like to a god.

          The bard, so far renowned, was singing to them. In silence

          They sat listening while he sang “The Homecoming of the Achaeans”—

          The dread journey that Pallas Athena decreed as they set out from Troy.

          Upstairs, the sound of the song of the god-inspired bard

          Was heard by Ikários’s daughter, that clear-thinking woman, Penelope.

          330 Down she came from the top of the lofty stair of her palace,

          Nor was she alone: two attendants followed her closely.

          Once she had reached the Suitors, this woman who glowed like a goddess,

          She stood beside the pillar that held up the strong-built roof,

          Holding her shimmering veil just in front of her cheeks

          As each of her trusty attendants stood there at her side.

          Weeping, she then addressed the god-inspired bard:

          “Phêmios, you know many other songs to charm mortal hearts—

          The deeds of men and gods, on which bards bestow renown,

          Sit now and sing one of those to these men, while in silence

          340 They drink their wine. But this one—do stop singing this gloomy

          Song, for it always wears down the heart within my breast

          And an unrelenting grief completely overwhelms me.

          For that is the person I yearn for, always remembering him,

          One man whose fame fans out through Greece and deep into Argos.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to her in turn:

          “Mother, why do you begrudge our trusted bard to sing

          Whatever stirs his mind to pleasure? You know it’s not the bards

          Who are at fault. Most likely it’s Zeus, since he does just as he pleases

          Whenever he metes out fates to men, who toil for bread.

          350 It’s not fair to be angry with him for singing the Achaeans’ dark doom.

          You know quite well that the song that people applaud most of all

          Is always the very latest to drift through the air to their ears.

          But now you must be brave in your heart and your soul, and listen.

          Odysseus was hardly alone in losing the day of his homecoming

          Back in Troy. There were many other mortals who perished there.

          So now go back to your rooms and see to the work you’ve got there—

          The loom, tall like a mast, and the spindle—and order your maids

          To weave their work back and forth. For talk is the business of men—

          All of us, but especially me. For it’s I who rules over this house.”

          360 Dumbfounded, she turned and went back to her rooms once more

          For she stored her child’s sensible words deep in her heart.

          She went to the upper floor, trailed on each side by her women,

          And wept for her dear husband, Odysseus, until sweet sleep

          Flowed onto her eyelids, poured by Athena of the bright owl-eyes.

          The Suitors were raising a din in the palace’s shadowed halls,

          Since all of them longed to lie beside her, there in her bed.

          Telémakhos, that sensible lad, began to address them then:

          “You men who are courting my mother, so outrageously brazen and brash!

          For now, while we are feasting, let’s enjoy our entertainment,

          370 Let all of this uproar cease. It’s a lovely thing to listen

          To a bard such as this one here, whose voice sounds just like a god’s.

          But at dawn let us go down to the assembly-place, all of us,

          And take our seats, since I intend—no beating around the bush—

          To order you out of the palace. Go enjoy some other man’s banquets,

          Devouring one another’s wealth as you go from house to house.

          But if you really think that it’s better—think that it’s for the best—

          To lay waste another man’s goods without ever paying him back,

          Then fine, eat away! But I will call on the gods ever-living,

          In the hope that Zeus one day will pay people back for their deeds.

          380 Then may you perish in these halls with no one to avenge you!”

          His words. And all of the others were furiously biting their lips,

          Amazed by Telémakhos, because he had spoken so boldly.

          Then Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, spoke to him in turn:

          “Telémakhos, it seems that the gods were the ones who instructed you

          In how to speechify, how to pipe up so boldly in public.

          I certainly hope that Kroníôn never makes you lord here in sea-girt

          Ithaka—which, it is true, is your ancestral right.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him in turn:

          “Antínoös, though you may wonder at what I’m about to say,

          390 The fact is I’d gladly accept that, provided Zeus wished it so.

          Or are you saying that this is the worst that can happen to someone?

          For it’s hardly a terrible thing to be lord. Suddenly

          Your house grows wealthy and you yourself win ever more honor.

          Still, there are many other Achaean lords right here

          In sea-girt Ithaka, some of them young, others aged,

          Of whom any one might take it all, now that Odysseus is dead.

          But as for myself, I mean to be lord of my own house

          And of the slaves that noble Odysseus left to me as plunder.”

          Then Eurýmakhos, Pólybos’s son, spoke to him in reply:

          400 “Telémakhos, we know this affair lies in the lap of the gods—

          Who will be lord of the Achaeans here in sea-girt Ithaka.

          But you may keep your property, you may rule as lord in your house!

          May it never come to pass that someone comes here and takes

          Your property by force—not while men still live in Ithaka!

          Now I’d very much like to inquire, dear boy, about that stranger—

          Where is this fellow from, what country does he claim

          As his own? Who are his people, what are his ancestral lands?

          Could it be that he brings some news that your father is on his way back?

          Or did he come here to deal with some pressing concern of his own?

          410 How swiftly he darted away as he left! He never gave us a chance

          To make his acquaintance. Clearly he wasn’t a low-born person.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him in turn:

          “Eurýmakhos, you know well there’s no homecoming for my father.

          Nor will I trust some message, should any come this way,

          Nor do I put much faith in prophecy—the kind my mother

          Might try to make sense of by having some seer visit the house.

          That stranger’s a long-standing friend of the house who comes from Táphos.

          He says that he is Mentes, son of Ankhíalos, whose wits were as sharp

          As a sword. He’s lord of the Taphians, a people in love with their oars.”

          420 So Telémakhos said, but he knew her for an immortal.

          And then it was to the dance and the heady pleasure of song

          That they turned, taking their leisure as they waited for evening to fall.

          In the midst of their entertainments the dark evening finally fell;

          All were now ready for bed and each headed home to his house.

          Telémakhos went up to his room. They’d built him a high-ceilinged chamber,

          With views from every side, within the beautiful courtyard.

          Up he went to his bed as his mind pondered many a matter.

          Lighting his way went a woman who knew how to make herself useful:

          Eurykleía, daughter of Ops, who himself was son to Peisênor.

          430 Long ago Laërtes had bought her when she was still in the flower

          Of youth—he gave twenty oxen’s worth in payment for her.

          Inside his own halls she was valued just as his wedded wife was

          Though he never touched her in bed, since he shrank from the rage of his wife.

          She carried the flaming torches before Telémakhos. She was the one

          He loved best of the serving-women, and she had nursed him from the cradle.

          He opened the doors of the chamber which was built so solidly

          And then sat down on his bed and took off his fine-spun tunic

          And handed it to the old woman, she whose mind was so shrewd.

          Taking the greatest of care, she smoothed the folds of the tunic

          440 And hung it on a peg beside the cord-strung bed.

          Then she went out of the room, drawing the door shut by its silver

          Handle, pulling the leather thong to send the bolt home.

          But he lay awake through the night, wrapped in his downy blanket,

          His mind already at work on the journey ordained by Athena.
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          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          The beloved son of Odysseus rose up from his bed

          And put on his clothes, then slung the keen-edged sword round his shoulders.

          Onto his shining feet he bound his beautiful sandals,

          Then strode forth from the room: a youth you’d compare to a god.

          Straight off he gave the command to the heralds with their clarion voices

          To order the long-haired Achaeans to gather in the place of assembly.

          They gave the command and the others quickly gathered together.

          Now once they had assembled and all were gathered as one

          10 He went down to the place of assembly, bronze spear grasped in his hand—

          Not alone: two quicksilver hounds followed on his heels.

          Upon him Athena poured down a grace bestowed by the gods.

          As he made his way in, all the crowds stood there gazing at him.

          He took his seat on the throne of his father, and the elders made way.

          And then the old fighter Aigýptios began to hold forth to them,

          A man who was bent with age: countless the things that he knew.

          For it was he whose beloved son had gone off with godlike Odysseus

          In the sleek-bellied ships to Ilion, that city teeming with horses—

          Ántiphos the spearman. But that wild-man, Cyclops, killed him

          20 Inside his smooth-hollowed cave—the last meal he would ever prepare.

          Aigýptios had three other sons. One hung about with the Suitors—

          Eurýnomos—while two went on working their father’s estates.

          But he’d never forgotten the first, whom he kept on lamenting and mourning.

          Shedding a tear for him, he began to hold forth and spoke:

          “Hear me now, men of Ithaka, and heed what I have to say:

          We’ve not held an Assembly, nor have we met here in Council,

          Since the time when noble Odysseus went off in the sleek-bellied ships.

          And now—who’s called us here? Which of our younger men—

          Or is it one of the elders?—is in such dire straits?

          30 Or perhaps he has heard a report that an army is on its way,

          Some solid piece of news he’d gleaned and might share with us?

          Or does he mean to speak up and address some other public concern?

          God bless him if he does, noble soul that he is. May Zeus

          Grant him every good thing—whatever his heart might yearn for.”

          His words. And Odysseus’s beloved son rejoiced in the omen,

          Nor indeed did he stay in his seat very long, for he yearned to speak out;

          No, he stood up in the midst of the Assembly. Then the herald, Peisênor,

          His mind full of solid counsel, handed him the staff.

          Then Telémakhos addressed the old man, stopping him in his tracks:

          40 “Sir, as you’ll soon see, he isn’t far off—the man

          Who has called for the people to gather: it is I, for I’m deep in distress.

          No, I haven’t heard a report that an army is on its way,

          Some solid piece of news that I’ve gleaned and will share with you.

          Nor am I here to speak out on some other public matter.

          No, an urgent concern of my own has rained disaster on my house—

          Double disaster. First, I’ve lost my noble father, who ruled

          Among all of you here as king—but like a gentle father.

          And then there’s something far worse, something that will soon

          Dash our house to pieces and destroy all our means for living.

          50 The Suitors, those much-loved sons of the noblest men here assembled,

          Have beset my mother, harassing her; and she wants no part of it.

          They shudder at the very thought of going off to the house

          Of Ikários, her father, so he can then betroth his daughter

          And give her away to whomever he wants—the man he is pleased to welcome.

          No, they come and go as they please in our house, day after day,

          Slaughtering cows and sheep and nice fat goats, making

          A great feast for themselves and drinking the ruddy wine

          Recklessly. All this wealth is draining away. There’s no one,

          No man like Odysseus, to defend our house from ruin.

          60 I’m hardly the one to defend it; it would be all too clear soon enough

          How sorry a state I’m in, how little I’ve learned about fighting.

          Of course I’d try to defend it if I somehow had the power,

          Since what they’ve done is past enduring. How shameful it is,

          The way my house has been undone. You Ithakans should be outraged!—

          Should feel some sense of shame on behalf of those who are neighbors,

          Dwelling all around you; and should fear the wrath of the gods,

          Lest in their anger at evil deeds they find a way to avenge them.

          By Olympian Zeus, I beseech you; and beseech you as well by Themis,

          Who gathers men to sit in Council and then dismisses them—

          70 Enough now, my good men! Leave me to suffer my mournful sorrow

          Alone—unless of course my noble father, Odysseus,

          Contrived, out of malice, to harm the sturdy-greaved Achaeans;

          In return for which you’ve decided, out of malice, to harm me,

          By stirring these men up against me. It may well have been better for me

          If you’d been the ones to eat up my portion and devour my flocks.

          For if you were, then I myself would have compensation one day:

          I’d go up and down the town, petitioning, pressing my case

          To get my property back until it all was duly restored . . .

          But you’ve thrust these troubles on me, and there’s nothing to be done.”

          80 So he spoke in his great vexation. Hurling the staff to the ground,

          He burst into tears, and pity seized all the assembled people.

          The rest stayed silent then, for no one would have dreamed

          Of responding with harsh words to the speech that Telémakhos gave.

          Antínoös alone spoke up in response to his speech:

          “Telémakhos, you big talker, you’re out of control—what a speech,

          Trying to put us to shame! How gladly you’d carp at us.

          And yet these Achaean Suitors are hardly the guilty ones here—

          No, it’s your own dear mother, clever one that she is.

          By now it’s been three years—going on four, nearly—

          90 That she’s been toying with the hearts inside the breasts of the Greeks.

          She strings us all along, making promises to each man,

          Sending her little messages—but she’s got other intentions.

          Here’s yet another trick that she managed to dream up:

          She set up an enormous loom in her chamber and started to weave

          A piece of most delicate work, very large. Then she told us:

          ‘Young men who are my suitors, since noble Odysseus is dead

          Please wait—eager though you may be for my marriage—until I have finished

          This garment—for I do not want all my weaving to count for naught—

          It’s a shroud for the lord Laërtes, for the hour when our common doom,

          100 Death, will lay him low—death, which draws out our sorrow!—

          I don’t want the Achaean women to make a great show of their outrage

          Because a man who’d amassed such wealth now lies there without a stitch.’

          Her words. And straightaway our stalwart hearts were convinced.

          While it was still daytime, she would weave the enormous fabric,

          But she undid her work each night by the light of torches they’d set there.

          For three full years she fooled the Achaeans, her ruse undetected.

          But as season followed on season the fourth year came around;

          It was then that one of her women, who knew the whole story, spoke up,

          And we caught her in the act of undoing her splendid weaving.

          110 So she finally finished it up—all unwilling, because we forced her.

          Now here is the Suitors’ response, so you yourself will take it

          To heart—and so all these Achaeans will take it to heart as well:

          Send your mother back home! Let her be married off

          To whomever her father so orders—and someone she finds pleasing.

          But if she goes on too long tormenting the sons of the Achaeans,

          Her mind making use of the gifts that Athena so richly bestowed—

          A talent for making such beautiful work; a noble heart;

          Cunning, such as no other women we’ve heard of ever possessed,

          Even those Achaean women of old with their beautiful braids,

          120 Tyro and Alkmênê, Mykênê with her beautiful crown—

          Not one ever had a thought on a par with those that Penelope

          Thinks. But this time she’s failed to put that mind to good use.

          All your goods, all that you own, will go on being devoured

          As long as that woman insists on her ideas, whatever the gods

          Have now put in her mind. Yes, the glory she wins is great—

          But so is the regret you will feel for the wealth that you have lost.

          As for us, we won’t go back to work our lands—won’t go anywhere,

          Until she has married whichever Achaean she prefers.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him in turn:

          130 “Antínoös, there’s no way I’d force Mother, who bore me and raised me,

          To leave this house. As for Father, he’s off in some other land,

          Either alive or already dead. It would be a disaster for me

          If I agreed to send Mother back and had to pay a great sum to Ikários.

          For I’d suffer at the hands of her father, but some Power, too, would punish me,

          Since Mother will call down curses, invoking the dread Erinyes,

          If she has to leave this house. And the outrage of people, too,

          Will haunt me. So that is an order I shall never give.

          And if all of this is enough to provoke outrage in your hearts—

          Well then, get out of my palace! Go enjoy the banquets of others,

          140 Gobbling up your wealth as you go from house to house.

          But if you really think that it’s better, think that it’s for the best

          To lay waste another man’s goods without ever paying him back—

          Then fine, eat away! But I will call on the gods ever-living,

          In the hope that Zeus one day will pay people back for their deeds.

          Then may you perish in these halls with no one to avenge you!”

          Telémakhos’s words. Just then Zeus, who sees far into the distance,

          Launched two eagles into flight down from the peak of the mountain.

          For a while they soared along, riding the breath of the wind,

          Flying side by side, their wings stretched tip to tip.

          150 But when they were over the midst of the crowd with its hubbub of voices

          They wheeled around and around, their fast-beating wings just a blur

          As they looked down at the heads of the people, death glaring from their eyes:

          They tore at each other’s cheeks with their talons, tore at their necks—

          And then flashed off to the right, over the houses and the city.

          The people, struck dumb by the birds—they’d seen them with their own eyes—

          Brooded deep in their hearts about what might come to pass.

          And now there spoke up among them that aged fighter, Halithérses

          Son of Mastor, for he surpassed all the men of his time

          In knowing the ways of birds and uttering Fate’s decrees.

          160 Full of kindly concern, he spoke now, addressing them thus:

          “Hear me now, men of Ithaka, and heed what I have to say—

          Though I speak most of all to the Suitors, to whom I shall make myself plain

          Since a wave of great disaster is about to break: Odysseus

          Will not be far from his loved ones much longer. No, I reckon

          He’s already somewhere nearby, planting the seeds of destruction

          For them all—and sowing doom for many of us as well

          Who dwell on Ithaka, so bright in the westering light. But

          Let us think, long before then, how we might stop them—or rather,

          Let them stop themselves. That’s their best course of action right now.

          170 No untried prophet am I; no, I speak from great experience.

          And I now declare that all has come to pass for Odysseus

          Just as I told him it would when the Argives were embarking

          For Troy, and along with them went Odysseus of the many wiles.

          I said then that he’d suffer greatly; that he’d lose all of his companions;

          That in the twentieth year, unrecognized by all,

          He would make his way back home. Now it all has come to pass.”

          Eurýmakhos, son of Pólybos, replied to him straight off:

          “Old man, get yourself home now! Give prophecies to your own

          Children, in case they meet with an . . . unfortunate accident.

          180 I’m far better suited than you to make predictions about all this.

          So many birds, after all, fly around beneath the sun’s rays—

          Not all are fraught with meaning. And as for Odysseus,

          He’s lying dead somewhere far off. If only you’d perished with him!

          You wouldn’t be holding forth all the time, playing the prophet,

          Wouldn’t be letting Telémakhos’s anger get so out of hand,

          Just because you’re hoping to get a gift for your house—if he’s giving.

          Now I shall make a prophecy, one I guarantee will come true.

          If you, so wise with the wisdom of age, insist on provoking

          A younger man to anger by coaxing him with your words,

          190 He’ll find himself, first of all, in a good deal more trouble—

          And anyway, with all these men here, he wouldn’t accomplish a thing.

          And as for you, old man, we’ll lay a fine on you so heavy

          That paying it back will be torture—the pain will hit you hard.

          As for Telémakhos, I’ll give him advice in front of all those present here:

          He must order his mother to leave and return to the house of her father.

          They are the ones who’ll arrange her marriage and provide bride-gifts

          In great number—whatever is fit for a daughter who’s greatly loved.

          For I hardly think that the sons of the Achaeans will ever stop

          The wooing that’s caused so much grief, since anyway we fear no one—

          200 No, not Telémakhos, for all that he runs off at the mouth.

          Nor do we set much store by the oracles you spout, old man—

          Which of course will go unfulfilled, making you all the more hated.

          Telémakhos’s possessions will indeed be cruelly devoured,

          Nor will he get compensation—not while that woman dawdles,

          Dangling marriage before the Achaeans. Day after day we’re left waiting

          As we compete for this prize of a woman. Nor will we go courting others,

          Though any of us could find a suitable wife among them.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him in turn:

          “Eurýmakhos and you others—I mean you, the high-born Suitors—

          210 I won’t beg you any more, nor speak of all this any longer,

          For the gods are already aware of these things; the Achaeans as well.

          But come now, give me a swift-running ship and twenty companions

          Who will complete a journey with me, all the way there and back.

          For now I am off to Sparta and to Pylos’s sandy shores

          To go out in search of news of my father’s disappearance.

          Some mortal may have something to tell me, or I may hear some rumor

          Sent by Zeus, who is by far the best bringer of tidings to humans.

          If I hear that my father still lives and is making the journey back home

          Then I’ll wait for him one more year, as trying as that will be;

          220 But if I hear that he has died and is no longer among the living,

          Then I’ll make the journey back home to the beloved land of my fathers,

          To raise up a tomb for him and lavish the grave with grave-gifts

          In great number—all that is fitting; and give my mother a husband.”

          So saying, he sat back down. Then in their midst there arose

          Mentor, who’d been a companion to that excellent man, Odysseus,

          Who, as he boarded the ships, had entrusted him with his household:

          For them to obey the old man, and for him to guard it steadfastly.

          Full of kindly concern, Mentor spoke, addressing them thus:

          “Hear me now, men of Ithaka, and heed what I have to say.

          230 Never more may a gracious king strive to wield his scepter

          Mildly and gently, never more may he think righteous thoughts.

          No: instead, let him be harsh, let him commit unholy crimes—

          For does no one remember Odysseus, that godlike man who ruled

          His people as a king, but was like a gentle father?

          No, I feel no grudge at all against these high-hearted Suitors

          Who plan such violent deeds in the depths of their devious minds,

          Since the necks that they risk are their own, violently laying waste to

          The household of Odysseus, who they claim will never return.

          No, it’s the rest of the city’s people who move me to rage—since you’re all

          240 Sitting there in silence, not breathing a word of reproach

          To get these Suitors to stop, though you’re many and they are but few.”

          Leiókritos, son of Euênor, addressed him then in reply:

          “Mentor, you mischief-maker, you must be out of your mind—

          Calling on us to stop them. It is a grueling thing

          To fight men who outnumber you—and all on account of a dinner!

          Even if Odysseus of Ithaka were to find these high-hearted Suitors

          Sitting down to their feasting throughout the halls of his house

          And yearned with all his heart to drive us out of his palace—

          Still, his wife would have no joy of his coming, however much

          250 She’d been longing for him. No, he’d meet an inglorious end on the spot

          Were he to fight so vastly outnumbered. You have spoken out of turn.

          But come now, people, disperse and let each man return to his work;

          Mentor and Halithérses can speed Telémakhos on his way

          Since they’re such great friends of his father, going all the way back.

          But I somehow suspect he’ll be getting his news while sitting around

          Right here on Ithaka. That trip will never take place.”

          That was the speech that he made; then he quickly dismissed the Assembly.

          Some of them dispersed, each to his own home,

          But the Suitors went to the house of Odysseus, that godlike man.

          260 Telémakhos then went off by himself to the shore by the sea.

          After washing his hands in the iron-gray water, he prayed to Athena:

          “Hear me, O god who came yesterday to our house

          And commanded me to take a ship on the misty sea

          To go in search of news of my father’s disappearance.

          But no, the Achaean men keep putting all of this off—

          None of them as much as those wicked, high-hearted Suitors.”

          These were the words of his prayer, and Athena then drew near him,

          Assuming the likeness of Mentor—both his form and his way of speaking—

          And addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          270 “Telémakhos, times to come won’t find you base or witless

          If there’s even one drop of your father’s stalwart spirit in you—

          Oh, what a man was he to see words and deeds through to the end!—

          If there is, this voyage of yours won’t be in vain or fruitless.

          But if you are not the child of that man and Penelope

          I don’t expect that you’ll complete the journey you long to make.

          Few are the sons and heirs who can measure up to their fathers;

          Most are worse by far, and few are those who can best them.

          But since it seems that you won’t prove base or witless in the future

          And that Odysseus’s cunning hasn’t completely forsaken you,

          280 Then there’s hope that you’ll accomplish all you set out to do.

          Now you must forget the plans and the schemes of the Suitors—

          Senseless to a man, without an ounce of wit or justice,

          Not the least bit aware that death, along with black doom,

          Is already close at hand and will wipe them out in a day.

          You won’t have to wait much longer for the journey you’re longing to make;

          That’s how true a comrade I was to your father—and to you,

          Since I’ll fit out a ship for you and come along myself.

          Now then, go back to the palace and mingle with the Suitors—

          And load up the provisions, stowing them all in containers:

          290 Wine in two-handled jars, and barley, which gives men mettle,

          In sturdy skins. As for me, I’ll go up to town, where I’ll quickly

          Muster some volunteers. For there are so many ships,

          Both old and new, in Ithaka, surrounded as she is by the sea;

          I’ll look them over and see just which of them is best

          And then we’ll quickly fit her out and make for the high seas.”

          So spoke Athena, the daughter of Zeus: nor did Telémakhos

          Linger much longer, once he’d heard the voice of the goddess.

          He made his way to the palace, deeply troubled at heart,

          And there, inside the palace, he found the high-hearted Suitors

          300 Flaying the skins from goats in the courtyard, singeing the swine.

          With a smirk, Antínoös went straight up to Telémakhos

          And, tightly clasping his hand, addressed him with these words:

          “Telémakhos, you big talker, you’re out of control. Enough—

          Don’t give another thought to these plans of yours, all your bluster!

          Come now—let’s keep eating and drinking the way we used to.

          The Achaeans will surely look after all of this for you—

          The ship, selecting the rowers—so you can swiftly reach

          Pylos, that holy place, to search for news of your noble father.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him in turn:

          310 “Antínoös, there’s no way I could feast with you arrogant louts

          And manage to keep quiet, at ease and enjoying myself.

          Is it not enough that you Suitors fleeced me of so many treasures—

          My property, all that was mine—while I was still a child?

          But now that I am grown and am taking advice from others

          I think things through for myself. Yes, the anger within me keeps swelling;

          I shall do my very best to hurl dire doom down upon you,

          Whether I go to Pylos or remain among my people.

          But go I will; and the trip that I speak of won’t be wasted,

          Even if I go as a passenger. For I’ve got no ship or oarsmen

          320 Of my own. I imagine you think it’s better that I don’t.”

          So said he: then he coolly withdrew his hand from the hand of Antínoös

          While the Suitors busied themselves with the feast inside the Hall.

          They sat around mocking him and jeering at him as they talked.

          One of those arrogant youths might be muttering something like this:

          “Oh, I’m sure Telémakhos is plotting to kill us all!

          Oh, I’m sure he’ll be getting help from Pylos’s sandy shores

          Or from Sparta—he really does seem terribly worked up!

          Or maybe he’s thinking of going to the fertile fields of Ephýrê

          So he can bring some poisons back, the kind that snuff out life,

          330 To slip into the wine-bowls and kill us all to a man.”

          Another proud-hearted youth might be muttering something like this:

          “Who knows? Maybe he too, when he sails on his sleek-bellied ship,

          Will wander far from his loved ones and die, just like Odysseus!

          And yet . . . if he did, it would make even more work for us:

          For then we’d have to share out all his possessions, and give

          The house to his mother to keep—and to whomever she marries.”

          Their words. But he went down to his father’s high-ceilinged storeroom,

          A wide room where gold and bronze were heaped up in stacks;

          There were chests full of garments and plenty of fragrant olive oil.

          340 Inside stood huge jars of wine, aged and sweet to the tongue,

          Containing an unmixed drink that was worthy of the gods.

          They’d been lined up against the wall just in case Odysseus

          Managed to get back home after enduring so many ordeals.

          The double doors were shut tightly, both panels fitting snugly

          Together. Here, night and day, the woman in charge of the household

          Would use her abundant wits to keep watch over it all—

          Eurykleía, daughter of Ops, he who was son of Peisênor.

          To her Telémakhos spoke now, after calling her into the storeroom:

          “Nana, do this for me: pour some of this sweet wine out

          350 Into jars—the choicest you have, not counting what you’ve reserved

          Since you’ve kept that wretch in your thoughts, hoping he’d somehow return—

          Odysseus, sprung from Zeus—after warding off death and doom.

          So fill up twelve of the jars and make sure they’re tightly covered.

          And then pour me out some barley into sturdy leathern sacks:

          There should be twenty measures in all of well-milled barley-meal.

          Keep all this to yourself, but make sure everything’s ready to go.

          I’ll come by to collect it all in the evening, at the hour

          When Mother retires upstairs and starts thinking of going to bed.

          For I am going off to Sparta now and the sandy shores of Pylos

          360 To seek news of my father’s homecoming, if there’s anything to hear.”

          His words. But his beloved nurse, Eurykleía, started wailing;

          Lamenting, she addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Oh my darling child, whoever put such an idea

          Into your head? Just how on earth do you intend to go then,

          An only son, so cherished? Didn’t he die far from his homeland—

          Odysseus, sprung from Zeus—off in some unknown country?

          Look now: as soon as you’re gone the men will think up some evil plan,

          Some trap that’s meant to kill you; then they’ll divvy everything up.

          No: stay and watch over what’s yours. There’s no reason why you should have to

          370 Meet with disaster and wander around on the wastes of the sea.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to her in turn:

          “Nana, take heart: this plan wasn’t made without help from the gods.

          But swear to me now not to breathe a word of this to Mother

          Until we have been away for eleven days, even twelve,

          Or until she misses me and hears that I have gone.

          I don’t want her beautiful skin to be spoiled by all her weeping.”

          His words, and then the old woman swore by the gods that she wouldn’t:

          A great oath. Then, once she had sworn and made an end to her oath,

          She straightaway poured off the wine into two-handled jars,

          380 And poured him out some barley into sturdy leathern sacks.

          As for Telémakhos, he went back home and hung about with the Suitors.

          Then the goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, had a new thought.

          Assuming Telémakhos’s likeness, she went all around the city;

          She would stand beside each man and have a word with him,

          Telling them all to gather that evening beside the swift-running ship.

          More: from the thoughtful Noêmôn, noble son of prudent Phrónios,

          She requested a swift-running ship, and he gladly agreed.

          Now the sun was sinking down and all the byways grew dark with shadows.

          And then she dragged the swift-running ship down to the seashore, stowing

          390 All of the gear that a ship with its many benches might carry.

          She moored it there at the mouth of the harbor, and all the brave crewmen

          Gathered around together: and the goddess encouraged each one.

          Then the goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, had a new thought:

          She made her way to the palace of Odysseus the godlike

          And there she poured sweet drowsiness down upon the Suitors,

          Confusing their minds as they drank, dashing the cups from their hands.

          They got up, heading for beds throughout the town; nor did they

          Stay long in their seats, since sweet sleep was raining down on their eyelids.

          To Telémakhos Athena spoke then, she of the bright owl-eyes.

          400 She had called him out of the Hall, that stately abode, after

          Assuming the likeness of Mentor—both his form and his way of speaking:

          “Telémakhos, by now your comrades in their sturdy greaves

          Are sitting at their benches, waiting for you to set off.

          Come then, let us go—let’s not put off the journey too long.”

          Addressing him with these words, Pallas Athena led the way

          Briskly, while he followed behind in the footsteps of the goddess.

          Now once they had gone down to the ship, there by the sea,

          They found the crew on the shore: his long-haired companions.

          And Telémakhos, taking charge, spoke to them all and said:

          410 “Up now, my friends, let us fetch the provisions: for everything

          Has been gathered inside the Hall. My mother knows nothing at all,

          Nor do the maids—only one knows the story of what I’m about.”

          After he spoke to them, he took the lead and they followed along.

          They carried it all aboard and then stowed it in their ship

          With its many rows of benches, as Odysseus’s dear son had ordered.

          Telémakhos went aboard then, with Athena leading the way;

          Then she sat down by the stern of the ship and there, right beside her,

          Telémakhos took his place. Then the men cast off the aft cables

          And went aboard themselves, taking their seats by the thole-pins.

          420 Athena of the bright owl-eyes raised a favoring wind on the sea

          Whose face is the color of wine: a brisk westerly, whistling loudly.

          Telémakhos rallied the crew then, ordering his companions

          To get a hold of the tackle. They eagerly obeyed.

          They hoisted the pine-wood mast and set it down into its hollow

          Socket, then made it fast, tying it down with the forestays,

          Then ran up the gleaming sails along the twisted ox-hide cables.

          The wind filled the belly of the sail, while the heaving swell

          Crashed against the fore-keel as the ship got under way:

          She was speeding along the swells, staying her course as she went.

          430 Once they had bound fast the tackle on the swift-running, black-hulled ship

          They set out two-handled jars that were filled to the brim with wine

          And poured libations out to the deathless gods everlasting—

          Above all to the daughter of Zeus, she of the bright owl-eyes.

          All through the night and into the dawn the ship cut her way.
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          Leaving the splendid waters behind, the Sun sprang up

          Into a sky of beaten bronze so he could shine for the immortals

          And for mortals, doomed to die on the earth which yields life-giving grain.

          Meantime they came to Pylos, the city of Neleús, crowded

          With buildings, while at the seashore the people were sacrificing

          Jet-black bulls to Earth-Shaker, he of the blue-black mane.

          There were nine congregations in all, in each of which were seated

          Five hundred men, and each had nine bulls prepared for the rite.

          While these men were tasting the entrails and burning thigh-bones for the god,

          10 The men in the ship made for shore. They brailed up the trim ship’s sail

          And furled it, then brought her to anchor. Then they disembarked.

          Telémakhos, too, left the ship, with Athena leading the way.

          The goddess of the bright owl-eyes was the first to speak to him:

          “Telémakhos, no need to be awkward—no, not in the least.

          It was for this, after all, that you sailed the sea: to learn something of

          Your father—where he lies hidden in earth, what fate he has met.

          But come now, go right up to Nestor, tamer of horses,

          And let us find out what shrewd thought lies hidden within his breast.

          It is you who must request that he speak to you truthfully.

          20 He will tell you no lies, since he is a man of great good sense.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to her in turn:

          “But, Mentor, just how should I go? How warmly should I address him?

          I’ve had no experience at all in making artful speeches—

          And it’s awkward for one so young to question his elders closely.”

          Athena of the bright owl-eyes made her reply straightaway:

          “Now, Telémakhos! Some of it you’ll think up on your own,

          While some Power will suggest the rest. For I hardly think

          That you could have been born and raised against the will of the gods.”

          Having addressed him with these words, Pallas Athena swiftly

          30 Led the way, while he followed along in the footsteps of the goddess.

          They came to the gathering where the Pylians sat in congregations,

          There where Nestor sat with his sons, while all around him

          His companions were preparing the feast, roasting and spitting the meats.

          But once they saw the strangers they all gathered round as one,

          Clasping their hands in greeting and bidding them to be seated.

          Peisístratos, son of Nestor, was first to approach. Taking

          Each of them by the hand, he seated them at the feast

          Upon the very softest of fleeces, set down on the sand by the sea,

          Right beside his brother Thrasymêdes and his father.

          40 He offered them morsels of innards and then poured out the wine

          Into a golden cup. After drinking her health, he addressed

          Pallas Athena, the daughter of Zeus who bears the aegis:

          “Offer a prayer now, stranger and guest, to Poseidon who is lord:

          For his is the feast that you chanced upon when you came this way.

          And once you have made libation and prayed, as is the custom,

          You must pass the cup of honey-sweet wine to your friend as well

          So he can make his libation; since I imagine that he, too, prays

          To the immortals. For all human beings have great need of the gods.

          Yet he is a far younger man, near in age to myself,

          50 And so it will be to you that I hand the gold chalice first.”

          So saying, he placed the cup of sweet wine into her hands.

          And Athena was pleased that this man was so sensible and respectful,

          Because it had been to her that he passed the golden chalice first.

          Straightaway she made a fervent prayer to Lord Poseidon:

          “Heed us, Poseidon, you who hold the earth: do not begrudge us

          The fulfillment of all the things for which we pray to you now.

          To Nestor and his sons, first of all, may you grant renown;

          And then, in return for this illustrious hecatomb,

          Grant gracious recompense to the rest of the people of Pylos.

          60 To Telémakhos and myself, furthermore, give safe return

          Once we have found what we came for as we sailed in our swift black ship.”

          So it was that she prayed: but she answered her own prayers.

          To Telémakhos she then passed the beautiful two-handled cup;

          And the beloved son of Odysseus made his prayer in the same way.

          When they had roasted the first cuts of meat and drawn them off the spits

          They shared the portions out and dined on a splendid feast.

          But once they had put away their craving for drink and for food

          The Gerenian horseman, Nestor, began to hold forth to them:

          “This is the proper moment to put questions to these strangers

          70 And ask just who they are, since by now they’ve enjoyed their meal.

          Strangers, who are you? From where do you sail the watery ways?

          Are you here on some piece of business, or do you recklessly roam

          The seas, like buccaneers—men who roam around

          Risking their lives and bringing trouble to people in foreign lands?”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him in turn—

          Boldly, since Athena herself had instilled boldness deep within

          His spirit, so he would ask questions about his long-absent father;

          And also so he would acquire a fair renown among men.

          “Nestor, son of Neleús, great glory of the Achaeans,

          80 You ask where we are from. I will lay it all out for you.

          We’ve come from Ithaka, which lies just beneath Mount Neion.

          The business of which I speak is a private matter, not public.

          I am hoping to get some news of my father—those widespread rumors

          Concerning the noble Odysseus of the steadfast mind, who they say

          Once fought with you in the struggle to storm the stronghold of Troy.

          About all the other men who went to war against the Trojans

          We’ve had news, and know where each died his wretched death.

          But him? The son of Kronos set even his death past knowing.

          For no one can say for sure just when he met his end—

          90 Whether he was overwhelmed by enemy forces on land

          Or succumbed somewhere at sea among Amphitríte’s waves.

          Because of all of this, I beseech you now: won’t you please

          Relate that man’s dreadful destruction, if by chance you happened to see it

          With your own eyes, somewhere—or heard about his wanderings

          From someone else? Unsurpassed are the woes for which his mother bore him.

          And please don’t sweeten the tale out of kindness or out of pity,

          But lay the whole thing out for me—how it was that you came to see him.

          This I beg of you, if ever my father, noble Odysseus,

          Kept a promise to you, either by word or by deed,

          100 There in the land of the Trojans where you Achaeans endured such suffering.

          Remember it for me, and tell me the tale truthfully.”

          Then Nestor the Gerenian horseman spoke to him in reply:

          “Dear boy, since you remind me of the woe which we endured

          In that country, we sons of Achaea, whose might could not be checked,

          Or out on the misty sea as we went roaming around

          Wherever Achilles led, in hot pursuit of plunder;

          Or all around the great citadel of King Priam

          As we fought in the struggle, there where our best men were cut down—

          There lies warlike Aías, and there Achilles lies;

          110 There Pátroklos lies, who equaled the gods in counsel,

          There lies my own dear son, both powerful and faultless,

          Antílokhos, who excelled in swift running, and as a fighter.

          So many more evils besides did we endure; what mortal

          Person, destined to die, could possibly tell the whole tale?

          Even if you were to stay with us for five full years—six!—

          Asking about the evils that the glorious Achaeans endured there,

          You’d soon have had enough and would go home to the land of your fathers.

          For nine years we kept ourselves busy spinning webs of evil for them,

          Laying all kinds of traps—Kroníôn himself barely brought it off!

          120 No one back then would ever have tried to match wits with him—

          Not with godlike Odysseus, who surpassed them all by far

          Laying all kinds of traps . . . Your father, I mean, if in fact you are

          Truly that man’s offspring. As I look at you, I am awestruck:

          The way you speak is just like his; no one would ever imagine

          That a man as young as yourself could be as well-spoken as he was . . .

          As a rule, Odysseus and I were never at odds with each other

          Whenever we went in to the Assembly or into the Council.

          No, the two of us were of one mind—we would offer the same sage counsel

          When advising the men of Argos how to work things out for the best.

          130 But after we’d utterly wasted Priam’s towering city

          And gone off in our ships and a god had scattered the Achaeans—

          It was then that Zeus contrived, in the depths of his mind, a return

          Full of dread for the Argive men, since in no way were all of them prudent

          Or just. So an evil doom from the deadly wrath of Owl-Eyes,

          That mighty father’s daughter, fell upon many of them.

          She it was who thrust strife in the hearts of Atreus’s sons.

          For the two of them had called all the Achaeans to Assembly—

          Rashly—in no order—just as the sun was setting—

          And the sons of the Achaeans came, their bellies loaded with wine,

          140 While each of those two held forth about why he had summoned the host.

          It was then that Menelaos ordered all the Achaeans

          To fix their thoughts on their homeward journey over the sea’s broad back.

          But this did not please Agamemnon at all, since he wanted instead

          To hold back the host and offer holy hecatombs

          In the hope that he might appease Athena’s dreadful rage—

          Fool that he was, like a child, he didn’t realize she’d never listen:

          For the minds of the gods, who exist always, are not easily swayed.

          So there they stood, those two, batting harsh words back and forth

          While the Achaeans in their sturdy greaves all leapt to their feet,

          150 Making an unearthly din. No one plan pleased both sides.

          That night we went to bed, each camp thinking harsh thoughts

          About the other, for Zeus was preparing yet another evil blow.

          At daybreak, some of us dragged the ships to the glittering sea

          And loaded aboard our gear and the women with their slender waists.

          So it was that half of the host hung back and remained there

          With Atreḯdes Agamemnon, the shepherd of his people,

          While half of us embarked and set off. Swiftly the ships

          Sailed on; and some god calmed the ocean’s gaping maw.

          After reaching Ténedos we made offerings to the gods,

          160 Pressing for home. But Zeus had no homecomings planned at all—

          Hard-hearted!—for now, once again, he was stirring up foul strife.

          Some men turned back their ships, curved at stem and stern,

          Following shrewd Lord Odysseus, he of the subtle wiles:

          They were eager, once more, to please Atreḯdes Agamemnon.

          But I myself fled, all my ships crowding right behind me,

          Since I had come to realize that some Power was planning disaster.

          Tydeús’s warlike son fled as well, urging his comrades on.

          It was much later that Menelaos the Fair-Haired caught up with us,

          Overtaking us at Lesbos as we debated the lengthy route.

          170 Should we sail home keeping Khíos, that rugged island, to seaward—

          Off to larboard, that is, as we made for Psyría island—

          Or keep Khíos to landward, right past windy Mímas?

          We asked the god to show us a sign, and indeed he gave one to us,

          Pointing out a path straight across the sea

          To Euboia, so we could escape disaster as fast as we could.

          A whistling wind sprang up and blew; swiftly the ships

          Sped along their course, teeming with fish, and put into

          Geraistós in the dead of night. On Poseidon’s altar

          We laid the thigh-bones of many a bull after sailing the sea’s vast leagues.

          180 It was on the fourth day that the comrades of Diomêdes, breaker of horses,

          The son of Tydeús, brought his trim ships to anchor at Argos.

          But I myself held for Pylos, nor did the gentle wind

          Ever die down—no, not after the god first set it blowing.

          And so I returned, dear boy, without news; nor do I have

          Any news of the other Achaeans—who was saved and who was lost.

          But everything that I learned as I sat here at home in my halls

          You shall hear, as is only right. From you I’ll hold nothing back.

          They say the Myrmidons, those furious spearmen, came safely home,

          Led by the noble son of Achilles, that great-hearted man;

          190 Philoktêtes safely as well, Poías’s splendid son.

          Idomeneús brought all of his comrades back to Crete—

          Those who’d escaped the war; for not one was snatched by the sea.

          As for Atreḯdes, you’ve heard yourselves, far away though you are,

          How he came home, how Aigisthos plotted his wretched death.

          Ah, but he certainly paid a grim price for his crime—

          How good it is for a man who has died to leave a son

          Behind! For that son made his father’s killer pay dearly:

          Devious Aigisthos, who had slain his far-famed father.

          But you, friend—I can see you’re a fine specimen, tall and good-looking;

          200 Be brave as well, so people in times yet to come will praise you.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him in turn:

          “Nestor, son of Neleús, great glory of the Achaeans,

          Indeed, he made him pay—many times over; the Achaeans

          Will spread his fame far and wide: a song for men to come.

          Ah, if only the gods might grant such great strength to me now,

          To make the Suitors pay the price for their heinous offenses—

          Who outrage and insult me with all their flagrant scheming.

          But no, the gods haven’t woven any such good fortune

          For my father, nor for myself. Now, though, I must be steadfast.”

          210 Then Nestor the Gerenian horseman spoke to him in reply:

          “My dear, now that you mention this and have spoken about it,

          People indeed do say there are many men in your halls,

          Suitors for your mother’s hand, who are plotting evil against you.

          Tell me—do you let them oppress you, or is it that the people

          Hate you throughout the land, obeying the voice of some god?

          But who knows if one day he’ll come and pay them back for this outrage?—

          Either making his way alone or with all the Achaean host.

          Ah, if Athena of the bright owl-eyes would only choose to love you

          Just as she once cared for glorious Odysseus

          220 In the country of the Trojans when we Achaeans were enduring our trials!

          For I’ve never seen the gods showing their love so clearly

          As when Pallas Athena stood so clearly by that man’s side.

          If she’d choose to love you like that and care for you in her heart

          Then many a one of those Suitors would completely forget about marriage.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him in turn:

          “Old sir, I hardly think that your words will ever come true.

          What you’ve said is overwhelming; I’m astounded. It isn’t for me

          To hope that this could happen, not even if the gods were to will it.”

          She of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, addressed him:

          230 “Telémakhos, what a speech has slipped through the fence of your teeth!

          It’s easy enough for a god to rescue a man from afar.

          I, for my part, would rather endure all kinds of ordeal

          And then find my way home again and see the day of my return

          Than come back and be slain at my hearth, just as Agamemnon

          Was slain, taken in by the ruse of Aigisthos and his own wife.

          But it’s true that even the gods can’t fend off death, common to all,

          From a man who is dear to them, if and when lethal Fate

          Lays him low with death—death, which draws out our sorrow.”

          Then Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to her in turn:

          240 “Mentor, no more talk of these things, however deep our distress:

          For him there can be no true homecoming, since the immortals

          Long ago devised death and black doom for him.

          Now I want to delve into another matter, and question

          Nestor, who knows more about justice and prudence than other men do—

          For they say that he has reigned for three generations of men,

          And indeed, he seems immortal as I look upon him.

          Nestor, son of Neleús, tell me the tale truthfully:

          How did Atreḯdes die—Agamemnon, who ruled far and wide?

          Where was Menelaos? And how did devious Aigisthos

          250 Contrive to destroy Agamemnon, a man far stronger than he?

          Did he brazenly slay Agamemnon because Menelaos was somewhere far off,

          Wandering among other people far from Achaean Argos?”

          Then Nestor the Gerenian horseman spoke to him in reply:

          “Well then, my boy, I shall tell you the whole of it truthfully.

          You yourself could imagine how these things might have turned out

          If Atreḯdes Menelaos the Fair-Haired had come back from Troy

          And found Aigisthos alive there inside the palace.

          Nor, once he was dead, would they have heaped a grave over him—

          Oh no: the dogs and the birds would have devoured him as he lay

          260 On a plain far from the city, nor would any Achaean woman

          Have mourned for him. So great was the enormity he had wrought!

          But we were sitting before the city, bringing our many travails to an end

          While he was safe in some cozy corner of Argos, where horses graze,

          Working to charm Agamemnon’s wife with his smooth talk.

          Now, at first she refused any part in the shameful business—

          For the lovely Klytaimnêstra was a woman of good sense;

          And it happened that at her side was a bard, to whom Atreḯdes,

          Before going to Troy, had given strict orders: ‘Look after my wife!’

          But once the fate of the gods had doomed her to succumb,

          270 Aigisthos sent the bard away to a barren island,

          Leaving him there to become the prey and pickings of birds.

          Then he eagerly led the queen, just as eager, into his house.

          Many a thigh-bone did he burn on the gods’ holy altars,

          Many gifts did he offer them—woven work, gold:

          He had never dared to dream of the enormity he had now accomplished.

          At the time we were making our way back from the land of Troy,

          Menelaos Atreḯdes and I, our minds united in friendship.

          But when we arrived at holy Soúnion, the headland of Athens,

          Phoibos Apollo attacked Menelaos’s helmsman.

          280 Taking a shot with his gentle arrows, he laid the man low

          As he stood there holding the rudder of the swift-running ship in his hands—

          Phróntis the son of Onêtor, who surpassed the tribes of men

          In his skill at steering a ship whenever tempests blustered.

          Though eager to get on his way, Menelaos stayed there

          In order to bury his comrade and pay the honors due to the dead.

          When he was finally back on the sea, whose face is the color of wine,

          He made a dash in his sleek-hulled ships to Málea’s sheer cliffs;

          But Zeus, who thunders far off, plotted a dreadful journey,

          Pelting the ships with gusts of winds that howled down

          290 While monstrous waves reared up, high as any mountain.

          Cutting the fleet in two, he brought some of the ships to Crete,

          Where the Kydonians lived, clustered round Iárdanos’s streams.

          A rocky cliff can be found there which shears straight down to the water,

          At the point where the outskirts of Gortyn meet the murky sea.

          There the South Wind thrusts giant waves against the port-side headland

          Toward Phaistós, but a little reef holds back the enormous swells.

          This is where some of the ships ended up—the crews furiously

          Trying to fend off destruction while the surf splintered the vessels

          Against the rocks. But five of the ships, their cheeks gleaming dark blue,

          300 Were carried along toward Egypt, borne by the wind and the waves.

          There Menelaos amassed abundant goods and much gold,

          Roving around with his ships among people who spoke a strange tongue,

          While back at home Aigisthos was spinning his baleful plots.

          For seven years he was lord of Mycenae with all its gold

          After slaying Atreḯdes. The people were downtrodden under his rule.

          But in the eighth year disaster struck: glorious Orestes

          Came back from Athens and slew the man who cut down his father—

          Crafty Aigisthos, who had cut down his far-famed father.

          After slaying him, Orestes gave a funeral feast for the Achaeans

          310 Over the graves of his loathsome mother and that coward, Aigisthos—

          The very day that Menelaos, that master of war-cries, came home,

          Bringing all the possessions he’d gathered, as much freight as his ships could carry.

          As for you, my friend, don’t go wandering far from home for too long

          After leaving behind your possessions—and leaving those arrogant men

          Right there in your house. What if they divided up your possessions

          And gobbled them up? If they did, you’ll have made your journey in vain.

          No, this is what I suggest, and I urge you to do as I say:

          Go and see Menelaos, who has just returned from abroad—

          A foreign land from which you’d never dare dream that you’d ever

          320 Return—oh no, not once the squalls have blown you off course

          Into an ocean so vast that even the birds cannot cross it

          In less than one whole year, so vast and fearsome is it.

          So go now with your ship, your companions at your side.

          But if you want to travel on foot, here’s a chariot and horses—

          And here are my sons as well to escort you on your way

          To glorious Lakedaímôn and Menelaos the Fair-Haired.

          It falls to you to entreat him to speak to you truthfully:

          No lies will he tell, for he’s a man of great good sense.”

          His words. And the sun sank down as darkness descended.

          330 Then she of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, addressed them:

          “Sir, you have certainly laid this out just as it ought to be told.

          But come now, all of you: cut the tongues out and mix the wine,

          So once you have made libations to Poseidon and the other immortals

          We can turn our thoughts to sleep, since now it is time for bed.

          For already the light has sunk beneath the shadows; it isn’t proper

          To sit around for so long at the feast of the gods. We should go.”

          Thus the daughter of Zeus: and they heard what she had said.

          Then the heralds poured out water over the hands of the guests

          While youths were filling the mixing-bowls to the brim with drink

          340 And passed it round to them all—but first, a few drops in each cup.

          After throwing the tongues on the fire, each man rose and poured libations.

          But then, once they had poured and drunk to their hearts’ content,

          Both Athena and Telémakhos, that youth who looked like a god,

          Were eager to go off and board their sleek-bellied ship.

          But stopping them in their tracks, Nestor held them back:

          “Zeus and all the other immortal gods forfend!

          So you’d leave—a guest in my house—and run off in your swift-running ship

          As if leaving the house of an utter pauper, not a stitch to his name,

          Someone who had neither mantles nor blankets aplenty at home

          350 On which he himself and his guests might have a gentle night’s sleep?

          But I—I do have mantles; lovely blankets, too.

          Make no mistake: the beloved son of this man, Odysseus,

          Will never lie down to sleep on the deck of the ship, not so long as

          I am alive—and when I’m gone, there are still sons of mine in my halls

          To give a proper welcome to any stranger who enters my home.”

          The goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, addressed him in turn:

          “What you’ve said, you have said aright, dear old sir. It is only fitting

          For Telémakhos to heed you, as your suggestion is a fine one.

          Now let him follow you on his way to bed

          360 Here inside your halls: but I shall board my black-hulled ship

          So I can give heart to my comrades and explain these matters in detail.

          For the fact is that I am the only older man among them;

          The others, far younger men, follow him out of affection,

          All of them of an age with great-hearted Telémakhos.

          Now I shall go to bed on the black-hulled, sleek-bellied ship,

          But at dawn I am off to see the great-hearted Kaúkones,

          Where a debt is owed to me—one that’s neither recent

          Nor trifling. But since this youth has come here to your home,

          Send him off in a chariot now with your son. Make sure the horses

          370 That you give him are the swiftest and most powerful you’ve got.”

          After speaking these words, Athena of the bright owl-eyes departed,

          Having taken the form of a vulture: as they watched, amazement gripped them.

          When he saw it with his own eyes the old man was filled with wonder.

          Taking Telémakhos’s hand, he spoke his name and said:

          “Friend, I hardly expect that you’ll prove to be base or craven,

          Seeing that the gods are your guides and accompany one so young.

          Of all the gods who dwell on Olympos, that ‘man’ in truth was none other

          Than the daughter of Zeus, most glorious Tritogeneía,

          Who honored your noble father above all the Achaeans.

          380 But thou, Lady, be gracious to us, and grant me worthy renown—

          To me and also my children and to my honorable wife,

          While to thee I shall straightaway offer a heifer: a yearling, broad in the brow,

          Unbroken, whom no man has ever driven beneath a yoke:

          To thee I shall offer her up after sheathing her horns in gold.”

          So he spoke in prayer, and Pallas Athena heard him.

          Then Nestor the Gerenian horsemen led them all away,

          His sons and sons-in-law, back to his beautiful palace.

          But when they reached the king’s palace, so far-famed in its glory,

          They all sat down in rows, each in a chair or a throne,

          390 And as they arrived, the old man thoroughly mixed them a bowl

          Of wine, so sweet to drink, ten years old, which the housekeeper

          Had opened only now, once she’d undone the seal.

          This wine the old man mixed, and as he poured out libations

          He fervently prayed to the daughter of Zeus who bears the aegis.

          Then, once they had poured and drunk to their hearts’ content,

          All were ready for bed and each headed home to his house.

          But Nestor the Gerenian horseman put him to bed right there—

          He brought Telémakhos, the beloved son of godlike Odysseus,

          To a bed that was strung with rope, there in the echoing hallway,

          400 With Peisístratos beside him—that great spearman, that captain of men,

          The only one of his sons who was still unwed in the palace.

          He himself slept in a room deep inside the high-ceilinged house,

          Where his lady wife lay beside him in the bed she shared with him.

          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          Nestor the Gerenian horseman rose up from his bed,

          Then went outside and sat down upon stones that had been worn smooth,

          Set there in front of the doorways that towered so high above them.

          They were white and gleamed with oil: upon them, in days of yore,

          Neleús would take his seat, that counselor like to the gods;

          410 But he was laid low by fate long ago and had gone down to Hades.

          Gerenian Nestor now sat there, that guardian of the Achaeans,

          Holding his scepter. Around him his sons had gathered together

          After coming from their rooms, Ekhéphrôn and Stratíos,

          Perseus and Árêtos and the godlike Thrasymêdes.

          And then the lord Peisístratos came and he made six;

          They brought Telémakhos, who looked like a god, and sat him beside them.

          To them the Gerenian horseman, Nestor, began to hold forth:

          “Quickly now, dear children, do all that I desire,

          So I can win favor from Athena first and foremost of all the gods—

          420 She who came in her own person to the plentiful feast of the god.

          Come, have one man go to the plain for a heifer, to bring it here

          As quickly as possible, as fast as the herdsman can drive it;

          Send another to the black-hulled ship of Telémakhos the great-hearted

          And muster all his companions, leaving just two behind;

          Have another man go and order Laërkes the goldsmith to come

          Hither, so he can sheathe the heifer’s horns in gold.

          The rest of you stay here, gathered together, and instruct

          The serving-women to prepare for a feast in our far-famed palace,

          And to bring around the chairs and the wood and the gleaming water.”

          430 His words. And so they began bustling about. The heifer

          Came down from the plain; out of the trim, swift-running ship

          The companions of great-hearted Telémakhos came; the goldsmith

          Also came with the tools of bronze in his hands, the utensils

          Of his craft, the anvil and hammer and the well-made tongs.

          With these he worked the gold, and Athena came

          To take part in her sacrifice. Old Nestor the charioteer

          Handed him the gold; then, carefully, he sheathed

          The heifer’s horns, so the goddess would behold this gift with joy.

          Stratíos and noble Ekhéphrôn led the heifer by the horns;

          440 Árêtos emerged from the storeroom with a basin for the lustral water,

          Chased all over with flowers; in his other hand he held a basket

          Of barley-groats; Thrasymêdes, steadfast in battle, was holding

          A sharpened axe in his hand, standing ready to fell the heifer.

          Perseus held the bowl for the blood. Old Nestor the charioteer

          Commenced the rite—the lustral water, the sprinkling of the barley—

          Tossing hairs from the head on the fire as he fervently prayed to Athena.

          And now, once they had prayed and strewn the barley-groats,

          Thrasymêdes, the high-hearted son of Nestor, straightaway

          Stood close and dealt the blow: the axe cut through the tendons

          450 Of the neck, and the heifer’s strength dissolved away. Nestor’s daughters

          And daughters-in-law raised the cry, along with his honored wife,

          Eurydíkê, the eldest of the daughters of Klýmenos.

          Raising the heifer’s head from the widely traveled earth,

          The men held it fast while Peisístratos, that captain of men, cut the throat.

          Once the black blood drained away and the life had abandoned her bones

          They swiftly butchered the body and straightaway cut out

          The thigh-bones, all in due order, covering them with fat

          That they’d folded into two layers; then placed raw tidbits upon them.

          The old man burned them on splits of wood, pouring the ruddy wine

          460 Over them. At his side, young men were holding five-tined forks.

          But when they had burned up the thigh-bones and tasted of the innards

          They cut up the rest of it and speared the pieces on skewers;

          Then roasted them, holding the pointed skewers in their hands.

          Meanwhile, the lovely Polykástê was bathing Telémakhos—

          The youngest of the daughters of Nestor, son of Neleús.

          Then, after she had bathed him and rubbed him down with glistening oil,

          And had drawn a beautiful cloak and tunic around him,

          He emerged from the bathing-tub looking like an immortal

          And went and sat next to Nestor, the shepherd of his people.

          470 When they had roasted the first cuts of meat and drawn them off the spits

          They sat and had their feast. Noblemen waited upon them,

          Pouring out the wine into chalices of gold.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food

          Nestor the Gerenian horseman began to hold forth to them:

          “Up now, my sons! Go and bring the horses with their beautiful manes

          And yoke them for Telémakhos so he can make speedy work of his journey.”

          His words. And they listened to him closely and obeyed him,

          They quickly yoked the swift horses to the chariot.

          A woman of the household placed food and wine inside,

          480 And tidbits such as kings, whom Zeus nurtures, are wont to eat.

          Then Telémakhos got into the surpassingly lovely carriage;

          And then Peisístratos, son of Nestor, that captain of men,

          Got in next to him and grasped the reins in his hands;

          A flick of his whip and they started. Eagerly they flew onward

          Onto the plain, and left the lofty citadel of Pylos behind.

          All day long they jangled the yokes around their necks.

          Now the sun was sinking down and all the byways grew dark with shadows.

          Just then they came to Phêraí, to the house of Dioklês,

          The son of Ortílokhos, whom Álpheios had sired.

          490 There they spent the night, and he welcomed them most kindly.

          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          They yoked the horses together and mounted the ornate carriage,

          Then drove straight through the portal and the echoing portico:

          A flick of the whip and they started. Eagerly they flew onward

          And then came to a wheat-bearing plain; from there they kept pushing on

          To the end of their journey, so swiftly had the horses pressed ahead.

          The sun was sinking down and all the byways grew dark with shadows.
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          They came then to Lakedaímôn with its valleys and ravines,

          Driving on toward the palace of illustrious Menelaos.

          They found him and his many kin as they were celebrating

          The weddings of his son and his flawless daughter at home.

          He was sending her off to the son of Achilles, crusher of armies:

          For it was first in Troy that he’d pledged her, nodding his assent

          For her to be given in marriage. Now the gods were fulfilling that promise.

          And so he was sending her off with an escort of horses and chariots

          To the Myrmidons’ far-famed city which her lord ruled over as king.

          10 But out from Sparta Town he was bringing Aléktôr’s daughter

          For his son, Megapénthes the mighty, his precious last-born child,

          Whom a slave had borne to him: for to Helen the gods had granted

          No more offspring, once she had given birth to her lovely child,

          Hermiónê, who had the looks of golden Aphrodite.

          So it was that the neighbors and kin of illustrious Menelaos

          Were banqueting throughout the vast, high-ceilinged hall,

          Full of good cheer. There among them the bard, god-inspired, was singing

          As he plucked at his lyre; a pair of tumblers went spinning around

          Right in the midst of the crowd as they led off with the dancing.

          20 Just then, at the gates of the palace, the two of them—Prince Telémakhos

          And the splendid son of Nestor—along with their two horses

          Had stopped. As he was leaving, Lord Eteoneús spotted them,

          That nimble-footed squire of illustrious Menelaos.

          He then went back through the palace to tell the shepherd of the people.

          Drawing near, he addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “There is a pair of strangers here, Menelaos nurtured by Zeus—

          Two men. By the looks of them they’re kin to Zeus Almighty.

          Tell me if we ought to unbridle their swift horses

          Or send them away to someone who will give them a proper welcome.”

          30 Deeply offended, Menelaos the Fair-Haired now addressed him:

          “You weren’t always a fool, Eteoneús, son of Boêthoös—

          Not before this. But now you’re spouting foolishness like some child.

          By the time you and I came back here, hoping that Zeus would spare us

          Any further suffering, we had certainly both partaken

          Of many hospitable meals provided by other people.

          So unbridle the strangers’ horses and bring them into the banquet.”

          His words. And his man dashed off through the hall, calling the other

          Nimble-footed servants to follow along with him.

          First they loosed the horses, which were steaming under the yoke,

          40 And tied them up securely where the horses’ mangers were,

          And then they tossed them their fodder—wheat mixed together with barley—

          And leaned the chariots up against gleaming whitewashed walls.

          They led the two princes into the marvelous palace. The pair

          Looked around, astounded, at the house of this Zeus-nurtured king:

          For a radiance that was like the light of the sun or the moon

          Gleamed through the high-roofed palace of illustrious Menelaos.

          But once they had finished feasting their eyes as they looked around

          They made their way to the polished tubs and had their baths.

          After the serving-women had bathed them and rubbed them with oil

          50 And wrapped them in cloaks of wool and got them into their tunics,

          They took their seats beside Atreus’s son, Menelaos.

          A house-maid brought in water, pouring it out from a ewer—

          Exquisite, wrought in gold—over a basin of silver

          For them to wash their hands; then placed a table nearby.

          Then the housekeeper, worthy woman, brought in the bread and served it,

          Glad to have so many dishes to set out from her storerooms inside.

          Hoisting his trenchers aloft, a steward set out all kinds

          Of meats, and there among them he set down the goblets of gold.

          Greeting the pair, Menelaos the Fair-Haired now addressed them:

          60 “Enjoy your meal, you two! Then, once you have finished

          And had your fill of dinner we will ask just who you are

          Among men. For your parents’ stock has not been lost in you—

          No, yours is the stock of men who are scepter-wielding kings

          Nurtured by Zeus, since villains would never breed such men as you.”

          His words. And he took in his hands the fat-back cut from the ox

          And served them the portion of honor which had been set aside for him.

          Then they stretched out their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          But once they had put away their craving for drink and for food,

          Telémakhos addressed a word to the son of Nestor,

          70 Bringing his head very close so the others would not hear:

          “Look there, son of Nestor, you who delight my heart—

          Look at the bronze that flashes throughout the echoing palace,

          At the gleam of gold and amber—Look! Silver and ivory, too!

          The court of Zeus on Olympos must be something just like this,

          With all these untold riches. I’m awestruck just to behold it.”

          But Fair-Haired Menelaos overheard what he was saying

          And addressed them both with words that flew toward them like arrows:

          “Dear boys, truly no man can ever compete with Zeus:

          Immortal are his dwellings and all that they contain.

          80 As for mortals, it’s true there are few—maybe none—who could rival me

          In wealth. For after I’d suffered greatly and wandered far,

          I brought all this back in my ships and returned in the eighth year.

          To Cyprus and Phoenicia and Egypt I wandered in my travels;

          I got as far as the Æthiop peoples, the Sidonians and Eremboí,

          And even Libya, where the lambs quickly sprout their horns—

          The ewes there lamb three times in the course of a single year.

          There, no master nor shepherd ever feels the lack

          Of either cheese or meat, or of the sweetness of milk,

          But the flocks always keep producing milk in great abundance.

          90 And there I was, roaming those parts, amassing this vast wealth

          While my brother was being slain by the stealthy hand of—someone,

          Caught by surprise in the snare his accursed wife had set.

          So I do not take any pleasure in being lord of these riches.

          It’s likely you’ve heard your fathers—whoever they are—speak of this,

          Given how greatly I suffered, how I brought down my own house,

          Which once had been so stately, so rich in precious things.

          Ah, would that I dwelt in these halls with just one-third of this hoard

          As my portion, but all of those men still alive who died back there

          On Troy’s wide plain, so far from Argos where horses graze!

          100 Still, even though it’s true that I mourn for all of them,

          Grieving for them often as I sit here in my palace,

          Finding pleasure in tears, sometimes (but then, sometimes I stop:

          Tears are a chilly dish, and soon you’ve had your fill)—

          However greatly I mourn, I don’t grieve for them nearly as much

          As I do for one man. The thought of sleeping or eating grows hateful

          Whenever I think of him. Of the Achaeans, no one toiled

          As much as Odysseus toiled or accomplished as much. But trouble

          Was always his lot—just as mine was to have this grief for him

          Constantly in my thoughts; he’s been gone so long, we don’t know

          110 If he is alive or dead. I imagine that old man Laërtes

          And Penelope, that sharp-witted woman, are in mourning—Telémakhos, too,

          Whom he left behind at home when he was just a newborn babe.”

          His words. And in the boy he stirred a longing to weep.

          When he heard his father’s name a tear fell from his lids;

          Grasping his purple cloak with both hands, he held it up

          In front of his eyes. Menelaos noticed him, and then

          He debated himself, his heart and mind going back and forth:

          Should he allow the boy to be the one to mention his father?

          Or should he question him first, testing him carefully?

          120 As he was turning all of this over deep in his mind and his heart

          Helen emerged from her chamber—high-ceilinged, wreathed in incense—

          Looking just like Artemis, she of the golden distaff.

          Adréstê came, too, and set out an exquisite chair for her;

          Alkíppê brought a coverlet woven of softest wool

          And Phylô a basket of silver which Alkándrê had given to Helen—

          Alkándrê, wife of Pólybos, who once dwelled in Egyptian Thebes

          Where the very greatest treasures are laid up in people’s houses.

          There Pólybos gave Menelaos two bathtubs crafted of silver

          And a pair of tripods, as well as ten talents of gold.

          130 Apart from all that, his wife lavished beautiful gifts on Helen:

          A distaff made of gold and the basket, which ran on wheels

          And was wrought in solid silver with the rims finished off in gold.

          The maidservant Phylô set out this basket, which was brim-full

          Of yarn as fine-spun as lace; on top of it lay the distaff,

          Wrapped around with wool of the same dark purple as violets.

          Helen sat down in the chair, a footstool at her feet.

          Straightaway she began to question her husband closely:

          “Menelaos, nurtured by Zeus, do we know just who among men

          These two claim to be, who have come here to our home?

          140 Shall I dissemble or tell the truth? No, my heart commands me to speak.

          For I myself have seen no one, neither man nor woman,

          Resemble another person—just to look at him leaves me awestruck!—

          As much as this man resembles the son of great-hearted Odysseus,

          Telémakhos, who was left behind, just a newborn babe,

          By that man when you Achaeans came beneath Troy’s walls

          Pondering savage warfare—all for me, a shameless bitch.”

          Then, in reply to her, Menelaos the Fair-Haired spoke out:

          “I too am struck, my lady, by the very same thought: what a likeness!

          These are the very feet of that man, these are his hands,

          150 This is his piercing gaze, this his head, this his hair.

          And here’s something else: just now, as I was recalling Odysseus,

          Telling stories about the awful grief that he’d endured

          On my behalf, a bitter tear trickled down from his brow

          As he held his purple cloak in front of his eyes.”

          Peisístratos, son of Nestor, straightaway spoke in reply:

          “Menelaos, nurtured by Zeus, Atreḯdes, leader of peoples,

          This is the true-born son of that man, just as you say.

          But he is a thoughtful person and loathes the very idea

          That during his first visit here he’d go ahead and pour out his heart

          160 To you, whose talk delights us as if a god were speaking.

          Nestor the Gerenian horseman was the one who sent me forth

          To go with him as an escort. For he was yearning to see you

          In the hope that you might support him either with words or with actions.

          For a son whose father has vanished has to suffer many sorrows

          In his halls: there is no one else who might be of help to him.

          So it is with Telémakhos now. His father has vanished, nor is there

          Anyone among the people who might defend him from harm.”

          Then, in reply to him, Menelaos the Fair-Haired spoke out:

          “Amazing! The son of the man I held dear has come to my home—

          170 A man who, because of me, suffered so many trials.

          I told him that, once he returned, I would give him the warmest welcome

          Of all the Argives—had Olympian Zeus, whose thunder sounds far off,

          Only granted us safe return on the sea in our swift-running ships.

          I’d have given him a city in Argos to dwell in, built him a palace;

          Would have brought him from Ithaka with his property and his child

          And all of his people—once I’d cleared out one of the cities

          That lie clustered around these parts and are ruled by me alone.

          We’d have spent so much time in each other’s company here. Nothing

          Would have kept us apart, so greatly did we love and enjoy each other,

          180 Until the black cloud of death enfolded the two of us.

          Ah well. I suspect some god must have held an enormous grudge

          To have kept that man alone from coming home, poor soul.”

          His words. And in them all he stirred a longing to weep.

          Helen of Argos wept, she who was born of Zeus;

          Telémakhos wept as well, as did Atreḯdes Menelaos.

          Not even the son of Nestor kept the tears from his eyes:

          For deep in his heart he was thinking of faultless Antílokhos,

          He whom the splendid son of radiant Dawn had slain.

          With him in mind, he spoke words that flew ahead like arrows:

          190 “Atreḯdes, you are wise beyond all other mortals:

          So Father Nestor would say, whenever your name was mentioned

          In the palace and we’d ask one another so many questions about you.

          And now please listen to me, if you would, for I take no pleasure

          In crying into my dinner—and Dawn, the child of morning,

          Will be breaking at any moment. I do not resent in the least

          When someone grieves for a mortal who dies and meets his fate.

          This, after all, is no more than what’s due to wretched mortals:

          To shear the hair from our heads and let tears course down our cheeks.

          I myself had a brother who died, hardly the worst

          200 Of the Argives. You must have known him. I myself never met him

          Or even laid eyes on him. But they say that Antílokhos bested

          All the other men—was far better at running and fighting.”

          Then, in reply to him, Menelaos the Fair-Haired spoke out:

          “Dear boy, indeed, you have said all that a man of good sense

          Might say or do—even someone far older than you are.

          Given the father you have, of course you say sensible things,

          For it’s easy to detect the offspring of a man for whom Kroníôn

          Has woven good fortune into the fabric of marriage and birth—

          Just as, even now, he has granted to Nestor that he

          210 May live through all his days to a sleek old age in his palace,

          And his sons in their turn may be wise and excel in the use of the spear.

          But let us set aside the tears we were weeping just now

          And turn our minds once again to our meal; let them pour water

          Over our hands. Come morning, there will be plenty of time

          For Telémakhos and me to talk things over together.”

          His words. And Asphalíôn poured the water over their hands,

          That nimble-footed steward of illustrious Menelaos.

          And then they stretched their hands to the food that was set before them.

          Now Helen, offspring of Zeus, had a new thought.

          220 She quickly dropped a drug into the wine they were drinking

          Which takes away pain and anger and makes you forget all your troubles.

          Whoever drinks it down, once it’s been mixed in a bowl,

          Would not shed a tear from his cheeks for the space of one whole day

          Not even if his mother or father were lying dead before him,

          Not even if people slew his brother or beloved son

          With the bronze, and he were to see it with his very own eyes.

          Such were the drugs that the daughter of Zeus possessed: full of cunning,

          Powerful, the gifts of Polýdamna, consort of Thôn,

          A woman of Egypt. For there, the grain-bearing land yields more drugs

          230 Than anywhere else: once prepared, many heal—while others are lethal.

          There each and every man is a doctor far more skilled

          Than all other people, for truly they are the stock of Paiêôn.

          After she slipped it in and then ordered the wine to be poured,

          She once again took up the thread of the talk and spoke out:

          “Menelaos, son of Atreus, nurtured by Zeus, and all you

          Children of noble men—though the god gives both good and evil

          First to one man, then to another; for Zeus can do everything—

          Now it is time to feast while you sit here in our halls

          And enjoy these tales. I will tell one that perfectly suits this occasion.

          I could never even list, let alone tell the stories of               240

          All the trials endured by Odysseus, he whose mind stands fast—

          But here’s one deed that was done, dared by that mighty man

          In the country of the Trojans where you Achaeans endured your woes.

          Breaking his own spirit, he disfigured himself with blows

          And threw some vile rags round his shoulders, like some serf,

          And entered the enemy’s city, lined with broad avenues,

          Hiding himself by assuming another man’s appearance,

          A beggar’s—no one like him aboard the Achaeans’ ships!

          That’s how he looked when he entered the Trojans’ city, and

          250 Not one of them noticed a thing: I alone saw through his disguise

          And kept probing him with questions, which he craftily evaded.

          But after I had bathed him and rubbed him down with oil,

          And had put him into fresh clothes and sworn a powerful oath

          Not to reveal to the Trojans the presence of Odysseus

          Before he had returned to the swift-running ships and the camp—

          That’s when he laid out the Achaeans’ entire plan.

          Then, after slaying many Trojans with the sharp-pointed bronze,

          He went back among the Argives with all that he had gleaned.

          The other Trojan women were keening shrilly—but I

          260 Rejoiced, for by then my heart had long since been bent on going

          Back home. I would sigh with regret for the madness that Aphrodite

          Had brought upon me, when she led me away from my cherished homeland,

          Leaving behind my child, my bedchamber, my husband—

          A man who lacked for nothing, neither intelligence nor looks.”

          Then, in reply to her, Menelaos the Fair-Haired spoke out:

          “Yes, indeed, my lady—all that you say, you’ve said rightly.

          By now I have come to know about the counsels and manner of thinking

          Of many great men of stature, and have traveled around the world.

          But never have these eyes of mine beheld a man

          270 Quite like our dear Odysseus, he whose heart stands fast.

          But here’s one deed that was done, dared by that mighty man

          Inside the smooth-planed horse, where we, the very bravest

          Argives, were bent on bringing death and doom to the Trojans.

          And then—there you were. No doubt some Power commanded you,

          Some god whose wish it was to grant glory to the Trojans;

          For Deïphobos was close behind you, that man who looked like a god.

          Three times you walked around the hollow trap, tapping and testing

          And calling aloud the names of the best of the Danáäns,

          Mimicking the voices of the wives of all us Argives.

          280 So there I was, with the son of Tydeús and great Odysseus,

          Sitting right there in the middle, listening as you called out,

          And the two of us started up, desperately eager either

          To come out or to shout a reply from inside, right then and there.

          But Odysseus checked our impulse and held us fast where we were.

          While all of the other sons of Achaea were keeping silent

          One man, Ántiklos, wanted to cry out an answer

          To you. But Odysseus clamped both hands around his jaw,

          Never letting up on his grip—and so saved all the Achaeans,

          Holding him fast until Pallas Athena led you away.”

          290 Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him in turn:

          “Menelaos, nurtured by Zeus, Atreḯdes, leader of peoples,

          All the more painful, then, since it didn’t save him from dread destruction—

          Nor could have, even if his heart had been made of iron.

          Come, send us off to bed now so that we may finally

          Take pleasure in sweet sleep as we are lulled to our rest.”

          His words. And Argive Helen gave orders to her women

          To set bedsteads out underneath the portico, and to place

          Beautiful purple bedclothes upon them, with blankets on top,

          And, last of all, to lay out woolly cloaks for them to wear.

          300 They went forth from the Great Hall with torches in their hands

          And spread the bedding out while the herald brought the guests.

          And they went to sleep right there in the forecourt of the palace:

          The prince Telémakhos and the splendid son of Nestor.

          Atreḯdes slept in the inmost room of his high-roofed palace

          With Helen, that dazzling woman, in her loose-flowing gown beside him.

          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          Menelaos, master of war-cries, rose up from his bed

          And put on his clothes, then slung the keen-edged sword round his shoulders;

          Onto his shining feet he bound his beautiful sandals,

          310 Then strode forth from the room, a man you’d compare to a god,

          And took a seat by Telémakhos, calling his name as he spoke:

          “Prince Telémakhos, what urgent need has brought you

          To glorious Lakedaímôn over the sea’s broad back?

          A matter of state or something private? Tell me honestly.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him in turn:

          “Menelaos, nurtured by Zeus, Atreḯdes, leader of peoples,

          I’ve come here hoping that you might have some word of my father.

          My household is being devoured, my rich fields have been laid waste,

          Enemies fill my house—men who never leave off

          320 Slaughtering throngs of my sheep and my lumbering, twisty-horned cattle,

          Those men who court my mother, so outrageously brazen and brash!

          Because of all of this I beseech you now: won’t you please

          Tell the tale of his dreadful destruction, if by chance you happened to see it

          With your own eyes, somewhere—or heard about his wanderings

          From somebody else? Unsurpassed are the woes for which his mother bore him.

          And please don’t sweeten the tale out of kindness or out of pity,

          But lay the whole thing out for me—how it was that you came to see him.

          This I beg you to do, if ever my father, noble Odysseus,

          Kept a promise to you, either by word or by deed,

          330 There in the land of the Trojans where the Achaeans endured their woes—

          Be mindful of that now and tell me truthfully.”

          Outraged by what he had heard, Menelaos the Fair-Haired spoke:

          “For shame! How courageous the man in whose bed those men now hope

          To lie down and go to sleep, when they themselves are such weaklings.

          Just as when a doe has laid her fawns to sleep—

          Newborn, suckling still—in the lair of a mighty lion

          As she roves the mountain’s ridges and along its grassy glens

          Searching for pasture; but then he returns to his own den

          And visits a shocking fate on both the doe and her fawns:

          340 So will Odysseus visit a shocking fate on those men.

          O Father Zeus and Athena and Apollo, if only now

          He might be the man he once was in Lesbos, crowded with buildings,

          When he rose in response to a challenge by Philomêleḯdes to wrestle him

          And mightily threw the man down while all the Achaeans cheered.

          That’s the Odysseus I wish would come upon those Suitors!

          Swift would be their deaths and bitter the weddings they’d find.

          But as for what you have asked me and entreated me to tell you,

          I would never side-step that matter, or change the subject, or lie.

          Not a word of the tale I was told by the Old Man of the Sea,

          350 He who never errs, will I keep from you or conceal.

          In Egypt—though I burned to return here—the gods were holding me back

          Since I had failed to offer perfect hecatombs,

          For the gods always want us to stay mindful of their commands.

          Well then. There’s a certain island in the surging surf of the sea

          Off the coast of Egypt, which they call by the name of “Pharos,”

          As far away from the mainland as it takes a sleek-hulled ship

          To sail in a day, with a breeze whistling hard from behind.

          The harbor offers safe anchorage; from it, they launch their trim ships

          Out into the sea, once they’ve drawn their supplies of dark water.

          360 The gods kept me there twenty days; nor was there ever a sign

          Of seaward breezes blowing, the kind that act as guides

          For ships as they make their way across the sea’s broad back.

          We’d have seen our provisions exhausted—the men’s spirits as well—

          If I hadn’t moved one of the gods to tears of pity for me:

          The daughter of mighty Proteus, the Old Man of the Sea,

          Eidothéê, for I had deeply touched her heart.

          She found me trudging along, far from my companions,

          For each and every day they would roam the island, fishing with

          Hooks bent into curves, since hunger was grinding their bellies.

          370 Standing quite close to me, she spoke these words to me:

          ‘Are you such a fool, stranger, like some child—or simply befuddled?

          Or have you decided to give up and wallow in your woes?

          You’ve been trapped here on this island for such a long time, with no sign

          Of rescue anywhere, while your comrades are losing heart.’

          Her words. And straightaway I made this reply to her:

          ‘Whichever goddess you are, I shall tell you the whole story—

          For it’s not at all that I want to be stuck here; no, I must have

          Somehow offended the gods who hold up the wide heavens.

          But now you must tell me—since the gods know everything—

          380 Which immortal has tied me up here, keeping me from my journey,

          And how I should make my return on the sea which teems with fish.’

          My words to her. Straightaway that radiant goddess replied:

          ‘Well then, I’ll tell you, stranger—I’ll be completely straight with you.

          A certain Old Man of the Sea, who never errs, often comes here—

          Proteus of Egypt, an immortal who knows all the sea’s

          Deepest places and serves at the pleasure of Poseidon;

          They say that he is my father, that he is the one who begot me.

          If you can somehow lay an ambush and then lay hands on him

          He will tell you about your route, the stages of your journey

          390 And your return—how you will cross the sea that teems with fish.

          If you, who were nurtured by Zeus, should wish it, he will disclose

          The deeds both good and evil committed inside the palace

          While you were far away on your long and arduous journey.’

          Her words to me. Straightaway I spoke to her in reply:

          ‘But now please tell me yourself how to ambush this god, this Old Man,

          So he doesn’t see me first or get wind of me, and escape:

          For it’s no easy thing for a god to be overcome by a mortal.’

          My words to her. Straightaway that radiant goddess replied:

          ‘Well then, I’ll tell you, stranger—I’ll be completely straight with you.

          400 Whenever the sun bestrides the zenith of the heavens

          The unerring Old Man of the Sea emerges from the brine,

          Borne by Zéphyros’s breath and concealed by dark ripples.

          Once he comes out, he lies down to sleep in the hollow caves;

          All around him, seals—the offspring of the lovely Brine-born One—

          Sleep in a herd once they’ve breached the surface of the gray salt sea,

          Exhaling the foul stench of the salt sea’s vast abysses.

          Once I have brought you there, at the moment Dawn appears,

          I shall lay you all down, one by one. You must carefully choose

          Three of your companions—the best from your well-benched ships.

          410 Now I will tell you about this Old Man’s sinister ways:

          First, he will count all the seals as he makes his rounds among them;

          Then, once he’s counted them off by fives and looked them over,

          He will lie down in their midst like a shepherd among his sheep.

          The moment you’re able see that he is sound asleep

          It’s time for you to remember your courage and your strength;

          For you’ll have to hold him fast, though he’ll desperately try to get free.

          And try he will—he’ll turn into every kind of creature

          That exists on earth—into water, too, and blazing fire.

          You must never let up your grip, though—keep pinning him ever more tightly.

          420 But when he speaks as himself and questions you, Menelaos,

          Just as he was when you saw him lying there sound asleep,

          Then it’s time to relax your grip and let the Old Man go,

          And ask him, Great Lord, who of the gods is harassing you,

          And about your return—how you’ll cross the sea which teems with fish.’

          Her words. And then she sank beneath the swells of the sea.

          Then I rushed off to my ships, which were drawn up on the sand;

          As I went, there were many thoughts swirling around my heart.

          But after I’d gone down to my ship, there by the sea,

          We prepared our supper. Then Night, which refreshes life, came on

          430 And so we all went to sleep where the surf breaks on the shore.

          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          I went down to the edge of the sea with its widely traveled ways,

          And prayed fervently to the gods, beseeching them. Then I took

          Three comrades: the ones I trust the most in any exploit.

          By now Eidothéê had sunk beneath the sea’s broad breast;

          Then, from out of the ocean, she carried the skins of four seals,

          All of them freshly flayed: she was scheming to trap her father.

          For in the sand by the sea she’d scooped out places to lie in wait

          And now was sitting there, waiting. We came down, quite close to her;

          440 Then she had us lie down in a row and covered each man with a skin.

          How dreadful this ambush of ours would have been! The deadly stench

          Of the seals, bred in the brine, was dreadful—overwhelming:

          Who on earth would want to bed down with a creature from the sea?

          But she herself rescued us, coming up with a perfect solution:

          Ambrosia! She brought some out and smeared it under our noses,

          An intense exhalation of sweetness that killed the creature’s stench.

          We waited there all through the morning, steeling our hearts for action.

          The seals emerged from the sea in a thronging herd, and then

          They laid themselves down in a row where the surf breaks on the shore.

          450 At noon the Old Man emerged from the sea; he found his seals,

          Nice and sleek, then made his rounds of them all, counting each one.

          We were the first of the seals that he counted; it never entered

          His mind that this was a trap. And so he, too, lay down to sleep.

          That’s when we set upon him, shouting and holding him down

          With our hands. Nor did the Old Man forget his wily tactics:

          First he turned himself into a lion, complete with splendid mane;

          And then into a serpent; then a leopard, and then a huge boar;

          He became a stream of water and a tree with a leafy crown.

          But we had steeled our hearts: we held him, unrelenting.

          460 And once the Old Man, with his mind so full of sinister knowledge,

          Had enough, he questioned me, addressing me with these words:

          ‘What? Which god, son of Atreus, helped you hatch this plan

          To ambush and seize me against my will? Just what do you want?’

          His words to me. Straightaway I spoke to him in reply:

          ‘Why try to dodge me with questions? You know very well, Old Man,

          Exactly how long I’ve been held on this island, with no chance at all

          Of rescue anywhere, and how much I am losing heart.

          But now you tell me something, since the gods know everything:

          Which immortal has tied me up here, keeping me from my journey,

          470 And how I should make my return on the sea which teems with fish.’

          My words to him. Straightaway he spoke to me in reply:

          ‘But if you had only made fair offerings to Zeus

          And all the other gods before you embarked, you’d have swiftly

          Sailed home across the sea, whose face is the color of wine.

          For now it is not your fate to see your loved ones again

          Or reach your strong-built palace or see the land of your fathers

          Till you return to Egypt’s river, which Zeus feeds with his rains,

          And make sacrifice straightaway of holy hecatombs

          To all the immortal gods who inhabit the wide heavens.

          480 Then the gods will grant you the journey that you yearn for.’

          His words. And straightaway the heart in my breast was shattered

          Because he was commanding me to cross the misty ocean

          To Egypt once again: a long and arduous journey.

          But nonetheless I made this speech to him in reply:

          ‘All of these things shall I do, Old Man, just as you command.

          But come now, tell me this and be completely straight with me.

          The Achaeans whom Nestor and I left behind when we sailed from Troy—

          Did all of them make it back without trouble, along with their ships?

          Or did anyone die on his ship—some death out of the blue?

          490 Or die in the arms of his loved ones once the war wound down?’

          My words to him. Straightaway he spoke to me in reply.

          ‘Atreḯdes, why ask me these questions? It is not for you

          To know, nor to learn what I know. I do not think that you

          Will go without weeping for long, once you have heard it all.

          For many of them were struck down, while many were left behind:

          But only two who had led the Achaeans with their corselets of bronze

          Died on the homeward voyage (you were present, of course, for the fighting).

          One is still alive somewhere, detained on the sea’s broad ways.

          As for Aías, he was struck down along with his long-oared ships.

          500 At first Poseidon drove him onto the gigantic

          Gyraían Rocks—but then he rescued him from the sea.

          And he would have escaped his doom, hated though he was by Athena,

          If he hadn’t spewed blasphemous words, led on by wanton madness—

          He said it was no thanks to the gods that he’d escaped the sea’s abysses.

          But Poseidon was listening as he shouted his loud-mouthed boasts;

          Straightaway he took the trident into his mighty hands

          And smashed one of the rocks, splintering it in two.

          One chunk was left right there while the other fell into the sea—

          The part on which Aías was sitting when the madness first led him astray.

          510 It dragged him down beneath the endless ocean’s swells.

          And so he perished there, full of the brine he’d drunk.

          But your brother somehow escaped and eluded his doom

          In his sleek-hulled ships, for Lady Hera had rescued him.

          But just as he was about to reach Cape Málea’s towering

          Headland, a squall whipped up and snatched him away, back onto

          The ocean which teems with fish, as he heaved desperate groans;

          And then to a place beyond the plowland, where Thyestes had lived

          Before, but which now was home to Aigisthos, son of Thyestes.

          But when it seemed that even from there he might make a safe return

          520 The gods turned ill winds fair and so they made their way home,

          And once again, rejoicing, he stepped onto the land of his fathers,

          Grasping the earth of his homeland by the handful and kissing it. Many

          Hot tears flowed forth from him, so welcome was the sight of his land.

          But a watchman at his post caught sight of him—a man whom the crafty

          Aigisthos had stationed there, promising him a reward:

          Two talents of gold. And so he’d been watching for one full year

          Lest Agamemnon give him the slip and muster his martial might.

          So he went down to the palace to tell the Shepherd of the People.

          Straightaway Aigisthos devised a treacherous scheme:

          530 He chose out twenty bold townsmen and hid them off to one side

          Of the Hall—an ambush; on the other side, he ordered up a feast.

          His mind bent on shameful deeds, he went to invite Agamemnon,

          The Shepherd of the People, to come with horses and chariots.

          He brought him back, all unaware of his fate, and struck him down—

          After fêting him first!—the way you’d butcher an ox at the trough.

          Not one of the men who had followed Atreḯdes was left alive;

          Not one of Aigisthos’s, either: for they, too, were slain in the halls.’

          His words. And straightaway the heart in my breast was shattered,

          And I wept, sitting there in the sand, nor did my heart any longer

          540 Wish to go on living or see the light of the sun.

          But once I’d had my fill of weeping and writhing around

          The Old Man of the Sea, who never errs, addressed me:

          ‘Enough, son of Atreus! You mustn’t waste any more time

          On endless weeping—that will accomplish nothing. Instead,

          Find the fastest way to return to the land of your fathers.

          Either you’ll find Aigisthos alive or Orestes will have surely

          Killed him, having got there first, and you’ll arrive for the funeral.’

          His words. And straightaway my heart and my valiant spirits

          Were warmed once more in my breast, even though I was grieving;

          550 I addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          ‘About those men, I now know. But it’s time you spoke of a third

          Who is either still alive and stranded upon the vast ocean

          Or has died. Even as I grieve, I want to hear the tale.’

          My words. And straightaway he spoke to me in reply:

          ‘He is the son of Laërtes; Ithaka is his home.

          I saw him on an island, his eyes brimming over with tears,

          In the halls of the nymph Kalypso, who is holding him there

          By compulsion: he is not able to return to the land of his fathers.

          For he has no rowing ships, nor has he any shipmates

          560 Who could bring him home again across the sea’s broad back.

          As for you, Menelaos, nurtured by Zeus, it is not your lot

          To die in Argos where horses graze, there to meet your fate;

          No, the immortals will send you to the plains of Elýsion,

          The ends of the earth, where Rhadamanthos the Fair-Haired dwells

          And a life of untroubled ease lies in store for mortal beings.

          No snow is there, nor wintry gales, nor ever a downpour;

          No, Ocean always sends up breezes, the whistling breath

          Of Zéphyros, to refresh the spirits of mortal beings:

          For Helen is yours; in the gods’ eyes you are son-in-law to Zeus.’

          570 His words. And then he sank beneath the swells of the sea.

          Then I rushed off to my ships, which were drawn up on the sand;

          As I went, there were many thoughts swirling around my heart.

          But after I had gone down to my ship, there by the sea,

          We prepared our supper. Then Night, which refreshes life, came on

          And so we all went to sleep where the surf breaks on the shore.

          Then morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose.

          First we dragged the ships down into the glittering sea,

          And then set up the masts and hoisted the trim ships’ sails;

          And then the men went aboard, taking their seats on the benches.

          580 Sitting there, row by row, they whipped up the iron-gray brine.

          So back I went to Egypt’s river, which Zeus feeds with his rains,

          And offered perfect hecatombs once I had moored the ships.

          When I’d put an end to the anger of the gods ever-living

          I heaped a grave-mound for Agamemnon, to make his fame everlasting.

          These duties done, I headed home; the immortals gave me a following

          Wind, and so brought me swiftly back to the land of my fathers.

          But come now, won’t you stay a while here in my palace,

          At least until another eleven or twelve days have passed?

          Then I’ll send you off in style, loaded with fabulous gifts:

          590 Three horses and a chariot polished to a shine. What’s more,

          I’ll give you a beautiful chalice, so whenever you honor the gods

          Immortal with libations you’ll remember me all of your days.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him in turn:

          “Please don’t keep me here for such a long time, Atreḯdes.

          To be sure, I would be content to sit by your side and stay here

          A whole year—nor would longing for home or parents tempt me away:

          What amazing pleasure it gives me to listen to your words,

          To your stories. And yet, by now my companions must be chafing

          Back in holy Pylos, since you’re keeping me such a long time.

          600 But whatever the gift you give me, let it be some precious keepsake:

          I won’t bring horses back to Ithaka. Rather, I shall leave them

          Behind for you to delight in, since you are lord of the wide

          Plains, where clover grows in abundance, and also marsh-grass

          And wheat and spelt, as well as white barley, broad in the ear.

          In Ithaka, after all, there are no wide courses, no meadows;

          It’s a place to pasture goats—more lovely than any horse country!

          Not a single one of the islands that slope to the sea is fit

          For driving horses, or is rich in meadows; Ithaka least of all.”

          His words. And then Menelaos, master of war-cries, smiled;

          610 Stroking Telémakhos’s hand, he turned to him and spoke:

          “Dear boy, the things you say show you’re of solid stock.

          So yes, I’ll exchange these gifts; that I can certainly do.

          Of all the precious keepsakes kept inside my house

          I shall give to you the one that is loveliest and most costly.

          I shall give to you a bowl for mixing wine, superbly

          Wrought in solid silver with the rim finished off in gold,

          The work of Hephaístos himself. Lord Phaídimos gave it to me—

          He was king of the Sidonians—when I sheltered in his house

          As I made my way back home. Now I would give it to you.”

          620 And while they went on conversing like this with one another

          The banqueters arrived at the palace of the godlike king.

          In they drove the sheep; they brought wine that gives men strength;

          And their wives in their lovely head-bands sent along the bread.

          Thus did they busy themselves as they prepared the feast in the palace.

          The Suitors, in the meantime, were in front of Odysseus’s palace

          Enjoying themselves with the discus and hurling javelins

          In a leveled field, their usual spot: outrageous men!

          Antínoös sat with Eurýmakhos, who was as handsome as a god—

          The leaders of the Suitors, and the most courageous, too.

          630 Noêmôn, son of Phrónios, approached them now and addressed

          Antínoös with these words, putting questions to him:

          “Do we have any idea at all, Antínoös, or don’t we,

          When Telémakhos plans to return from Pylos’s sandy shores?

          He went off in one of my ships, but now I happen to need it

          For a crossing to Êlis. There, in the spreading plains,

          I’ve got twelve mares, each with a hard-working mule at the teat,

          Still unbroken. I would like to take one away and tame it.”

          His words. But they were astonished, for they never had imagined

          That he’d go to Neleian Pylos: no, surely he was here,

          640 Somewhere out on his land, or with his flocks, or with the swineherd.

          Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, immediately addressed him:

          “Tell me, and don’t mince words, just when he left and who

          Went with him—was it the cream of Ithaka’s youth or some serfs

          And slaves of his own? He’d be able to manage even that.

          And tell me this as well—the truth, so I know for sure:

          Did he take your black-hulled ship against your will—by force—

          Or did you give it willingly in response to his earnest entreaties?”

          Phrónios’s son Noêmôn spoke to him in reply:

          “Willingly I gave it: what else could a person do

          650 When a man such as he asks a favor, a man who has so many

          Worries? It would be hard to deny him the boon that he asks.

          And as for the youths who went with him, they’re the finest that we’ve got

          All throughout this land. And I noticed that leading the way was

          Mentor—or maybe some god; he looked exactly like him.

          But still I have to wonder, because I saw noble Mentor right here

          Yesterday at daybreak! But he was meant to be sailing to Pylos.”

          Having said all this, he went off to the house of his father.

          But as for the other two, their haughty hearts were stunned.

          They made all of the Suitors sit down and put a stop to their games.

          660 Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, deeply dismayed, began

          To speak to them: his heart was full to bursting with black

          Fury. As for his eyes, they looked like blazing fire.

          “Gods! How outrageous the deed Telémakhos has gotten away with—

          This journey that he made: and we swore he’d never do it.

          With all of us dead set against it, this stripling—gone just like that—

          Launches a ship by himself, takes the pick of the city’s young men.

          And he’s going to be a problem in the future as well. If only

          Zeus would stamp him out before he reaches his prime!

          But give me a speedy ship now and a crew of twenty men

          670 So I can lay an ambush, watching out for him as he sails

          The strait that lies between Ithaka and rough-hewn Sámê:

          A gruesome end for the voyage that he took on account of his father.”

          His words. And then they all cheered and urged him on to action.

          Then straightaway they stood up and went into Odysseus’s house.

          Not for very long was Penelope unaware

          Of the schemes that the Suitors were hatching deep within their minds.

          For the herald Médôn informed her after he’d heard them planning—

          He’d been standing outside the Hall while they spun their plots inside.

          So he made his way through the palace to inform Penelope,

          680 And as he was crossing the threshold Penelope addressed him:

          “Herald, why on earth have the lordly Suitors sent you?

          Is it to command the serving-women of godlike Odysseus

          To leave off their work and instead prepare a feast for them?

          May this be the very last time that they sit down here to feast

          And the last time that they court me, or gather anywhere, ever—

          And the lot of you throng here, stripping away all this wealth,

          The property of Telémakhos, my prudent boy. Did you never

          Hear your fathers speak, back when you were children,

          About just what kind of man Odysseus was toward your parents?

          690 Never an unjust deed or a single unfair word

          To the people—completely unlike the ways of god-given kings,

          Who may very well hate one man and as easily favor another.

          But that man never treated anyone wantonly.

          As for you, though, what’s in your hearts, as well as your shameful actions,

          Is plain, while there are no thanks for kindnesses received.”

          Médôn, whose mind was shrewd, spoke to her in reply:

          “Ah, if only that were the worst of it, my queen!

          But there’s something else even worse, even more unbearable,

          That the Suitors are planning to do. Zeus forbid that they succeed!

          700 They are burning to kill Telémakhos, to slay him with sharp-edged bronze

          As he makes his way home—for he’s gone to find some news of his father

          On the sandy shores of Pylos and in glorious Lakedaímôn.”

          His words. Then her knees gave way and her heart dissolved inside her;

          For a very long time she was speechless, emptied of words; both her eyes

          Filled up with tears and her voice, once so warm, caught in her throat.

          But after a time she spoke, replying to him with these words:

          “Herald, why did my son go away? He had no need at all

          To board the swift-running ships, which men use just as if

          They were horses of the deep, coursing across the vast waters.

          710 Did he not want to leave even a name to survive among people?”

          Médôn, whose mind was shrewd, spoke to her in reply:

          “I know not whether some god encouraged him, or if his heart

          Prodded him to go to Pylos in search of news

          Of his father’s homecoming journey, or whatever fate befell him.”

          His words. And then he went off through the palace of Odysseus.

          But a soul-destroying anguish spilled over her—she couldn’t even

          Sit in a chair, although there were many about the house;

          No, she sat down right where she was, on the threshold of the strong-built chamber

          Grieving piteously while her women whimpered around her—

          720 All of them, young and old, as many as there were in the palace.

          Through her choking sobs Penelope addressed them:

          “Listen, my friends: The Olympian has given me far more grief

          Than to any woman now living who was raised and born in my time.

          First, he destroyed my husband—so noble, his heart like a lion’s—

          A man who surpassed the Danáäns in every kind of achievement,

          That noble man whose renown spread all through Hellas and Argos.

          And now this! These storm-winds have swept my darling son from the palace

          Without any word for me; I did not even hear he’d set out.

          You wretched women, who never took it into your heads

          730 To rouse me from my bed even though you knew very well

          The moment he went aboard the dark-hulled, sleek-bellied ship.

          If only I had known he was thinking of making this journey!

          You can be sure he’d have stayed right here, however he yearned to leave,

          Or he’d have had to leave me behind as a corpse inside this palace.

          But someone go quickly now and summon Old Dolíos,

          My serving-man, whom my father gave to me when I came here

          And who tends the tree-filled garden for me, and have him go

          Sit by Laërtes’ side and explain all this to him.

          Who knows? He might somehow spin some clever plan in his mind,

          740 Might go off and make a complaint to the people—who seem to be burning

          To see his offspring, and godlike Odysseus’s, waste away to nothing!”

          Then, in reply to her, the nurse Eurykleía spoke:

          “My darling girl, either kill me with the pitiless bronze

          Or leave me be in the palace, but I won’t hide what I have to say.

          Yes, I knew all about it! I supplied whatever he asked for,

          The food, the sweet grog; and he made me swear a terrible oath

          Not to breathe a word to you before twelve days had passed

          Or before you yourself had missed him and heard that he’d gone off—

          For fear you would spoil your lovely skin with all your weeping.

          750 But come and have a bath, let’s clothe that skin with fresh garments;

          And then take your serving-women and go to the upper floor

          And pray to Athena, the daughter of Zeus who bears the aegis.

          For she might be able to rescue him—yes, even from death.

          And don’t you go troubling a troubled old man—I don’t think

          The blessed gods so utterly hate the race of Arkeisiádes

          That not a single one will be left to take possession of

          His high-ceilinged halls and the fertile fields that spread far and wide.”

          Her words. She stilled Penelope’s sobs and checked the tears in her eyes.

          Then she had a bath and clothed that skin of hers in fresh garments,

          760 And then took her serving-women and went to the upper floor.

          After placing grains of barley in a basket, she prayed to Athena:

          “Hear me now, Atrytône, child of Zeus who bears the aegis!

          If Odysseus of the many wiles ever burned the fatty thigh-bone

          Of an ox or a pig in your honor, there inside his palace,

          Then be mindful of it now for my sake: save my darling son

          And do you protect us, too, from those wickedly insolent Suitors.”

          She spoke and then raised the cry; and the goddess heard her prayer.

          But the Suitors were raising a ruckus in the shadowed halls of the palace.

          One of those arrogant youths would be saying something like this:

          770 “Yes indeed! So our much-courted queen is now getting ready to marry

          One of us! And she has no idea that death lies in wait for her son.”

          So one of them might say—with no idea of what lay in wait.

          Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, addressed the lot of them:

          “Have you all gone completely mad? Enough now of this reckless

          Chatter, if you please—what if they get wind of it inside?

          But come now, let’s all get up and quietly put into action

          The plan that we all considered and found to everyone’s liking.”

          After he spoke, he chose out twenty of the bravest fellows

          And then they went down to the swift-running ship by the shore of the sea.

          780 First they dragged the ship down to the deep salt sea;

          Then brought aboard the mast and the sails of the dark-hulled ship;

          Then lashed the oars to the thole-pins by means of leathern ties—

          Everything ship-shape—and then they spread out the white sails.

          Then the squires, their spirits high, brought their weapons aboard.

          They moored her, her prow riding high in the water, then disembarked.

          They all took their supper then and waited for dusk to descend.

          Now Penelope, clear-thinking woman, was in her room upstairs—

          Lying there without eating, without touching food or drink,

          Brooding about her son, her perfect boy: would he manage

          790 To escape from death somehow, or be slain by those arrogant Suitors?

          As a lion will nervously stalk, frightened to find himself trapped

          By a circle of men closing ever more tightly around him—

          Just so was Penelope brooding when delectable sleep came upon her.

          Then she sank down and slept, and all her sinews went slack.

          Then the goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, had a new thought:

          She crafted a phantom image and gave it the form of a woman—

          Iphthímê, the daughter of Ikários the great-hearted;

          She’d been married off to Eúmêlos, who dwelled in his house in Pheraí.

          Athena sent the phantom to the palace of godlike Odysseus

          800 To find Penelope, who was deep in lament and weeping,

          And to put an end to her wailing and her tearful lamentation.

          Into her chamber it slipped, straight through the thong of the bolt;

          Standing over her head, it addressed her with these words:

          “Penelope, can you be sleeping—you, with your heart torn to shreds?

          But the gods, who live carefree lives, will certainly not allow you

          To go on weeping and grieving, since a homecoming is in store

          For your son. In the eyes of the gods he is wholly without offense.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, spoke to her in reply

          Even as she lay in sweet slumber there at the gates of dreams:

          810 “Why ever have you come here, dear sister? Never before

          Have you been in the habit of coming, since you live so far away.

          And now you’re here, telling me to have done with this wretchedness,

          With all these many woes which so vex my mind and heart—

          I, who first lost my husband—so noble, his heart like a lion’s—

          A man who surpassed the Danáäns in every kind of achievement,

          That noble man whose renown spread all through Hellas and Argos;

          And now my darling son has gone off in his sleek-bellied ship,

          A mere child who knows next to nothing of hardship or public life.

          For him I find myself grieving even more than I do for that man;

          820 For him I find myself shaking in terror—what harm will he come to

          In the land of the men where’s he gone, or upon the open sea?

          For many are his foes, busily plotting against him,

          Eager to cut him down before he returns to the land of his fathers.”

          In reply to her, the flickering phantom spoke:

          “Have courage, and let not your mind be too greatly terrified.

          For the escort who comes with him is one whom others have prayed

          To have standing at their side, for this is in her power:

          The goddess Pallas Athena. She pities you in your grief;

          She is the one who sent me here to tell you about these things.”

          830 Penelope, clear-thinking woman, spoke to her in reply:

          “If indeed you are a god, or have heard the voice of a god,

          Come, tell me as well all about that wretched man,

          Whether he lives still, somewhere, and sees the light of the sun,

          Or is already dead by now and dwells in the house of Hades.”

          In reply to her, the flickering phantom spoke:

          “No. I will tell you nothing so plainly about that man—

          Whether he lives or has died. Such idle talk is bad.”

          Its words. And then it slipped straight past the bolt of the door-post

          Into the breath of the winds. And out of her sleep the daughter

          840 Of Ikários was roused and the heart in her breast grew warm,

          For in the dead of night this dream, so vivid, had sped to her.

          Now the Suitors had boarded their ships and were sailing the sea’s wet paths,

          Pondering in their minds stark death for Telémakhos.

          There is a certain rocky island in the middle of the sea

          Exactly midway between Ithaka and rough-hewn Sámê,

          Called Asterís—not very big, but with a harbor on each side

          Offering safe anchorage. There the Achaeans lay waiting.

        

      
    
  
    
      
        Book 5

      
      
        
          Up from the bed where she lay beside noble Tithonós

          Dawn arose to bring light to immortals and mortals alike.

          Now the gods were sitting in Council, and there among them was

          Zeus, who thunders on high, and whose power is the greatest.

          Athena recounted to them the many woes of Odysseus,

          Recalling them all, concerned that he dwelled in the halls of the nymph:

          “Father Zeus and all you other blessed gods who exist forever,

          Never more may a gracious king strive to wield his scepter

          Mildly and gently; never more may he think righteous thoughts.

          10 No, let him instead be harsh, let him commit unholy crimes—

          For does no one remember Odysseus, that godlike man who ruled

          His people as a king, but was like a gentle father?

          No. Now he lies on an island, enduring harsh travails

          In the halls of the nymph Kalypso, who is holding him there

          By compulsion, and so he’s unable to return to the land of his fathers.

          For he has no rowing ships, nor has he any shipmates

          Who could bring him home again across the sea’s broad back.

          And now there’s more: they are burning to murder his beloved child

          As he makes his way home. For he’d gone to find some news of his father

          20 On Pylos’s sandy shores and in glorious Lakedaímôn.”

          Zeus, who marshals the clouds, spoke to her in reply:

          “Child of mine, what a speech has slipped through the fence of your teeth!

          For was it not you who devised this scheme yourself—to ensure

          That Odysseus will return and take vengeance on those men?

          As for Telémakhos, guide him wisely, as you know well how to do,

          So he can reach the land of his fathers completely unscathed

          While the Suitors slink back in their ship: they shot, but their arrow fell short.”

          And then he turned to Hermes, his beloved son, and said:

          “Hermes, you have served as our envoy in other affairs.

          30 Now declare to the nymph with the beautiful braids our fixed resolve

          For the homecoming of Odysseus, that man whose mind stands fast:

          He shall return without the guidance of gods or mortal beings;

          After bearing many a blow on a raft bound fast with cord,

          On the twentieth day he shall reach the loamy fields of Skhería,

          The land of the Phaiêkians, a race who are kin to the gods,

          Who will pay him surpassing honors as if he were a god

          And then send him back in a ship to the beloved land of his fathers

          After loading him down with bronze and gold and garments aplenty—

          More than Odysseus could ever have won for himself at Troy

          40 If he had come back safe and sound with his full share of the spoils.

          For this is to be his fate: to see his nearest and dearest again

          And reach his house with its high-built roof, and the land of his fathers.”

          His words; nor did the Guide, Argos-Slayer, fail to heed him.

          Straight off he strapped the beautiful sandals onto his feet,

          Immortal, made of gold, which bore him across the wet seas

          And endless expanses of land as swift as the breath of the wind.

          He took along the wand with which he lulls to sleep the eyes

          Of any man he pleases—or awakens those who are sleeping.

          Holding it in his hands, mighty Argos-Slayer flew off.

          50 Swooping down, he set foot on Piería; then he plunged into the sea

          And skimmed along the breakers like nothing so much as a tern,

          Which drenches its thick plumage in the brine as it hunts for fish

          Down through the troughs of the breakers on the restless wastes of the sea.

          That is how Hermes looked as he darted through wave after wave.

          When he reached the island at last—it lies off at a great distance—

          He emerged from the violet-dark sea and then made his way onto

          Dry land, until he reached an enormous cave where the nymph

          Of the beautiful braids had her dwelling. There, inside, he found her.

          An enormous fire was burning upon the hearth. The aroma

          60 Of blazing splits of wood—cedar, juniper—

          Drifted all over the isle while she lifted her lovely voice

          In song and wove back and forth at her loom with a golden shuttle.

          A luxuriant growth of trees spread out all around the cave,

          Alder and black poplar and sweet-smelling cypress as well,

          And the birds inside them were sleeping, their wings outstretched,

          Little horned owls and hawks as well as cormorants,

          Their chattering tongues stretched out—birds who work the sea.

          Round about the mouth of the hollow cave, a vine

          Had been trained to climb; now it flourished, bursting with clusters of grapes.

          70 Four springs, all in a row, flowed with the clearest water,

          Their streams running side by side, then turning this way and that.

          All around there were velvety meadows where violets and bay-grass were growing

          Lushly. There, even a god who chanced upon this scene

          Would marvel at the sight, pleasure filling his mind.

          The Guide, Slayer of Argos, stood marveling at the sight.

          But when he’d marveled at it all and gazed to his heart’s content

          He quickly entered the cave’s wide mouth. As he stood before her,

          Kalypso, that radiant goddess, did not fail to recognize him:

          For a god will never fail to recognize another

          80 Immortal, not even one who lives far away from the others.

          But Hermes did not find great-hearted Odysseus inside:

          No, he was sitting by the shore and lamenting, as so often before,

          Weeping and moaning and tearing his heart to shreds in despair.

          The tears poured down as he stared at the restless wastes of the sea.

          Kalypso, that radiant goddess, now began to question Hermes

          After settling him in a chair that shone with a brilliant gleam.

          “Why on earth have you come here, Hermes, you with your golden wand—

          My dear respected friend? You’ve never been one to visit.

          Out with it—what are you here for? Your wish is my command—

          90 If it’s something I can do—and something that can be done.

          But first follow me inside, so I can give you a proper welcome.”

          Her words. And then before him the goddess set a table

          Laden with ambrosia, and mixed him some ruddy nectar.

          And then the Guide, Slayer of Argos, drank and ate.

          But when he had finished his dinner and sated his heart with eating

          He responded to her at last, addressing her with these words:

          “You ask me, god to god, why I’ve come? Now I will tell you,

          Laying the whole story out truthfully, since you have asked.

          It was Zeus who ordered me here—not that I wanted to come!

          100 For who would willingly cross such a briny expanse of sea,

          Vast as it is? There is not a city in sight where men

          Make sacrifice to the gods and offer choice hecatombs.

          But it’s utterly impossible for us other gods to thwart

          Or void the intention of Zeus, he who bears the aegis.

          He says that you’ve got a man here who deserves our pity more

          Than any of those who fought around the stronghold of Priam

          For nine full years—and then, in the tenth, sacked the city and went

          Home again. But as they returned they gave offense to Athena,

          Who whipped up an evil wind and tremendous waves against them.

          110 That is where the rest of his noble companions perished.

          But him the winds bore along, and the current brought him here.

          It is he whom Zeus now orders you to send on his way with all speed,

          For it is not his fate to perish here, far from his loved ones.

          No, he is still destined to see those dear to him, and to reach

          His house with its high-built roof once more, and the land of his fathers.”

          Those were his words. And Kalypso, that radiant goddess, shuddered

          And then addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows.

          “What wretches you are, you gods, jealous beyond all others!

          You’re full of resentment at goddesses who sleep with mortal men

          120 Openly, if one of us wants to make him her wedded husband.

          So when Dawn, who touches the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          Chose Orion, you gods who live in ease grew resentful of her

          Until the holy lady Artemis, who sits on a golden throne,

          Aimed her gentle shafts at him in Ortygíê, striking him dead.

          Demeter with her lovely braids once yielded her heart to Iasíôn:

          When she mingled with him in love—their bed was but a fallow

          Field plowed three times over—it hardly went unnoticed

          By Zeus, who struck him dead with a flash of his thunderbolt.

          And so it is now: You resent it because I’m with a mortal man.

          130 But I was the one who saved him as he sat there astride a keel

          All alone, for Zeus had splintered his swift-running ship with a blow

          Of his flashing thunderbolt, in the middle of the wine-faced sea.

          It was then that all the rest of his noble companions perished.

          But him the winds bore along and the current brought him here.

          It was I who took him in and nursed him, for I was intent

          On making him immortal and ageless through all his days.

          But it’s utterly impossible for us other gods to thwart

          Or void the intention of Zeus, he who bears the aegis.

          Let him go then!—if Zeus insists and orders him to go

          140 Onto the restless wastes of the sea. I won’t send him off!

          For I have no rowing ships, nor are there any shipmates

          Who could help to bring him home across the sea’s broad back.

          But I’ll gladly offer him counsel, keeping nothing hidden,

          So he can return, unscathed, to the land of his fathers.”

          The Guide, Slayer of Argos, addressed her in reply:

          “Now you must send him away—beware the wrath of Zeus

          Lest it harden into rancor and bring you lasting trouble.”

          His words. Then the mighty Slayer of Argos took his leave.

          But she, that queenly nymph, went to seek out great-hearted Odysseus,

          150 Since she had clearly understood the message sent by Zeus.

          She found him by the shore, sitting there; nor did his tears

          Ever dry, since the sweetness of life was trickling away

          As he grieved for his homecoming. For the nymph had ceased to please him.

          Night after night he lay down in the hollow caves beside her,

          Compelled by the goddess to do so, he unwilling, she all too willing,

          While during the day he would sit on the rocks by the edge of the sea

          Weeping and moaning and tearing his heart to shreds in despair,

          The tears pouring down as he stared at the restless wastes of the sea.

          Drawing close to him now, the radiant goddess spoke:

          160 “Poor unfortunate thing! Grieve no more here, nor let your life

          Shrivel away, for by now I’m quite content to send you off.

          But come now, cut some timber and use your blade to shape it

          Into a broad-beamed craft. Notch in the planks of the half-deck

          High up, so that it can carry you across the misty sea.

          And then I will bring aboard abundant stores of bread

          And water and ruddy wine to help you stave off hunger,

          And will give you clothes to wear and send a following wind

          So you can reach the land of your fathers all unscathed—

          If that indeed is the will of the gods who hold the wide heavens aloft

          170 And whose power to plan and accomplish is so much greater than mine.”

          Her words. And glorious Odysseus, who’d endured so much, shuddered,

          And then addressed her with words that flew toward her like arrows:

          “You’re certainly planning something, my goddess—but not a send-off,

          Not when you’d have me cross the sea’s great maw in a raft,

          An expanse both dreadful and harsh which even the trimmest ships

          Do not cross, although they run swiftly, delighting in Zeus’s breezes.

          No, I’d never set out on a raft if you were somehow against it—

          Unless you can bring yourself, my goddess, to swear a great oath

          That you aren’t planning to do me any more grievous harm.”

          180 His words. And then Kalypso, that radiant goddess, smiled;

          Stroking Odysseus’s hand, she turned to him and spoke:

          “Ah, what a devil you are!—and no fool, I must admit—

          To have got it into your head to say such things to me!

          Now let earth and wide heaven above stand as my witnesses,

          As well as the weeping waters of Styx—for this is the greatest,

          The most awesome oath that exists among the blessed gods—

          That I have no plans to do you any more grievous harm.

          No, I shall think on this matter and devise a plan, as if I

          Were arranging all this for myself, touched by some urgent need.

          190 For I, too, have a sense of fairness, nor is the heart

          In this breast of mine made of iron. No, it is merciful.”

          After making this speech to him, the radiant goddess strode

          Briskly ahead, and he followed behind in the goddess’s footsteps.

          They came to the hollow cave, a goddess and a man,

          And he sat himself down in the chair from which a god had just risen:

          Hermes. The nymph was busy putting out all kinds of food

          For him to eat and to drink, such things as mortal men eat.

          She herself sat down across from godlike Odysseus;

          For her, the serving-women set out ambrosia and nectar.

          200 Then they stretched out their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          Once they had finished enjoying their food and their drink,

          Kalypso, that radiant goddess, began to hold forth to him:

          “Laërtiádes, sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          So you want to return right away to the cherished land of your fathers,

          Homeward bound once more. Still, I wish you well.

          If only your mind could fathom how much anguish fate has stored up

          For you, which you must endure before you reach the land of your fathers!

          You would stay right here at my side watching over my house;

          And you’d be an immortal, too—however much you may yearn

          210 To lay eyes on that wife of yours, for whom you still pine every day.

          This much I will say: I doubt I am lesser than she,

          No, not when it comes to my figure, now in full bloom—it’s unthinkable

          For mortals to vie with immortals in either their build or their looks.”

          Odysseus of the many ruses replied to her in turn:

          “Divine lady, do not be angry with me, for I myself know

          Very well how feeble Penelope, that clear-thinking woman, would seem

          If someone were to compare her beauty or stature with yours.

          She, after all, is a mortal, while you are immortal and ageless.

          But not a day goes by for me when I am not wishing and longing

          220 To be homeward bound and to see the day of my return.

          And if one of the gods should wreck me upon the wine-faced sea

          I shall nonetheless endure, since this heart can endure great woe,

          For I’ve already suffered so much and borne so many struggles

          Upon the high seas and in war. Now let this one be added to those.”

          His words. And then the sun sank down as darkness descended.

          And once the two of them reached the inmost part of the cave

          They enjoyed the pleasures of love, and stayed by each other’s side.

          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          Odysseus straightaway put on his cloak and his tunic

          230 While the nymph put on a mantle that was long and silvery-white,

          Fine-spun and lovely to look at, while round her waist she clasped

          A beautiful girdle of gold, and placed a veil atop her head.

          And then she put her mind to sending off great-hearted Odysseus.

          She gave him a great huge axe that was shaped to fit his hands,

          Its blade of bronze was honed on either side: into it

          A magnificent olive-wood handle had been perfectly fitted.

          And then she gave him an adze with a polished handle. She led

          The way to the edge of the island, there where the trees had grown tall—

          Alder and black poplar, firs that reached as high as the sky—

          240 All long dried out and well-seasoned. They’d float lightly on the water.

          After pointing out the spot where those trees had grown tall,

          The radiant goddess Kalypso made her way back home

          While he set about felling the trees. The work moved quickly along.

          He cut twenty trunks in all and then hewed them smooth with his axe,

          Planing them expertly and trueing them to the line.

          In the meantime, the radiant goddess Kalypso brought him a drill:

          He drilled through all the planks and notched them one to another,

          Then fastened the joins with pegs and mortised them in together.

          A man who is skilled as a joiner will carefully trace a circle

          250 To show the width of the hull of a broad-beamed cargo ship—

          That’s how wide was the hull of the craft that Odysseus made.

          After he framed the half-deck, fitting the ribs close together,

          He kept at his work, and finished it off by adding long planks.

          Then he made a mast to which he tightly fitted the yardarm;

          Then made a steering-oar to help him guide his craft.

          And then he covered the frame all over with woven osiers

          To shield it against the surf, and added layers of brush.

          The radiant goddess Kalypso then brought a woven veil

          For him to make into a sail: this, too, he perfectly crafted.

          260 Then he fastened the sheets, upper and lower both,

          And, with the help of crowbars, hauled the craft to the glistening sea.

          By now four days had passed and all of his work was finished.

          On the fifth day, radiant Kalypso sent him off from the island,

          Though not before she had bathed him and dressed him in fragrant clothes.

          The goddess stowed aboard a skin of the darkest wine,

          And a huge skin filled with water, and provisions packed inside

          A leathern sack; and plentiful stores of hearty dishes.

          She sent a following wind ahead, gentle and balmy.

          Elated, glorious Odysseus spread his sail to the wind.

          270 Then he sat himself down and steered, skillfully handling

          The steering-oar; nor did sleep sink down upon his eyelids

          As he kept his eye on the Pleiades and at Boötes, slow to set,

          And then on the Bear, which people also call the Wagon

          And which turns around in place, closely watching Orion.

          Of all of them, only the Bear never gets to bathe in Ocean.

          For Kalypso, that radiant goddess, had given him instructions:

          As he made his way over the sea he must keep the Bear on his left.

          He sailed for seventeen days as he made his way over the sea;

          Then, on the eighteenth day, there appeared the shadowed mountains

          280 Of the land of the Phaiêkians—just over there, quite near him—

          Humped like the boss on a shield upon the misty waters.

          But Mighty Earth-Shaker had seen him as he sailed upon the sea.

          He’d been coming from the Æthiops; from far off—in the mountains

          Where the Sólymoi live—he’d spotted him. His heart grew all the more angry.

          Shaking his head, he addressed a speech to his own spirit:

          “Outrageous! See how the gods have changed the plans they had made

          For Odysseus, while I was away among the Æthiop people;

          See how close he is to Phaiêkian land, where he’s fated

          To escape from the great web of woe that has caught him in its strands.

          290 But I promise there’s still time to give him his fill of evil.”

          His words. Then he drove the clouds together and, wielding his trident,

          He churned up the sea and then roused all the whirling gusts

          Of winds from every direction. With the clouds he had gathered, he hid

          Land and sea alike. Night rushed down from the sky.

          The winds from East and South blasted down with the stormy West Wind

          And the North Wind, which clears the skies, like a huge wave rolling in.

          It was then that Odysseus’s knees and the heart within him went slack;

          In deep distress, he spoke to his own great-hearted spirit:

          “O wretched me! And now—will this be the end of me?

          300 I’m terrified to think that the goddess was telling the truth

          When she said that I would have more than my fill of woe

          Before reaching the land of my fathers. And now it has come to pass.

          See how Zeus has wreathed the spreading heavens with clouds!

          See how he churns up the sea and drives on the whirling gusts

          Of winds from every direction! Now my looming destruction is certain.

          Three times blessed—no, four!—were those Danáäns who died

          In Troy’s broad plains long ago as they served the Atreḯdai’s pleasure.

          Ah, if only I had died and met my fate on the day

          When the Trojan hordes were hurling their bronze-tipped spears at me

          310 As we fought around the body of Peleus’s dead son.

          I’d have had a funeral then, the Achaeans would have spread my renown.

          But now it’s my fate to be felled by the stroke of a dismal death.”

          Even as he was speaking, a towering wave came crashing

          Down in a fearsome onslaught, spinning his craft round and round.

          Flung overboard far from the vessel, he let the steering-oar slip

          Out of his hands; the mast was shattered right in the middle

          By a fearsome squall of roiling winds that had swept against it;

          Both the sail-cloth and the yardarm were plunged deep into the sea.

          The wave held him there underwater for quite some time; he could not

          320 Surface right away from beneath the huge wave’s onslaught,

          Weighed down as he was by the clothes he’d received from radiant Kalypso.

          But after a time he emerged, spitting the bitter brine

          Out of his mouth as it poured streaming down from his head.

          Still, even in his distress he never forgot his craft.

          No: after striking out through the waves he got hold of it at last

          And sat right down amidships, fending off death, which is the end.

          The gigantic wave pushed the craft to and fro as it bobbed with the current.

          Just as the late-summer wind from the north lofts thistleheads

          Over a plain, and the thistleheads cling thickly to one another,

          330 So did the winds bear his craft to and fro all over the sea.

          Sometimes Nótos, the South Wind, tossed it to Boréas;

          At other times Eúros, the East Wind, let Zéphyros, the West Wind, chase it.

          Then Ino of the lovely ankles, Kadmos’s daughter, saw him.

          Once a mortal who spoke like mortals, she is now called Leukothéa

          And has her share of honor from the gods in the sea’s salt depths.

          She took pity on Odysseus as he wandered, enduring his trials:

          Cresting the water’s surface like a petrel on the wing

          She sat upon the craft and made this speech to him:

          “Poor man, why does Poseidon Earth-Shaker find you so terribly

          340 Odious that he has spawned so much grief for you?

          Yet he certainly won’t destroy you, however much he longs to.

          But now do just as I say—you don’t seem like a fool to me.

          Once you’ve taken off these clothes you must abandon your craft for the winds

          To carry away. Then use those hands to swim, making for

          The land of the Phaiêkians, where it’s your destiny to escape.

          Come then, strap this veil underneath your chest—

          Immortal garment: do not fear that you will suffer or die.

          And once you have gotten hold of dry land with your hands

          You must take it off and throw it back into the wine-faced ocean

          350 As far from land as you can. But you must turn away.”

          Her words. And then the goddess gave the veil to him

          As she swiftly disappeared down into the ocean’s swells

          Like nothing so much as a petrel. The dark surf swallowed her up.

          At that moment brilliant Odysseus, who’d endured so much, was torn;

          In deep distress, he spoke to his own great-hearted spirit:

          “Woe is me! What if some immortal is spinning a clever web

          To ensnare me again, telling me to leave this craft behind?

          No—I will not obey, since I’ve seen with my own eyes

          The land where she said I’d escape, far off in the distance.

          360 This I will do instead, since it seems the best course to me:

          As long as the joins of these planks hold together firmly

          I’ll stay right where I am, bearing up as I suffer my trials:

          But once the wave has splintered this craft of mine to bits

          I’ll swim for it—for I can’t think of a better plan than this.”

          Now while he was turning this over in his heart and his spirit,

          Poseidon the Shaker of Earth whipped up a gigantic wave—

          Fearsome and dreadful it was, towering—and smashed him down.

          Just as a storming wind will blast through a pile of dry

          Chaff and toss it around, first one way and then another:

          370 That’s how the wind tossed around the craft’s huge planks. But Odysseus

          Straddled a plank with his legs as if he were riding a racehorse,

          Then stripped off the clothes that Kalypso, that radiant goddess, had given him.

          Straightaway he strapped the veil underneath his chest,

          Then plunged into the sea head-first, his hands outstretched,

          Keen to be swimming. But now mighty Earth-Shaker spotted him.

          Shaking his head, he addressed a word to his own spirit:

          “Yes, you’ve suffered so much already; now go and wander the seas

          Until you come upon the mortals whom Zeus has nurtured.

          But not even then, I expect, will you find your troubles lighter!”

          380 His words. Then he lashed his horses with their beautiful manes

          And came at last to Aigaí, where he keeps his glorious palace.

          But Athena, daughter of Zeus, now had a new thought:

          She bound the course of the other winds very tightly together

          And ordered them all to cease blowing and settle down to sleep;

          Then she whipped up the brisk North Wind, which cut through the waves before it

          Until Odysseus, descended from Zeus, could finally come upon

          The Phaiêkians, those lovers of rowing, and keep death and doom at bay.

          And then he drifted about—two nights, two days—driven

          By the surging waves, and his heart looked destruction straight in the face.

          390 But when Dawn with her lovely braids brought the third day into the world,

          The wind died down and a calm, clear and still, descended

          And look!—he caught a glimpse of land, right over there,

          As he peered ahead intently from the crest of a towering wave.

          Just as a father’s children would welcome some sign of life

          When he’s lying deep in sickness, suffering harsh pain,

          Slowly wasting away, attacked by some fiendish Power—

          And then—O welcome sight!—the gods set him free from his illness:

          Just so was the sight of land and woods welcome to Odysseus.

          He struck out swimming hard, eager to set foot on land.

          400 But once he had gotten as far as the sound of a shout will reach,

          He heard the thundering thud of the reef as the sea crashed against it,

          Since the massive swells were dashing against the shoreline, roaring

          Fearfully, everything frothed with foam churned up from the sea—

          For here there were no inlets to harbor a ship, no shelters.

          No, there were jutting headlands and sea-spumed reefs and cliffs.

          Odysseus’s knees went slack then and the heart within him quailed.

          In deep distress, he spoke to his own great-hearted spirit:

          “Ah me! Against all hope, Zeus gave me a chance to see

          Land again, and so I managed to cut my way through the deep—

          410 But I cannot see any way to get out of this gray salt water.

          For the edge of the land is rough cliffs, while all around them the surf

          Roars, and the face of the rock runs straight up from the water,

          Which is deep right there at the shore, and so there is no way

          To plant both feet on the ground and so escape disaster.

          If I tried to go ashore a huge wave might snatch me away

          And dash me against jagged rocks, my efforts all in vain.

          But if I keep swimming farther on in the hope that I might find

          Some shore where the surf breaks slantwise and a haven from the sea,

          I’m terrified that the squall will snatch me up again and hurl me,

          420 Heaving with groans, back into the sea which teems with fish.

          Or what if a mighty Power unleashes some kind of monster

          Out of the sea—one of the many that great Amphitríte breeds?

          For now I know how odious the great Earth-Shaker finds me.”

          While he was turning all of this over in his heart and in his spirit

          A huge wave pitched him up and onto the jagged shore.

          His skin would have been stripped off and his bones smashed into pieces

          Had Athena of the bright owl-eyes not put a thought in his head:

          He rushed straight at the face of the rock and grabbed it with both his hands

          And held on to it, heaving with groans, until the huge wave had passed.

          430 And so he escaped the wave—but as it roared back, it rushed

          Straight at him again and smashed him, hurling him far out to sea.

          Just as when an octopus is dragged from its den and you see

          How dense is the mass of pebbles still clinging to its suckers:

          That’s how much skin, stripped off from those unflinching hands of his,

          Was left clinging to the rocks. The huge wave covered him over.

          Odysseus would have died then, wretched man—not at all his fate!—

          Had Athena of the bright owl-eyes not given him a shrewd notion:

          Breaking through the waves near where they spewed toward shore

          He swam past them, aiming for land, where he hoped that he might find

          440 Some shore where the surf breaks slantwise and a haven from the sea.

          He kept on swimming until he reached the mouth of a river,

          Beautiful as it flowed on. To him, the place seemed perfect:

          Smoothed of any stones, it was sheltered as well from the wind.

          He knew what it was as it flowed and prayed to it in his spirit:

          “Whoever you are, O Lord, like many others I pray to you:

          I come here from out of the sea, fleeing Poseidon’s abuse.

          Even immortal gods must respect the claim of a man

          Who comes to them a wanderer, just as I now come

          To your stream, here at your knees, after enduring so many struggles.

          450 Have pity on me, Lord. I declare myself your supplicant.”

          His words. And the god straightway stopped the current and held back the waves;

          Calming the waters in front of Odysseus, he brought him safely

          To the mouth of the river. Then both of Odysseus’s knees buckled under,

          Both sturdy hands gave way, for his spirit was crushed by the sea.

          All of his flesh was bloated; the streams of seawater bubbled

          Out of his mouth and his nose as he lay there, breathless, speechless,

          Barely able to move, overcome by dreadful exhaustion.

          But when he caught his breath again he pulled himself together.

          Loosening the goddess’s veil, he untied it from his body

          460 And let it slip into the river which flowed down into the sea.

          A huge swell carried it off downstream—and Ino quickly

          Caught it up in her hands, while he turned away from the river

          And lay down in the reeds, kissing the grain-giving earth.

          In deep distress, he spoke to his own great-hearted spirit:

          “Ah, woe is me! What next? Will this be the end of me?

          If I stay by the bank of the river and keep uneasy watch through the night

          The bitter frost and the clammy dew might work together

          To overwhelm my worn-out spirit just as I start to revive,

          For the early morning breeze that blows from the river is freezing.

          470 But if I were to climb that slope up into the shady wood

          And lie down to rest underneath those thick bushes, hoping to shed

          This chill and this weariness—if delicious sleep overcame me—

          I would be terrified of becoming prey for wild beasts.”

          While he pondered it all in his mind, what seemed best to him was this:

          He went off toward the wood, which he found was quite close to the water,

          Near a spot that was clear on all sides. There he came upon two bushes

          Growing from a single trunk: an olive and a wild olive.

          Never did a gust of wind blast damply through their branches;

          Never did the burning sun break through them with its rays;

          480 Never did the rain pierce them—that’s how thickly they had grown

          Together and become intertwined. Odysseus slid beneath them

          And mounded a wide bed, spreading it smooth with his hands,

          Since so many leaves had fallen, there were more than enough—as many

          As two, even three grown men might use to shelter themselves

          In the midst of the winter season, no matter how harsh the weather.

          Noble, much-tested Odysseus rejoiced as he looked his work over,

          And he laid himself down in the middle, piling leaves on top.

          Just as a man will bury a brand in some blackened ashes

          There at the edge of a field where no neighbors are about,

          490 And saves the germ of fire so he won’t have to find one elsewhere,

          That is how Odysseus burrowed into the leaves. Then Athena

          Poured sleep upon his eyes to bring him swift relief

          From the burden of weariness, once slumber had covered his brows.
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          So there the noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, lay sleeping,

          Worn out by slumber and trouble. Meanwhile, Athena

          Took herself off to the region where the Phaiêkian men had their city.

          Once, long ago, they had lived in Hypereía’s spreading plains,

          Close neighbors to the Cyclopes—swaggering, cocksure men

          Who were always harassing them, since they were greater in strength.

          That godlike man, Nausíthoös, gathered them and led them away,

          Resettling them in Skhería, far from men who toil for bread.

          He ran a wall around the city; then he had houses built,

          10 Made temples to the gods, and parceled out land to be plowed.

          By now, though, he’d long since succumbed to his fate and gone to Hades:

          It was Alkínoös who reigned, whose counsels came from the gods.

          To his house Athena went then, that goddess of the bright owl-eyes,

          Devising plans to bring Odysseus, that great-hearted man, back home.

          She entered a richly appointed chamber where a maiden was fast asleep,

          A girl whose bloom and appearance were like those of some goddess immortal:

          Nausikáa, the daughter of that great-hearted man, Alkínoös.

          Near her were two attendants whose beauty came from the Graces,

          One on each side of the door-posts. The polished doors were shut tight,

          20 But like a breath of wind the goddess rushed toward the maiden’s bedstead

          And stood at the head of her bed, addressing her with these words—

          After taking the form of the daughter of Dymas, that famous sea-man;

          A girl Nausikáa’s age, who delighted the princess’s heart.

          The very image of that girl, Athena Owl-Eyes spoke:

          “Nausikáa, how can your mother have borne such a heedless girl?

          Look how your shimmering dresses are lying there, neglected—

          And you just that far away from your marriage day, when you’ll need

          To wear beautiful clothes and give others as gifts to your wedding party.

          You know that it’s things like this that can make a good reputation

          30 Spread far and wide, and it’s certain to please your father and lady mother.

          But it’s time we saw to the laundry, as soon as the dawn appears;

          I’ll come along as well so you will have someone to help you.

          Get ready as soon as you can, since you won’t be a maiden for long!

          Already the noblest lads from all over our land are courting you—

          The pick of the Phaiêkians from whom you yourself claim descent.

          But go now, before day breaks, and rouse your noble father;

          Get him to fit out for you some mules and a wagon to carry

          This load of sashes and dresses and shimmering blankets, too.

          It’s certainly much more fitting for you to ride in a wagon

          40 Than to go on foot, since the laundry-basins are very far from the city.”

          Once she had made this speech, Athena of the bright owl-eyes

          Went to Olympos—where, they say, the gods’ steadfast abode

          Stands forever. The winds never shake it, nor is it ever soaked

          By rain, nor do snows pile up. Instead, a clear and cloudless

          Sky stretches far and wide, gleaming whitely in the sunlight,

          And there the blessed gods spend all their days in delight.

          There Athena went after saying her piece to the maiden.

          Dawn on her beautiful throne came at once and woke Nausikáa,

          That girl of the beautiful gowns. She started up, amazed by her dream,

          50 And then went off through the palace to tell her parents about it,

          The father she loved so much, and her mother. She found them inside.

          Her mother sat at the hearth, attended by her women,

          Spinning sea-purple yarn; her father she met at the door

          Just as he was leaving to join his illustrious lords

          In council, where the noble Phaiêkians had summoned him.

          Drawing quite close to him, she addressed her beloved father:

          “Oh dear Papa, won’t you please get out the four-wheeled wagon?—

          The high-riding one with good wheels—so I can take our lovely clothes

          Down to the river to wash. They’ve been lying around, filthy.

          60 You need some yourself, after all—when you go with your nobles to sit

          In council to take their counsel, don’t you need to be wearing clean clothes?

          You have five full-grown sons in this palace, all of whom you love dearly:

          Two who are already married and three strapping bachelors

          Who are always asking to have their clothes freshly cleaned, for when

          They go out to the dance. All this is much on my mind.”

          Her words—for she was too bashful to mention the pleasures of marriage

          To her beloved father. But he saw through her, and this was his answer:

          “Of course I won’t say no, my child, to the mules or anything else.

          Go then, the slaves will make ready the four-wheeled wagon at once—

          70 The high-riding one with good wheels, and a box to sit in on top.”

          Once he had spoken, he summoned some slaves; and they obeyed him.

          Outside the palace they readied a swift-running mule-drawn wagon,

          And then they brought up the mules and yoked them to the wagon.

          From out of her room the maiden brought the shimmering clothes

          And then she put them inside the beautifully polished wagon.

          Meanwhile, her mother had packed a hamper filled with every

          Tasty treat she could think of, and cooked foods, too, and had poured

          Wine into a goat-skin. And the girl climbed into the wagon.

          Her mother also gave her a golden flask of rich olive oil

          80 For her and her serving-women to rub on their skin after bathing.

          And then Nausikáa took the whip and the glittering reins

          And got the mules going with a flick of the whip. They clattered along,

          Straining restlessly at the bit as they bore both the clothes and the girl—

          Nor was she alone, for her attendants went with her.

          And then, when they had reached the river’s beautiful stream,

          Where the washing-basins were—which are always full, since the clear

          Water gushes up underneath them, cleaning even the filthiest clothes—

          Then the maidens unharnessed the mules from the four-wheeled wagon.

          They drove the mules along the bank of the rippling river

          90 To graze on the honey-sweet scutch-grass, and then they carried the clothes

          By the armload out of the wagon and down to the dark water.

          In the washing-troughs they competed: who could tread the clothes faster?

          But when they had washed them all and cleansed them of every stain

          They spread them out in rows by the water’s edge, where the sea

          Washes pebbles clean as it beats against the shore.

          Once they had bathed in the water and anointed their skin with rich oil

          They took their meal right there along the bank of the river

          While they waited for the clothes to dry out in the rays of the sun.

          But when she and her serving-women had finished enjoying their meal

          100 They tore the veils from their heads and started tossing a ball

          As white-armed Nausikáa led off the singing and dancing.

          Just as the archer Artemis will step down along the hills

          Of Taÿgetos’s towering range or on Erýmanthos,

          Taking delight in the boar and the deer with their swift feet

          While around her wood-nymphs, the daughters of Zeus who bears the aegis,

          Are playing merrily, and Leto’s heart is bursting with joy,

          And Artemis stands head and shoulders above the rest of the maidens,

          Easy to spot from far off, though all of them are so lovely—

          So, too, did this unmarried maid stand out among her attendants.

          110 Yet, as she was getting ready to journey home once more—

          For by now she had yoked the mules and folded the beautiful clothes—

          The goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, had a new thought:

          How to rouse Odysseus and make him see the beautiful maiden

          So that she could lead him to the town of the Phaiêkians.

          Just then the princess threw the ball to one of her maids—

          But it missed the maid and plunged into the eddying depths.

          All of them gave a great shout then. Noble Odysseus awoke,

          And as he sat up he debated deep in his mind and his heart.

          “O woe! Where have I landed this time—among what kind of people?

          120 Are they insolent? Are they savage, without any notion of justice?

          Or do they welcome strangers? And are their thoughts god-fearing?

          I could swear that girlish shouts had just now reached my ears—

          The voices of wood-nymphs who dwell in the lofty peaks of mountains

          And springs that feed the rivers and meadows filled with grass.

          And now—could it be? Am I really among mortals of human speech?

          But it’s time I had a look and found out for myself.”

          His words. And noble Odysseus slid out from under the bushes.

          With his mighty hand he broke off a leafy branch from the dense

          Woods, to hold up to his body and so hide his private parts.

          130 He went off like a mountain-bred lion, swaggering in its strength

          As it stalks out into the rain and the wind, and yet both its eyes

          Are ablaze. And then there it is, chasing the cattle or sheep

          Or tracking deer in the wild—its belly commands it even

          To have a go at the thick-walled pen, which is home to the flocks.

          Such was Odysseus, then, as he prepared to consort with the maidens

          Of the beautiful braids—stark naked. So dire was his need.

          He was a harrowing sight to see, all fouled with briny water,

          And the girls ran every which way as they hid by the stream’s jutting banks.

          Only Alkínoös’s daughter stayed where she was, for Athena

          140 Put courage into her heart and took the fear from her limbs.

          And so she stood her ground while Odysseus pondered his choices:

          To take hold of this handsome girl’s knees and make his supplication,

          Or keep his distance just as he was, using honey-sweet words to implore her

          To show him into the city and give him some clothes to wear.

          As he pondered in his mind, what seemed best to him was this:

          To keep his distance, while using winsome words to implore her—

          For he feared that, by taking her knees, he would anger the maiden’s heart.

          Straightaway he launched into a speech that was winsome and cunning, too:

          “I fall at your knees, my lady—but are you a god, or mortal?

          150 If you are one of the gods who dwell in the far-flung heavens

          I’d take you for Artemis, the daughter of mighty Zeus,

          To judge from your looks and stature and the bloom that is upon you.

          But if you are one of the mortals who live upon this earth

          Then three times blessed are your father and your lady mother,

          And three times blessed your brothers. I imagine that their hearts

          Must always be aglow with the gladness that you bring them

          When they behold their willowy girl stepping into the dance.

          But the luckiest heart of all, blessed beyond all others,

          Belongs to the man who brings you home loaded down with bride-gifts.

          160 For my eyes have never seen any mortal who’s quite like you,

          Whether man or woman. I’m awestruck just to behold you.

          Some time ago, on Delos, I noticed the tender sapling

          Of a palm-tree shooting up right next to Apollo’s altar.

          Oh yes, I’ve been there too, backed by a sizeable force—

          A journey destined to be a road of dark woe for me.

          When I saw it there, my heart was stunned with astonishment,

          For no tree quite like it had ever sprung from the earth—the same feeling

          That strikes me now, my lady, as I marvel at you. I’m in terror

          At the thought of grasping your knees. But a harsh grief overcomes me.

          170 Last night, after twenty days on the wine-faced sea, I escaped.

          During that time, the waves and blustering squalls had borne me

          Away from Ogygía island. Now some Power has set me ashore here,

          No doubt to make me endure more evil here, too—I don’t reckon

          My troubles are over yet. No, the gods have much more in store.

          But pity me, my lady! For you were the first one I’ve met

          After so many grueling disasters, and I don’t know anyone else

          Out of all the people here whose city and land this is.

          Show me the way to town, give me a rag to wear—

          Even the sheet for wrapping the clothes you brought when you came here.

          180 And then may the gods grant you whatever your heart desires:

          May they grant unto you a husband and a house—and oneness of mind,

          A worthy gift. For there’s nothing as powerful or as great

          As when a husband and wife, united by oneness of mind in their thinking,

          Keep their home together—a great bane to their enemies,

          A blessing to their friends, and their renown is on everyone’s lips.”

          Then white-armed Nausikáa replied to him in turn:

          “Stranger—since you don’t look like a wicked or witless person—

          Zeus himself on Olympos metes out good fortune to mortals,

          Worthy and wicked both, to each as he sees fit,

          190 And he’s given you your share of trouble, I think. Still, you must bear it.

          But now, since you have come to our city and this our land,

          You shall feel no want of clothes or of anything else at all

          That a supplicant in distress should receive from those he encounters.

          Now I will point out the town and tell you the name of the people.

          Phaiêkians are the ones who dwell in this city and country;

          I myself am the daughter of Alkínoös the great-hearted.

          In his hands lie the power and might of the Phaiêkians.”

          And now she commanded her maids, those women with beautiful braids:

          “Stay right where you are, girls! One look at a man and you’re fleeing?

          200 Surely you don’t imagine that he’s part of some enemy force?

          No. There isn’t a man alive, nor will there ever be one,

          Who would make his way to the land that belongs to Phaiêkian men

          Bringing the strife of battle, for the immortals love us dearly.

          We live far out in the midst of the surging surf of the sea

          At the ends of the earth. No one ever has dealings with us.

          No, this man must be some poor wanderer come our way—

          Someone we now must take care of. For from Zeus himself come all

          Strangers and beggars; a gift is a small thing, and welcome.

          But come now, girls, give the stranger something to eat and to drink

          210 And give him a wash in the river, someplace sheltered from the wind.”

          Her words. They all stood up then, each giving the others orders

          As they settled Odysseus down, safe from the wind, on the orders

          Of Nausikáa, the daughter of Alkínoös the great-hearted.

          Beside him they placed some clothes, as well as a cloak and a tunic,

          And as they gave him a golden flask filled with rich olive oil

          They told him to bathe himself in the current of the river.

          At that point, noble Odysseus had a word with her attendants:

          “Go stand a bit farther away, girls, so I can go off on my own

          And wash the brine from my shoulders; then I’ll take some olive oil

          220 And smooth it on. It’s been so long since any salve has touched this skin.

          But I’m hardly going to bathe with you right there—I’m ashamed

          To strip naked in front of you, maidens with beautiful braids.”

          His words. And so they went off and reported his words to the girl.

          But noble Odysseus bathed in the river, washing his skin,

          Rinsing away the brine that had covered his shoulders and back

          And wiped away the scurf of the wastes of the sea from his head.

          When he’d washed his body all over and rubbed it well with oil

          And pulled on the clothes the unwedded maiden had given him,

          Athena, she who was born of Zeus, took and made him

          230 Taller to look at, more solidly built; and down from his head there flowed

          Locks as tightly curled as the bloom of a hyacinth.

          Just as a man who is skilled in his trade will overlay silver

          With gold—a man who has learned from Hephaístos and Pallas Athena

          Every technique of his craft, producing work whose grace delights—

          So did she overlay his head and shoulders with grace.

          Then he went down and sat by the shore of the sea, some way off,

          Aglow with beauty and grace. The girl gazed at him, amazed.

          She spoke then with her attendants, those women with beautiful braids:

          “Listen, my white-armed girls, and hear what I have to say.

          240 It is not without the aid of all the gods who dwell on Olympos

          That this man finds himself here among the godlike Phaiêkians.

          Just a little while ago I found him quite repulsive,

          But now he looks like the gods who dwell in the far-flung heavens.

          Oh, if only one such as he might be called my husband,

          Living here and content to stay right here forever.

          But come now, my girls, give the stranger something to eat and to drink.”

          Her words. And they listened very closely and obeyed her orders.

          There before Odysseus they set the food and the drink.

          And indeed the noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, drank and ate

          250 Greedily—so long had he gone without tasting any food.

          But white-armed Nausikáa now had a new thought.

          Once she had folded the clothes, she put them in the fine four-wheeled wagon

          And harnessed the thick-hooved mules, then mounted the wagon herself.

          Urging Odysseus on, she addressed him and made this speech:

          “It’s time you were off to town, stranger—that way I can escort you

          To the house of my father, that prudent man. I imagine that there

          You’ll come to know the very best of all the Phaiêkian people.

          But now do just as I say—you don’t seem like a fool to me.

          While we’re passing through the fields, land that people have plowed,

          260 See to it you make your way quickly alongside my attendants

          Behind the mules and the wagon. I myself will lead the way.

          Then we will enter the city—you will see its towering ramparts,

          And on either side of the city a handsome harbor lies,

          Its entrance very narrow, and the ships, curved at stem and stern,

          Are hauled up along the road, with a boat-house for each one.

          Near Poseidon’s fine precinct is the place where the people assemble,

          Paved with quarried stones set deep into the earth.

          There, men busy themselves with the gear from the black-hulled ships,

          Some with the sheets and sail-cloth, while others plane down the oar-blades.

          270 For the Phaiêkians do not care for either the bow or the quiver:

          No, it’s a vessel’s masts and oars they care for, and trim ships,

          Which they glory in as they sail across the iron-gray sea.

          I’d prefer to avoid their sharp tongues when we get there, for I fear that

          People will talk—there are many high-handed people among us,

          And some low-life who chanced upon us could well say something like,

          ‘So who’s that big, handsome man following Nausikáa?

          A stranger—where did she find him? A future husband, no doubt!

          I suppose she’s gone and taken some wanderer off his ship—

          Some foreigner, of course, since there’s no one anywhere near us.

          280 Or maybe some god for whom she’s long been praying has come

          Down here from heaven above, for her to have and to hold all her days.

          Far better for her to go off to find herself a husband

          Somewhere else! For it’s clear that she has no time for us Phaiêkians

          Right here at home, even though so many of our best are courting her.’

          That’s what they will say—indeed, I’d be covered in shame.

          I myself would be outraged if another girl acted this way,

          Defying the will of the father and mother who love her

          And consorting with men before the day that’s been set for her wedding.

          Stranger, heed what I say now, for that’s the quickest way

          290 To get my father to grant you an escort for your voyage back home.

          Hard by the road you’ll find Athena’s splendid grove

          Of poplars, surrounded by meadow; inside it a fountain flows.

          That’s where my father’s estate is, along with his flourishing orchard,

          As distant from the city as the sound of a shout will carry.

          That’s where you should wait. Sit there till we ourselves

          Have come to the city and reached the palace of my father.

          But once you can be sure that we’ve reached the palace at last

          Then you must go to the city of the Phaiêkians and ask

          For the palace of my father, Alkínoös the great-hearted.

          300 It’s easy to recognize—even the simplest child

          Could guide you there, since no other Phaiêkian ever built

          A palace to compare with the house that the Lord Alkínoös

          Built for himself. Once you’re safely inside the house and the courtyard

          You must quickly make your way through the Hall, so you can get to

          My mother. She will be sitting by the hearth, in the fire’s glow,

          Spinning her sea-purple yarn—a marvel to behold—

          And leaning against a pillar with her women seated behind her.

          Against that very pillar my father’s throne is placed;

          There he will sit as he drinks his wine, like some immortal.

          310 But you must go straight past him and throw your arms around

          Our mother’s knees—that way, you’ll quickly see the day when you come

          Home again, rejoicing, however far off you may be.

          If she takes you into her heart, if she feels warmly toward you,

          Then there’s hope that you will see your loved ones again and come

          Home to your strong-built palace and back to the land of your fathers.”

          This, then, was what she said. Then she flicked her glittering whip

          At the mules. Swiftly they left the banks of the river behind.

          They went at a nice brisk trot, their legs just a blur as they crisscrossed.

          She handled the reins just so, prudently wielding the lash

          320 So Odysseus and her attendants could follow along on foot.

          The sun was going down as they came to the glorious grove,

          Athena’s holy place; there noble Odysseus sat.

          Straightaway he said a prayer to mighty Zeus’s daughter:

          “Harken to me, Atrytône, child of Zeus who bears the aegis:

          At least listen to me now, since you never listened before—

          Not when I was shipwrecked, when glorious Earth-Shaker wrecked me.

          Grant that the Phaiêkians might welcome and pity me.”

          Those were the words of his prayer, and Pallas Athena heard him.

          But she did not appear before him face-to-face, for she shrank

          330 From the brother of her father—who, furious, went on raging

          Against Odysseus the godlike until he reached his own land.
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          So it was that the noble Odysseus, who had suffered so much, prayed there

          While the powerful mules carried the maiden on toward the city.

          Now when she had reached the glorious palace of her father

          She halted the mules in the forecourt, while her brothers, who were as handsome

          As the gods immortal, gathered around her. They unharnessed

          The mules from the four-wheeled wagon and brought the clothes inside.

          Then she went off to her bedroom, where a fire had been lighted

          By an old woman from Endlessland: her waiting-maid Eurymédousa

          Whom once, long ago, trim ships had brought from Endlessland,

          10 Chosen as a prize from the spoils for Alkínoös, since he reigned

          Over all the Phaiêkian people, who heeded him as a god.

          It was she who had raised Nausikáa, that white-armed girl, in the palace,

          She who now lighted a fire for her and laid out her supper.

          Now Odysseus roused himself to go to the city. Athena—

          For Odysseus was dear to her heart—poured a thick fog around him

          So that none of the overbearing Phaiêkians would happen upon him

          And provoke him with their words, asking him where he was from.

          But just as he was about to enter the lovely city

          The goddess encountered him—Athena of the bright owl-eyes,

          20 Who had taken the form of a maiden, a girl who stood holding a pitcher.

          She stood there right before him and noble Odysseus asked her:

          “Child, would you please be so kind as to guide me to the house

          Of a man called Alkínoös, who is lord among these people?

          For I come here a stranger—a man who has lived through many a trial,

          From a distant land, far away; and so it is that I know no one

          Of the people who look after this city and its fields.”

          Then she of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, addressed him:

          “Certainly, old stranger! Just as you ask, I shall show you

          The house, since it lies so close to the house of my own noble father.

          30 But be quiet as you go—I shall lead the way—

          And take care not to stare at people or question anyone.

          For the locals cannot bear people from foreign lands;

          There’s never a friendly welcome for anyone from abroad.

          They themselves put their trust in their nimble, swift-moving ships

          As they sail out across the deep, since all this is the gift of Earth-Shaker.

          Their ships are just as swift as a bird on the wing or a thought.”

          After making this speech to him, Pallas Athena strode

          Briskly ahead; then he followed behind in the goddess’s footsteps.

          The Phaiêkians, renowned for their ships, never noticed him

          40 As he went through the town among them, for Athena would not allow it.

          For she of the beautiful braids, dread goddess, had poured down

          An unearthly mist all around him, since he was dear to her heart.

          Odysseus was amazed by the harbors, by the trim ships,

          By the squares where the great lords gathered, by the great, towering walls,

          Which were crowned with a palisade: an amazing sight to see.

          But when they had arrived at the king’s illustrious palace

          She of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, addressed him:

          “This is the house you want, Old Sir, the one that you asked me

          To show you. There you will find great lords who were nurtured by Zeus

          50 Banqueting at the feast. Go straight inside, do not let

          Anything frighten you, for a man who is bold is far better

          In every enterprise, though he come from someplace abroad.

          The queen is the one you must first approach inside the palace:

          Her name is Arétê—“entreated”—so fitting; and those who begot her

          Were the same as those who begot Alkínoös the king.

          First came Nausíthoös Swift-Ship, the child of Poseidon Earth-Shaker

          And Períboia, who far surpassed all other women in beauty,

          The last of all the daughters of great-hearted Eurymédôn,

          He who had once been the king who ruled over the arrogant Giants.

          60 But he was the ruin of his heedless people—his own ruin, too.

          Períboia mingled in love with Poseidon and bore a child,

          The proud Nausíthoös Swift-Ship, who ruled the Phaiêkians:

          Nausíthoös went on to sire Rhêxênor and Alkínoös.

          Now Rhêxênor had no sons; he was struck down, newly married,

          By Apollo Silver-Bow, leaving only one daughter—

          Arétê; and Alkínoös went and made her his bride

          And prized her as no other woman upon this earth is prized,

          Out of all the women today who keep their husbands’ households.

          So greatly is she prized, surpassing all measure, honored

          70 By her beloved children and by Alkínoös himself

          And the people, who look upon her as if she were a goddess

          And hail her with words of welcome when she makes her way through the city.

          For in no way whatsoever does she lack an excellent mind;

          She shows good judgment in settling quarrels—even those among men.

          Surely there is hope, if she takes you into in her heart,

          That you’ll once again see your loved ones, will once again make your way

          Home to your high-roofed palace and back to the land of your fathers.”

          Her words. And then Athena of the bright owl-eyes went off

          Over the sea’s vast wastes, leaving lovely Skhería behind,

          80 And came to Marathon and then to Athens, lined with broad avenues,

          Where she entered the strong-built house of Erekhtheús. Meanwhile, Odysseus

          Made his way to the glorious palace of Alkínoös. His heart

          Found much to ponder as he stood before its threshold of bronze.

          For a radiance was there, like the light of the sun or the moon,

          That gleamed through the high-roofed palace of great-hearted Alkínoös.

          Bronze were the walls that stretched out all around, every which way,

          From threshold to inmost chambers, straight up to the lapis-blue cornice.

          Gold were the doors that closed upon the strong-built palace—

          Silver were the door-posts set into the threshold of bronze,

          90 Silver, too, the lintels—and their handles were solid gold.

          Of gold and silver both were the dogs on either side,

          Which Hephaístos himself had fashioned with all his expertise

          To stand guard over the house of great-hearted Alkínoös,

          Immortal their existence, never aging through all their days.

          Great seats had been set here and there, fixed right into the walls

          All through the house, from the threshold to the inmost chambers. Upon them

          Throws of fine-spun wool, women’s work, had been placed.

          There you could always find the Phaiêkian leaders sitting

          As they drank and ate, for they always had great supplies in abundance.

          100 Of solid gold, too, were the youths, set firmly atop solid bases,

          Standing with arms outstretched, holding flaming torches

          Which lit up the night for the banqueters all throughout the palace.

          Fifty female slaves did he have to serve his household.

          Some of them would be milling golden ripe grain on the millstone

          And others would be weaving; still others sat as they spun

          The yarn on the spindle, their hands glinting like poplar leaves.

          The rich olive oil dripped from the fine-woven linen that hung there.

          As much as the Phaiêkians are expert beyond all men

          In putting a swift ship to sea, that’s how much skill their women

          110 Bring to their looms, since Athena gave to them surpassing

          Talent for fine handiwork, and gave them good character, too.

          Just beyond the courtyard, near the gateway, was a large orchard,

          A four-acre lot with a fence that ran along either side.

          Inside the enclosure, tall trees grew and flourished,

          Pear trees and pomegranates and apples with lustrous fruit

          And sweet fig trees as well—flourishing olives, too.

          The fruit of these trees never rots, nor does it ever fail

          In either winter or summer, but lasts through the year. The West Wind

          Coaxes some of the fruit into life while bringing the rest to ripeness.

          120 As one pear matures the next follows, just behind; so too the apples,

          And the grapes, bunch after bunch, while fig after fig grows ripe.

          He has a vineyard there, too, fruitful and well-established.

          One part of the vineyard, a patch of warm and level ground,

          Dries out in the sun; in another, men gather in the harvest,

          While they tread the grapes in a third. In front, some unripe grapes

          Are shedding their blossoms, while others have started to turn dark purple.

          There, by the last row of vines, are neat beds where vegetables

          Of every kind are growing, gleaming in great abundance.

          There are two springs inside. The first spreads its spray throughout the garden

          130 While the other, just opposite, courses beneath the yard’s threshold

          Straight to the high-roofed house. From this one the folk get their water.

          Such was the glorious bounty from the gods to Alkínoös.

          Noble Odysseus, who had suffered so much, marveled at the sight.

          But when he’d marveled at it all and gazed to his heart’s content

          He stepped quickly over the threshold and went inside the palace.

          There he found the Phaiêkian leaders and councillors

          Pouring out libations to the keen-sighted Slayer of Argos,

          The god to whom they’d pour last when their thoughts had turned to sleep.

          But noble Odysseus, who had suffered so much, made his way through the palace,

          140 Wrapped in the dense mist that Athena had spread around him,

          Until he reached Arétê and Alkínoös the king.

          Around Arétê’s knees Odysseus wrapped his arms

          And look!—the magical mist melted away from him.

          All of them fell silent when they saw this man in the palace,

          Astonished to find him there. Odysseus made his entreaty:

          “O Arétê, you who are daughter of Rhêxênor, that godlike man,

          I come, after many hardships, to your husband, to your knees,

          To these banqueters as well. May the gods grant them happiness

          In life; may each hand down to his children the possessions

          150 He keeps in his halls, and the honor the people bestowed on him.

          But to me, please grant an escort home to the land of my fathers—

          Quickly, since far from my loved ones I have suffered great pain for so long.”

          This is what he said. Then he sat on the hearth, in the ashes,

          By the fire; as for the others, they all were hushed into silence.

          At last that graybeard lord, Ekhénêos Ship-Man, spoke up—

          By far the most venerable of all the Phaiêkian men,

          A surpassingly fine speaker, steeped in much ancient wisdom.

          Full of kindly concern, he spoke now, addressing them thus:

          “Alkínoös, this is not right! It’s not seemly for you to have

          160 A stranger and guest sitting there on the ground at the hearth, in the ashes,

          While all these others hold back as they wait for some word from you.

          Now you must raise him up, then sit him down in a proper chair,

          One studded with silver nails, and give a command to the heralds

          To mix the wine with water so we might pour out our libations

          To Zeus who delights in thunder and sees to strangers, who deserve our respect.

          Have the housekeeper fetch the stranger his dinner from her storerooms inside.”

          Once that august man, Alkínoös, had heard him,

          He took the hand of brilliant Odysseus, he of the subtle wiles,

          And raised him up from the hearth, then sat him on a gleaming chair

          170 From which he had his beloved son, hale Laodámas, arise—

          He’d been sitting next to the king, who loved him best of all.

          A maidservant brought in water, pouring it out from a ewer—

          Exquisite, wrought in gold—into a basin of silver,

          For the guest to wash his hands; then placed a table nearby.

          The housekeeper, worthy woman, brought out the meal and served it,

          Glad to have so many dishes to set out from her storerooms inside.

          Noble, much-enduring Odysseus had his drink and his food.

          And then the mighty Alkínoös had a word with the herald:

          “Pontónöos Sea-Mind, go mix the wine and pass the bowl

          180 To the company in this palace, so we might pour out our libations

          To Zeus who delights in thunder and sees to strangers, who deserve our respect.”

          His words. And Pontónöos Sea-Mind stirred the wine, sweet as honey,

          And passed it round to them all—but first, a few drops in each cup.

          Then, when they’d made their libations and drunk to their hearts’ content,

          Alkínoös spoke to them all, addressing the Assembly thus:

          “Hear me now, you Phaiêkian leaders and councillors,

          That I might say what the heart in my breast commands me to say.

          Now that you’ve done with the feast it is time you went home to bed,

          But at daybreak we shall call more of the elders together

          190 And give this stranger and guest due welcome in our halls; to the gods

          We shall offer fine sacrifices and then we shall turn our thoughts

          To the matter of an escort home, so our stranger—without pain or trouble,

          And with us acting as his escort—might reach the land of his fathers

          Speedily, filled with joy, however far off it is.

          Nor, between now and then, must he suffer any ill or harm

          Until he sets foot once more in his land. But after that

          He shall suffer whatever Fate and the grievous Spinners spun

          With their thread when he was born and his mother gave birth to him.

          But if he is one of the immortals come down to us from heaven

          200 Then the gods must be crafting some scheme quite unlike any other we’ve known.

          For always, in the past, the gods would reveal themselves clearly

          To us as we’d make sacrifice of glorious hecatombs,

          Banqueting among us and sitting there right by our side.

          If one of us, when he traveled—even alone—encountered them

          They would never conceal themselves, since we are close kin to them—

          As close as the Cyclopes are, and the savage tribes of the Giants.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to him in turn:

          “Alkínoös, please do not worry about any such thing. For I bear

          No resemblance at all to immortals who hold the wide heavens—

          210 Not in my build, though now in its prime. I am like mortals doomed to die.

          If you know of any people who have had to bear the burden

          Of misery—it is to them that I compare myself in my anguish.

          Yet still I could recount even more tales of how I languished

          In every kind of distress, all through the will of the gods!

          But now let me have my meal, troubled though I may be,

          For there’s nothing that is more shameless, more like a cur, than our loathsome

          Belly, which always compels us to think about it, even when

          We’ve been utterly ground down and our hearts are filled with grief—

          Just as I have this grief in my heart and yet still my belly always

          220 Compels me to eat and to drink and makes me completely forget

          Everything I have suffered, and insists that I fill it up.

          But as soon as the dawn appears you must quickly spring into action

          And help me, wretch that I am, set foot once again in my country,

          Despite everything I have suffered. May life leave me once I have seen

          My possessions again, my slaves, and my great high-roofed palace.”

          His words. And all the rest were full of praise for him. They ordered

          That the stranger be sent on his way since what he had said, he said rightly.

          Then, when they’d made their libations and drunk to their hearts’ content,

          All were now ready for bed and each headed home to his house.

          230 Only the noble Odysseus was left alone in the Hall.

          There, at his side, Arétê and the godlike Alkínoös

          Were seated, while serving-women cleared the remains of the feast.

          To them the white-armed Arétê began to make a speech—

          For she’d recognized the cloak and the tunic and beautiful clothes

          When she saw them: she’d made them herself, helped by her serving-women.

          She spoke to him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Stranger and guest, I myself will put this question first:

          Just who among men are you? Who gave these clothes to you?

          Did you not just say you’d arrived after roaming upon the high seas?”

          240 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “A difficult thing it would be, my queen, to get through the tale

          Of my woes, since the Heavenly Gods have given me so many.

          But this much I will say to answer your questions and queries:

          There’s an island, Ogygía, that lies far off in the deep;

          It’s there that the daughter of Atlas, the wily Kalypso, lives—

          She of the beautiful braids, a fearsome goddess. Not one

          Of the gods, not one mortal person, has any dealings with her.

          But some Power above led me, wretch that I am, to her hearth—

          Only me, since Zeus had struck my swift-running ship with a flash

          250 Of thunder and smashed it to pieces upon the wine-faced sea.

          It was there that all the rest of my noble comrades perished.

          But I held fast to the keel of the ship, curved at stem and stern,

          And was carried for nine full days. On the tenth, in the dead of night,

          The gods set me down on the island of Ogygía, where Kalypso,

          She of the beautiful braids, a fearsome goddess, lives.

          She took me in, welcomed me kindly, and fed me—always saying

          How she would make me immortal and ageless for all of my days.

          But she never could convince the heart within my breast.

          There I stayed on throughout seven full years, my tears

          260 Constantly soaking the immortal clothes that Kalypso gave me.

          But once the eighth year had come, as time wheeled round in its circle,

          Then it was that she roused me and ordered me to go home

          Because of a message from Zeus—or perhaps she herself changed her mind.

          She sent me out on a craft bound fast with rope and gave me

          Many supplies—food and sweet wine, and immortal garments to wear,

          And sent on a following wind, gentle and balmy.

          I sailed for seventeen days as I made my way over the sea;

          Then, on the eighteenth day, there appeared the shadowy hills

          Of this land of yours, and the heart inside of me rejoiced—

          270 Ill-fated though I was. For I was soon to be acquainted

          With great grief, which Poseidon Earth-Shaker visited upon me,

          For he whipped up the winds against me and kept me from my way,

          And heaved up the seas—words fail!—and the waves never let my craft

          Carry me along as my moans came thick and fast.

          And then the squall’s whirling winds shattered the craft. As for me,

          I swam for it, cutting a path straight across that gulf. And there

          I was brought by the wind and the current as they carried me here to your country.

          The surf would have overwhelmed me if I’d tried to reach the shore,

          Dashing me against those huge rocks and that joyless terrain.

          280 Instead I made a retreat, swimming once more till I came

          To a river, where the lay of the land seemed to me the best—

          It was clear of any rocks and provided shelter from the wind.

          I collapsed, collecting my strength, as Night, which refreshes life,

          Came on. Then I started off, away from the river—that godsend—

          And lay down among the bushes after gathering heaps of leaves

          Around me. And then a god drifted endless sleep upon me.

          There among those leaves, with this heart of mine sorely troubled,

          I slept through the night, then through sunrise, straight through to the afternoon.

          The sun was low in the west when sweet sleep at last released me.

          290 It was then that I noticed your daughter’s women at the bank of the river

          Playing games, and among them she stood, looking like a goddess.

          To her I made my entreaty, and her excellent sense did not fail her—

          She acted exactly the way you would never expect a young person

          To act, since youngsters always behave so thoughtlessly.

          She gave me food aplenty and ruddy wine, too,

          Then bathed me in the river and gave me these clothes to wear.

          Miserable as I am, what I’ve told you is wholly true.”

          Alkínoös straightaway replied to him and said:

          “Stranger and guest, my daughter was hardly thinking aright

          300 When she did this—when she neglected to bring you home to us

          With her women, since you, after all, made your appeal to her first.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Lord, please don’t reproach your blameless daughter on my account.

          For she did in fact command me to follow along with her women,

          But I refused, since I was afraid and felt quite awkward about it—

          What if, when you saw me, even your heart grew indignant?

          For we’re a fiercely jealous lot, we tribes of men on this earth.”

          Alkínoös straightaway replied to him and said:

          “Stranger and guest, this heart in my breast is hardly the kind

          310 To grow angry without due cause. In all things, moderation is better.

          Given the kind of man you are and how much we think alike,

          May Father Zeus and Athena and Apollo only grant

          That you have my daughter to wed, and be known as my son-in-law,

          Remaining here! I myself would give you a house and possessions,

          If indeed you were willing to stay. Still, not one of the Phaiêkians

          Will keep you against your will—Father Zeus forfend!

          And as for an escort home, rest assured I will have it arranged

          For tomorrow. And while you lie there, overcome by sleep,

          They’ll be racing across the deep, smooth as glass, so you can reach

          320 Your fatherland and your home—or wherever you happen to please,

          Even though it may lie some distance beyond Euboia,

          The most distant land of all, according to those of our people

          Who saw it when they were ferrying the fair-haired Rhadamanthos,

          Who was going there on a visit to Tityós, the son of Gaía.

          There they arrived, and without the least bit of trouble completed

          Their journey and then came back home, all on the selfsame day.

          You’ll be able to see for yourself how my ships are far and away

          The best—how my lads are best, too, at churning the brine with the oar-blades.”

          His words. And noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, rejoiced,

          330 And so he said this prayer, speaking aloud, addressing the god:

          “Father Zeus, may Alkínoös bring everything that he said

          To fulfillment, and may his renown throughout this grain-giving earth

          Never be quenched—and may I reach the land of my fathers.”

          And while they went on conversing like this with one another

          The white-armed Arétê ordered her attendants

          To set a bedstead out beneath the portico and to place

          Beautiful purple bedclothes upon it, with blankets on top,

          And, last of all, to lay out woolen cloaks for him to wear.

          They went forth from the Great Hall with torches in their hands.

          340 But after they’d bustled about making up the sturdy bedstead

          They drew near to Odysseus and hailed him with these words:

          “Up now and off to sleep, stranger. Your bed is ready.”

          Their words. And the thought of sleep seemed welcome to him indeed.

          And so the noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, lay sleeping

          Upon a cord-strung bed in the echoing portico,

          While Alkínoös slept in the inmost room of the high-roofed house,

          Where his lady wife lay beside him in the bed that she shared with him.
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          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          Alkínoös, that august man, rose up from his bed—

          And Odysseus, too, rose up, that Zeus-sprung sacker of cities.

          That august man Alkínoös led the way as they went down

          To the Phaiêkians’ assembly-place, which they’d built alongside the shipyards.

          Once they had arrived, they sat down on the polished stones

          Next to each other. And Pallas Athena went through the city

          Having taken the form of a herald of prudent Alkínoös—

          All part of her wily plan to bring great-hearted Odysseus home.

          10 She would stand at each man’s side and say something like this to him:

          “Come here now, you Phaiêkian leaders and councillors,

          Go down to the place of assembly and learn all about the stranger

          Who has just now arrived at the palace of prudent Alkínoös

          After drifting all over the ocean. He’s a man with the looks of a god.”

          By saying such things as this, she stirred their spirits and hearts.

          Swiftly the square filled up with people, the seats were full

          Of those who had gathered. Many were gazing at the sight

          Of Laërtes’ prudent son, for Athena had poured down

          A grace that was more than human upon his head and shoulders,

          20 Which made him much taller to look at, his body more solidly built,

          In order to make him appealing to the hearts of all the Phaiêkians—

          Impressive and worthy of reverence, so he could get through the many

          Trials that the Phaiêkians had set to test Odysseus.

          Once they had all assembled and were gathered together as one,

          Alkínoös addressed them, speaking among them thus:

          “Hear me now, you Phaiêkian leaders and councillors,

          So I can say what the heart in my breast commands me to say.

          This stranger—I don’t know who he is—has come to my home, a wanderer

          From the peoples who dwell in the east or those who dwell in the west,

          30 And, pressing us for an escort, begs us to guarantee it.

          Let us, as we’ve always done, provide a speedy send-off.

          Never—ever—did anyone else who came here to my palace

          Wait around in tears for lack of an escort home.

          Come, let’s drag a dark-hulled ship down to the gleaming seashore

          For her maiden voyage, and let us choose fifty-two young lads

          Who have proved themselves the bravest of all our countrymen.

          Once you have lashed the oars tightly to the thole-pins

          You should go back ashore and then, when you’ve all returned to my house,

          You must arrange a meal in haste. I’ll provide plenty for all.

          40 Such is my command to those young lads. As for you,

          You scepter-wielding lords, now you must make your way

          To my beautiful palace to welcome the stranger to these halls.

          Let no one refuse me that. Now call the god-inspired bard,

          Demódokos, for a god gave to him more than to anyone else

          Skill at delighting with song, however his spirit prompts.”

          Having said this, he led the way, and behind him the sceptered ones

          Followed. Meanwhile a herald went off in search of the bard.

          The two and fifty youths who had been chosen then went forth,

          As he had ordered them, to the edge of the restless wastes of the deep.

          50 Once they had gone down to the ship by the shore of the sea

          They dragged the black-hulled ship down to the deep salt sea,

          Then brought aboard the mast and the sails of the dark-hulled ship;

          Then lashed the oars to the thole-pins by means of leathern ties—

          Everything ship-shape—and spread out the white sails.

          They moored her far out on the water. Then, once they had finished,

          They went off to the spacious palace of prudent Alkínoös.

          The porches and the forecourts and the chambers were all filled up

          With the men who had gathered there. There were many, both young and old.

          For them Alkínoös sacrificed, slaughtering twelve sheep,

          60 Eight boars with white-gleaming tusks and two oxen, which sway as they walk.

          After flaying and dressing these, they prepared a heartening meal.

          Then a herald approached, bringing in the trusty bard

          Whom the Muse loved above all men, though she gave him both good and bad—

          Depriving him of his eyes but bestowing the gift of sweet song.

          For him Pontónöos Sea-Mind placed a silver-studded chair

          In the midst of the banqueters, up against a tall pillar;

          The lyre, with its clear sweet voice, the herald hung from a peg

          Right above the head of the bard, and made sure he knew just how

          To reach it. Beside him, he set a basket and beautiful table,

          70 And a cup of wine as well, to drink to his heart’s content.

          Then they stretched their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food

          The Muse moved the bard to sing the fabled feats of men—

          That lay of song whose fame had just then reached the broad heavens

          About the dispute between Odysseus and Peleus’s son, Achilles:

          How they once had quarreled during a lavish feast for the gods,

          Exchanging furious words while the mind of Agamemnon,

          The lord of men, rejoiced because the Achaeans’ finest were quarreling.

          For this was just as Phoibos Apollo had told him it would be

          80 When he’d crossed the threshold of stone in most holy Pythô to question

          The oracle. And that was the start of the waves of woe that swept over

          Both Trojans and Danáäns through the will of Zeus the Mighty.

          Such was the song that was sung by the illustrious bard. But Odysseus

          Grasped his great purple cloak with his powerful, thick hands

          And pulled it down over his head, hiding his handsome face,

          Ashamed to let the Phaiêkians see the tears fall from under his brows.

          Whenever the bard, god-inspired, would leave off singing his song

          Odysseus would wipe his tears as he pulled the cloak from his head

          And, taking a two-handled cup, pour libations to the gods.

          90 But when the bard once more took up his song—the Phaiêkian lords

          Kept urging him to sing since his verses had given such pleasure—

          Odysseus would cover his head and start lamenting once again.

          He managed to hide his weeping from all the others except

          Alkínoös, the only one to notice him and take heed,

          Since he was seated next to him and heard how deeply he groaned.

          Straightaway he addressed a word to the Phaiêkians, those lovers of oars:

          “Hear me now, you Phaiêkian leaders and councillors!

          By now we’ve all had our fill of the heartening feast that we’ve shared—

          Of the lyre, too, which keeps merry company with the feast.

          100 Now let us go outside so all the men can prove their mettle

          At every kind of contest, so that once the stranger is home

          He can tell his friends about how we surpass all others

          At boxing and wrestling and jumping and footraces.”

          His words. Then he led the way as they followed right behind him.

          The herald hung the lyre, with its clear sweet voice, from a peg,

          Then he took Demódokos’s hand and guided him out of the Hall,

          Going the very same route that all the others had gone—

          Those lords of the Phaiêkians—so they could admire the games.

          Off they went to the square as a huge throng, too many to count,

          110 Followed them. Many young nobles also rose to their feet.

          Up went Akróneôs Top-Ship, Okýalos Quick-Sea, the Paddler,

          Sea-Man Nauteús and Aft-Deck, Beach-Man, Eretmeús the Rower,

          Deep-Sea Ponteús and Fore-Deck, Full-Speed and All-Aboard,

          And Amphíalos Sea-Girt, the son of Many-Ships, child of Sea-Wright;

          Up stood Eurýalos Broad-Sea, the equal of Ares, that plague on mortals—

          The son of Naúbolos the Sounder, who in looks and physique surpassed

          All of the other Phaiêkians after handsome Laodámas.

          There arose as well three children of handsome Alkínoös:

          Laodámas and Hálios Sea-Lad, and godlike Klytónêos Ship-Fame.

          120 They were the ones who were first to try their skill at the footrace.

          The course stretched out before them from the starting post. They all

          Swiftly flew along as the dust rose up from the track.

          By far the best at running was handsome Klytónêos Ship-Fame.

          As far as a team of mules can go as it plows the length of a field—

          That’s how far he’d pulled ahead as he reached the waiting crowd.

          Others then tried their prowess at wrestling, grueling sport,

          In which Eurýalos Broad-Sea beat all the other noble contestants.

          The one who carried the day at jumping was Amphíalos Sea-Girt,

          The best by far with the discus was Elatreús the Rower,

          130 The best boxer was Laodámas, Alkínoös’s fine son.

          But after they had all enjoyed these games to their hearts’ content,

          Alkínoös’s son Laodámas turned and addressed the crowd:

          “Come here now, my friends, let us ask our stranger what sport

          He knows and has some skill at. For his build is not that bad—

          Nor are his thighs or calves, nor indeed his upper arms

          Or his neck, which is thick. He’s got great strength and seems youthful enough

          Even though he has had to contend with so many troubles.

          Yes, as far as I’m concerned there’s nothing as bad as the sea

          For grinding a man to nothing, however strong he may be.”

          140 At once, Eurýalos Broad-Sea replied to him, declaring:

          “Laodámas, what you have said is absolutely fitting.

          Now challenge him yourself and explain to him what you mean.”

          And when the noble child of Alkínoös had heard this

          He went and stood in the midst of the crowd and called to Odysseus:

          “Come now, old sir—yes, you!—and try your hand at the games,

          If there’s any in which you’re skilled. You must be familiar with sport,

          For so long as a man’s alive he has no greater glory

          Than the glory that he wins with his very own feet and hands.

          So come and try your hand, sweep all those cares from your heart.

          150 Your journey won’t be delayed by much. No indeed, your ship

          Has already been hauled out and your shipmates are at the ready.”

          In reply to him, Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke:

          “Laodámas, why the taunts? Why force this challenge on me?

          My troubles weigh on my mind far more than any sport could,

          Since I’ve suffered so much in the past and endured so many struggles,

          And now, desperate for home, I sit here in your Assembly,

          Making my appeal to your king and all the people.”

          Eurýalos replied straight off, taunting him openly:

          “Well, as far as I’m concerned, stranger, you hardly look

          160 Like someone who’s skilled at sports, which are common to so many folk.

          No, you seem like someone who’s spent his life in a ship that has many benches,

          Captaining your sailors, who make their living by trading,

          Your mind always on your freight, always an eye on your cargo—

          The profits of your greed. You hardly seem like an athlete.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, glared from beneath his brows:

          “What unseemly words for a host—you seem like a heedless fellow.

          It appears that the gods don’t give the gift of grace to all

          Men, with respect to physique or wits or eloquence.

          For one man will seem like a weakling if you judge him by his looks,

          170 Yet the god crowns his words with beauty as other men gaze upon him

          With great delight while he speaks with utter confidence

          And gently inspires respect, standing out in the crowd,

          Which looks on him like a god as he makes his way through the city.

          Another man, for his part, will have the looks of an immortal

          Yet the words he speaks will never wear the crown of grace.

          And so with you. Your looks are outstanding—not even a god could ever

          Do anything to change that—but your mind is utterly empty.

          Now you’ve gone and fired up the heart that beats in my breast

          With your inappropriate words. I’m no newcomer to sports

          180 As you foolishly claim. No, I’d say that I ranked among the first

          Back when I had the confidence of youth and the strength of my hands.

          But now I am gripped by misfortune and pain, for I’ve endured much

          In the wars that men have waged, and have been tried by the grueling sea.

          But although I have suffered greatly I’ll test my mettle at these games,

          For your words have bitten my heart. What you’ve said has riled me up.”

          And then he leapt to his feet, cloak and all, and grabbed hold of a discus.

          Bigger than the others, it was thick—by far more hefty

          Than the ones the Phaiêkians used when they competed with one another.

          After spinning around with it, he let it fly from his sturdy hand,

          190 The stone whizzing through the air while on the ground the Phaiêkians—

          Those men who used long oars, who were so renowned for their ships—

          Cowered as it arced overhead. The stone flew past all the markers

          As it shot straight out of his hand. Athena marked where it landed

          (She had taken the form of a man) and addressed him with these words:

          “Stranger, even a blind man could recognize this mark

          As he felt around with his hands, since it’s not mixed up with the others

          But lies far beyond them all. This contest should cheer you up!

          Not a single Phaiêkian will reach it or throw it farther.”

          Her words. And noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, was beaming—

          200 Rejoicing because he had seen a friendly face on the playing field.

          Then he spoke again, more light-hearted, to the Phaiêkians;

          “Try reaching that if you can, youngsters! I somehow suspect

          I’ll soon throw another as far, or maybe even farther.

          As for the rest, let any man whose heart and courage compel him

          Come test his mettle now, since you’ve angered me so greatly,

          At boxing or wrestling or racing—I really don’t care which—

          Any of you Phaiêkians, that is, except for Laodámas,

          For he is my host. Who would fight with someone who’s given you welcome?

          He’s an empty-headed sort, a man of no account—

          210 The man, I mean, who’d compete with the host who had received him

          In a foreign land. He would ruin all his chances for the future.

          But I certainly won’t turn down the others, won’t spurn any challenge—

          No, I’d like to know them all and compete with them face-to-face.

          I’m no weakling at anything, least of all the sports men play.

          I certainly know how to handle a beautifully polished bow.

          I’d be the first to shoot my arrow and hit my man in the throng

          Of the enemy host, even if there were many of my comrades

          Standing right there by my side and shooting at the foe.

          Only Philoktêtes surpassed me with the bow

          220 Back in the land of the Trojans, when we Achaeans would let fly our arrows.

          But I would certainly claim to be by far the best of all other

          Mortals who now exist and eat their bread upon this earth.

          As for the men before my time, I’ve no wish to compete with them—

          No, not with Herakles nor with Eúrytos of Oikhalía

          Who competed even with gods when it came to archery.

          And so the great Eúrytos died right away, nor did he manage

          To reach old age in his halls, for Apollo had grown enraged

          And killed him because he had challenged the god at archery.

          I can hurl a spear much farther than others can shoot an arrow.

          230 There’s only one thing—the footrace—at which I fear the Phaiêkians

          Can best me, because I was so relentlessly beaten down

          Out on those endless waves, since there wasn’t a decent supply

          Of provisions aboard the ship. So my limbs have lost their strength.”

          His words. And the lot of them now were hushed into silence.

          Alkínoös alone spoke in reply, saying:

          “Stranger, my guest, what you’ve said is not at all ill-mannered—

          No indeed, you’re eager to show the prowess that’s always been yours.

          You’ve grown angry because that fellow confronted you in the field,

          Picking a fight, belittling your prowess in a way no man would do

          240 Who has his wits about him and knows the right things to say.

          But come now and hear me out, so one day you will be able

          To regale some other lord—when you’re feasting inside your Hall

          Once again, your wife and children seated there by your side,

          And are put in mind of our skills—about all the various feats

          That Zeus has bestowed upon us from our forefathers’ time to our own.

          Though we hardly take first place in boxing or wrestling,

          We run like the wind in the footrace and have no equals at sailing,

          And we’re always happy to feast and enjoy the lyre and dancing

          And a clean change of clothes, a warm bath, and getting into bed.

          250 But come, let the very best dancers among the Phaiêkians

          Go to it, so when this stranger has reached his home again

          He can describe to all his loved ones how we surpass all others

          At sailing and footraces and dancing and singing songs.

          Have someone run and fetch the lyre with its clear sweet voice

          For Demódokos. It’s bound to be lying somewhere in my palace.”

          The words of Alkínoös the godlike. The herald now sprang up

          To fetch the hollow lyre from the palace of the king.

          Then all nine officials, chosen from the city’s people,

          Rose to their feet. It was they who saw to the games’ every detail.

          260 They smoothed the dancing-floor, clearing a fine wide space.

          Now came the herald, bringing the lyre with its clear sweet voice

          For Demódokos, who took his place in the center of a circle of lads

          In the first bloom of youth, all of whom were experts in the dance

          And whose feet were stamping the beautiful dancing-floor. And Odysseus

          Watched as their feet flashed and flickered, filling his heart with awe.

          The bard then struck up a prelude to the beautiful song he would sing

          About the love affair of Ares and beautifully crowned Aphrodite—

          How first they mingled their bodies in the palace of Hephaístos

          Furtively; he gave her gifts while shaming the marriage-bed

          270 Of Lord Hephaístos. Soon enough, though, a messenger approached him—

          Helios, who had spied them mingling in love.

          Once Hephaístos had heard the tale, which broke his heart,

          He went to his smithy, brooding as dark thoughts filled his mind,

          And set a massive anvil on the anvil-block, then forged fetters—

          Unbreakable, inescapable—to hold the lovers fast.

          Once he had finished crafting this trap in his rage at Ares

          He went to his own bedchamber, there where his bedstead lay,

          And draped the links all around the bedposts, everywhere.

          There were more besides, which hung all the way down from the roof-beam

          280 As fine as spider webs, so fine that no one could see them,

          Not even the blessed gods. That’s how cleverly they’d been fashioned.

          Once he had draped the whole trap all around the bedstead

          He pretended to go to Lémnos, with its well-built citadel,

          Which was dearer by far to him than any other land.

          Now Ares of the golden reins hadn’t kept an idle watch:

          As soon as he saw Hephaístos, that god famed for his craft, departing,

          He took himself off to the palace of illustrious Hephaístos

          Hot for the love of Kythéreia, she of the beautiful crown.

          She had just come back from seeing her father, mighty Kroníôn,

          290 And now was sitting down. Ares rushed inside the palace

          And, taking her hand in his own, turned to her and said:

          “Come here, my love, let us go to bed and take our pleasure.

          Hephaístos is no longer at home—no, he must have gone

          To Lémnos to be with the Sintians, whose language grates on the ear.”

          His words. She embraced the thought of lying in bed with him.

          They had lain down in the bed and were falling asleep—but the fetters

          That ingenious Hephaístos had crafted now dropped down all around them:

          They could not move their limbs at all, nor lift them up.

          It was then that they came to realize there was no longer any escape.

          300 And then he drew near to them—the renowned one, lame in both legs,

          For he’d turned right back around before reaching the land of Lémnos—

          Helios, acting as lookout, had given him the word—

          And made his way to the palace, his heart eaten up by sorrow.

          He stood there at the gate, seized by a savage rage,

          And then bellowed dreadfully, crying out to all the gods:

          “Father Zeus and all you other blessed gods who exist forever,

          Gather round to witness this unbearable deed—it’s no laughing matter!

          Since I’m lame, the daughter of Zeus, Aphrodite, is forever

          Dishonoring me. She’s in love with Ares, Destroyer from Hell,

          310 Because he is both beautiful and sound of limb, while I

          Was deformed at birth. But the blame belongs to no one except

          My parents—if only they’d never brought me into this world!

          Look how the pair of them are slumbering in their passion

          After climbing into my bed. To see them fills me with grief.

          Yet I don’t expect they’ll be wanting to loll there for very long,

          However much they’re in love! Soon enough those two won’t want to

          Be sleeping. Oh no, this trap and these fetters will hold them fast

          Until her father returns to me all of the many bride-gifts

          With which I plighted myself to a girl who turned out to be a bitch.

          320 His daughter is beautiful but she cannot contain her passions.”

          His words. And the gods gathered round before the palace with its floors of bronze.

          Poseidon Earth-Shaker came, and there came, too, that excellent runner

          Hermes, and also Apollo, the lord who shoots from afar.

          But each of the female gods remained at home, mortified.

          The males, bestowers of good, stood around in the entryway.

          And uncontrollable laughter bubbled up in those blessed gods

          As they looked upon the handiwork of the ingenious one, Hephaístos.

          With a glance at his neighbor, each god would be saying something like this:

          “Crime really does not pay! The slow overtake the swift.

          330 Look how Hephaístos, although he’s slow, has managed to snare Ares—

          The swiftest by far of the gods who dwell upon Olympos—

          Through craftiness, since he’s lame. Ares owes the adulterer’s fine.”

          Saying such things as these, they would speak to one another.

          But Apollo, son of Lord Zeus, now turned and spoke to Hermes:

          “O Hermes, son of Zeus, messenger, bestower of good,

          Even if it meant being trapped by indestructible fetters

          Wouldn’t you love to lie next to golden Aphrodite?”

          Then the Guide, Slayer of Argos, replied to him in turn:

          “Ah! If only that could be, Lord Apollo who shoots from afar!—

          340 I wouldn’t mind being bound by three times as many invincible bonds

          With all of you gods looking on, female as well as male—

          If it meant that I were sleeping next to golden Aphrodite!”

          His words. And laughter rose up in the throats of the gods immortal.

          But Poseidon was not laughing. Instead, he went on imploring

          Hephaístos, that famous craftsman, to let Ares go free.

          And he addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Let him free and I promise you this, just as you have demanded:

          He shall pay you all that you are due before the gods immortal.”

          He who was lame in both legs, the far-famed one, shot back:

          350 “Poseidon who holds the world, do not ask this of me.

          ‘’Tis useless to make pledges on behalf of useless folk.’

          How could I hold you to this pledge before the immortal gods

          If Ares shirks his debt and his bonds, then gets away?”

          Poseidon who shakes the earth addressed him then in turn:

          “But, Hephaístos, even if Ares ends up shirking his debt

          And running away, I myself will pay it all back to you.”

          He who was lame in both legs, the far-famed one, replied:

          “It’s not possible, nor is it right, to refuse the offer you’ve made.”

          After he spoke, the mighty Hephaístos undid their fetters.

          360 And as soon as the pair was freed from the fetters, tight as they were,

          They straightaway sprang to their feet. Ares went off to Thrace

          While Aphrodite, that lover of laughter, soon arrived on Cyprus,

          At Paphos, for there were her temple and her altar, wreathed in incense.

          And there, too, the Graces bathed her and anointed her skin with an oil

          Immortal, which casts a bloom on the skin of the gods ever-living,

          And then helped her into her lovely garments: a marvel to see.

          This was the song that was sung by the far-famed bard. And Odysseus’s

          Heart was filled with delight as he listened—and so too the others,

          The Phaiêkians, who use long oars, those men so renowned for their ships.

          370 And then Alkínoös ordered Hálios and Laodámas

          To dance—only those two, since none could compete with them.

          After they’d gotten their hands on a ball—a beautiful one

          All of purple, which Pólybos, that skillful man, had made them—

          One would toss it up high, toward the shadowy clouds,

          Leaning back as the other leapt up from the ground, high into the air,

          Catching hold of it easily before his feet touched the ground again.

          But once they had tested their skill at throwing the ball straight up

          They danced upon the ground, which nourishes all things,

          Tossing the ball back and forth as the other youths clapped, keeping time

          380 As they stood all around the field, and their deafening cheers wafted upward.

          It was then that noble Odysseus addressed Alkínoös:

          “Alkínoös, my lord, distinguished above all peoples,

          You had boasted earlier that your dancers were the best

          And now you’ve made good on your word. I am awestruck by what I’ve seen.”

          His words. And that august man, Alkínoös, was glad,

          And straightaway addressed the Phaiêkians, those lovers of oars.

          “Hear me now, you Phaiêkian leaders and councillors.

          This stranger seems to me a man of very great sense.

          So come now and let us give him guest-gifts, as is only seemly.

          390 For in this country of ours there are twelve preeminent princes

          Who govern here as leaders, while I am the thirteenth.

          Now let each of you contribute a mantle that’s freshly washed,

          And a tunic, and also a talent of gold, that precious thing.

          Let’s gather it all in a heap and bring it to him, so our guest

          Can hold it in his hands as he goes to dinner, his heart rejoicing.

          And let Eurýalos Broad-Sea make amends to him with a speech

          And a gift, since what he said was not seemly in the least.”

          His words. And all the rest applauded and ordered it done,

          Each of them sending a herald to go and fetch the gifts.

          400 And Eurýalos straightaway spoke to him in reply:

          “Alkínoös, my lord, distinguished above all peoples,

          Indeed I shall make amends to our guest, as you have ordered.

          I shall give to him this sword, all of bronze. The hilt on it

          Is of silver, and the scabbard, made of freshly sawn ivory,

          Fits tightly around the blade. It will be of great value to him.”

          So saying, he placed the sword with its silver studs in his hands,

          Addressing him now with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Greetings, venerable stranger. If any word that’s been said here

          Was too harsh, then let the storm-winds snatch it up and carry it off.

          410 And may the gods grant that you see your wife and reach your homeland

          Since you have suffered for so long far from those you love.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Best greetings to you, my friend! May the gods grant you happiness.

          And I hope that in the future you won’t find yourself longing for

          This sword, which you’ve given to me as you made your speech of amends.”

          At that, he strapped the sword with its silver studs round his shoulders.

          By now the sun had set and the fabulous gifts were presented.

          The high-born heralds brought them into Alkínoös’s palace,

          Then the children of noble Alkínoös took the beautiful gifts

          420 And placed them beside their mother, who commanded such respect.

          That august man, Alkínoös, led them all inside.

          They came in and took their seats upon the high-backed chairs.

          It was then that the mighty Alkínoös addressed a word to Arétê:

          “Here now, bring a splendid chest, my wife—the best that you have,

          And inside it place a mantle, freshly washed, as well as a tunic,

          Then heat a tub of bronze on the fire and warm up the water.

          That way he can bathe and then look at all the gifts,

          So beautifully arrayed, which the noble Phaiêkians brought here,

          And enjoy the feast as he listens to the song that is sung by the bard.

          430 On him I shall bestow this gorgeous goblet of gold—

          My own—so he will recall me for the rest of his days when he pours

          Libations in his palace to Zeus and the other gods.”

          His words. And then Arétê told her serving-women

          To place a great three-legged tripod on the fire as fast as they could.

          They set the three-legged cauldron upon the blazing fire

          And poured the water inside after placing kindling beneath it.

          The fire danced round the cauldron’s belly and the water grew warm.

          Meanwhile, Arétê brought out a gorgeous chest from her chamber

          For the stranger, and inside it she placed the lovely gifts,

          440 The clothing and the gold the Phaiêkians had given him.

          And she also placed a mantle and a lovely tunic inside.

          She addressed Odysseus then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “See to the lid yourself and quickly fasten it—tightly,

          So while you are on your journey no one can rob you, whenever

          You’re sleeping your sweet sleep as you go in the dark-hulled ship.”

          Then, when the noble Odysseus, who had suffered so much, heard her

          He snapped the lid shut right away and quickly fastened it

          With an intricate knot, which once the Lady Circe had taught him.

          Just then, the housekeeper told him to get into the bathtub

          450 And bathe himself, and his heart was filled with joy when he saw

          The warm bath, since he wasn’t accustomed to being cared for like this—

          Not since he’d left the house of Kalypso of the beautiful braids.

          Until then, he had been cared for as if he were a god.

          When the serving-women had bathed him and anointed his skin with oil

          And wrapped a beautiful cloak around him, as well as a tunic,

          He came out of the bathtub and went to join the men

          At their wine. And Nausikáa, her beauty a gift from the gods,

          Stood there next to a pillar, so solidly built, in the Hall,

          Marveling at Odysseus, wide-eyed as she beheld him,

          460 And addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Safe travels to you, stranger, so once you are back in your homeland

          You’ll remember me, for to me above all you owe your life.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “Nausikáa, you who are daughter to great-hearted Alkínoös,

          May Zeus, that thundering husband of Hera, now let it be so—

          Let me come back home and see the day of my return.

          And then, even when I am there, I shall pray to you like a god

          Always, through all my days. For you gave me my life, maiden.”

          Then he sat down in a chair beside Alkínoös the king

          470 While the company shared out the portions and mixed the wine.

          Then a herald approached, bringing in the trusty bard

          Demódokos, held in honor by the people, and sat him down

          In the midst of the banqueters, up against a tall pillar.

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to the herald

          As he carved a slice from the back (but still there was plenty left over)

          Of a boar, that white-tusked beast, which was swimming in juicy fat.

          “Herald, come here and take this piece of meat to Demódokos

          To eat. I’ll pay my respects even though I am stricken with grief.

          For all of the peoples on earth have this in common: bards

          480 Receive their due portion of honor and reverence, because the Muse

          Taught them the Way of Song and loves the tribe of bards.”

          So he spoke. And the Herald brought it and put it into the hands

          Of the Lord Demódokos. He took it, glad in his heart.

          Then they stretched their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, addressed Demódokos:

          “Demódokos, I praise you above every other mortal.

          It was either the Muse who taught you, that daughter of Zeus, or Apollo.

          For you sing the Achaeans’ fate just as it ought to be told—

          490 All the Achaeans did and suffered, all they endured—

          As if you’d somehow been there yourself, or heard it from someone who was.

          But come now, a change of theme. Sing how they put together

          The Wooden Horse, which Epeíos built with Athena’s help,

          How of old the noble Odysseus led the Horse to the Citadel—

          A trap, for he’d filled it with men who then razed Troy to the ground.

          Now if you tell the story exactly as it all happened

          I shall go right away and announce to all the nations on earth

          That a generous god gave you the heavenly gift of song.”

          His words. Moved by the god, the bard presented his song,

          500 Starting from when the Argives boarded the well-benched ships

          And made to sail away after setting their camp on fire—

          But meanwhile, clustered around the illustrious Odysseus,

          The others were sitting inside the Horse, in the Trojans’ square,

          And the Trojans themselves were the ones to drag it up to the Citadel.

          There it stood while the Trojans talked, unable to make up their minds

          As they sat around it. Three courses of action appealed to them:

          To smash the hollowed wood vessel to pieces with pitiless bronze,

          Or to drag it up to a cliff and then hurl it onto the rocks,

          Or to leave the huge gift there to enchant and honor the gods.

          510 And that was what indeed would come to pass in the end,

          For they were fated to be destroyed once their city had embraced

          The giant wooden horse, inside which all of the best

          Argive men were sitting, bearing slaughter and doom to the Trojans.

          He sang how the sons of Achaea laid the city waste

          After pouring out of the Horse, leaving behind their hollow lair.

          He sang of the various ways that the others sacked the steep city.

          As for Odysseus, he sang how he went to the palace of Deïphobos

          Looking just like Ares, along with godlike Menelaos.

          It was there, he said, that Odysseus faced his most awful battle—

          520 Victorious in the end, thanks to great-hearted Athena.

          So that was the song that was sung by the far-famed bard. But Odysseus

          Dissolved into tears that drenched the cheeks beneath his lids.

          Just as a woman would weep while embracing a beloved husband

          Who, there before his city and his people, has fallen

          Defending his town and his children from the day that will show no pity—

          When she sees him dying there, gasping his final breath,

          She collapses on top of him, shrieking loudly, while behind her

          The enemy thrashes her back and her shoulders with their spears,

          Leading her into bondage to endure hard labor and grief,

          530 And a heart-wrenching anguish causes her cheeks to waste away—

          That’s how those wrenching tears streamed from under Odysseus’s brows.

          He managed to hide his weeping from all the others except

          Alkínoös, the only one to notice him and take heed,

          Since he was seated next to him and heard how deeply he groaned.

          Straightaway he addressed a word to the Phaiêkians, those lovers of oars:

          “Hear me now, you Phaiêkian leaders and councillors:

          Let Demódokos lay aside his lyre with its clear sweet voice,

          For the song that he has been singing seems not to be pleasing us all.

          Since we first sat down to eat and the god-touched bard began,

          540 Our guest has never left off for a moment with his grief-stricken

          Lament. Some terrible anguish must have overwhelmed his heart.

          But come now, let the bard stop so we might all still enjoy ourselves,

          Both we who are hosts and our guest. That way is better by far.

          For all this has been prepared on behalf of our worthy guest—

          The send-off and precious gifts that we fondly give to him.

          As dear as a brother is, so dear is the stranger and supplicant

          To a man who has in his grasp just the smallest bit of sense.

          You, now—don’t try to use one of your clever ploys

          To evade the questions I’ll ask now. It is better for you to respond.

          550 Tell us the name you were called by your mother and your father

          And the others who dwelled in your city and those who lived nearby.

          For no one among mortal folk goes without a name—

          Whether he’s evil or good—after he has been born.

          No, parents bestow them on everyone at the moment of their birth.

          And tell me the land where you live, the country and the city,

          So our ships can plot out the route by which they will bring you there.

          For among the Phaiêkians there are no such things as helmsmen

          Nor are there steering-paddles—things that other ships have.

          No, the ships themselves are aware of the thoughts and intentions of men,

          560 And they’re familiar, too, with the cities and fertile fields of all

          The peoples of the earth, and swiftly cross the sea’s depths

          Completely concealed by mist and cloud. Nor are they ever

          Afraid that they will be damaged or utterly destroyed.

          But here is something I’d hear my father, Nausíthoös, saying

          Long ago: he’d say that Poseidon would someday hold a grudge

          At us, because we always give everyone safe passage.

          He said that one day a well-built ship belonging to the Phaiêkians,

          Returning home from a convoy upon the misty ocean,

          Would be shattered, and our city would be concealed beneath a great mountain.

          570 That was the old man’s prediction. Either the god will fulfill it

          Or leave it unfulfilled—whichever his heart desires.

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          Just where have you wandered, adrift? Which were the countries of men

          That you reached? And tell me of them—those who dwell in teeming cities,

          Both those who are cruel and savage and show no respect for justice

          And those who welcome strangers and whose minds show some fear of the gods.

          Tell about why you weep and fill your heart with laments

          When you hear about the doom of the Argives and Danáäns and Troy.

          That doom, the gods accomplished, for they have woven destruction into

          580 The lives of mortal folk to be a song for those yet to come.

          Did you have some kinsman by marriage who died before Ilion—

          Some noble son-in-law or a father-in-law, the ones

          We hold dearest, after those we’re bound to by blood or by clan?

          Or was it perhaps a comrade, a man who was dear to your heart,

          Some fine fellow? After all, a comrade whose mind is sound

          Is in no wise a lesser man than one’s own brother is.”
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          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Alkínoös, my lord, distinguished above all people,

          A fine thing it is indeed to listen to a bard

          Such as this one here, whose voice sounds just like a god’s.

          For I myself will say that no occasion brings more delight

          Than this: whenever good cheer takes hold all over the land

          As people feast in their halls, listening to a bard,

          Sitting there, each in his place, and beside them the tables are filled

          With bread and meats while the steward takes wine from the mixing-bowls

          10 And then goes round with it, pouring it into the cups.

          That is the finest thing of all, to my way of thinking.

          And now your heart has been moved to ask me about my wretched

          Troubles so I, in my grief, would have even more to mourn for.

          What should I recount to you first, then, and what should I tell you last?

          For the gods who inhabit the heavens have given me so many troubles.

          The first thing I shall recount to you is my name, so you, too,

          May know it—so once I’ve escaped the day that shows no pity

          I will remain your guest-friend even though I dwell far away.

          I am Odysseus, son of Laërtes, well known to folk everywhere

          20 For every kind of ruse, and my fame reaches up to the heavens.

          I live in Ithaka, which lies bright in the westering light. From afar

          You can see Mount Nêriton with its fluttering forests. Around it

          There are many islands clustered quite close to one another,

          Doulíkhion and Sámê, and Zákynthos clad in its forests.

          Ithaka slopes very low to the sea, lying farthest out

          Toward the gloom, while all the rest lie closer to the dawn and the sun.

          A craggy place—but it’s good for rearing young ones. I myself

          Cannot think of anything sweeter than to lay eyes on one’s own land . . .

          Now Kalypso, that radiant goddess, truly held me fast

          30 Inside her smooth-hollowed caves, burning to make me her husband.

          And in just the same way did Circe hold me back inside her halls,

          That wily Aiaían lady, burning to make me her husband.

          But those two could never persuade the heart within my breast.

          How true it is that there’s nothing sweeter than your homeland

          Or your parents!—even if you may live in some wealthy house

          In the land of a foreign people, far away from your parents.

          But let me tell you also of my anguishing homeward journey,

          Which Zeus laid hard upon me as I made my way back from Troy.

          From Ilion I was borne by a wind toward the Kíkones—

          40 To Ísmaros. There I laid waste the city and killed the men.

          After dragging their wives from the city—with a great deal of booty as well—

          We divided it up, so no one would feel I’d cheated him of his share.

          And then I gave an order: ‘Let’s step lively and get out of here

          Right away.’ But—fools that they were, like children!—they didn’t obey.

          Instead, much wine was drunk and they slaughtered many sheep

          And lumbering, twisty-horned cattle there by the shore of the sea.

          The Kíkones, meanwhile, had gone and were calling for their neighbors,

          Kíkones who lived nearby. More numerous, braver,

          They lived inland and were experts at fighting other men

          50 While riding—and also on foot, when the occasion demanded.

          They came on as thickly as leaves and flowers in the springtime.

          It was morning. A baleful fate sent by Zeus then set upon us

          To bring us endless suffering, doomed as we were to end badly.

          They took up their positions and fought by the swift-running ships.

          Each of the sides was hurling bronze-tipped spears at the other.

          While it was still dawn and the day grew ever more vivid,

          We stood our ground, fighting them off though their numbers were greater than ours.

          But when the sun had passed its zenith and it was time to unyoke the oxen

          The Kíkones turned the tide and routed the Achaeans.

          60 From each of my ships six comrades, clad in their sturdy greaves,

          Perished, but the rest of us escaped death and doom.

          From there we kept sailing on, our hearts heavy with grief,

          Glad to be spared from death. But still, we had lost our dear comrades.

          My ships with their curved stems and sterns did not go any farther

          Until we had called out three times to each of our wretched comrades

          Who had perished in the field, cut down by the Kíkones.

          Then Zeus who marshals the clouds whipped up the wind from the north

          Into a furious tempest. With the clouds he had gathered, he hid

          Land and sea alike. Night rushed down from the sky.

          70 The ships were swept along, athwart, and every sail

          Was torn into three or four pieces by the violence of the wind.

          Afraid that we would founder, we hauled them down and stowed them

          And then, manning the oars, we rowed the ships fiercely toward land.

          There, for two full days and nights without interruption,

          We lay, our hearts eaten up by fatigue and by our sorrows.

          But when Dawn with her beautiful braids brought a third day into being

          We set the mast in its place and ran up the white sails again,

          Then took our seats while the wind and the pilots steered the ships.

          I’d surely have made it back home then, safe in the land of my fathers,

          80 But as I tried to round Cape Málea the swells and current drove me back—

          The North Wind, too—and pushed me far off course, past Kýthera.

          From there I was carried along for nine days by deadly winds

          On the ocean which teems with fish. But on the tenth day we made shore

          In the land of the Lotos-Eaters. The food that they eat is a flower.

          There we went ashore and drew ourselves some water,

          And my comrades took their meal right away by the swift-running ships.

          But after we’d all had something to drink and to eat

          I sent some comrades ahead to go and find out about

          What sort of people, eaters of bread, might be in this land.

          90 I’d hand-picked a pair of men and sent a herald along as the third.

          They went off right away and met some Lotos-Eater men,

          But it never crossed the minds of the Lotos-Eaters to kill

          Our comrades. No, instead they gave them some lotos to taste.

          Now whichever of them ate the honey-sweet fruit of the lotos

          No longer had any desire to send word of themselves or return,

          Preferring instead to remain there with the Lotos-Eater men

          While grazing upon the lotos, and to forget about coming home.

          I used force to bring them back, weeping, to the ships;

          After dragging them below decks, I tied them up in the sleek-hulled ships.

          100 Then I gave this command to the rest of my loyal comrades:

          ‘Time to step lively now and get aboard our speedy ships’—

          So no one would eat the lotos and forget about coming home.

          They went aboard right away and took their seats at the benches.

          Sitting there, row by row, they whipped up the iron-gray brine.

          From there we kept sailing on, our hearts heavy with grief.

          Then to the land of the Cyclopes—an arrogant, lawless lot—

          We came. Since they put all their faith in the gods immortal,

          They use their hands neither to sow nor to plow the planted fields.

          Rather, everything grows on its own without being sown or plowed—

          110 The wheat as well as the barley and the grape-vines that produce

          Wine from the choicest clusters, which thrive thanks to Zeus’s rains.

          These people have no assemblies where counsel is taken, no laws.

          No, they live at the very peaks of the highest mountaintops

          Inside smooth-hollowed caves, and each of them lays down the law

          For his children and his wives. They care not a whit for each other.

          There’s a fertile island that stretches out away from the harbor,

          Not too close to the Cyclopes’ land, nor again too far from it.

          It’s dense with woods; wild goats, too many to count, abound there—

          No comings and goings of people to scare them away,

          120 No hunters who barge in—those men who put up with hardship

          In the woods as they roam around the peaks of the mountains.

          No, the island isn’t maintained for flocks or for fields to be farmed—

          No, it remains unsown and unplowed through all its days;

          Widowed of its men, it pastures the bleating goats.

          No ships with red-painted cheeks do the Cyclopes possess,

          No shipwrights either, the craftsmen who would have been able to build them

          Ships with deep banks of oars—which can reach any city at all

          As they sail among the peoples of different lands, as men often do

          When they cross the sea in their ships to visit one another—

          130 No carpenters who could have made a settlement out of this island,

          For the land isn’t bad at all and would bear its produce in season.

          There are meadows here, hard by the shores of the gray salt sea,

          Rippling and well-watered, where grape-vines would never wither.

          There’s level arable land where a man could certainly reap

          Bumper crops at each harvest, since the soil beneath is so rich.

          There’s a harbor with good anchorage—no need to moor your ships,

          Nor cast out anchor-stones nor tie up the sterns with cables.

          No, you just have to beach your ship and wait until your sailors’

          Hearts are set on sailing and the winds start blowing again.

          140 And this: from the head of the harbor flows a gleaming stream of water,

          A spring from beneath a cave with poplars growing all round it.

          That’s the harbor we sailed into. Some god was surely steering

          All through the lonely night—there was nothing at all to be seen

          Since the mist all around the ship was dense, nor did the moon

          Cast any light from the sky, as it was wholly covered by clouds.

          At that point, no one was able to lay eyes on the island,

          Nor were we able to see the giant waves rolling in

          To shore, until we had beached our ships with their deep banks of oars.

          Once the ships had been beached, we took down all the sails

          150 And then we ourselves disembarked where the surf breaks on the shore.

          There we fell deeply asleep and awaited the dazzling Dawn.

          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          We were astonished by the island as we all went dashing about.

          The nymphs, those daughters of Zeus who bears the aegis, startled

          The mountain goats so my comrades would have something for their dinner.

          In a flash we got the curved bows and the hunting spears with long sockets

          Out of the ships. And then, after splitting up into three bands,

          We started throwing. The god soon gave us game to our hearts’ content.

          Under my command there were twelve ships, and each of them

          160 Was allotted nine wild goats. For me alone the men chose ten.

          All throughout the day, until the sun was going down,

          We sat and feasted on meats aplenty and sweet strong drink

          Since the ships had hardly run out of the scarlet-colored wine—

          Much remained, since each of us had filled up two-handled jars

          After sacking the Kíkones’ hallowed citadel.

          We gazed for some time at the land of the Cyclopes—so close!

          We saw the smoke from their fires, heard the bleating of sheep and goats.

          But once the sun had sunk down and darkness was descending

          It was time for us to bed down where the surf breaks on the shore.

          170 When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          I called the men to an Assembly and spoke to all of them:

          ‘The rest of you must stay now, you my faithful comrades.

          But I shall go off in my ship with those comrades who are my crew

          To gauge who these people might be—what kind of men they are,

          Whether they’re insolent and savage and have no notion of justice,

          Or are welcoming to strangers, their heads filled with god-fearing thoughts.’

          After telling them this, I boarded the ship and ordered my crew

          To get on board themselves and cast the stern-cables off.

          They came aboard right away and took their seats at the benches.

          180 Sitting there, row by row, they whipped up the iron-gray brine.

          But once we had reached the spot—the shore wasn’t far at all—

          We saw a cave off in the distance, hard by the sea,

          Its towering mouth completely covered with laurel. Many

          Flocks, both sheep and goats, would sleep there, and all around it

          A towering wall had been built out of stones dug into the earth

          And soaring pine trees, too, and oaks with their lofty manes.

          There was a man who used to sleep there—a giant—who, all alone,

          Tended his sheep, far from anyone else. He had nothing to do

          With other people, but kept to himself, his head filled with lawless thoughts.

          190 An amazing creature he was, gigantic—he didn’t look like

          A man who eats bread, but rather a craggy, tree-covered peak

          In a towering mountain range which stands out from the rest, all alone.

          And then I gave my orders to the rest of my faithful comrades:

          To stay there by the ship and keep close watch over it.

          Then, once I had chosen the twelve bravest of my comrades,

          I went off. I took along a goat-skin filled with dark wine,

          A sweet vintage given to me by Márôn, the son of Euánthes,

          A priest of that Apollo who keeps watch over Ísmaros,

          Because we had protected him and his children and his wife

          200 Out of reverence for him, since he lived in a glade, shaded by trees,

          That belonged to Phoibos Apollo. He gave me fabulous gifts.

          He gave me seven talents’ worth of beautifully worked gold

          And a bowl for mixing wine made of solid silver, and then

          The wine itself, which he’d poured into twelve two-handled jars,

          Sweet and undiluted, a drink for the gods. Not one slave

          Knew that it existed, not one of the maids in his house.

          Only he and his dear wife did, along with one housekeeper.

          Whenever they would drink the honey-sweet, ruddy wine

          He’d fill up a cup with it and pour it into twenty measures

          210 Of water, as a sweet aroma would waft from the mixing-bowl

          Wondrously—at that point, you’d not want to hold yourself back.

          I filled a huge skin with it, which I brought, with some other provisions,

          In a knapsack: my spirit, though daring, was already filled with foreboding

          That I would cross paths with a man who was armed with tremendous strength—

          A wild-man, one who knew nothing of justice or of laws.

          We swiftly arrived at the cave but did not find him inside.

          No, he was pasturing his fatted sheep out on the range.

          Once we were in the cave we gazed around in amazement

          At wicker baskets heavy with cheeses, at folds crammed full

          220 Of lambs and kids. All of these had been divided into groups,

          With the yearlings penned in on one side, the middlings on another,

          And the lambkins on yet another. Well-crafted vessels all flowed

          With whey—the pails and the bowls into which he had milked the sheep.

          Then and there my comrades spoke up, imploring me to let them

          Grab the cheeses first, return to the cave, and then

          Drive the lambs and kids from the pens and get them quickly aboard

          Our swift ships, and then sail away across the salt sea’s waters.

          But I wouldn’t listen to them—better by far if I had!—

          Because I wanted to lay eyes on him and see if he’d give me guest-gifts.

          230 But when he appeared, he was hardly a happy sight for my comrades.

          We lit a fire then and made offerings, taking some cheese

          For ourselves as well, which we ate, and then waited for him inside,

          Sitting until he came back with his flocks. He carried a hulking

          Load of dry wood to use as he got his supper ready.

          He tossed it into the cave from outside—the crash was tremendous—

          And in our terror we scurried back to the farthest nook of the cave.

          But he then drove his fatted flocks into the gaping cavern—

          The ones, that is, that he milked, while he left the males by the entrance,

          The rams as well as the billy goats, there in the wide yard outside.

          240 Then he hoisted a huge hulking door-stone high into the air

          And set it in place. Two-and-twenty sturdy four-wheeled wagons

          Would never have been able to hoist it off the ground—

          That’s how colossal the stone was that he fixed into the doorway.

          And then he sat down and milked the ewes and the bleating goats,

          Each of them, one by one, placing the newborns under theirs dams.

          Once he had finished with that, he set half of the white milk to curdle,

          Filling up wicker baskets and then setting them aside.

          The other half of the milk he poured into jugs so he might

          Have it on hand to drink to accompany his supper.

          250 When he had finished bustling and busying himself with his chores,

          He kindled the fire—and saw us. And then he questioned us:

          ‘Strangers, who are you? From where do you sail the watery ways?

          Are you here on some piece of business, or do you recklessly roam

          The seas like buccaneers—men who roam around,

          Risking their lives and bringing trouble to people in foreign lands?’

          His words. And straightaway the hearts in our breasts were shattered,

          For we feared that booming voice—as well as the giant himself.

          Even so, I replied to him, addressing him with these words:

          ‘We are Achaeans who have wandered, adrift, driven far from Troy

          260 By every kind of wind across the sea’s great maw

          As we made for home. But the route, the stages that brought us here

          Were far different from what we’d expected—some scheme of Zeus’s, no doubt.

          We declare that we are the people of Atreus’s son Agamemnon,

          Whose renown by now is the greatest of any beneath the heavens,

          So grand was the city he sacked, so numerous the peoples

          He wiped out. But now here we are: we find ourselves at your knees

          As supplicants, hoping you’ll show us some hospitality

          Or give to us a guest-gift, the right of every stranger.

          Show respect for the gods, O best of men! We supplicate you,

          270 For Zeus is the avenger of both supplicants and strangers—

          God of Guests, he sees to strangers, and strangers deserve our respect.’

          My words. And there came right away this reply from his pitiless heart:

          ‘Stranger, you must be a fool—like a child!—or must come from far off

          To order me to fear the gods and try to avoid their anger.

          For the Cyclopes don’t care a whit for Zeus who bears the aegis

          Or for the gods who live in bliss, since we’re so much stronger than they are!

          I myself wouldn’t bother to spare either you or your companions

          Just to avoid Zeus’s hatred—not unless my heart ordered it.

          But tell me now, where did you moor your well-built ship when you came?

          280 Was it somewhere very far off or somewhere near? I’d love to know!’

          His words. He was testing me, but I knew too much to be caught.

          No, I spoke right back to him using crafty words of my own:

          ‘My ship was shattered to bits by Poseidon who shakes the earth

          When he hurled it against the rocks at the border of your land

          After bringing it close to the headland. Then the wind bore her in from the sea.

          But I and these men found a way to escape from looming destruction.’

          My words. But no reply ever came from his pitiless heart.

          No! Springing to his feet, he laid violent hands on my comrades.

          Grabbing two of them at once, he dashed them down on the earth

          290 Like pups, and their brains poured out on the ground, drenching the earth.

          He tore them limb from limb, then went about making his supper.

          He ate like a lion reared in the mountains—not a morsel left over,

          Not the innards nor the flesh nor the bones bursting with marrow.

          As for us, we were all wailing and raising our hands to Zeus

          As we witnessed these heinous deeds, at a loss for a clever way out.

          But then, just after the Cyclops had filled his enormous belly

          With that meal of human meat and washed it down with unmixed milk,

          He lay down inside the cave, stretching out among the flocks.

          Deep in my great-hearted mind I hatched a plot against him.

          300 First I’d get close, then I’d draw the sharp sword from beside my thigh

          And strike him in the chest where the liver sits in the midriff—

          I’d feel for the spot with my hand. Then another thought stopped me cold:

          That we, too, would meet looming destruction right there.

          For there was no way we’d be able, with just our bare hands, to push

          The gigantic rock from the towering doorway where he’d set it.

          And so, as we sat there wailing, we awaited the radiant Dawn.

          But when morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          He lit the fire again and milked his far-famed flocks—

          Each of them, one by one, placing the newborns under the dams.

          310 But when he had finished bustling and busying himself with his chores,

          He grabbed two men yet again and made a meal of them.

          After eating, he drove those fatted flocks out of the cave,

          Easily lifting up the enormous door-stone and then

          Putting it back, the way you might place a lid back on a quiver.

          Whistling away, the Cyclops steered his fatted sheep toward the mountain.

          Left behind, I started to frame dark deeds in the depths of my heart—

          Revenge, so Athena could give me something to boast about.

          And this was the plan that seemed best to my way of thinking:

          Next to the pen there lay the Cyclops’s enormous staff,

          320 Made of green olive-wood, cut so he’d have it to carry

          Once it dried out. As we stared, we reckoned you might compare its

          Size to that of the mast of a dark-hulled twenty-oared ship—

          Some broad-beamed merchantman that crosses the sea’s vast maw—

          So great did its length and thickness seem as we stared at it.

          I went up to it, then cut off a fathom’s worth of its length and,

          Handing it to my comrades, I told them to whittle it down.

          First they made it smooth and then I, standing by, made a sharp

          Point, then took it and tempered it in the blazing fire.

          I carefully laid it away, hiding it under some dung—

          330 There was so much lying around in heaps all over the cave!

          Then I gave a command to the others to draw lots to choose the men

          Who’d be daring enough to help me lift that stake and grind it

          Right into his eye—that is, once sweet sleep had found him.

          Those who won were the ones that I myself would have chosen,

          Four men, and I myself counting as the fifth.

          He returned with the dusk, herding his flocks with their beautiful coats.

          He drove the fatted flocks into the gaping cave,

          Every last one—not one did he leave in the deep yard outside,

          Through some foreboding of his own or because a god had so ordered it.

          340 Hoisting the enormous door-stone aloft, he set it in place

          And then sat right down and milked the ewes and the bleating goats,

          Each of them, one by one, placing the newborns under the dams.

          But when he had finished bustling and busying himself with his chores,

          He grabbed two men yet again and made a meal of them.

          It was then I drew near the Cyclops and addressed a word to him.

          In my hands I held a bowl of ivy-wood, filled with dark wine.

          ‘Here, Cyclops, drink this wine, now that you’ve eaten human meat,

          So you’ll know what kind of drink this ship of ours has been

          Hiding. I brought it along as a libation to you in the hopes that

          350 You’d have pity and send me home. But your bloodlust is too much to bear.

          You fiend! Why would anyone else of all the earth’s many peoples

          Wend his way here in the future when there’s no law that you hold sacred?’

          My words. Then he took the cup and drank it straight down. He was thrilled

          As he drank the sweet liquid, and so he asked right away for seconds:

          ‘Be a good fellow and give me some more, then tell me your name

          Right away, so I can give you a guest-gift you’ll find delightful.

          Here among the Cyclopes, the grain-giving earth produces

          Wine in plentiful clusters that Zeus’s rains cause to flourish—

          But this stuff is like the essence of ambrosia and nectar!’

          360 His words. And again I offered him some of the ruddy wine.

          Three times I fetched it and served him; three times he drank, the dolt.

          But once the wine had seeped into the Cyclops’s brain—

          That was the moment to speak, and the words I used were honeyed:

          ‘Cyclops, you’ve been asking me for my famous name and now

          I shall tell you—and then you’ll give me the guest-gift you’d promised me.

          No-One is my name. No-One is what people call me,

          My mother and my father and all of my comrades, too.’

          My words. And there came right away this reply from his pitiless heart:

          ‘I’ll eat No-One last of all, after the rest of his comrades.

          370 First I’ll eat the others—that will be your guest-gift!’

          He teetered and fell down, flat on his back, and then

          Lay there, his massive neck bent at an angle. Then sleep,

          Which subdues all, seized him. Wine ran out of his gullet—

          Morsels of human meat, too. Loaded with wine, he kept belching.

          It was then that I thrust the stake deep into the embers

          Until it grew red-hot. I kept urging on my comrades

          With encouraging words, so no one would shrink from his task in terror.

          Just when the olive-wood spike was on the point of catching

          Fire—green though it was—and was shedding a fearsome glow,

          380 I got closer and pulled it out of the flames while my companions

          Stood around me. Some great Power breathed courage into us.

          Taking hold of the olive-wood spike, whose tip had been carved to a point,

          They thrust it into his eye while I, leaning in from above,

          Twirled it, just as a man might bore through a piece of ship’s timber

          With a drill, while those below keep turning the wood with a thong

          Attached on either side to keep it spinning around.

          That’s how we held the stake and twirled its burning tip

          In his eye, still red-hot as the blood poured out all around it.

          His eyelids and his brows were blistered all round by the blast

          390 As the eyeball burned, its roots crackling in the fire.

          Just as a man who’s a smith will plunge an axe or adze

          Straight into ice-cold water with a tremendous hiss

          In order to temper it—that’s how iron gets its strength—

          Just so did his eyeball sizzle around the olive-wood spike.

          Harrowing were his screams: the rock rang out with the sound.

          In our terror we scurried back, and as we did so the Cyclops

          Yanked the spike, which was streaming torrents of blood, out of his eye.

          Grabbing it with both hands, he hurled it away, frantic,

          And then started calling loudly to the Cyclopes who lived around him

          400 In caves that were scattered among the windy mountaintops.

          After hearing his shouts, they crowded in from all directions

          And as they stood around his cave they asked him what was the matter:

          ‘What’s got into you, Polyphêmos, to make you bellow like this

          Through the life-refreshing night and keep us all awake?

          Surely no one—no mortal person—would dare to steal your flocks?

          Surely no one is trying to kill you by trickery or by force?’

          From inside the cave, mighty Polyphêmos made his reply:

          ‘Friends, No-One is killing me—by trickery, not force!’

          They replied to him then, using words that flew toward him like arrows:

          410 ‘If no one is doing you harm while you sit there all by yourself—

          Well, there’s no way to fend off a malady that comes from mighty Zeus.

          Instead, try to say a prayer to your father, Lord Poseidon.’

          Their words. Then they went away, while this heart of mine burst out laughing

          Because my name had completely fooled him—that clever ‘No-One’ was perfect!

          The Cyclops, groaning loudly and writhing in odious pain,

          Felt around with his hands and took the stone from the doorway.

          Then he sat himself down in the doorway and stretched out both his hands

          So he could grab anyone who tried to sneak away with the sheep—

          I imagine he expected I’d be foolish enough to try.

          420 I, though, was framing a plan that would bring us complete success

          By giving my comrades—and myself as well—a way to escape

          From death. So my mind started spinning all kinds of tricks and schemes.

          It was life or death, after all, and we were facing utter disaster.

          And this was the plan that seemed best to my way of thinking:

          The males in the flocks were well-fed, their fleece thick and deep—

          Big, beautiful animals, with wool as dark as dark violets.

          In silence I tied them together with the flexible willow-shoots

          On which the huge Cyclops would sleep, his head filled with lawless thoughts.

          I’d take three rams at a time—the middle one carried a man

          430 While the others went one on each side—and in so doing, saved my men.

          Three rams carried each fellow. But when it came to me, well,

          There was one ram, the bellwether, grandest of all by far:

          Grabbing his back, I curled myself up beneath his woolly belly

          And lay there. Then, facing upward, I clung to that heavenly fleece

          Never relaxing my grip, my spirit now steeled to endure.

          And as we lay there, sighing, we awaited the radiant Dawn.

          Now when morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          The males of the flock rushed ahead as they hurried to get to pasture

          While all through the pens the females, still unmilked, bleated sharply—

          440 For their udders were full to bursting. But their master, who was wracked

          By the terrible pain, kept feeling the backs of the rams with his hands

          As they stood there before him. That fool—like a child!—never dreamed

          That my men were tied beneath the chests of those woolly rams.

          Last of all came the bellwether, making his way to the doorway

          Weighed down by his wool—and by me, my head heavy with plots.

          Feeling him all over, mighty Polyphêmos addressed him:

          ‘Sweet ram, out of all the flock you are now leaving the cave

          Last—but why? You were never one to come after the sheep—

          No, you’re always the first one to graze on the tender blossoms of grass,

          450 Bounding ahead, always the first to reach the river-banks,

          And always the first one who longs to come back to the fold once more

          As evening falls. But now—now you’re last of all. You must be

          Missing your master’s eye, which that wicked man poked out

          Along with his cursed crew, after worsting my wits with wine—

          That No-One! But this I now say: there’s no way he’ll escape his doom.

          If you could only think as I do and were able to talk to me

          And tell me where that man’s got to, now he’s escaped my power,

          His brains would be splattered all over the ground, up and down the cave

          Wherever I battered him! Only then would this heart of mine

          460 Find any relief from the pain that this no-account No-One has brought me.’

          With these words he sent the ram on his way out the door.

          After we’d gotten a little way off from the cave and the yard

          I got myself free of the ram and then I freed my comrades.

          We quickly drove off the long-shanked sheep, so sleek with fat,

          Constantly turning and looking around until we reached

          The ship. What a welcome sight we were to our dear comrades,

          We who’d escaped from death! But they wept and wailed for the others.

          Still, I wouldn’t allow them to cry, signaling ‘no’ to each of the men

          From under my brows. I gave orders: ‘Quickly, pitch all the sheep

          470 With that beautiful fleece on board and sail across the salt sea.’

          They went aboard right away and took their seats at the benches.

          Sitting there, row by row, they whipped up the iron-gray brine.

          But once we had gotten as far as the sound of a shout will reach

          I turned and spoke to the Cyclops, needling him with these words:

          ‘Cyclops, so now it turns out that it was no feeble man

          Whose comrades you ate in the cave—so ferocious, so violent!

          Your evil deeds were always bound to catch up with you,

          You wretch, who had no problem eating the guests in your house.

          But Zeus has now paid you back, he and the other gods!’

          480 My words, and then his heart became even more enraged.

          After breaking off the peak of a towering mountain, he hurled it

          Down, and it landed a bit beyond our dark-prowed ship—

          So close that it nearly hit the tip of the steering-oar.

          The sea dashed up with a splash as the stone smashed down into it

          And the swell, as it washed back, bore the ship toward dry land—

          A sudden surge of the ocean driving it in to shore.

          At that moment I grabbed hold of the end of a pole—the boat-hook—

          And pushed us away. Once I’d rallied my men, I commanded them

          To bend to their oars—that way, we’d slip away from disaster.

          490 I signaled to them by nodding and they fell to their oars and rowed.

          But then, once we had gotten twice as far out to sea,

          I turned and addressed the Cyclops, though all around me my men

          Were trying, each in turn, to restrain me, coaxing me thus:

          ‘Foolhardy man, why on earth do you want to rile this savage—

          The man who, just now, hurled a missile into the sea which nearly

          Drove us back to shore? We thought we’d perish there and then.

          And if he had heard anyone making a sound or talking

          He’d have smashed in our heads and splintered the timbers of our ship

          With one throw of a jagged boulder. That’s how far he can throw.’

          500 Their words. But they could not persuade my great-hearted spirit.

          No, I replied once more to the Cyclops, my spirit roused to fury:

          ‘Cyclops, if any one of mortals who are doomed to die

          Ever asks about that ugly blinding of your eye,

          Tell him Odysseus, sacker of cities, was the one who blinded it—

          The son of Laërtes, who holds his home in Ithaka.”

          My words. At that moment he gave a great wail, then made this speech:

          ‘Ah me, it comes back to me now—that prophecy of old!

          There once lived a soothsayer here, a goodly man, very tall—

          Têlemos, Eúrymos’s son, who excelled in prophetic arts

          510 And grew old among the Cyclopes handing down prophecies.

          He told me once that all this would come to pass one day—

          That I’d be deprived of my sight at the hands of a certain Odysseus.

          But I’d always been expecting that the fellow who’d come this way

          Would be somebody big and good-looking, clothed in impressive might.

          Yet he now turns out to be a puny, no-account weakling,

          This fellow who took out my eye, using wine to overcome me . . .

          But come over here now, Odysseus, so I can present you with guest-gifts

          And urge the renowned Earth-Shaker to grant a send-off to you.

          For it’s he whose child I am, and he claims to be my father.

          520 He himself will heal me if he wishes to—no one else:

          None of the blessed gods, no human doomed to death.’

          His words. But now it was my turn, and I made this reply to him:

          ‘If only I were as sure that I could strip you of your spirit

          And your life, and send you off into the house of Hades,

          As I am that even Earth-Shaker won’t be able to heal your eye!’

          Those were my words. It was then that he prayed to Lord Poseidon,

          Stretching out his hands to the skies that are filled with stars:

          ‘Hear me, Poseidon Earth-Shaker, You of the Deep Blue Mane!

          If truly I am your son and you claim to be my father,

          530 Grant that Odysseus, sacker of cities, may never reach his home—

          That son of Laërtes, who holds his home in Ithaka.

          But if his fate is to see his loved ones once more and make it back

          Home to his strong-built palace and to the land of his fathers,

          Then let him come late and hapless, after losing all his comrades,

          On a ship that is not his own, and may he find trouble at home.’

          The words of his prayer; and the God of the Deep Blue Mane heeded him.

          Then he quickly lifted a boulder far bigger than the other;

          Spinning into his throw, he leaned in with strength beyond measure

          And hurled it straight down. It landed just aft of our dark-prowed ship—

          540 Came just this short of hitting the end of the steering-oar.

          The sea rushed upward, splashing, as the stone smashed down into it.

          The surf, as it washed back, bore the ship toward the shore.

          Now once we had finally reached Goat Island, where all the other

          Ships with their deep rows of benches were assembled, as our comrades

          Sat there in tears, grieving, having expected us back long before—

          Once we had arrived, we beached the ship on the sand

          And we ourselves disembarked where the surf breaks on the shore.

          After taking the Cyclops’s sheep off the sleek-hulled ships

          We divided them up, so no one would feel I’d deprived him of his share.

          550 But to me alone my comrades in their sturdy greaves gave the ram

          Once the sheep had been divvied up, as a special gift. Him I offered

          To Zeus, God of Dark Clouds, son of Kronos, Lord of All,

          Burning the thigh-bones. But Zeus would have no part of it,

          Since he was already pondering how to destroy all of my ships

          With their deep rows of benches, and all of my trusty comrades.

          All throughout the day, then, until the sun was going down,

          We sat and feasted on meats aplenty and sweet strong drink.

          But once the sun had sunk down and darkness was descending

          It was time for us to bed down where the surf breaks on the shore.

          560 Now when morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose

          I roused up my companions and gave them all an order

          To get on board themselves and cast the stern-cables off.

          They came aboard right away and took their seats at the benches;

          Sitting there, row by row, they whipped up the iron-gray brine.

          From there we kept sailing on, our hearts heavy with grief—

          Glad to be spared from death. But still, we had lost our dear comrades.”
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          “Then we reached Aiolía, an island on which there lived

          Aíolos, Híppotas’s son, who was dear to the gods immortal.

          A floating island it was, and all around it there ran a wall

          Made of unbreakable bronze. A sheer cliff ran straight up to it.

          There, inside his palace, all twelve of his children dwell:

          Six of them are daughters and six are sons, all in their prime.

          He gave the daughters to the sons to be their wedded wives.

          They are always feasting away, seated next to their dear father

          And excellent mother, with endless refreshments set before them

          10 While the palace, filled with aromas of steaming meats, echoes

          With the sound of piping by day; but at night the men sleep beside

          Their honored wives, among blankets upon the cord-strung beds.

          So those were the people whose city and beautiful palace we’d come to.

          For one whole month he hosted me and asked about all that had happened:

          Ilion, the Argives’ ships, the homecomings of the Achaeans.

          And indeed I laid out the whole tale just as it ought to be told.

          Then it was my turn to ask—to be on my way. So I bade him

          Send me off. Nor did he refuse, but saw to arranging my send-off.

          He gave me a pouch made of hide he had flayed from a nine-year-old ox,

          20 Inside of which he had bound all the paths of the howling winds.

          For he was the one whom Kroníôn had made steward of the winds,

          Calming one, rousing another, all according to his whim.

          Aboard the sleek-hulled ship he sealed the pouch with a gleaming cord

          Of silver—the tiniest breeze wouldn’t manage to find a way out.

          For my sake, he sent a breath of the West Wind, Zéphyros, blowing

          To carry my ships and my men on their way. But as it turned out

          Success was not to be ours: we were destroyed through our own folly.

          For nine straight days we sailed on, all through the day and night.

          But on the tenth there appeared before us the fields of the land of my fathers—

          30 We were close enough to glimpse men tending to the watch-fires!

          Just then, sweet sleep came upon me, bone-weary as I was

          Since I myself would always see to the ropes that tightened the sails.

          I didn’t give them to my comrades—this way, we’d reach home more swiftly.

          But my comrades began to talk to one another then,

          Saying that I was bringing gold and silver back home,

          Gifts from Aíolos, that great-hearted man, the son of Híppotas.

          With a glance at his neighbor, each man would be saying something like this:

          ‘Humph! Look how this man endears himself to people

          And gets them to honor him in every city or land that he visits!

          40 He’s bringing home so much treasure from Troy, such wonderful things

          From the spoils, while we ourselves, who made the very same journey,

          Are making our way back home with nothing but empty hands.

          And now Aíolos has lavished all of this on him

          In friendship. But let’s have a look—quickly!—to see what’s here,

          How much gold and silver there is inside this pouch.’

          Their words. And the wicked plan of my comrades won the day,

          For then they undid the pouch and all the winds rushed out.

          A squall snatched my men away and carried them out to sea,

          Wailing, away from the land of their fathers. But as for me,

          50 After I woke up I pondered deep in my innocent heart:

          Should I jump off the ship and perish there in the open sea,

          Or should I bear up in silence and remain among the living?

          In the end I bore up and stayed. I covered my head and lay

          On my ship. But the ships were borne off by an awful, wind-tossed squall

          Back to the island of Aiolía, as my comrades groaned.

          There we went ashore and drew ourselves some water,

          And my comrades took their meal right away by the swift-running ships.

          But then, after all of us had something to drink and to eat,

          I mustered up a herald and one of my companions

          60 And went off to the glorious palace of Aíolos. There I found him

          Sitting down to a feast beside his wife and all his children.

          Entering the palace, we took a seat by the door-posts,

          At the threshold. But they, their hearts astounded, were full of questions:

          ‘How is it you’re back, Odysseus? What evil Power attacked you?

          Surely we sent you off with every kindness so you’d be able

          To return to the land of your fathers and your home—or wherever you please.’

          Their words. And now my heart was heavy when I spoke among them:

          ‘I’ve been undone by my wicked comrades!—and not only them, but by Sleep,

          That wretch. But now set things right, friends, for it’s in your power to do so.’

          70 My words. The phrases I used were meant to win them over,

          But all of them fell silent. Then the father replied with these words:

          ‘Off of this island right now, most despicable of creatures!

          It is forbidden to me to take care of—or give safe passage to—

          A man who is thoroughly hated by the gods who live in bliss.

          Get out! For it’s clear that you’ve come here as one hated by the gods.’

          So saying, he drove me away from his house as I heaved desperate groans.

          From there we kept sailing on, our hearts heavy with grief.

          The men’s spirits were worn down by all the painful rowing—

          All our effort for nothing! There was no one to send us off, now.

          80 For six straight days we sailed on all through the day and night,

          But on the seventh we finally came to Lámos’s steep citadel,

          Laistrygónian Telépylos, where a shepherd returning home

          With his flock will call out a greeting as another, setting out, replies.

          There, a man who never sleeps could earn himself two wages—

          One for pasturing cattle, one for herding lustrous sheep—

          For the paths of both night and day are close to each other there.

          Then we reached the fabled harbor, which a sheer rock face encircles,

          Dizzyingly steep, running along both sides.

          Two jutting headlands stick out opposite each other

          90 All the way to the mouth of the harbor, whose entrance is quite narrow.

          That’s where all my men steered their ships with their curved stems and sterns.

          So all those ships were moored inside the curving harbor,

          Closely packed together. Within it no swell ever rises,

          Not a wave or even a ripple; instead, a clear calm prevails.

          But I was the only one to keep my black-hulled ship outside it,

          At the farthest edge, where I’d fastened the stern-cables to the rock.

          After scaling a rugged peak, I myself stood lookout.

          There wasn’t a trace to be seen of oxen or men working.

          Smoke was all that we saw, spewing forth from the ground.

          100 Then I sent some comrades ahead to go and learn about

          Who the men might be that ate their bread upon this land.

          I hand-picked a pair of men and sent a herald along as third.

          Once they had left the ship, they took a smooth road used by wagons

          To bring wood from the lofty mountains back down into the city.

          In front of the walls of the city they met a maiden fetching water,

          The strapping daughter of the Laistrygónian Antiphátes.

          For she had come down to a stream whose waters beautifully flowed—

          Artakíê—from which people brought water into the city.

          My men went up to her and spoke, asking her questions:

          110 Just who was the king of these people? And who were the people he ruled?

          She straightaway pointed out her father’s high-roofed palace.

          But after they’d gone inside the fabled palace, they met

          His wife—the size of the peak of a mountain. They found her loathsome.

          She called renowned Antiphátes away from the place of assembly—

          Her husband, who was plotting a horrendous death for them.

          After grabbing one of my comrades, he made a meal of him

          While the other two men, escaping, sprinted all the way back to the ships.

          The king raised a cry that rang out through the city. Hearing it,

          The strapping Laistrygónians came down from all directions,

          120 Tens of thousands of them, looking not like men, but like Giants.

          From the cliffs they kept hurling down boulders, any one of which a man

          Would be hard-pressed to lift. All at once a din arose on the ships,

          The sound of men who were dying and of ships being splintered to pieces.

          They speared the men like fish and then brought them home—joyless meal!

          While they were slaughtering the men inside the deepwater harbor

          I drew my sharp-tipped sword out from beside my thigh

          And used it to cut the stern-cables of my ship with its dark blue prow.

          Once I had rallied the men, I quickly gave the command

          To bend to the oars—that way, we could slip away from disaster.

          130 They all churned up the brine out of terror that they would perish.

          What a relief to leave behind those looming cliffs for the open sea

          In my ship! But the rest were destroyed right there, all at once.

          From there we kept sailing on, our hearts heavy with grief,

          Glad to be spared from death. But still, we had lost our dear comrades.

          Then we reached Aiaíê, an island on which there lived

          Circe of the beautiful braids, dread goddess who speaks like a human,

          She who was full sister to that baleful man Aiëtes.

          For both were the children of Helios, who makes light to shine upon mortals,

          And of Pérse, who was their mother, herself a child of Ocean.

          140 Keeping total silence, we brought in the ship to shore—

          To a harbor that offered safe anchorage. Some god was leading the way.

          There we disembarked. For two full days and nights

          We lay there, our hearts eaten up by fatigue and by our sorrows.

          But then Dawn with her beautiful braids brought the third day into the world:

          That’s when I took my lance and my sword with its razor-sharp blade

          And quickly went up from the ship to a place with good views all around—

          Perhaps I’d spot people working the fields or hear their chatter.

          After scaling a rugged peak, I myself stood lookout.

          Through the dense brush and the woods I seemed to see smoke rising

          150 From the widely traveled earth—there, in Circe’s halls.

          Then I pondered deep in my heart and my mind whether I ought to

          Go there and explore, once I’d seen that shimmering smoke.

          But as I was thinking it over, another plan seemed even better:

          I’d go down to my swift-running ship, there by the shore of the sea,

          And give my men some supper—then send them off to explore.

          It was when I had gotten quite close to the ship with its curved stem and stern

          That one of the gods took pity on me, all alone as I was,

          For he set a huge stag in my way, on the very same path I was taking,

          With towering antlers. The stag had left the woods to drink

          160 At the river, since he was tormented by the fury of the sun.

          As he emerged, I struck a blow in the middle of his back

          Along the spine, and the bronze-tipped lance pierced his body straight through.

          Down he fell in the dust, shrieking: his spirit flew off.

          After setting my foot upon him I drew my lance of bronze

          From the wound, then laid him down once again upon the ground

          And left him there. Then I broke off some twigs and willow-fronds

          And, weaving them into a cable plaited perfectly end to end,

          A fathom long, I bound the feet of the monstrous creature,

          Which hung around my neck as I carried it down to my ship—

          170 Using my lance as a staff, since I’d never be able to hold it

          On my shoulder with just one hand, for the beast was truly huge.

          I threw it down in front of the ship and tried to lift my comrades’ spirits,

          Cajoling them, approaching each of the men in turn:

          ‘Friends, though our hearts are heavy, we shall not be going quite yet

          Down to the house of Hades—not before the fated day.

          But come, since there’s food and drink aboard our swift-running ship

          Let’s turn our thoughts to eating. No point in wasting away.’

          My words, and how swiftly they were persuaded by my speech!

          Uncovering their heads, they stared at the stag, amazed,

          180 At the edge of the sea’s restless wastes; for the beast was truly huge.

          But once they had finished feasting their eyes as they looked at it

          They washed their hands and prepared themselves a splendid feast.

          So all throughout the day, until the sun started sinking down,

          We sat and feasted on meats aplenty and sweet strong drink.

          But once the sun had sunk down and darkness was descending

          It was time for us to bed down where the surf breaks on the shore.

          Now when morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          I called the men to Assembly and spoke to all of them:

          ‘Hear what I have to say—however much you have suffered.

          190 Friends, since we do not know where the darkness or the dawn lies,

          Or where the Sun, which brings light to mortals, slips underneath the earth

          Or where it rises up again, let us now swiftly consider

          If there’s still some cunning plan that we might devise. But I doubt it.

          After scaling a rugged peak which afforded a lookout, I saw

          An island wreathed all around by the ocean, which cannot be measured.

          It lies quite low in the water and there, in its midst, my eyes

          Glimpsed some smoke rising up through thick shrubbery and some woods.’

          My words. And straightaway the hearts in their breasts were shattered

          As they remembered the deeds of Laistrygónian Antiphátes

          200 And the violence the Cyclops, that proud-hearted eater of men.

          Keening shrilly, they wept, their eyes brimming over with tears,

          But there was nothing to be done as their tears trickled down.

          Then I counted up all my comrades, clad in their sturdy greaves,

          And divided them into two groups with a captain in charge of each—

          I was the leader of one while godlike Eurýlokhos led the other.

          (We had hurriedly put some lots inside a helmet of bronze

          And out jumped the lot that belonged to great-hearted Eurýlokhos.)

          So off he went, and with him went two-and-twenty comrades

          Weeping all the way; they left us behind, wailing.

          210 In a wooded glade they found the dwelling of Circe, built

          Of well-smoothed stones and sited with views on every side.

          All around it there were lions and mountain-dwelling wolves,

          Which she herself had put under a spell by giving them sinister drugs.

          Nor did they attack the men—no indeed. Instead,

          They stood up on their hind legs and started wagging their long tails.

          Just as dogs will fawn on their master as he makes his way home from a feast,

          Since he always brings them some treat meant to gentle their high spirits:

          That’s how those wolves and lions with their great, powerful claws

          Fawned on the men. Even so, they still feared the dreadful beasts.

          220 They stood before the door of the goddess, she of the beautiful braids,

          And heard Circe inside, lifting her lovely voice in song

          As she wove back and forth at her loom, an immense, immortal thing,

          The weaving a goddess’s work: so fine, so delightful, so dazzling.

          Polítes, that captain of men, began to speak his piece—

          He was the comrade I held most dear, the one I most relied on:

          ‘Someone is weaving inside, friends, back and forth at a giant loom,

          Singing beautifully, making the ground all around hum with the sound.

          It’s either a goddess or a woman. Quick, let’s call out to her.’

          That, then, is what he said, and they all cried aloud as they called her.

          230 She came outside straightaway and opened the gleaming doors,

          Then invited them in. All unaware, they followed her.

          But Eurýlokhos stayed outside, suspecting some kind of trick.

          Once she’d brought them into the house, she sat them on couches and chairs;

          She slowly stirred cheese and barley and tawny honey together

          With Pramnian wine, while into their food she blended sinister

          Drugs, to make them forget all about the land of their fathers.

          After she gave it to them and they’d drunk it down, she suddenly

          Tapped them with a wand and herded them into pigsties.

          They took on the form of swine—their heads, their grunts, their bristles,

          240 Their bodies—although their minds were as sound as they’d always been.

          And while they went to and fro, weeping, Circe would toss them

          Mast and acorns from oaks and the fruits of cornel trees

          To eat—such stuff as wallowing swine are used to eating.

          Eurýlokhos returned right away to the swift-running, dark-hulled ship

          To bring us this news of his men and the appalling fate they had suffered.

          But he couldn’t get a single word out, as much as he yearned to speak—

          He’d been stricken right to the core with anguish, and his eyes

          Had completely filled with tears. In his heart he foresaw great grief.

          But as we were asking him questions, stupefied to a man,

          250 He went through the entire tale of those other comrades’ demise:

          ‘We went up into the thicket just as you’d ordered, great Odysseus.

          In a wooded glade we found the beautiful dwelling, built

          Of well-smoothed stones and sited with views on every side.

          Someone was weaving inside at a lofty loom, singing brightly,

          Either a goddess or woman. They all cried aloud as they called her.

          She came out straightaway and opened the gleaming doors,

          Then invited them in. All unawares, they followed her.

          But I myself stayed outside, suspecting some kind of trick.

          They disappeared all at once—not a single one of them

          260 Showed up, even though I had spent a long time watching for them.’

          His words. But now I slung my silver-studded sword—

          Huge, all of bronze—round my shoulders, along with my bow and arrows.

          Then I briskly told him to lead me back by the same road he’d taken.

          But he grabbed me then with both hands and, clasping my knees, groveled,

          And spoke to me, moaning, with words that flew toward me like arrows:

          ‘Please don’t drag me back there, O Zeus-sprung one! Leave me here!

          For I know that you won’t return, nor will you be bringing back

          A single one of your comrades. No, instead, let’s take these men here

          And run for it. We’ve still got time to fend off the unlucky day.’

          270 His words. But then I spoke up, replying to him in turn:

          ‘Eurýlokhos, by all means stay here, right in this place,

          Eating and drinking beside the sleek-bellied, black-hulled ship.

          But I myself must go, for strong necessity compels me.’

          After I spoke I went off, leaving the ship and the sea behind.

          But as I was about to enter the sacred glades and reach

          The great dwelling-place of Circe, she of the many potions,

          Hermes Golden-Wand suddenly approached me

          As I made my way to her house. He looked like some young man

          Whose beard is just growing in, whose youth is at its most charming.

          280 Clasping me by the hand, he turned to me and said:

          ‘Just where are you going, poor man—walking the hills all alone

          Unaware of the lay of the land? And meanwhile these comrades of yours

          Are being penned up like swine packed densely into their sties.

          Have you come here hoping to set them free? I doubt even you

          Could manage to get back safely. No, you’ll end up here just like the others.

          But come now, I shall protect you from harm and save your life.

          Here, take this potent drug and go to the dwelling-place

          Of Circe, for it has the power to ward off the day of doom.

          I shall tell you everything about Circe’s deadly arts.

          290 She’ll prepare a posset for you and put a potion into the food.

          But she won’t succeed in enchanting you: the potent herb

          I’m about to give you won’t let her. I shall explain it all to you.

          At the moment when Circe strikes you with the tip of her lengthy wand,

          You must draw your sharpened sword out from alongside your thigh

          And rush at Circe with it, as though you meant to slay her.

          Terrified, she will urge you to go to bed with her—

          At which point you must not refuse the bed of the goddess,

          For that way she’ll free your comrades and take good care of you.

          You, though, must make her swear the great oath of the blessed gods:

          300 Not to plot any more evil that is meant to do you harm,

          Not to make you weak nor unman you, once you are naked.’

          So saying, the Slayer of Argos handed me the herb

          After pulling it out of the ground, then explained its vital essence:

          At the root it was totally black while the flower looked white as milk.

          Môly is what the gods call it, difficult to dig up

          For men who are mere mortals. But the gods can do anything.

          Then Hermes was on his way, up through the wooded isle

          And off to the heights of Olympos while I myself went to Circe’s

          House—there were many thoughts swirling around my heart.

          310 I stood at the door of the goddess, she of the beautiful braids.

          Standing there, I called out and the goddess heard my voice.

          She came out straightaway and opened the gleaming doors,

          Then asked me in. So I went with a heart that was heavy with trouble.

          She led me in and sat me down in a beautiful chair—silver-studded,

          Intricate in its design—then drew up a stool for my feet.

          She prepared a posset for me to drink from a golden chalice

          Then put the drug into it, her heart set on doing me evil.

          But when she gave it to me and I drank it, the charm did not work.

          She tapped me then with her wand and, turning to me, addressed me:

          320 ‘Off with you now to the sty! Lie down with the rest of your comrades.’

          Her words. But I drew my sharp sword from where it hung beside my thigh

          And rushed at Circe with it as though I meant to slay her.

          With a great cry she ducked and ran, then seized me by the knees.

          Wailing, she addressed me with words that flew toward me like arrows:

          ‘Who are you among men? Where’s your town, who are your parents?

          I am amazed that you drank the drugs but the charm did not work.

          For no one—not a one—has ever resisted these drugs

          Once he has drunk them down and they’ve passed through the fence of his teeth.

          But something within your mind is proof against enchantments.

          330 So you must be Odysseus, the man of the roundabout ways,

          Who Hermes, Slayer of Argos, kept saying would come here one day

          As you made your way home from Troy on a swift-running, black-hulled ship.

          But come now, hang up your sword in its scabbard, and let us two

          Get into our bed, so that once we have mingled together

          In bed, making love, we may finally trust each other.’

          Her words. And then I made my reply to her in turn:

          ‘Circe, how on earth can you tell me to be gentle with you now—

          You who turned my comrades into swine here in your halls

          And who now, full of wicked tricks, are holding me here, telling me

          340 To go into your bedchamber and get into your bed

          So that once you have stripped me naked you can make me weak and unman me.

          But I would certainly never want to get into your bed

          Unless you could bear to swear a great oath to me, goddess,

          Not to plot any more evil that is meant to do me harm.’

          My words, and she quickly swore it, just as I had commanded.

          Then, once she had sworn not to harm me and had made an end to her oath,

          I climbed up into Circe’s exquisitely beautiful bed.

          Now, meanwhile, there were four attendants in her halls

          Going about the house and working as serving-women.

          350 These, then, are the offspring of the freshwater springs and groves

          And of the sacred rivers that flow down to the sea.

          One of them arranged beautiful purple coverlets

          On top of the seats, after smoothing fine-spun cloths underneath them,

          While a second drew tables of silver to set before the chairs

          And then, on top of the tables, she placed baskets woven of gold.

          The third was mixing the sweet honey-hearted wine

          In a silver mixing-bowl and setting out goblets of gold.

          The fourth brought in some water and got a great fire going

          Beneath an enormous tripod. The water began to grow warm.

          360 Then, when the water was bubbling inside the gleaming bronze,

          She sat me down in the tub and from the great tripod poured water—

          Mixed with cold, to get it just right—over my head and shoulders,

          To drain the soul-destroying exhaustion from my limbs.

          Then, after she had bathed me and rubbed me down with glistening oil

          And wrapped me up in a beautiful cloak and got me into a tunic,

          She led me in and sat me down in a beautiful chair—silver-studded,

          Intricate in its design—then drew up a stool for my feet.

          A maidservant brought in water, pouring it out from a ewer—

          Exquisite, wrought in gold—into a basin of silver,

          370 For me to wash my hands in. Then she placed a table nearby.

          The housekeeper, worthy woman, brought in the meal and served it,

          Glad to have so many dishes to set out from her storerooms inside.

          Then Circe bade me eat, but the meal did not please my heart.

          As I sat, my mind was distracted and my heart saw trouble ahead.

          When Circe saw that I sat there without stretching out my hands

          To the food, saw that I was in the grip of a powerful sorrow,

          She drew close and addressed me with words that flew toward me like arrows:

          ‘Why on earth do you sit there, Odysseus, like some mute,

          Eating your heart out but not touching your food or your drink?

          380 Can it be that you suspect another trick? But you mustn’t

          Be afraid, for I’ve sworn a great oath not to do you any more harm.’

          Her words. And then I made my reply to her in turn:

          ‘Circe, could a man who has any sense of fairness

          Possibly bear to partake of a meal, or even to drink,

          Till he sees that his comrades are free and has laid his own eyes on them?

          If you truly mean well when you tell me to have something to drink and to eat

          Then set them free, and let me lay eyes upon my faithful comrades.’

          My words. Then Circe got up and went straight across her hall,

          Holding her wand in her hand, and opened the gate of the pigsty

          390 And drove the men out of it—they looked like nine-year-old hogs.

          They stood right in front of her as she made her way among them

          Rubbing another drug deep into each man’s skin.

          The bristles that had sprouted—the effect of the cursed drug

          That the Lady Circe had given them—soon melted away from their limbs.

          They turned back into men: younger than before,

          Far more handsome now and much taller to look upon.

          They recognized me then and grasped my hands, each of them.

          A sweet yearning to cry crept up in us all, and the house resounded

          With a terrible noise of sobbing. Even the goddess felt pity.

          400 And then that dazzling goddess drew close to me and spoke:

          ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          Go back to your swift-running ship now, there by the shore of the sea.

          First, you must drag your ship up and out onto dry land,

          Then stow all of your possessions and your tackle here in my caves.

          Then come back yourself, bringing your faithful comrades.’

          Her words, and the manly heart within me was convinced.

          I went back to my swift-running ship, there by the shore of the sea.

          There, by the swift-running ship, I found my faithful comrades

          Weeping pitifully, their eyes brimming over with tears.

          410 Just as when field-dwelling calves skip around the cows of the herd

          That are coming back to the barnyard after having their fill of grass—

          The calves are frisking about all around the cows, and the cow-pens

          Can’t hold them; no, constantly lowing, they crowd and gambol around

          Their mothers—that’s how my men surrounded me when they saw me,

          Weeping all the time. In their hearts they felt as if

          They had reached the land of their fathers—reached the very city

          On rugged Ithaka where they had been born and bred.

          Wailing, they addressed me with words that flew toward me like arrows:

          ‘Zeus-sprung one, we rejoice to see you have returned

          420 Just as much as if we had reached Ithaka, land of our fathers.

          But come now, tell the whole tale of the doom that our comrades met.’

          Their words. Then I spoke in turn, using words of comfort:

          ‘First, let us drag our ship up and out onto dry land

          And then stow all our possessions and our tackle here in the caves.

          Then it’s time for you all to step quickly and follow close behind me

          So you can see your comrades yourselves. They’re inside Circe’s grand dwelling,

          Drinking and eating away, for they have got ample provisions.’

          My words. And they were persuaded right away by what I had said.

          Eurýlokhos alone tried to hold all my comrades back,

          430 Addressing them with words that flew toward them like arrows:

          ‘Poor things—where are we going? Are you so eager for trouble?

          Would you go back to Circe’s hall, where she’s bound to turn us all

          Into swine or into wolves—or even into lions?

          She’ll force us to serve her as guards to keep watch over her great dwelling,

          Just as Cyclops trapped our comrades after they’d gone inside his courtyard

          And that brazen Odysseus followed them inside.

          For it was that man’s heedlessness that doomed them all to destruction.’

          His words. And deep in my mind I pondered whether I ought to

          Draw out my keen-edged sword from alongside my sturdy thigh

          440 And strike his head from his body, letting it fall to the ground,

          Close kinsman to me though he was by marriage. But my comrades

          Were trying, one by one, to restrain me with calming words.

          ‘Zeus-sprung one, let us leave this man—if you give the word—

          To stay here by the ship and keep close watch over it.

          As for us, now lead the way to Circe’s grand dwelling-place.’

          Their words. Then they went up, away from the ship and the sea.

          Nor indeed was Eurýlokhos left beside the sleek-bellied ship—

          No, he followed us, dreading the violence of my reproaches.

          Meanwhile, Circe was taking good care of my comrades inside her house,

          450 Giving baths to them all, rubbing them down with sleek oil,

          Bundling them up in woolen cloaks and getting them into their tunics.

          We found all of them sitting down to a bountiful feast in her halls.

          When they’d all seen one another and made out who everyone was

          They began to weep, sobbing, and the house rang out with their groans.

          The dazzling goddess drew near and addressed a word to me:

          ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          No need for you all to keep weeping so fiercely. I myself know

          How many travails you suffered on the sea that teems with fish,

          How much harm was done to you, too, by your enemies on dry land.

          460 But come now, all of you, eat this food and drink this wine

          Until you take heart once again—till those hearts within your breasts

          Are just as they were when you left rugged Ithaka, land of your fathers,

          For the very first time. But now you’re wasted away, disheartened,

          The thoughts of that grueling trek never far from your minds, nor can your

          Hearts ever be cheered, since you’ve suffered so very much.’

          Her words, and the manly hearts within us were convinced.

          There we spent day after day as one whole year reached its close,

          Sitting and feasting on meats aplenty and sweet strong drink.

          But once a year had passed—when the seasons had run their course,

          470 As the months melted away and the long days drew to a close—

          My faithful comrades spoke up after summoning me to come out:

          ‘Are you mad? It’s high time you remembered the land of your fathers—

          If indeed it has been ordained for you to be saved and to reach

          Your house with its high-built roof and the land of your fathers once more.’

          Their words, and the manly heart within me was convinced.

          All throughout the day then, until the sun was going down,

          We sat and feasted on meats aplenty and sweet strong drink.

          But once the sun had sunk down and darkness was descending

          The men lay down to sleep there in the shadowed hall.

          480 But I—I climbed into Circe’s exquisitely beautiful bed

          And clasped her knees in entreaty. The goddess gave heed to my words.

          I spoke to her then with words that flew toward her like arrows:

          ‘Circe, fulfill the promise which you have made to me

          To send me back home. By now, my spirit is pressing me on—

          My comrades’ spirit, too, for they wear out the heart within me

          When they cluster around me, wailing, whenever you’ve gone off somewhere.’

          My words, and that dazzling goddess replied right away in turn:

          ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          You all mustn’t stay any longer in my house against your will.

          490 But first you must complete another journey, and go

          To the dwelling-place of Hades and dread Persephone

          To consult the prophetic shade of Theban Teiresias,

          The blind seer. For steadfast and sound are his powers of understanding,

          Since Persephone granted him reason even after his death—

          Gave him alone the power of thought, while the rest flit about, mere shades.’

          Her words. And straightaway the heart in my breast was shattered,

          And I wept, sitting there on the bed, nor did my heart any longer

          Wish to go on living or behold the light of the sun.

          But once I had had my fill of weeping and thrashing around,

          500 I replied to her in turn, speaking these words to her:

          ‘But, Circe, who will be our guide on the journey you speak of?

          For no one has ever reached Hades aboard a dark-hulled ship.’

          My words. And that dazzling goddess replied right away in turn:

          ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          Do not let this want of a guide be of any concern to you.

          No, after setting the mast in place and running the white sails up

          You must take your seats—the North Wind will carry the ship along.

          But once you have crossed the stream of Ocean aboard your ship

          And see a level shore and the grove of Persephone

          510 With its lofty poplars and willows, which let their unripe fruit fall and rot,

          You must beach your ship right there beside deep-eddying Ocean

          And go then by yourself to the moldering house of Hades.

          There is where Pyriphlegéthôn and Kókytos—a branch

          Of the River Styx—flow into the waters of Akhérôn.

          A rock stands there, at the place where two thundering rivers meet.

          Once you’ve drawn near, noble lord, follow my instructions:

          Dig out a pit one cubit across in length and breadth

          And around the sides of the pit pour libations to all the dead,

          First with honeyed milk and afterward with sweet wine,

          520 And water third. Then strew white barley on top of it all.

          Then get on your knees and entreat the vacant heads of the dead,

          Swearing that, once back in Ithaka, you’ll take the best of your barren heifers

          And offer it up in your halls, heaping precious gifts on a pyre;

          And will offer a ram separately to Teiresias alone,

          One that is black all over, the finest of all of your flocks.

          But once you have made your prayers to the far-famed clans of the dead

          You must offer up a sheep, a male, and a ewe that is black,

          Turning their heads toward Érebos while you turn yours away

          To face the streams of the river. Right then and there, many

          530 Shades of those who are dead and gone will start to come.

          Then you must call upon your men and give them a command

          To take the sheep that are lying about, slain by the pitiless bronze,

          And flay them, then burn them to ashes, and then make a prayer to the gods—

          To Hades the almighty and dread Persephone.

          Then draw your keen-edged sword from its place alongside your thigh

          And sit there: do not allow the vacant heads of the dead

          To go near the blood—not until you have questioned Teiresias.

          Right away the seer, that leader of peoples, will approach you

          To tell you about your route and the stages of your journey—

          540 Your homecoming: how you will travel the sea which teems with fish.’

          Her words. And suddenly Dawn, enthroned in gold, appeared.

          Circe gave me some clothes to put on—a cloak and a tunic—

          While the nymph put on a stole, flowing and silvery-white,

          Fine-spun and lovely to look at, while round her waist she clasped

          A beautiful girdle of gold, then placed a veil on her head.

          I went throughout the house rousing up my comrades,

          Cajoling them, approaching each of the men in turn:

          ‘No more lying in bed now, no more sweet slumber for you.

          No, let us go, for the Lady Circe has told me everything.’

          550 My words. And the manly hearts within them were convinced.

          But not even then was I able to lead them away without trouble.

          A certain Elpênor, the youngest among us—he wasn’t the most

          Valiant in times of war, nor was he blessed with much mother wit—

          Was eager to get some fresh air. He left his comrades in Circe’s grand palace

          And then climbed up to the roof and lay there, loaded with wine.

          When he heard the bustle and noise of my men as they moved about

          He suddenly sprang up—and it completely slipped his mind

          To use the lofty ladder to climb back down again.

          Instead, he fell straight down from the roof, head-first, and his neck

          560 Broke clean away from the spine, but his shade went down to Hades.

          As my men were moving out I spoke these words to them:

          ‘You may think that you are going now to the beloved land

          Of your fathers. But Circe has plotted a different journey for us—

          To the dwelling-place of Hades and awesome Persephone

          To consult the prophetic shade of Theban Teiresias.’

          My words. And straightaway the hearts in their breasts were shattered.

          They sat down right where they were, weeping and tearing their hair.

          But there was nothing to be done as their tears trickled down.

          But as we went down to our swift-running ship by the shore of the sea,

          570 Lamenting all the while, the hot tears streaming down,

          Circe herself had gone off. There, by the black-hulled ship,

          She had bound a sheep, a male, along with a ewe that was black,

          Having easily slipped past us—for who could possibly see a god

          Who doesn’t want to be seen moving to and fro?”
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          “After we’d gone back down to the ship by the shore of the sea

          We began by dragging the ships into the gleaming salt sea,

          And then we set up the mast and raised the sail of the black-hulled ship.

          After bringing the sheep aboard, we went on board ourselves,

          Lamenting all the while, the hot tears streaming down.

          A favoring wind sprang up then, just aft of the dark-prowed ship,

          Bellying out the sail to help us—a useful companion

          Sent by Circe of the beautiful braids, dread goddess who speaks like a human.

          Once we had made fast every piece of tackle on board

          10 We sat down. The wind and the steersman kept the ship on course.

          The sails were stretched tight all day long as the ship traveled the sea.

          The sun was sinking down as the sea-routes grew dark with shadows.

          The ship reached the farthest boundaries of Ocean, which flows so deep.

          There are the land and the city that belongs to Kimmérian men,

          Completely shrouded in mist and cloud. Nor does the sun,

          As it blazes away, ever gaze down on them with his rays—

          Not when he makes his way up into the starry skies,

          Nor when he turns back around, leaving the skies for the earth—

          No, the sinister night stretches out over miserable mortals.

          20 After we arrived, we beached the ship and then unloaded

          The sheep. And then we walked along beside the stream

          Of Ocean until we reached the place that Circe described.

          It was here that Perimêdes and Eurýlokhos held fast the victims

          While I drew my keen-edged sword from where it hung beside my thigh

          And dug out a pit, one cubit across in length and breadth.

          Then, around the sides of the pit, I poured libations to all the dead,

          First with honeyed milk and afterward with sweet wine,

          And water third. Then I strewed white barley on top of it all.

          I got to my knees and entreated the vacant heads of the dead

          30 Swearing that, once back in Ithaka, I’d take the best of my barren heifers

          And offer it up in my halls, heaping precious gifts on a pyre

          And, separately, offer a ram to Teiresias alone—

          One that was black all over, the finest of all of our flocks.

          Once I had made my prayers, entreating the far-famed clans

          Of the dead, I took the sheep and cut their throats clean through,

          Over the pit, and the black-clouded blood flowed out. Then the shades

          Of those who were dead and gone started gathering out from Érebos:

          Brides and unmarried youths, old men who’d endured so much,

          Maidens, tender as fawns, whose hearts were new to sorrow,

          40 Many men who had been wounded by lances with tips of bronze—

          Men cut down by Ares, their armor still spattered with gore.

          There were so many, pressing around the pit from all directions

          With an unearthly cry. And green terror then seized hold of me.

          It was then that I roused my comrades and gave them a command:

          ‘Take the sheep that are lying about, slain by the pitiless bronze,

          And flay them. Then burn them to ashes and make a prayer to the gods—

          To Hades the Almighty and awesome Persephone.’

          Then I drew my keen-edged sword from its place alongside my thigh

          And sat there. Nor did I let the vacant heads of the dead

          50 Come close to the blood until I had questioned Teiresias.

          The first of the shades to approach was that of our comrade Elpênor,

          Who had never been buried beneath the widely traveled earth.

          For we’d left his body behind, there in Circe’s hall,

          Unlamented and unburied, since another task was pressing.

          I wept as I looked at him, pity filling my heart,

          And addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          ‘Elpênor, how did you come here beneath the misty gloom?

          You got here faster on foot than I in my black-hulled ship.’

          My words. But he wailed out loud and replied to me in turn:

          60 ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          A dark fate called down by some Power tripped me up—and unspeakable wine!

          I’d lain down in Circe’s hall and it didn’t occur to me

          To use the lofty ladder to climb back down again.

          No, I fell straight down from the roof, head-first, and so my neck

          Broke clean away from the spine and my shade went down to Hades.

          I beseech you now, in the name of those whom you left behind—

          In the name of your wife, and the father who raised you when you were little,

          And Telémakhos, your only child, whom you left inside your halls—

          To give some thought to me when you return, my lord. This I ask you!

          70 For I know that when you leave the house of Hades here

          You will keep your well-wrought ship on course for Aiaíê island.

          Don’t go off and abandon me, unlamented and unburied,

          While you turn your back on me, lest I bring the gods’ wrath down upon you.

          No, you must burn me to ash with my armor, everything that is mine,

          And heap up a grave-mound for me by the shore of the iron-gray sea—

          The grave of an ill-fated man, which men yet to come will notice.

          Do all this for me, and plant an oar atop the tomb,

          The one that I used to row with while I lived among my comrades.’

          His words. And then I spoke, addressing him in turn:

          80 ‘All this, ill-fated one, I shall accomplish and do for you.’

          And so the two of us sat there, exchanging these gloomy words,

          I, on one side, holding the sword up and over the blood

          While the phantom of my comrade, on the other side, kept speaking.

          And then came the shade of my mother, now dead and gone,

          Antíkleia, the daughter of that great-hearted man, Autólykos—

          Still alive when I left her behind as I sailed for hallowed Troy!

          I burst into tears when I saw her, pity filling my heart.

          But though the tears came thick and fast I still refused to allow her

          To get near the blood—not until I had questioned Teiresias.

          90 And then there came the shade of Teiresias the Theban,

          Holding a golden staff. He knew who I was, and spoke.

          ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          Whyever, ill-fated one, have you left the sun’s light behind

          And come here to see the dead and this place, so empty of joy?

          But stand away from the pit now and keep your sharp sword away

          So I might drink of the blood and speak the truth to you.’

          His words. Then I drew back my silver-studded sword

          And thrust it into the scabbard. When he had drunk the blackened blood

          The infallible seer spoke, addressing me with these words:

          100 ‘You are seeking a sweet journey home, illustrious Odysseus.

          But a god will make it an arduous one for you, for I doubt

          That you’ll manage to slip by Earth-Shaker, who has nursed a grudge in his heart,

          Furious ever since you blinded his beloved son.

          Still, whatever the troubles you’ve suffered, you all might yet return

          If you restrain your appetites—your own and those of your comrades.

          When you have brought your well-wrought ship into Thrinakía island,

          Once you have gotten away from the indigo-colored sea,

          You will find the grazing cattle and the fine flocks that belong

          To Helios, the Sun, who sees and hears all there is.

          110 If you leave them alone unharmed, ever mindful of your homecoming,

          You may yet reach Ithaka, whatever the troubles you’ve suffered.

          But if you do lay hands on them, I foresee destruction for you—

          For your ship and for your comrades. And even if you escape

          You will still come home late and hapless, after losing all your comrades,

          On a ship that is not your own—and will find more trials at home:

          Insolent men who devour all that you had to live on

          As they woo your wedded wife, that godlike woman, with bride-gifts.

          Still, you’ll pay those savages back after you return.

          But after that—once you have slain the Suitors in your palace

          120 Either by stealth or openly, armed with sharpened bronze—

          You must go forth with an oar, which fits the hand so well,

          Until you encounter people who have no knowledge of the sea,

          Men who do not eat food into which salt has been mixed,

          Nor do they have any knowledge of ships with purple cheeks

          Nor of oars that fit tight in the hand and give a ship its wings.

          And I shall tell you of a sign so clear that you cannot mistake it:

          At the moment another wayfarer encounters you on the road

          And says that you have a winnowing-fan upon your gleaming shoulder,

          You must plant the well-fitted oar deep into the earth

          130 And, after offering beautiful victims unto the Lord Poseidon—

          A ram, and then a bull, and a boar that mounts his sows—

          You must make your way home and offer holy hecatombs

          Unto the immortal gods who inhabit the far-flung heavens,

          Each in the proper order. Then a death far from the sea

          Will come for you, ever so gentle. It will lay you low

          After you’ve been worn down by rich old age, while around you

          All your people enjoy their blessings. What I say to you is the truth.’

          His words. And then I replied, addressing him in turn:

          ‘Teiresias, the gods themselves have woven this fate, no doubt.

          140 But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me.

          I see here the shade of my mother, who by now is dead and gone,

          Sitting beside the blood silently, nor can she bear

          To look her own son in the eye or address a word to him.

          Tell me, my lord, how she might know me for who I am?’

          My words. He replied straightaway, addressing me in turn:

          ‘I shall tell you something easy to grasp and will fix it in your mind.

          Of those who are dead and gone, whomsoever you allow

          To come and approach the blood will speak to you without falsehood.

          But those to whom you deny it will go back where they came from.’

          150 So saying, the shade of the lord Teiresias went into

          The house of Hades, once he’d laid out his prophecies in full.

          As for me, I stayed right there, steadfast, until my mother

          Could approach and drink the black-clouded blood. Then she knew me at once

          And in sorrow addressed me with words that flew toward me like arrows:

          ‘My child, how did you come here, beneath the misty gloom,

          While still alive? It is no easy thing for the living to behold this place.

          For great rivers and terrible streams flow between here and there—

          Ocean, above all others, which no one could ever cross

          On foot—for that, you would need to have a well-wrought ship.

          160 Can it be that you’ve come here just now from Troy, after wandering

          In your ship for such a long time with your comrades? Have you not

          Come back to Ithaka yet, nor seen your wife in your halls?’

          Her words. And then I replied, addressing her in turn:

          ‘My mother, strong necessity has brought me down into Hades—

          To seek out a prophecy from the shade of Theban Teiresias.

          For I’ve not yet come near Achaea and have yet to set foot on my own

          Land. No, I’ve wandered around, heavy with misery,

          Since the day when first I followed glorious Agamemnon

          To Ilion, teeming with horses, to make war upon the Trojans.

          170 But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me.

          What doom of death overcame you?—death, which draws out our pain!

          Was it some lingering illness, or did Artemis the Archer

          Take aim at you with her gentle shafts and strike you dead?

          Tell me about my father and the son whom I left behind—

          Does my portion of honor remain in their hands, or does some other

          Man possess it by now, claiming I’ll never return?

          Tell me about the plans and the thoughts of my wedded wife—

          Does she stay by our child’s side, keeping watch over everything?

          Or has some Achaean, the best of the lot, wed her by now?’

          180 My words. Then my lady mother made her swift reply:

          ‘To be sure, she has remained inside the halls of your palace,

          Her heart as steadfast as ever. Still, her nights and days

          Waste away in misery as the tears pour down her face.

          No one yet possesses your excellent portion of honor

          And Telémakhos, unmolested, looks after your lands and he feasts

          At the banquets which men share, as befits one who hands down judgments.

          For everyone invites him. But your father stays out there

          In the fields, nor does he come to the city. He has no bed—

          No bedstead nor blankets nor shining coverlets.

          190 No, in winter he sleeps in the house right where the slave-women sleep—

          In the ashes by the fire, and wraps his skin in vile rags.

          But then, when summer comes—and autumn, that abundant season—

          They strew beds for him all over the sloping plot of his vineyard

          Made of fallen leaves, right there on the ground.

          There he lies in anguish, his grief growing ever greater

          As he longs for your return and hard old age overwhelms him.

          For that was why I myself died, and why I met my fate.

          The sharp-eyed archer, Artemis, did not slay me in our halls,

          Taking aim with her gentle shafts and striking me dead.

          200 Nor did some sickness come over me—the kind that so often drives

          The spirit out of one’s body through a horrible wasting away.

          No, glorious Odysseus! It was longing for you and your wise counsel,

          For your tenderheartedness, that stole my sweet spirit from me.’

          Her words. I was brooding deeply, for I wanted so much to hold my

          Mother—to embrace her shade although she was dead and gone.

          Three times I rushed forward, and my heart urged me to hold her,

          Three times she slipped from my arms like a shadow or a dream

          And flew off. The pain in my heart, so sharp, kept growing sharper,

          And I spoke to her then with words that flew toward her like arrows:

          210 ‘Mother, why won’t you stay still? For I long so much to hold you

          So that even in Hades we two, our arms thrown around each other,

          Can both have our fill of mourning, that chilly pleasure.

          Or has noble Persephone sent me some kind of apparition

          So I, steeped in grief already, would have even more to mourn for?’

          My words. Then my lady mother made her swift reply:

          ‘Ah me, my child—you who are cursed beyond all other men!

          No, Persephone, daughter of Zeus, is playing no tricks on you.

          Here is the rule for mortals whenever someone dies:

          For the sinews no longer hold the flesh and bones together—

          220 No, the mighty force of the pyre, blazing away, destroys them

          As soon as the spirit first leaves the whitened bones behind;

          But the soul, as if a dream, flutters as it flies off.

          Now, though, make for the light—quickly! But keep all this

          In your thoughts so that one day you may tell it all to your wife.’

          The two of us went on conversing. Meanwhile, the women

          Approached, for they had been sent by noble Persephone—

          All of those who were wives and daughters of the noblest men.

          They formed a throng as they gathered together around the dark blood.

          As for me, I was thinking how I might question each of them.

          230 And this was the plan that seemed best to my way of thinking:

          After drawing my long-edged sword from beside my sturdy thigh

          I would not allow them all to drink the dark blood at once.

          Rather, they stepped up one by one, and then each of them

          Would announce her lineage. I questioned all of them.

          The first one I saw was Tyro, that daughter of a noble father,

          Who declared that she was the offspring of matchless Salmoneús

          And said that she was the wife of Krêtheús, a son of Aíolos.

          It was she who once fell in love with the river-god Enipeús,

          Who is by far the most beautiful of all the rivers on earth.

          240 Again and again she would make her way along his beautiful streams.

          And then Earth-Shaker, Earth-Holder, assuming the river’s appearance,

          Lay down beside her, there at the mouth of the eddying river.

          A deep blue wave rose up all around them, high as a mountain,

          Arching overhead, hiding the god and the mortal woman.

          He loosened her maiden’s girdle and then he poured sleep upon her.

          But once the god had finished with the act of love

          He placed his hand in hers and, turning to her, addressed her:

          ‘Have joy of our lovemaking, Lady! For within the course of a year

          You will bring to birth splendid children, since intimacy with immortals

          250 Is never without issue. You shall care for them and rear them.

          Now back to your house, and promise never to mention my name.

          But know that I am Poseidon, he who shakes the earth.’

          His words. And then he vanished beneath the swells of the ocean.

          And then she conceived and bore Pelías and Neleús,

          Both of whom went on to serve as powerful squires of Zeus

          The Almighty. Pelías dwelled in the spreading plains of Iolkós,

          So rich in sheep, while his brother lived by Pylos’s sandy shores.

          This queen among women bore other sons to Krêtheús,

          Aísôn and Phéres, Amytháön who thrilled to the clash of chariots.

          260 And next I saw Antiópê, the daughter of Asôpós,

          Who boasted of having slept in Zeus’s firm embrace

          And bore two children to him, Amphíon and Zêthos,

          The first to establish a seat at seven-gated Thebes

          And to gird it round with towers since, however strong they were,

          They could not live in Thebes’s plain unless it was girded with towers.

          And next I saw Alkmênê, Amphitrýon’s wedded wife,

          Who bore Herakles, steadfast in courage and possessed of a lion’s heart,

          After mingling in love in the arms of almighty Zeus.

          And I saw Megárê, too, the daughter of proud-spirited Kreíôn

          270 Whom Amphitrýon’s mighty son, never wearying, had to wife.

          Then I saw the mother of Oedipus, the beautiful Epikástê—

          The enormity she committed! Though she knew not what she did, she

          Married her own son while he, after slaying his father,

          Married her. But soon enough the gods made it known to the people.

          Now he, in beautiful Thebes, suffered agonies

          As he ruled the Kadmeíans as lord, all through the gods’ dire plan,

          While she went off to the house of Hades, that stern gatekeeper,

          After hanging a noose straight down from a rafter high in the roof,

          Possessed as she was by her anguish. For him she left so many woes

          280 Behind—all the curses a mother’s Erinyes bring to fulfillment.

          And I saw the exceedingly beautiful Khlôris, whom Neleús

          Married because of her beauty after giving countless bride-gifts—

          The youngest of all the daughters of Amphíon, son of Iásos,

          Who ruled by his might as lord in Minyeian Orkhomenós.

          She ruled as queen in Pylos and bore splendid children to Neleús:

          Nestor and Khrónios and lordly Periklýmenos.

          After her sons, she bore noble Pêró, that marvel to mortal men,

          Who was courted by all in the land. And yet Neleús would only give her

          To a man who was able to steal the lumbering, wide-browed cattle

          290 That belonged to mighty Íphiklos out of Phylákê town—

          No easy thing. The peerless seer was the only one who promised

          To do it. But he was bound by a grueling, god-sent fate:

          Bonds that were hard to break and herdsmen out in the fields.

          Then, when the months and the days were being brought to a close

          As the course of a year had passed, season following season,

          Mighty Íphiklos released him, because Melámpous had shared with him

          All his prophecies. And so Zeus’s will was reaching its fulfillment.

          And I saw Leda, too, the wedded wife of Tyndáreos,

          Who bore to Tyndáreos a pair of undaunted sons,

          300 Kástor, breaker of horses, and the great boxer Polydeúkes,

          Whom the earth which brings forth grain enfolds while they still live,

          And even beneath the earth they receive this honor from Zeus:

          On a given day one lives while the other is dead; on the next,

          They switch—both allotted this honor which is equal to that of the gods.

          And after her I saw Iphimédeia, the wedded wife

          Of Aloeús, who claimed that she’d lain in love with Poseidon,

          And bore to him two sons, though they lived for a very short time:

          Otos, that man like a god, and far-famed Ephiáltes,

          The tallest men ever nurtured by the earth which brings forth grain

          310 And by far the most beautiful, excepting far-famed Orion.

          By the time they were nine years old they were already nine cubits

          Wide, and as for their height, they were fully nine fathoms tall.

          The two of them even threatened the immortals on Olympos

          That they’d raise the tumult of battle with all its terrible fury.

          They were burning to pile Ossa on Olympos, and then on Ossa

          To place Pelion, aflutter with leaves, to gain entry into the heavens.

          And they would have succeeded, too, if they had only reached their prime!

          But the son of Zeus whom Leto of the beautiful hair had borne

          Slew them both, before the down could sprout beneath their temples

          320 And grow into luxuriant whiskers covering their chins.

          I saw Phaídra and Prókris, too, and beautiful Ariádnê,

          The daughter of baleful Minos. Theseus long ago

          Hoped to take her away from Crete to the High Place of hallowed Athens,

          But he had no joy of her, since Artemis slew her first

          On the sea-girt isle of Día because Dionysos had condemned her.

          I saw Maíra and Klyméne and the horrible Eríphylê,

          Who was paid in precious gold in exchange for her own husband.

          I could never recite the names, let alone tell the stories of

          All of the wives and daughters of princes whom I saw there—

          330 Night, which refreshes life, would wane before I finished.

          But now it is time for bed—with the crew on my swift-running ship

          Or right here. My escort home is a matter for you and the gods.”

          His words. And a hush descended as all of them fell silent,

          Held absolutely spellbound all through the shadowy palace.

          To them the white-armed Arétê began to make a speech:

          “How does this man strike you now, Phaiêkians? What do you think

          Of his appearance and his stature, of the measured way he thinks?

          To be sure, he is my guest-friend, but you each have a share in that honor.

          So do not be so eager to send him off, and do not stint him

          340 The gifts he has such great need of. For many indeed are the riches

          That lie piled up in your halls because the gods have willed it.”

          That elderly prince Ekhénêos Ship-Man addressed them all,

          A man who had been born before all the other Phaiêkians.

          “My friends, our clear-thinking queen has spoken to us in a way

          That in no way misses the mark or is untoward. So heed her.

          But all that is said and done must depend on Alkínoös here.”

          And then Alkínoös spoke, replying to him in turn:

          “Everything will be done just as you have said

          As long as I live and rule the Phaiêkians, who love their oars.

          350 Still, let the stranger be patient—however much he longs for home—

          And stay until tomorrow, when I will have finished arranging

          For all of the gifts to be given. His send-off concerns us men—

          All of us, but especially me. For it’s I who rules over this house.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Alkínoös, my lord, distinguished above all people,

          If you were to order me to stay here for even another year

          And then send me on my way after giving me splendid gifts,

          I would happily wish it so—it would profit me even more

          To return to the land of my fathers with hands full of even more treasure.

          360 I would be even more respected, even more beloved by all

          Men, when they saw me returning home to Ithaka.”

          And then Alkínoös spoke, replying to him in turn:

          “As we look at you, Odysseus, you strike us as being no one

          Who would cheat and swindle us—though there are surely many such men

          Whom the black earth nourishes among people far and wide,

          Carefully crafting lies that no one could ever see through.

          But you—there is charm in your words and nobility in your thoughts.

          You’ve recited this tale exactly as an expert bard would do,

          All the dire travails of the Achaeans—and your own.

          370 But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          Did you see any of your comrades, those godlike men who went

          To Ilion with you and met their fate over there?

          The night before us is long—indescribably so! It’s not time

          For sleep in our Hall. No, tell me about those prodigious deeds!

          I would gladly stay right here until the gleaming of dawn, if you’d only

          Agree to tell the tale of your troubles here in our Hall.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Alkínoös, my lord, distinguished above all people,

          There’s a time for telling long tales, but there’s also a time for bed.

          380 Yet, if you still feel a longing to listen, then I would hardly refuse

          To tell you a tale that is even more pitiful. I shall speak

          Of the miseries of my comrades who died afterward—

          Who managed to escape the din of the Trojans’ battle-cries

          But perished on their return through the will of a wicked woman.

          Once hallowed Persephone had scattered all the shades

          In every direction—the shades of the tribes of womankind—

          The shade of Agamemnon, son of Atreus, approached,

          Stricken with grief, while other shades gathered around, all those

          Who died with him in the house of Aigisthos and met their fates.

          390 He knew me straightaway, as soon as he’d drunk the black blood.

          Keening, he went on weeping as he let the hot tears pour down

          And stretched his arms toward me, yearning for an embrace—

          But no. For he no longer had any strength remaining, no vigor,

          Like the vigor and strength he once had in all his supple limbs.

          I wept as I looked at him, pity filling my heart,

          And addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          ‘Most glorious Atreḯdes, Agamemnon, lord of men,

          What doom of death overcame you?—death, which draws out our pain!

          Did Poseidon overwhelm you as you sailed upon your ships,

          400 Whipping the winds hard against you into a horrible blast?

          Or did enemies bring you to ruin while you were on dry land,

          Stealing somebody’s cattle or some fine flocks of sheep—

          Or perhaps you were waging war for a city and its women?’

          My words. And then he spoke, replying to me in turn:

          ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          No, Poseidon did not overwhelm me as I sailed upon my ship,

          Whipping the winds hard against me into a horrible blast.

          Nor did enemies bring me to ruin while I was on dry land.

          No, Aigisthos was the one who contrived my death and my downfall.

          410 He and his cursed bedmate killed me, a guest in his house,

          As we broke bread—he slew me the way you’d slaughter an ox at the trough.

          And so I died a most pitiful death, while all around me my comrades

          Were being slain, one by one, like swine with gleaming white tusks

          At a feast in the home of a wealthy man grown great in power

          Who is hosting a wedding or neighborly feast or a banquet with all the trimmings.

          By now you have been a witness to the deaths of so many men

          Who fell in single combat or in battle’s brutal scrum.

          But if you had witnessed this your heart would have burst out wailing,

          Seeing how, in the midst of the mixing-bowls and the tables still laden with food,

          420 We lay there in the Hall. The whole floor was oozing blood.

          I heard the voice—most pitiful sound!—of the daughter of Priam,

          Kassandra, as she was killed by the crafty Klytaimnêstra

          Over my body. As for me, I stretched my hands toward the earth,

          Smiting it as I was dying, run through with a sword. But that bitch

          Turned her back on me—she couldn’t bear, even as I went to Hades,

          To shut my eyes with her hands and firmly close my mouth.

          There is truly nothing more shameless, more like a dog, than a woman

          Who could store up such deeds as these deep inside her mind.

          Such indeed was the heinous act which that woman slyly contrived—

          430 Bringing about the murder of her lawful husband. I had thought

          I would be a welcome sight for my children and household slaves

          Once I was home. But she, her mind bent on nothing but evil,

          Has poured disgrace on herself and the entire race of women—

          Even those yet to be born, even those whose deeds are good.’

          His words. And then I replied, addressing him in turn:

          ‘For shame! How greatly has Zeus, whose thunder sounds far off,

          Shown his hatred for Atreus’s clan through the schemes of womenfolk

          From the start. So many of us died for the sake of Helen,

          And Klytaimnêstra was weaving her web while you were still far from home.’

          440 My words. He replied straightaway, addressing me in turn:

          ‘This is why even you must never be kind to your wife!

          When you’re telling some tale you know well, do not reveal everything—

          No, only tell her a part and keep the rest of it hidden.

          But for you, Odysseus, no murder will come your way from your wife,

          The daughter of Ikários, Penelope, clear-thinking woman:

          She is far too trustworthy, her mind bent only on good.

          Indeed, she was just a bride, so young, when we left her behind

          On our way off to the war, the child still at her breast,

          Just an infant—although by now he must have taken his place among men,

          450 Blessed because his dear father will come back and see him again,

          And he’ll embrace his father in greeting, as is only just and right.

          But my wife did not even let me fill my eyes with the sight

          Of my son. No, she slew me—me!—before I could see him.

          I shall tell you something else now, and be sure to take it to heart:

          Secretly—not in the open—you must bring your ship in to the cherished

          Land of your fathers, since women can never be trusted again.

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          Have you heard some word perhaps that my son is still alive—

          Perhaps in Orkhomenós, or by Pylos’s sandy shores?

          460 Or perhaps he is with Menelaos in Sparta’s sprawling plains.

          For splendid Orestes has not died upon the earth yet.’

          His words. And then I replied, addressing him in turn:

          ‘Atreḯdes, why ask me these questions? I myself know nothing at all—

          Whether he lives or has died. Such idle talk is bad.’

          And so the two of us stood there, exchanging these gloomy words

          And lamenting all the while, the hot tears streaming down.

          And then came the shade of Achilles, the son of Peleus,

          And with him the shades of Pátroklos and faultless Antílokhos

          And of Aías, who was by far the finest in looks and build

          470 Of all the other Danáäns, after Peleus’s faultless son.

          The shade of Aiakídes, so swift of foot, knew me then.

          Sorrowing, it addressed me with words that flew toward me like arrows:

          ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          You rascal—could you ever outdo this latest feat of yours?

          How on earth did you dare to come down to Hades, abode of the dead

          Whose thoughts have no substance—mere phantoms of mortals now withered away?’

          His words. And then I replied, addressing him in turn:

          ‘Achilles, son of Peleus, by far the most mighty Achaean,

          I came out of need for Teiresias—I thought he might tell me some plan

          480 As to how I might return to Ithaka’s rough-hewn land.

          For I’ve not yet come near Achaea and have yet to set foot on my own

          Land. No, my troubles have never let up. But you, Achilles?

          No one was ever more blessed nor will anyone be so again.

          Before, while you were alive, we Argives honored you

          Just as we honored the gods, and now you wield great power

          Among the dead here. So don’t let your death cause you grief, Achilles.’

          My words. He replied straightaway, addressing me in turn:

          ‘Don’t you sweet-talk me about death, illustrious Odysseus!

          I would far rather live off the earth as the serf of another man—

          490 Some man with a pitiful portion who barely ekes out a living—

          Than rule here as the lord of all those who are dead and gone.

          But come now, tell me something about my splendid son.

          Did he follow me into the war as the foremost fighter, or not?

          And tell me of faultless Peleus, if by chance you have heard any news—

          Does he still hold his place of honor in all the Myrmidon cities?

          Or do men throughout Hellas and Phthía disrespect him now

          Because old age has seized both his arms and his legs in its grip?

          For I myself can no longer defend him under the rays of the sun

          And be as I once was by the sprawling plains of Troy

          500 When I’d slaughter the enemy’s finest as I was defending the Argives.

          If I could only come back, even briefly, to my father’s house as I was!

          Those who tried to overthrow him or deny him his due honors

          Would have reason to loathe my might and these invincible hands.’

          His words. And then I replied, addressing him in turn:

          ‘Truly, I’ve not heard anything about faultless Peleus—

          But about your beloved son, Neoptólemos,

          I can tell you the whole truth, just as you have asked me.

          For I myself brought him out in my trim, sleek-bellied ship

          From Skyros, with the Achaeans in their sturdy greaves.

          510 Whenever we would discuss our plans for the city of Troy

          He was always the first to speak and his words always hit the mark—

          Only godlike Nestor and I could ever surpass him in speaking.

          But whenever we battled the Trojans out on the plain with our bronze

          He would never hang back among the crowds of the rank and file—

          No, he’d dash out far beyond the others, second to none in his might,

          Slaying multitudes of men amidst the dreadful carnage.

          I could never recite the names, let alone tell the stories of

          All the men in the hosts whom he slaughtered as he was defending the Argives.

          But here is one: Têlephos’s son, the prince Eurýpylos,

          520 Whom your son laid low with the bronze while Eurýpylos’s fellow Keteíans

          Were slaughtered around him in droves because of gifts that were made to a woman.

          He was the fairest man I ever saw, after dazzling Mémnôn.

          And then as we, the best of the Argives, were entering the Horse

          That Epeíos had labored to build—it was left to me to decide

          When to open and close the door of our sturdy ambuscade—

          The other Danáän commanders along with our counselors

          Were wiping away their tears as each man’s legs shook beneath him,

          Not once did these eyes of mine ever catch sight of him

          With his beautiful skin turning pale, or wiping away a tear

          530 From his cheeks. No, not him. Instead, he was endlessly begging me

          To let him out of the Horse as he grabbed the hilt of his sword

          And his lance, so heavy with bronze, with evil in mind for the Trojans.

          But once we had laid waste to Priam’s towering city

          Neoptólemos boarded his ship with his spoils—a handsome portion—

          Unscathed, having never been struck by a blade of sharpened bronze

          Or taken any wounds in hand-to-hand combat, as often

          Happens during a battle. For all is confusion when Ares rages.’

          My words. And then the shade of Achilles, so swift of foot,

          Went off, taking great strides, through the field of asphodel,

          540 Rejoicing because I had said that his son had achieved such distinction.

          Now, the other shades of those who were long since dead and gone

          Were standing, lamenting, all asking about what troubled them.

          Only the shade of Aías, the son of Telamôn,

          Stood off to the side, apart, still enraged because I had won

          A victory over him when we competed there by the ships

          For the arms of Achilles—the prize that was set by his lady mother.

          The sons of the Trojans were the judges, along with Pallas Athena.

          How I wish I had never won that victory, given the price!

          Because of those arms, the earth now holds this eminent man,

          550 Aías, who far surpassed in his looks and the deeds he performed

          All of the other Danáäns after Peleus’s faultless son.

          At that moment I myself spoke, using soft words to appease him:

          ‘Aías, faultless Telamôn’s son—can it be that even in death

          You cannot forget your fury at me because of that accursed

          Armor? It was the gods who set that bane on the Argives,

          For such was the tower of strength they lost when you died. We Achaeans

          Mourned you morning and night when you died, just as we had done

          For Achilles, son of Peleus. For all this, there was no one but Zeus

          To blame, for he harbored a violent hatred against the Danáän

          560 Army of spear-bearing men, and so laid you low with your fate.

          But come here now, my lord, so you can listen to my saga,

          My tale. Overpower your pride and that haughty heart of yours.’

          My words. But in reply he said nothing at all. Instead,

          To Érebos he went with the other shades of the dead and gone.

          Still, despite his rage he’d have spoken to me—or I to him,

          But the heart within my breast was eager to behold

          The shades of all the others who were dead and gone.

          Then I saw Minos there, the glorious son of Zeus,

          Holding a scepter of gold and meting justice out to the dead

          570 As he sat, while they pressed around him asking their lord for judgments

          As they sat or stood about throughout Hades with its wide-open gates.

          After I had seen him I caught sight of gigantic Orion

          Rounding up the wild beasts all through the asphodel meadow

          That he himself had killed upon the lonely mountains.

          He was holding a club in his hands—solid bronze, it had never been broken.

          And then I saw Tityós, the wide-famed son of Gaía,

          Lying there on the ground, stretched out over nine full roods:

          Two vultures, one on each side, were tearing away at his liver,

          Plunging into his innards—but he couldn’t fend them off with his hands.

          580 For he had once dragged off Leto, the illustrious consort of Zeus,

          As she was making her way to Pythô through lovely Panopeús.

          And I noticed Tantalos, too, suffering harsh pains

          As he stood in a pool of water which came all the way up to his chin.

          He strained like someone thirsty—but he wasn’t able to drink,

          For whenever the old man bent over, desperate to take a drink,

          The water kept disappearing, gurgling down; round his feet

          You could see the black earth showing. Some Power kept drying it up.

          Trees with soaring leaves dangled their fruit from on high,

          Pear trees and pomegranates and apples with lustrous fruit

          590 And sweet fig trees as well—flourishing olives, too.

          But whenever the old man tried to stretch out his hands to grasp them

          A wind would whisk them up toward the shadowy clouds.

          And I noticed Sísyphos, too, suffering harsh pains

          As he tried to hoist a gigantic boulder with both his hands.

          It’s true: he kept bracing himself, using both hands and feet

          And would push the rock up toward the crest of a hill—but whenever

          He was about to go over the top, its great weight would force it back down,

          And again that shameless rock would roll onto the plain once more.

          Once again he’d start pushing it up, straining mightily as the sweat

          600 Poured down his limbs, and a cloud of dust rose up from his head.

          And after I had seen him I noticed mighty Herakles—

          His phantom, that is: he himself was among the immortal gods

          Feasting in bliss. His wife was Hêbê, she of the lovely ankles,

          The child of mighty Zeus and Hera of the golden sandals.

          Around him, the dead were screeching—a sound that birds might make

          As they flutter about in terror. But he, looking dark as night,

          Holding his bow at the ready, an arrow poised on its string,

          Was peering around fiercely, like someone about to shoot.

          Dreadful to look upon was the sword-belt strapped around him,

          610 A broad band, all of gold, on which prodigious things had been fashioned:

          Bears and wild boars and lions whose eyes burned with hunger,

          Skirmishes and battles, slaughters and man-killing murders.

          Would that he’d never made it, that man who used all his talent

          To fashion Herakles’ sword-belt! May no one make another.

          He knew me straightaway as soon as he laid eyes on me

          And in sorrow addressed me with words that flew toward me like arrows:

          ‘Laërtiádes sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          Wretched man! So you, too, are weighed down by a dire fate

          Like the one I myself endured beneath the rays of the sun.

          620 I was the child of Zeus Kroníôn yet still bore miseries

          Beyond counting, since I was bound to serve an inferior

          Man, who commanded me to perform the most arduous labors.

          He once even sent me here to bring back the Hound—never more

          Was he able to think of a trial more grueling for me than that.

          So it was that I brought up the Hound and led it out of Hades.

          Hermes was my guide, and Athena of the bright owl-eyes.’

          Once he’d spoken, he went straightaway into the house of Hades.

          As for me, I stayed right there, hoping that one of the other

          Great princes who had perished in days of old might yet approach me.

          630 And in truth I’d have seen even more of the men I was hoping to glimpse—

          Theseus and Peiríthoös, illustrious children of gods—

          But before that could happen the countless tribes of the dead thronged around me

          With an unearthly cry. And green terror then seized hold of me,

          Terrified as I was that awesome Persephone would send

          The head of the Gorgon, dread monster, against me out from Hades.

          Then I went right back to the ship and gave orders to my crew

          To get on board themselves and cast the stern-cables off.

          They came aboard straightaway and took their seats at the benches.

          All along the Stream of Ocean she was borne by the swells of the current,

          640 Pushed, at first, by our rowing. But after that we had a fair wind.”
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          “Now after the ship had left the stream of the river Ocean

          For the swells of the open sea, whose routes are widely traveled,

          And then on to Aiaíê island, where Dawn who is born of morning

          Has her house and her dancing-spaces, the place where the Sun rises—

          Once we had arrived there, we beached the ship in the sand

          And then we ourselves disembarked where the surf breaks on the shore.

          There we fell deeply asleep and awaited the dazzling Dawn.

          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          I sent some comrades ahead to go to Circe’s dwelling

          10 And bring back Elpênor’s body—Elpênor, who had died.

          We swiftly split some logs where the headland juts out farthest,

          Lamenting all the while, the hot tears streaming down.

          Then, when the dead man’s body and his armor had been burned,

          We heaped a grave-mound up and hoisted a stele on top.

          At the peak we planted the oar that had fitted his hand so well.

          We performed all these tasks in due order. But we hardly escaped Circe’s notice

          After making our way back from Hades. No, she came very quickly

          Dressed in her finery, the attendants behind her bearing

          Bread and meats aplenty and gleaming ruddy wine.

          20 Standing there in our midst she addressed us, that splendid goddess:

          ‘You wretched creatures! Still living, you went down to the house of Hades

          And so you will be twice-dead—other people die only once.

          But come now, eat this food and drink this wine

          All throughout the day. But as soon as Dawn appears

          You must sail, and I myself will show you the route and explain

          Everything in full, lest you come to any grief,

          Caught in some painful web either at sea or on land.’

          Her words. And the stalwart hearts within us were convinced.

          All throughout the day, then, until the sun was sinking down,

          30 We sat and feasted on meats aplenty and sweet strong drink.

          But once the sun had sunk down and darkness was descending

          The men went off to sleep back where the stern-cables were.

          Taking me by the hand, she led me away from my comrades,

          Then sat me down and lay beside me, full of questions about all that had happened.

          And indeed I laid out the whole tale just as it ought to be told.

          The Lady Circe spoke then, addressing me with these words:

          ‘All those things are well behind you, just as you’ve told it. But listen

          To what I will say to you, and a god himself will remind you.

          The first thing you will encounter are the Sirens, a pair who enchant

          40 Every single person who manages to reach them.

          A man who knew no better might come near them and hear the voices

          Of the Sirens, but then he would have no wife or little children

          There at his side with glad hearts when he made his return to his house.

          No, the Sirens would work their enchantment with their song, so piercing and sweet,

          As they sit in a meadow surrounded by a giant pile of bones

          Of men who are rotting away, their skin shriveled up all over.

          No, row your ship right past them and stop up your comrades’ ears

          With honey-sweet wax you’ve kneaded, so none of the other men

          Can hear. Still, if you yourself have any desire to hear them

          50 Have your men tie you up on the ship, binding your hands and your feet

          As you stand up on the mast-frame, roping you to the mast,

          So you can hear the Sirens’ voices but still take pleasure in them.

          And if you start to beg your comrades to set you free—even if

          You command them—then have them bind you with even more rope.

          But I cannot tell you plainly what you must do thereafter,

          Once your comrades have rowed all the way past the Sirens—

          I cannot say which route you should take. No, you yourself must ponder

          Deep within your mind. But I will say something of both.

          Over one of the routes there hang jagged crags against which

          60 The enormous swells of blue-eyed Amphitríte crash.

          “Wanderers” is the name that the blessed gods have given them.

          Nothing that flies can pass through them—no, not even the timorous

          Doves that carry ambrosia up to Father Zeus,

          For the sheared-off face of the rock always snatches one of them up

          While the Father, to make up the number, puts another one in its place.

          No ship of men that has reached there has managed to get away—

          No, the planks of ships and the bodies of dead men

          Are tossed by the swells of the sea and by dire squalls of fire.

          One seagoing vessel alone has ever sailed straight through:

          70 The Argo, well known to all people, as she sailed on home from Aiëtes.

          And the swells would have hurled her, too, against those gigantic rocks

          Had Hera not sent her on through, since Jason was dear to her.

          On the other route, two cliffs loom. The pointed peak of one

          Reaches all the way up to wide heaven and is ringed by a cloud of dark

          Blue, which never burns off, nor do clear bright skies

          Ever touch its summit—not in summertime nor at the harvest.

          No mortal could ever climb it or set foot upon its peak,

          Not if he had twenty hands, not if he had twenty feet.

          For the face of the rock is as sheer as if someone had polished it smooth.

          80 In the middle of this cliff there lies a murky cave

          That faces West, toward Érebos—the very place toward which

          You will steer your sleek-hulled ship, illustrious Odysseus.

          Not one of the strapping men aboard the sleek-hulled ship

          Could reach that hollow cave with a single shot of an arrow.

          Inside it Skylla dwells, yapping hideously.

          Oh yes, the sound that she makes is the sound of a newly whelped puppy

          But she is a monster, hideous—no one could ever delight

          To behold her, not even a god who happened to come across her.

          Truly, she has twelve legs, all of them dangling, jointless,

          90 And six necks, enormously long, and on top of each of the necks

          Is a head—harrowing sight!—each with three rows of teeth

          Thickly crowded together, all of them filled with black death.

          The lower half of her body is sunk in the hollow cave,

          But she holds her heads far out beyond that dreadful abyss

          And does her fishing right there, watching eagerly from her cliff

          For dolphins and seals and whatever larger catch she might snatch,

          Which Amphitríte, who roars so loudly, tends in numbers beyond counting.

          There isn’t a sailor alive who could claim that he had escaped her

          Unscathed in his ship, for each head carries away one man

          100 After snatching him out of the ship with its blue-painted prow.

          You will see that the other cliff does not loom as high, Odysseus.

          The two cliffs are close to each other—one bowshot would cover the distance.

          On this one, a huge wild fig-tree flourishes, fully leafed,

          While beneath it Kharybdis, that marvel, gulps the black water down.

          Thrice each day she vomits it up, thrice she gulps it back down—

          A horror. God help you if you are there when she’s gulping it down!

          No one could rescue you then from doom, not even Earth-Shaker.

          Try to come as close as you can to Skylla’s cliff, then quickly

          Row your ship right past it, for it is better by far

          110 To mourn six of the men from your ship than to mourn all of them together.’

          Her words. And then I replied, addressing her in turn:

          ‘Come now and tell me something, goddess—only the truth:

          Is it somehow possible to slip away from deadly Kharybdis

          While still warding off the other one as she tries to destroy my comrades?’

          My words. And the dazzling goddess swiftly made her reply:

          ‘You wretch—at it again! Your heart’s always set on battle

          And trouble. Won’t you ever give in, even to the gods immortal?

          She is not mortal, you know, but a horror that cannot die,

          Dreadful and harsh and savage and impossible to fight.

          120 There’s no possible way around her. The best way forward is flight.

          If you tarry too long by the cliff while you’re getting into your armor

          I fear that she might lunge out once more and attack your men

          With as many heads as the first time and snatch just as many men.

          Instead, row as fast as you can and then call upon Sheer Force,

          Skylla’s mother, who bore her to be a plague upon all mortals,

          And then she will stop her daughter from making further attacks.

          Then you will reach Thrinakía, an island where you will find many

          Cattle and fine flocks that belong to Helios,

          Seven herds of cattle, as many flocks of beautiful sheep,

          130 Fifty head in each herd. They do not produce any offspring

          Nor do they ever die. Goddesses tend to the herds—

          Two nymphs with beautiful braids, Phaëthousa and Lampetíê,

          Whom glorious Néaira bore to Helios Hyperion.

          Once she had given birth and raised them, their lady mother

          Settled them far away on the island of Thrinakía

          To watch over their father’s flocks and his lumbering, twisty-horned cattle.

          If you leave them alone, unharmed, ever mindful of your homecoming,

          You may yet return to Ithaka, even though you will suffer hardships.

          But if you do lay hands on them, I foresee destruction for you—

          140 For your ship and for your comrades. And if you yourself escape

          You will still come home late and hapless, after losing all your comrades.’

          Her words. And suddenly Dawn, enthroned in gold, appeared.

          The dazzling goddess went off then, making her way up the island.

          But I went right back to the ship and gave orders to my crew

          To get on board themselves and cast the stern-cables off.

          They came aboard straightaway and took their seats at the benches.

          They sat there, row by row, and whipped up the iron-gray brine.

          A favoring wind sprang up then, just aft of the dark-prowed ship,

          Bellying out the sail to help us—a useful companion

          150 Sent by Circe of the beautiful braids, dread goddess who speaks like a human.

          Once we had made fast every piece of tackle on board

          We sat down. The wind and the steersman kept the ship on course.

          It was then that I spoke with my comrades, grieving in my heart:

          ‘My friends, it isn’t right for only one or two men to know

          The prophecies which Circe, that dazzling goddess, recounted.

          But I’ll tell you now. That way—fully aware—we’ll either die

          Or somehow steer clear of death and escape from ruin.

          She bids us, first, to avoid the sound of the unearthly Sirens’

          Voices, and to steer clear of the meadow blooming with flowers.

          160 Me alone did she command to listen to their voice, but first

          You must bind me painfully tight—making sure I stay right there,

          Standing upon the mast-frame—then rope me to the mast.

          And if I start to beg you to set me free, comrades—even if

          I command you to—then you must bind me with even more rope.’

          Each of these things I made clear as I spoke to my comrades then.

          In the meantime, the stoutly built ship swiftly arrived at the island

          Of the Sirens, for an easy wind was pushing us along.

          Then all of a sudden the wind died down and a calm descended,

          Windless, while some Power lulled the swells to sleep.

          170 My comrades then got to their feet and furled the sails of the ship,

          Which they stowed in the sleek-hulled ship. And then they took their seats

          By the oars, foaming the water with those well-smoothed lengths of pine.

          At that point, I took the sharp bronze and sliced into a huge round of wax,

          Cutting it up into pieces which I kneaded with my sturdy hands.

          Soon enough the wax grew warm, compelled by that powerful pressure

          And by the rays of Helios, the Lord Hyperion.

          Then, one by one, I stopped up my comrades’ ears.

          They tied me fast on the ship, binding my hands and my feet

          As I stood upon the mast-frame and then roping me to the mast.

          180 Then they sat there, row by row, and whipped up the iron-gray brine.

          Once we had gotten as far as the sound of a shout will reach

          We pressed on swiftly—but the Sirens noticed the sea-swift ship

          As it sprinted alongside them. They struck up their sonorous song:

          ‘O Odysseus, rich in praise, great glory of the Achaeans,

          Come hither now, halt your ship and hear the sound of our voice!

          For no one has ever rowed past us aboard his black-hulled ship

          Before he’s heard the voice from our lips with its honeyed harmonies.

          But once he has taken his pleasure, he returns knowing so much more.

          For well we know all the hardships that there, in Troy’s sprawling plains,

          190 Both the Argives and the Trojans endured through the will of the gods.

          And we know whatever happens on the earth, which nourishes all.’

          So they spoke as they poured forth their lovely voice. My heart

          Was eager to listen to them and, motioning with my brows,

          I ordered my comrades to free me. But they fell to and kept on rowing.

          Perimêdes then stood up with Eurýlokhos, and both straightaway

          Bound me with even more rope as they tied me up more tightly.

          But once we’d rowed all the way past them and weren’t able any longer

          To hear the sound of the Sirens’ voices, hear their song,

          My comrades, always so faithful, quickly took out the wax

          200 I had used to stop up their ears, and released me from my bonds.

          Now once we had left the island behind us, I straightaway saw

          Smoke and a giant wave and heard the sound of crashing.

          The men were struck with terror and the oars flew out of their hands,

          All of them splashing loudly in the current. The ship stopped moving

          On the spot, since the men could no longer ply their tapered oars.

          I paced up and down the ship, urging my comrades on,

          Cajoling them, approaching each of the men in turn:

          ‘Friends, there’s no kind of disaster in which we have not been schooled,

          And the one that’s upon us now is hardly worse than when Cyclops

          210 Used violence and brute force to pen us up in his smooth-hollowed cave.

          But even from that place—thanks to my courage, my schemes, and my wits—

          We escaped. And these woes, too, I suspect, we’ll remember one day.

          Now then, do just as I say and let’s all of us fall into line.

          You all must use your oars to whip up the deep-breaking surf

          As you sit there at your benches, in the hope that somehow Zeus

          Might grant that we escape the disaster now before us.

          Now for your orders, steersman: be sure to take them to heart,

          Since you are the one who’s got the rudder of our sleek-hulled ship.

          Give the smoke and the waves a wide berth, keeping the ship well away,

          220 And instead hold hard by the cliff so she won’t veer to the other side

          Without your noticing it and drive us all to our ruin.’

          My words. And they swiftly obeyed all that I had said.

          Of Skylla I breathed not a word—a scourge we could not get around—

          Since I feared that my companions, terrified, would abandon

          Their seats at the rowing benches and huddle together below.

          It was then that the harrowing orders that Circe had given me

          Flew out of my head—for she’d ordered me not to arm myself.

          Yet I donned my glorious armor and took two long lances,

          Grasping them in both hands, and then went up on deck

          230 By the prow—the place, I reckoned, where Skylla would come into view

          As she sat there on her rock, a torment for my comrades.

          But I could not catch sight of her and soon my eyes grew tired

          As I carefully peered all around, there by the misty rock.

          We sailed up the narrow strait, wailing all the way:

          Skylla on one side, on the other unearthly Kharybdis,

          Gulping the sea’s salt water all the way down—a horror.

          Whenever she’d vomit it up it was just like a seething cauldron

          That bubbles up to the brim when it’s set on a roaring fire,

          While the spray rained down on the cliffs on either side.

          240 But when once again she began to suck down the sea’s salt water

          Her innards would be revealed, seething; all round the cliff

          She would bellow horribly while down there at the bottom

          The earth would show through, dark with sand. Green terror seized hold of them.

          While we were looking over at her, terrified of destruction,

          Skylla darted out; and from our sleek-hulled ship

          Snatched up six of my men, the finest for force and brute strength.

          As I scanned the swift-running ship for my crewmen, I could already

          Glimpse their legs and hands dangling high in the air

          As they were being hoisted aloft—crying out, calling

          250 My name for the very last time, agony in their hearts.

          Just as when a fisherman sits on an outcrop and tosses

          Tidbits to snare the small fry, then uses a very long pole

          To plunge the horn of a field-dwelling ox into the ocean,

          Then yanks the fish that he’s caught, still writhing, onto shore—

          That’s how those men kept writhing as they were hoisted toward the cliffs.

          There, just inside her cave, she devoured them as they shrieked,

          Stretching their arms toward me in their horrifying death-throes—

          By far the most heart-rending sight that these eyes of mine ever saw

          During all of my ordeals as I quested over the seas.

          260 But once we had gotten away from the cliffs, from dreadful Kharybdis

          And Skylla, we arrived right away at the untouched island

          Of the god, and there we found the beautiful, wide-browed cattle

          And the many goodly flocks of Hyperion, the Sun.

          Even as I was still sailing upon my black-hulled ship

          I could hear the lowing of cows being herded back to their pens

          And the bleating of sheep. At that moment I recalled with a start

          The words of the sightless seer, Teiresias the Theban,

          And of Circe of Aiaíê, who had given me strict instructions

          To avoid the island of Helios, he who brings joy to mortals.

          270 It was then that I spoke with my comrades, grieving in my heart:

          ‘Listen to what I say, however much you have suffered,

          So that I might relate to you the prophecies of Teiresias

          And of Circe of Aiaíê, who gave me strict instructions

          To avoid the island of Helios, he who brings joy to mortals.

          For there, they declared, we would find the most dreadful evil of all.

          No: row the black-hulled ship far away from the island.’

          My words. And straightaway the hearts in their breasts were shattered.

          Then came the swift reply of Eurýlokhos—hateful words.

          ‘Odysseus the Hard-Hearted! So much vigor to spare, and your limbs

          280 Such strangers to fatigue! It’s as if you were made of iron.

          To think that you won’t allow your comrades, so completely done in

          By exhaustion and sleeplessness, to set foot on dry land, where at last

          We could make a hearty meal on this island surrounded by waves!

          But no. You command us to wander straight through the swift-falling night,

          Driven away from the island and onto the misty ocean.

          But the night gives rise to ferocious winds that do great damage

          To ships: how on earth could someone steer clear of looming destruction

          If a squall of roiling winds were to spring up suddenly—

          Nótos, the South Wind, or Zéphyros, the blasting West Wind, which so often

          290 Splinter our ships into pieces in the teeth of the gods our lords.

          Surely not! This time let us yield to the black night

          And prepare a meal for ourselves here beside the swift-running ship.

          Then at dawn we’ll go aboard and make for the open sea.’

          Those were the words of Eurýlokhos, and all the others applauded.

          It was then that I understood that some Power was plotting evil,

          And I addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          ‘So you’d force my hand, Eurýlokhos!—seeing I stand alone.

          Ah well, then you all must swear a powerful oath for me now:

          If we come on a herd of cattle or a great flock of sheep,

          300 Let none of us give in to willful heedlessness

          And kill either cow or sheep. No, you must content yourselves

          With eating the food that immortal Circe provided for us.’

          My words. And they quickly swore not to do so, as I had commanded.

          After they had sworn and then made an end to their oath,

          We anchored the well-built ship deep within the harbor’s embrace

          Hard by a spring of sweet water. My comrades disembarked

          From the ship and then skillfully prepared themselves a meal.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food

          They were put in mind of their comrades, so dear to them, and mourned them—

          310 The ones whom Skylla had snatched from the sleek-hulled ship and then eaten.

          And, as they were mourning their friends, delectable sleep came upon them.

          But once the third watch had come and the stars had crossed the sky,

          Zeus, who marshals the clouds, whipped up a blustery wind

          Into a furious tempest. With the clouds he had gathered, he hid

          Land and sea alike. Night rushed down from the sky.

          But when morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          We dragged the ship into a smooth-hollowed cave and moored her.

          Inside were the beautiful dancing-floors and the seats that belonged to the nymphs.

          And then I called an Assembly and made this speech to my men:

          320 ‘Friends, there’s food and drink inside our swift-running ship,

          So let’s keep away from the cattle—no point getting into trouble.

          For these cows and these fine flocks belong to a dread god,

          Helios, the Sun, who sees all and hears everything.’

          My words. And the stalwart hearts in their breasts were convinced.

          For a month Nótos blew, never stopping, nor did another wind

          Ever arise thereafter, apart from the East and the South Winds.

          And as long as they had enough grain and ruddy wine to drink

          They kept their hands off the cattle, since they desperately wanted to live.

          But when all of the ship’s provisions had finally been used up

          330 They were forced to wander around and pursue wild quarry,

          Fish and birds—whatever they managed to get their hands on,

          Using curved hooks to fish with. For hunger was cramping their bellies.

          As for me, I went away, up into the island to pray

          To the gods—perhaps one of them might show me a way to get home.

          Once I’d given my comrades the slip as I made my way up-island,

          I carefully washed my hands at a place in the lee of the wind

          And prayed to all the gods who hold their homes on Olympos.

          But they merely poured sweet sleep down upon my eyelids.

          Then Eurýlokhos set out for his comrades a plan filled with wicked intentions:

          340 ‘Listen closely to what I say, however much you’ve all suffered.

          Every kind of death is hateful to wretched mortals,

          But the most awful is death by starvation: what a way to meet one’s fate!

          Come now, let’s round up the finest of the cattle of the Sun

          And sacrifice them to the gods who inhabit the far-flung heavens.

          And if we ever succeed in reaching Ithaka, land of our fathers,

          We will straightaway build a rich temple to Helios Hyperion

          And place a wealth of lavish offerings inside.

          But if for any reason he’s angered on account of his long-horned cattle

          And wants to destroy our ship, and the other gods follow his lead—

          350 Well, I’d rather lose my life at once by gagging on a wave

          Than waste away, drop by drop, here on this desert island.’

          Those were Eurýlokhos’s words, and all the others applauded.

          Straightaway they rounded up the finest of the cattle of the Sun

          From nearby—for not very far from our ship with its blue-painted prow

          Beautiful, wide-browed cows were lumbering about, grazing.

          The men stood round in a circle and offered a prayer to the gods

          After plucking off tender leaves from the boughs of soaring oaks:

          For they had no white barley aboard the ship with its many benches.

          Once they had prayed and cut the throats of the victims and flayed them,

          360 They carved the thigh-bones out and covered them with fat

          That they’d folded into two layers, then placed raw tidbits upon them.

          They had no wine to pour over the blazing offerings

          And so made their libations with water as they roasted all the innards.

          But once they had burned up the thigh-bones and tasted of the entrails,

          They cut the rest of it up and speared the pieces on skewers.

          At that moment, delectable sleep bolted away from my eyelids

          And I went down to my swift-running ship, there at the shore of the sea.

          But as I was getting close to the ship with its curved stem and stern

          The fragrance of smoky fat drifted all around me.

          370 Groaning in despair, I cried out to the gods immortal:

          ‘Father Zeus and all you other blessed gods who exist forever,

          Truly, it was to destroy me that you lulled me with pitiless sleep

          While my comrades stayed behind and planned this enormity!’

          To Hyperion the Sun a messenger then came swiftly—

          Long-gowned Lampetíê—to tell him we’d slaughtered his cattle.

          Straightaway he addressed the immortals, his heart filled with wrath:

          ‘Father Zeus and all you other blessed gods who exist forever,

          Punish the companions of Odysseus, son of Laërtes!

          For they’ve wantonly slaughtered the cattle that always brought to me

          380 Great joy as I made my way up into the starry heavens,

          And then when I turned back and left the skies for the earth.

          Unless they pay me some fitting compensation for my cattle

          I shall go down to the house of Hades and shine among the dead!’

          Zeus who marshals the clouds spoke to him then in reply:

          ‘Helios, you must keep shining here among the immortals

          And on mortals, too, doomed to die on the earth which yields life-giving grain.

          I shall hurl a blazing thunderbolt at the swift-running ship of his men

          And splinter it into pieces in the middle of the wine-faced ocean.’

          (All this I heard from Kalypso, she of the beautiful braids:

          390 She told me that she herself had heard it from Hermes the Guide.)

          And then I went down to the ship, there by the shore of the sea,

          And stood over each man in turn, railing at him. But we couldn’t

          Find any escape from our trouble since the cattle were already dead.

          At that moment, the gods displayed monstrous omens for them:

          The skins of the cattle were crawling and the meat on the skewers was lowing,

          The raw bits as well as the roasted ones, making noises that cattle make.

          For six straight days my comrades—such trustworthy, faithful men!—

          Made a feast of the Sun’s finest cattle after they’d rounded them up.

          But when Zeus the son of Kronos brought the seventh day upon us

          400 The wind that had whipped in the tempest suddenly grew calm.

          We hurriedly boarded the ship and set out for the open sea,

          Then set up the mast in its place and ran up the white sails once more.

          But when we’d left the island behind and there was no sign of land

          To be seen, nothing at all but the sky and sea around us,

          Kroníôn set a thunderhead of the darkest blue right above

          Our sleek-hulled ship, and beneath it the ocean grew dark with fog.

          But the ship didn’t run on very long, for suddenly Zéphyros, the West Wind,

          Came howling down upon us and blew in a furious tempest

          As the squall of roiling winds snapped the forestays on both sides.

          410 The mainmast toppled backward and all of the rigging cascaded

          Down into the bilges, while back by the stern of the ship

          The mast struck the head of the steersman and all the bones in his head

          Were smashed completely together. Looking just like a diver,

          He plummeted off the half-deck. His brave spirit abandoned his bones.

          Then, all at once, Zeus thundered and hurled his lightning at the ship.

          Struck all over by Zeus’s lightning, the ship spun round and round

          And filled up with a sulfurous smoke as my comrades fell overboard.

          Looking just like cormorants, they bobbed about on the waves

          All around the black-hulled ship. The god snatched their homecoming from them.

          420 I kept pacing the ship, up and down, till the rough seas finally loosened

          The sides of the ship from the keel. The waves bore her on, stripped bare now,

          And snapped the mast clean off at the keel—but a backstay,

          Fashioned from the hide of an ox, had been hurled on top of it.

          I used it to lash them both together, the keel and the mast,

          And then, sitting astride them, I was borne by the deadly winds.

          Then the wind that had whipped in the tempest, Zéphyros, grew suddenly calm

          As Nótos, the South Wind, rushed in, bringing pain to my heart—

          For it would force me to make my way past deadly Kharybdis again.

          I was carried along through the night. As the sun was coming up

          430 I came once more to the cliffs of Skylla and dreadful Kharybdis,

          Who was gulping the sea’s salt water all the way down.

          But I hurled myself into the air toward that lofty fig-tree

          And clung to it, hanging down like a bat. There was nowhere at all

          To get a solid foothold, let alone to climb it,

          For its roots spread out far below and its boughs rose high into the air:

          Stretching far out, so huge, they overshadowed Kharybdis.

          Never once relaxing my grip, I hung there—maybe she’d vomit

          The mast and the keel back up. So I was hoping when—

          Finally! At the time a man comes home for his supper from Assembly,

          440 Where he’s judged the endless disputes of strapping young men bringing lawsuits—

          That’s when those timbers appeared once again from the maw of Kharybdis.

          It was then that I let my feet and my hands go plunging downward

          And splashed right into the water, just beyond the huge timbers.

          Sitting on top of them, I used my hands to paddle away.

          The father of men and of gods would not suffer me to behold

          Skylla again—if I had, I’d not have escaped looming destruction.

          From there I drifted along for nine days. On the night of the tenth,

          I was brought by the gods to the island of Ogygía, home of Kalypso,

          She of the beautiful braids, dread goddess who speaks like a mortal.

          450 She welcomed and cared for me. But why go on telling this tale?

          It was only yesterday that I sat in your house telling it

          To you and your stately consort. I hate the very idea

          Of telling a tale that’s been clearly told before.”
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          His words. And a hush descended as all of them fell silent,

          Held absolutely spellbound all through the shadowy palace.

          Then Alkínoös in turn spoke to him in reply:

          “Ah, Odysseus! Since you have come to my house with its footing of bronze

          And its high-built roof, I suspect that you won’t be driven back here

          Again as you make your way home—though it’s true you have suffered so much.

          Now to each and every one of you men here in my palace

          Who are drinking the ruddy wine from the vintage reserved for us elders

          And listening to the bard, I urge you to do as I say:

          10 In a beautifully polished chest there lie garments for our guest,

          And gold that has been wrought with intricate art, and the other

          Gifts that the Phaiêkian councillors had brought here—

          Come now, let us each in turn give him a sizeable tripod as well,

          And a cauldron, too. Then let us collect the cost from the people

          And pay ourselves back, for it’s hard to provide such gifts for free.”

          Those were the words of Alkínoös, and the men found his speech to their liking.

          All were ready for bed now and each headed home to his house.

          But when morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          They rushed down to the ship bearing the bronze, which shows men’s mettle.

          20 That august man, Alkínoös, went through the ship himself,

          Carefully stowing the gifts beneath the benches, so they would not

          Get in the way of the men as they drove ahead with their oars.

          Then they went to the house of Alkínoös and started preparing a feast.

          That august man, Alkínoös, made sacrifice of a bull

          To Zeus the son of Kronos, Dark with Clouds, the Lord of All.

          Once they had burned the thigh-bones, they dined on a splendid feast

          Which delighted their hearts. Then the bard, Demódokos, god-inspired,

          Honored by all the people, sang to them. But Odysseus

          Kept turning his head toward the sun which sheds brilliance everywhere,

          30 Eager for it to set. Truly, he yearned to go home.

          As a man will yearn for his supper when his team with their wine-colored coats

          Have been pulling the sturdy plow through the fallow fields all day long—

          How welcome to him is the light of the sun as it is setting—

          Time to go home for dinner!—and his knees ache as he walks:

          That’s how welcome to Odysseus was the sight of the setting sun.

          Straightaway he addressed the Phaiêkians, those men who loved their oars,

          Though the words that he spoke were meant for Alkínoös most of all:

          “Mighty Alkínoös, distinguished above all people,

          Pour your libations now and send me safe on my way. Farewell!

          40 For all that my heart desired has now been granted to me—

          The escort home, the gifts, which I pray that the gods in their heavens

          May bless with prosperity. May I return to find my wife

          At home, above reproach, with our loved ones safe and sound.

          And you who are staying behind here, may you gladden the hearts

          Of your wedded wives and your children. May the gods grant you every kind

          Of goodness, and may no trouble come upon your people.”

          His words. And then all of them approved and gave the order

          To send the stranger on his way, since all that he’d said, he said rightly.

          Then the mighty lord Alkínoös addressed a word to his herald:

          50 “Pontónöos Sea-Mind, go mix some wine in a bowl and pour it

          For all who are here in these halls, so we might pray to Zeus the Father

          And send our guest-friend off, back to the land of his fathers.”

          His words. Then Pontónöos Sea-Mind mixed the wine with its heart of honey

          And poured it for each man in turn. Then everyone poured out libations

          Right there, from where they were sitting, to all the blessed gods,

          Who dwell in heaven’s wide spaces. Then glorious Odysseus arose

          And placed in Arétê’s hands a cup adorned with two handles,

          And spoke to her then with words that flew toward her like arrows:

          “My queen, I bid you farewell through all your life, till old age

          60 Comes for you—and then death; both are common to all mortal folk.

          But it is time for me to go. May you have joy, here in this house,

          Of your children and your people and of Alkínoös the king.”

          So saying, glorious Odysseus strode across the threshold

          And the great lord Alkínoös sent the herald along to bring him

          Aboard the swift-running ship, there by the shore of the sea.

          Arétê, meanwhile, sent some female slaves as well:

          One to bring a cloak, sparkling clean, and a tunic,

          Another to carry the chest, built so solidly,

          And a third to bring in the food along with the ruddy wine.

          70 Now once they had made their way to the ship, there by the sea,

          Swiftly the noble attendants took it all, the drink and the victuals,

          And stowed them carefully aboard the sleek-bellied ship.

          For Odysseus they then spread out a blanket and linen sheets

          On the deck of the sleek-hulled ship—far aft, so that he could sleep

          Soundly. Then he himself went aboard and lay down to sleep

          Peacefully. And then they sat down at the thole-pins, each of the men

          In his place, then loosed the hawser from the pierced mooring-stone.

          And then, leaning all the way back, they churned the sea with their oar-blades.

          At that moment, delicious sleep slid down onto his eyelids,

          80 A slumber deep and most sweet, like nothing so much as death.

          And the ship? As a team of horses, four stallions yoked together,

          Will burst out onto the plain beneath the strokes of the lash

          And tread the air, borne aloft, as they speed along their way—

          Just so was the stern of the ship borne aloft, and in its wake

          A colossal seething swell from the clamoring sea was heaving.

          But she sped along on her course safe and sound—not even a wheeling

          Hawk, that swiftest of birds, could ever have outpaced her.

          So it was that she sliced through the swells as she sped across the sea,

          Carrying a man who resembled the gods in counsel,

          90 Who had suffered many a toil, anguish in his heart,

          Tried by the wars men waged, tried by the grueling sea,

          But who now slept perfectly still, forgetful of all he had suffered.

          Now when the brightest of all the stars had risen—more than any other,

          It heralds the coming light of Dawn, the child of morning—

          The ship, which had traveled the seas, drew near to the island at last.

          In the land of Ithaka there’s a harbor that belongs to

          Phórkys, the Old Man of the Sea. Upon it there are two headlands

          That jut out and then plunge down all the way to the harbor,

          And keep the enormous swells whipped up by stormy winds

          100 Safely outside while, within, the ships with their deep rows of benches

          Are at rest, without any moorings, once they’ve reached their goal: safe harbor.

          At the head of the harbor there stands a slender-leaved olive tree;

          Nearby, there is a cave, delightful and shadowed with mist,

          That is sacred to the nymphs who go by the name of Naiads.

          Inside, there are mixing-bowls and two-handled jars made of stone;

          Inside, too, there are bees busily storing their honey.

          There are looms inside made of stone, hugely tall, where the nymphs

          Weave robes dyed deep sea-purple—an amazing sight to behold;

          Inside, too, there are streams ever-flowing. The cave has two doorways:

          110 One of them faces Boréas, the North Wind, and is for people;

          While the other, toward Nótos, the South Wind, is for gods—no men

          Enter that doorway, ever. It is a pathway for the immortals.

          Here they rowed the ship in—a spot that they knew of—and then

          The ship ran up the shore until half of her hull was beached,

          Plowing onward—powerfully propelled by the arms of the rowers.

          After stepping onto shore from the ship with its sturdy ribs,

          The men first lifted Odysseus out of the sleek-hulled ship,

          Still swaddled in the linen and wrapped in the shimmering blanket,

          And placed him down on the sand, still overcome by sleep,

          120 And then lifted out his possessions—all that the noble Phaiêkians

          Had bestowed as he set out for home, thanks to great-hearted Athena.

          These they gathered together and set down at the base of the olive tree

          Well outside the roadway, for fear that some wayfaring man

          Might find them and do some mischief before Odysseus woke.

          Then they themselves went back, speeding homeward. But Earth-Shaker

          Had not forgotten the threats he’d once made against Odysseus,

          That man like a god. So he questioned Zeus about his plan:

          “Father Zeus, never again will I be honored among the immortal

          Gods—not if mortals don’t show me the slightest bit of respect—

          130 The Phaiêkians, I mean, who are sprung from my own stock.

          For I had declared that Odysseus would suffer many disasters

          As he made his way home, though it’s true that I did not deprive him completely

          Of his homecoming, since you promised it and nodded your approval.

          But now they’ve brought him, sleeping, aboard their swift-running ship

          And set him down on Ithaka and given him untold treasures,

          Bronze and gold aplenty and woven raiment as well.

          So much!—more than Odysseus could have won for himself at Troy

          If he had come back safe and sound with his full share of the spoils.”

          Zeus, who marshals the clouds, replied to him in turn:

          140 “Come, come, Shaker of Earth, Mighty One—look what you’ve said!

          The gods show you no disrespect in the least; it would be hard

          To hurl insults at the best and most august of us all.

          But if some man, drunk on power and strength, fails to give you your due

          Then you can always take your revenge, even in the future.

          So do whatever you please and whatever your heart desires.”

          Poseidon, Shaker of Earth, replied to him then in turn:

          “I would do so straightaway, Stormcloud, just as you say—

          But I am always in awe of your anger and do my best to avoid it.

          Now then, what I want to do to the Phaiêkians’ splendid ship

          150 As it returns from escorting him home upon the misty ocean

          Is to smash it to bits, so they’ll stop—so they’ll leave off escorting people

          Home. I will blot out their city with a great huge mountain.”

          Zeus, who marshals the clouds, replied to him in turn:

          “Dear fellow, here is what strikes me as being the best course of action:

          As soon as the people catch sight of the ship driving on toward shore—

          They’ll be watching from the city—turn her to stone, close to land:

          A rock in the shape of a swift-running ship, so all mortal people

          Will be dumbstruck. And then blot out their city with a great huge mountain.”

          When Poseidon the Shaker of Earth heard what he had said

          160 He went off to Skhería, the place where the Phaiêkians live.

          There he stayed, waiting. The seafaring ship soon drew near,

          Swiftly pursuing its course. But Earth-Shaker himself now drew near

          And turned her into stone, rooting her to the ground

          With a single smack from the flat of his hand. And then he was gone.

          The Phaiêkians, lovers of oars, those men so famed for their ships,

          Addressed one another then with words that flew forth like arrows.

          With a glance at his neighbor, each man would be saying something like this:

          “Oh horror! Who was it that blocked the swift-running ship in the sea

          As she was driving on toward home? She was right there, plain to see!”

          170 This is what people were saying, but they had no idea what had happened.

          Alkínoös then addressed them, making the following speech:

          “Ah me, it comes back to me now—that prophecy of old!

          My father used to say that Poseidon was vexed with us

          Because we always provide safe passage to everyone.

          He’d say that one day a splendid ship belonging to the Phaiêkians

          Would be on its way home from a convoy and there, on the misty sea,

          Would be shattered to bits, and the city blotted out by a giant mountain.

          Those were the old man’s words, and now it is coming to pass.

          But come, let us all agree on what I now say to you:

          180 Let’s put a stop to these convoys for mortals—for anyone coming

          Into this city of ours—and let us sacrifice to Poseidon

          Twelve of the choicest bulls in the hopes that he will have mercy

          And forbear to blot out the city with a towering mountain.”

          His words. They were struck with terror, and so they prepared the bulls.

          Now while they were praying unto the Lord Poseidon,

          Those leaders and councillors of the land of the Phaiêkians,

          Standing around the altar, the noble Odysseus woke up

          From his sleep in the land of his fathers—but failed to recognize it,

          So long had he been away. For the goddess Pallas Athena,

          190 Daughter of Zeus, had poured a mist around it so it would be

          Unrecognizable to him and she could explain everything,

          Lest his wedded wife recognize him—and his citizens and loved ones—

          Before he had taken vengeance for the outrages of the Suitors.

          For this reason, everything kept changing its appearance—

          The unbroken web of byways, the harbors so good for mooring,

          The cliffs that loomed overhead and the trees with their lush growth of green.

          Leaping to his feet, he stood scanning the land of his fathers,

          Then gave a great cry of despair and smacked both his thighs

          Hard, with the flat of his hands. Then he made this speech, lamenting:

          200 “O woe! Where have I landed this time—among what kind of people?

          Are they insolent? Are they savage, without any notion of justice?

          Or do they welcome strangers? And are their thoughts god-fearing?

          Where shall I put all these treasures? And where must I myself

          Now roam? If only these riches had stayed where they were, among

          The Phaiêkians!—I’d have asked another of their mighty lords

          To give me a proper welcome and then send me on my way!

          But now—where to put all this? I don’t know. I will not leave it

          Here, at any rate, where they’ll be easy pickings for others.

          O grief! So they weren’t that clever, nor had they any notion of justice,

          210 Those leaders and councillors of the land of the Phaiêkians,

          Who packed me off to a foreign land and said they were sending me

          To Ithaka, which lies so bright in the westering light; but didn’t do it.

          May Zeus, protector of supplicants, take vengeance on them, for he keeps

          Watch over all mankind and punishes those who do wrong.

          But come, let’s have a look and count up all this treasure—

          Perhaps they absconded with something when they left in their sleek-bellied ship?”

          So saying, he started to count the tripods, so exquisite,

          And the cauldrons and the gold and the beautiful woven garments.

          Not a single thing was missing. Still, he mourned for the land of his fathers

          220 As he trudged along the shore of the endlessly clamoring sea,

          Lamenting all the way. But Athena then drew near,

          Having taken the form of a man—a youth who tends the flocks,

          A delicate thing, like the children that kings are wont to have.

          Round her shoulders she wore a beautiful cloak, folded double;

          Beneath her gleaming feet were her sandals; in her hands, a spear.

          When he saw her, Odysseus was glad; he went and stood before her

          And addressed her then with words that flew toward her like arrows:

          “Friend, you’re the very first person I’ve come upon here in this country,

          So, greetings to you! I do hope you don’t mean to do me harm.

          230 Instead, please save all of this, and save me as well. For to you

          I now pray as if to a god, approaching you on my knees.

          Speak to me now and tell me truly, so I may know:

          What land is this, what country, what kind of men dwell in it?

          Perhaps it’s one of the islands that lie bright in the westering light?

          Or some headland—a bit of the loamy mainland that slopes to the sea?”

          Then she of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, replied:

          “Stranger, you must be a fool—like a child!—or must come from far off,

          To be pestering me with questions about this land. For it’s hardly

          Without reputation. Indeed, there are many who know it well,

          240 Both those who dwell toward the dawn, there where you find the sun,

          And those who live back there where you find the misty gloom.

          The terrain here is rather rough—it’s hardly a place for riding—

          But neither is it all that poor, even though it’s not open country,

          For the grain is astoundingly good and there’s wine to be had as well,

          Since the rain falls steadily and the dew lies thick on the leaves.

          It’s a fine place for grazing goats and cattle, and there are woods

          That sport every kind of tree, and abundant sources of water.

          All this, stranger, is why the name of Ithaka reached even Troy—

          Even though people say it’s quite far from the land of the Achaeans.”

          250 Her words. And noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, was beaming—

          Rejoicing in what had been said of his land, the land of his fathers,

          By Pallas Athena, the daughter of Zeus who bears the aegis.

          He addressed her then with words that flew toward her like arrows—

          But what he said was far from the truth: he snatched back his own story,

          Always turning his thoughts to profit deep within his breast:

          “Yes, I’d heard of Ithaka even when I was in Crete,

          That broad land far across the sea. And now—here I am myself,

          Surrounded by all of these treasures. I left just as much with my children

          When I fled here. For I had murdered Idomeneús’s beloved son,

          260 Orsílokhos, swift of foot—throughout the wide land of Crete

          No bread-eating man could outdo him when it came to fleetness of foot—

          Because he had tried to steal all the booty that I had brought back

          From Troy—all that my spirit had suffered so much to get,

          Braving the wars of men and plowing through torturous seas.

          All this, because I’d refused to dance attendance on his father

          Back in the land of the Trojans—I had men of my own to lead!

          So I struck him down with my bronze-tipped spear as he was returning

          From the countryside. I and a comrade were lying in wait by the roadside;

          The sky was blotted out by the pitch-dark night, and no one

          270 Caught sight of us. All unseen, I took his life from him.

          Then, after I struck him down with the sharp bronze tip of my spear,

          I went right away to a ship where I made an appeal to some noble

          Phoenicians—and presented them with a hefty share of booty.

          I told them to take me aboard and put me ashore at Pylos

          Or at Êlis, that splendid place, where the Epeíans wield their power.

          But no, a ferocious wind drove them far away—

          Completely against their will, for they’d no desire to trick me.

          Wandering, driven off course, we came here during the night.

          We rowed on into the harbor in the greatest haste, and no one

          280 Had the slightest thought for dinner, however much we craved it.

          No, we disembarked just as we were and then we lay down to sleep.

          But then sweet sleep overcame me, completely done in as I was,

          While they carried my treasures out of the sleek-hulled ship

          And set them down right here, where I lay sleeping upon the sand.

          Then they boarded their ship once more and went off to teeming Sidonia,

          And were gone. And here I was left, my heart heavy with grief.”

          His words. And the goddess Athena, Owl-Eyes, smiled then,

          Caressing him with her hand. She had taken the form of a woman,

          Beautiful and tall, skilled at crafting dazzling work.

          290 Now she addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “A man would have to be crafty—a sly old fox—to outdo

          All your tricks! Even a god would, if one were to cross your path.

          You brazen thing, never done with your intricate schemes! Even here,

          Back in your own country, you can’t bring yourself to give up

          Those deceitful, thieving tales that you love with all your heart.

          But let’s not discuss it further—both of us are extremely

          Shrewd. For you are by far the best of all mortal men

          For schemes, for your way with words, while I, more than all other gods,

          Have a name for cunning and shrewdness. Still, you failed to recognize me,

          300 Pallas Athena, daughter of Zeus, who always, through all your trials,

          Have stood right by your side and kept close watch over you—

          I, who made you beloved of all the Phaiêkians

          And now have come to this place to stitch together our plot

          And hide away all the treasures that the noble Phaiêkians

          Bestowed as you made your way home—which was my plan, my doing—

          And to tell you how many troubles you are fated yet to endure

          Inside your well-built palace. But put up with them you must,

          Nor must you tell a soul, not a single man or woman—

          Anyone—that you have come back after wandering far. No, in silence

          310 You must suffer your many travails and submit to the insults of men.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “It is no easy thing, goddess, for even the cleverest mortal

          To recognize you in person, since you can look like whatever you want.

          This much I know myself: that you were kind to me in the past

          When we sons of the Achaeans were making our war at Troy.

          But then, once we had sacked the towering city of Priam

          And gone aboard our ships and a god had scattered the Achaeans,

          I never saw you again, daughter of Zeus—nor did I notice

          You coming aboard my ship to shield me from any anguish.

          320 No. The heart within my breast was always torn to pieces

          As I roamed, until the gods released me from my misfortunes—

          Until that moment when, in the Phaiêkians’ rich country,

          You spoke those encouraging words and brought me into the city.

          But now, in the name of your father, I implore you—since I don’t think

          It’s Ithaka I’ve come to, lying clear in the light. It’s some other

          Country I’m wandering through. I think you’re mocking me

          When you say it’s Ithaka, since you just want to hoodwink me.

          So tell me: have I truly reached the beloved land of my fathers?”

          Then she of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, replied:

          330 “You’re always thinking the same old thoughts within your breast:

          Which is why I can’t abandon you, wretched as you are—

          For you’re always so smooth and shrewd and you keep your wits about you.

          How happily anyone else who’d come home after wandering far

          Would rush right back into his palace to see his children and wife!

          But it’s not your way to learn, to try to find anything out—

          Not until you’ve tested your wife, even though she remained right here

          Inside the palace for you. Still, her nights and days

          Waste away in misery as the tears pour down her face.

          As for me, I had no doubts, not a one—for deep in my heart

          340 I knew that you would come home after losing all your comrades.

          But you must know that I did not wish to do battle with Poseidon,

          The brother of my father, who was nursing a grudge against you,

          In a rage because you had blinded that beloved son of his.

          But come, I shall show you Ithaka, so you will be convinced.

          Here is the harbor of Phórkys, the Old Man of the Sea,

          Here, at the head of the harbor, is the slender-leaved olive tree,

          And nearby there’s the cave, delightful and shadowed with mist,

          That is sacred to the nymphs who go by the name of Naiads.

          And here is the cave with the vaulted roof, where you’d offer many

          350 Sacrifices of flawless hecatombs to the nymphs.

          And there is Mount Nêriton, clad in its leafy garments.”

          As she said this, the goddess scattered the mist, and the land could be seen.

          Noble Odysseus, who had suffered so much, exulted then in his heart,

          Rejoicing in his own country. He kissed the grain-giving earth.

          Straightaway he said a prayer to the nymphs, raising his arms:

          “Nymphs of the woodland, daughters of Zeus, I never would have

          Thought that I’d see you again. But take pleasure now in my tender

          Prayers. I shall give you gifts, too, just as I used to do,

          If the daughter of Zeus, the bringer of spoils, would graciously grant

          360 That I myself might live out my life and see my dear son grow up.”

          Then she of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, replied:

          “Courage! Don’t let these matters worry away at your heart.

          But now let us take this treasure and store it straightaway

          In the depths of this cave of the gods, to keep it safe and sound.

          And then let us ponder how we might work things out for the best.”

          So saying, the goddess went down into the murky cave,

          Looking for hiding places throughout the cave. But Odysseus

          Carried in all the treasure—the gold, the unwearying bronze,

          The garments, so beautifully made—which the Phaiêkians had given him.

          370 Pallas Athena, the daughter of Zeus who bears the aegis,

          Carefully hid it all and set a stone to block up the entrance.

          The two of them then sat down by the base of the holy olive

          And made plans, contriving death for those insolent, arrogant Suitors.

          The goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, began to address them:

          “Laërtiádes, sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          Now you must start making plans to lay hands on those shameless Suitors.

          It’s been three full years by now that they’ve played the lords of the manor,

          Courting your godlike wife and wooing her with bride-gifts

          While she, deep in her heart, keeps pining for your homecoming,

          380 Stringing them all along, making promises to each man,

          Sending her little messages—but she’s got other intentions.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “Oh gods! How close I’d have come to dying in my own halls—

          The evil fate that Agamemnon, son of Atreus, suffered—

          If you hadn’t told me everything just as it happened, goddess.

          But stitch together some plot to let me get back at those Suitors!

          Stand by my side and instill the same brazen mettle in me

          That I had when we tore away Troy’s shimmering crown.

          If you’d stand by my side as keenly as you did back then, Owl-Eyes,

          390 I would gladly go into battle against a cohort of three hundred men

          With you, Lady Goddess—yes, if you helped me with all your heart.”

          Then she of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, replied:

          “To be sure, I shall stand at your side—small chance that I’ll forget you—

          Once we both put our hands to this task. I suspect that more than one

          Of the Suitors who now devour all that you had to live on

          Will splatter the wide-spreading ground with their blood and brains.

          But come now, I shall make you unrecognizable to all mortals—

          I shall wither the beautiful skin that covers your supple limbs

          And make that fair hair on your head disappear, and then I shall dress you

          400 In rags so seedy, a person would shudder to see someone wear them.

          Then I’ll dim the light in your eyes, both of which were so splendid.

          All this, so you will look vile in the eyes of all: the Suitors

          And your wife, as well as the child whom you left behind in your halls.

          As for you, before anything else you must make your way to the swineherd

          Who looks after all your pigs and holds you as dear as ever

          And loves both your son and Penelope, that sharp-witted woman.

          Surrounded by his sows—that’s how you’ll find him: they graze

          Over by Raven’s Rock and at Arethoúsa fountain,

          Eating their fill of acorns and drinking the dark-gleaming water,

          410 For both of these make the flesh of pigs grow lush with fat.

          Stay by his side and ask questions about everything that’s happened,

          While I myself go to Sparta, that land of beautiful women,

          To summon Telémakhos, your beloved son, Odysseus.

          He has gone to see Menelaos in Lakedaímôn’s spreading plains

          In search of some word of you in case you were somewhere, alive.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “But why on earth didn’t you tell him—you, who know all that has happened?

          Was it to make him, too, a wanderer, roaming and suffering torments

          On the endless wastes of the sea while others devour his goods?”

          420 Then she of the bright owl-eyes, the goddess Athena, replied:

          “Such worrying thoughts about him shouldn’t weigh upon your mind.

          I myself escorted him so he would earn a fine reputation

          By going there. He’s had no trouble, but sits in the greatest comfort

          In the palace of Atreus’s son amidst riches beyond all telling.

          Yes, some young men are lying in wait aboard a black-hulled ship,

          Burning to murder him before he reaches the land of his fathers.

          But I somehow suspect that won’t happen. Long before then, the earth will embrace

          More than one of the men who came courting and are glutting themselves on your wealth.”

          So that was Athena’s reply. Then she tapped him with her wand.

          430 She dried up the beautiful skin that covered his supple limbs

          And made the fair hair on his head disappear, and then she covered

          Each and every limb with hide such as old men have,

          Then dimmed the light in his eyes, both of which were so splendid.

          Then she gave him more clothes to wear: some horrible rags, a tunic,

          All of it tattered and filthy and grimed with foul smoke.

          Then she wrapped an enormous hide around him—a swift-running stag’s,

          Now worn out—and gave him a staff and a tawdry little pouch,

          Completely riddled with holes, that hung from a twisted cord.

          After working out their plans, those two parted. Then Athena

          440 Went to glorious Lakedaímôn in search of Odysseus’s son.
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          But Odysseus went up from the harbor along an uneven path

          Over woodlands and through the hills, to the place where Athena had told him

          He would find the good swineherd, who—more than anyone else in the household

          Whom Odysseus once owned—had kept his goods intact.

          He found him sitting in the courtyard in front of his house, where he’d built

          A high-walled stockade in a spot that was protected on all sides.

          Fine-looking it was and ample, with a clearing all round. The swineherd

          Had built it himself for the pigs after his lord had gone away

          (without his mistress or old man Laërtes knowing a thing about it),

          10 Topping the rough-quarried stone with a coping of prickly pearwood.

          Just outside, all around it, he’d driven stakes deep in the ground,

          Thick, set closely together, hewn from the oaks’ dark hearts.

          And inside the stockade he had built a dozen sties,

          Each one hard by the next, for the pigs to sleep in. In each,

          Fifty pigs (which so love to sleep on the ground) were penned,

          All of them sows for breeding, since the boars always slept outside—

          Far fewer, for the lordly Suitors were ever thinning their numbers,

          Devouring them, since the swineherd was always sending them

          The best of all the hogs that he had been fattening up.

          20 Three hundred and sixty was the number of all those boars.

          There, at their side, four dogs, as savage as wild beasts,

          Would always sleep—the swineherd, that leader of men, had reared them.

          He was making himself some sandals, fitting them to his feet

          As he cut an ox’s skin which had been well-tanned. The others

          Went off in different directions along with the swine they had herded—

          Three of them, that is; the fourth he had sent to the city,

          Forced as he was to provide a boar to the arrogant Suitors

          For them to slaughter and sate their craving for the meat.

          The dogs, which so love to bark, suddenly saw Odysseus.

          30 Baying ferociously, they set upon him. But Odysseus

          Sat down—such was his cunning—letting the staff fall from his hand.

          Right there, in his own stockade, he’d have taken an ugly mauling,

          But the swineherd, his feet moving nimbly, dashed into the forecourt

          Just behind the dogs, letting the ox-hide fall from his hand.

          Yelling at the dogs, he drove them off every which way,

          Pelting them with stones. Then he addressed his master:

          “Old sir, how close those dogs came to tearing you to pieces

          All at once! And then you’d have poured your reproaches on my head—

          Yet another reason to groan, yet more trouble from the gods!

          40 For I sit here lamenting and grieving for the one who was my master,

          A man like a god. And now? I raise fatted hogs for others

          To eat, while he himself must be longing for food somewhere,

          Wandering the lands and cities of men who speak strange tongues—

          If, that is, he still lives and can see the light of the sun.

          But follow me to my hut, old sir, so that you yourself—

          After you’ve eaten, that is, and drunk to your heart’s content—

          Can tell me where you’re from and how much trouble you’ve had to endure.”

          So saying, the noble swineherd led him up to the hut

          And sat him down inside. He set down some leafy brushwood

          50 And then spread the shaggy hide of a wild goat on top—

          His own bedding, big and fleecy. Odysseus rejoiced then

          Because he’d given him such a fine welcome. Then he turned to him and said:

          “May Zeus and the other immortals grant to you, stranger,

          Whatever you most desire, since you’ve welcomed me heartily.”

          You spoke to him then in reply, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Stranger, it wouldn’t be right if I failed to respect a stranger

          Were he even more lowly than you. For from Zeus himself come all

          Strangers and beggars. Some gift, though small, is always welcome

          From someone such as myself. For such is the lot of slaves,

          60 Who must always live in fear when those who rule over them are

          Young men. Look how the gods have kept him from coming home—

          The man who’d have loved me fiercely and lavished me with possessions,

          A house of my own and some land and a wife who’d had many suitors,

          All that a kind-hearted lord would give to one of his household

          Who toils for him so greatly and whose labor a god has favored,

          Just as the god has favored the labor I oversee.

          And so, had my lord grown old here, he’d have been a great boon to me.

          But he perished—just as I wish all Helen’s kin had perished,

          Root and branch, since she unstrung the knees of so many men.

          70 For that man went off—all for Agamemnon’s honor—

          To Ilion, teeming with horses, to make war upon the Trojans.”

          His words. Then he quickly tightened his tunic with his belt

          And made his way to the pigsties where the clans of swine were penned.

          He took two and brought them out, then slaughtered both of them,

          Singed off the hair, cut them up, and pierced the morsels with spits.

          After he’d roasted them all he served them to Odysseus,

          Still hot on the spits, and then sprinkled them with white barley.

          Then he mixed some honey-sweet wine in a mug of rough-hewn wood.

          Sitting across from Odysseus, he urged him to eat; then addressed him:

          80 “Stranger, it’s high time you ate such fare as slaves have to offer—

          Flesh of young pigs. Fatted hogs are eaten by the Suitors,

          Who don’t spare a thought for the gods and their vengeance—or for pity.

          In truth, the blessed gods have no love for wicked deeds.

          Oh no, they honor justice and the righteous works of men.

          Even enemy forces—outlaws who storm someone else’s

          Country and then Zeus grants them the spoils of the war,

          Which they pack up into their ships and then make the journey home—

          Even their hearts are stricken by a powerful fear of god’s vengeance.

          But these Suitors do know something—they must have heard the voice of a god

          90 Speak of that man’s dreadful death, since they refuse to honor custom

          In their courting, nor will they go home. No, they’re quite content

          To gobble up his possessions—the insolence! Nothing is spared.

          For on every single night and day that comes from Zeus

          They slaughter not just one beast—nor is it ever just two—

          Then drain away his wine—the insolence!—not a drop left.

          No words could have described the extent of his wealth then. Not one

          Of the men who are lords in these parts, neither those on the mainland’s black soil

          Nor those here in Ithaka, have as much. Twenty men combined

          Could never match his riches. I shall list them all for you:

          100 On the mainland, twelve herds of cattle and as many flocks of sheep

          And as many droves of swine and as many dense herds of goats

          Are pastured. Some herdsmen are his, others are brought from abroad.

          Here on Ithaka, there are eleven dense herds of goats,

          All grazing at the edge of the island, watched over by trustworthy men.

          Every day, one of these men brings a goat from each of the herds—

          The one that seems the best of the fattened herd—to the Suitors.

          As for me, I look out for these swine and keep a close eye on them,

          And I’ll choose the best of the boars with care and send it to them.”

          His words. And then Odysseus tucked into the meat and the wine

          110 Greedily, in silence, as he hatched evil plans for the Suitors.

          But once he had eaten his dinner and sated his heart with food,

          Eúmaios filled his cup—the one he himself liked to drink from—

          To the brim. And Odysseus took it, his heart swelling with joy

          And addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “My friend, who was it then who used his own wealth to buy you—

          This man who you say was so rich and so very powerful?

          You mentioned that he died for the cause of Agamemnon’s honor.

          Tell me his tale, if perhaps I know the man you describe.

          For I reckon that Zeus and the other immortals will know if I’ve seen him

          120 And have news of him to report, since I’ve wandered so far and wide.”

          The swineherd, that leader of men, replied to him in turn:

          “Old sir, no one could come here after wandering far and wide

          And convince that man’s wife or dear son to believe any news of him.

          Men of the wandering sort are looking for a handout

          And so they tell empty lies, unwilling to tell the truth.

          Every vagabond who arrives in the land of Ithaka

          Finds his way to my lady and starts spouting his lying tales.

          Oh, she’ll give him a proper welcome and carefully question him—

          And the tears stream down from her lids, since she is deep in mourning:

          130 That’s how it is with women whose husbands have died far away.

          You too would concoct a fine tale, old man—and soon enough,

          If it meant that someone might give you a cloak and tunic to wear.

          But him? Long before now the dogs and swift birds will have torn

          The flesh from his bones and his life will have left his body.

          Or maybe the fish in the sea have eaten him, and his bones

          Are lying there on the shore, covered by drifts of sand.

          So he’s perished somewhere out there, a heartache for all his friends

          Hereafter, but mostly for me, since I shall never again

          Find such a gentle master, however far I may travel—

          140 Not even were I to return to the house of my father and mother,

          The place where I was born and where they themselves brought me up.

          But it isn’t them I’ll be mourning now, however much I may yearn

          To see them with my own eyes and be back in the land of my fathers.

          No, it’s longing for Odysseus, gone by now, that grips me.

          Even though he isn’t here, stranger, I still speak his name

          With reluctance, for he loved me dearly and cared for me in his heart.

          I still call him ‘my dear master’ even though he’s no longer here.”

          And then the noble Odysseus, who had suffered so much, addressed him:

          “Since you utterly refuse to hear me, my friend, but keep on saying

          150 That he’ll never come back again, your heart is past persuading.

          But I myself now declare—not idly, no, I’ll swear it—

          That Odysseus is on his way. They can reward me for this news

          The moment that man comes back, when he reaches his home once more—

          They can dress me in fine new clothes, a cloak and a tunic to wear.

          But however needy I am, until then I’ll take nothing.

          For as I loathe the gates of Hades, so do I loathe that man

          Who, giving in to his poverty, starts spouting lying tales.

          Let Zeus before all other gods, let this welcoming board you’ve provided,

          Let this hearth of the faultless Odysseus, to which I have come, all bear witness

          160 That everything I have told you indeed shall come to pass.

          In the space of this very day, Odysseus will make his way here,

          Between the waning of this moon and the waxing of the next.

          He will make his journey home and take vengeance on any man here

          Who has shown the least disrespect to his wife and his glorious son.”

          You spoke to him then in reply, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Old sir, I’ll not be paying a reward for this good news—

          Odysseus won’t be coming home again. So drink

          At your leisure. Let’s turn our thoughts elsewhere—please don’t put me in mind

          Of these things, for the heart within this breast of mine is truly

          170 Anguished whenever someone reminds me of my good master.

          As for that oath of yours, let’s leave it, however much I would love

          For Odysseus to come home—myself and Penelope, too,

          And old man Laërtes as well, and godlike Telémakhos.

          But these days it’s my grief for his son that won’t let up—

          Odysseus’s boy, Telémakhos. When the gods raised him up like some sapling

          I said to myself, ‘He won’t fail—not at all!—to measure up

          To his own beloved father, not with those looks and that splendid build.’

          But then some immortal god blasted the sense from his head

          (Or maybe it was some mortal) and off he went to sandy Pylos

          180 In search of news of his father. But those lordly Suitors are laying

          An ambush for him on his way home, so the line of godlike Arkeísios

          Will vanish from Ithaka and be left without a name.

          But let’s leave him be for now—he’ll either fall into their trap

          Or find some way to escape, if Kroníôn protects him.

          But now for you, old man—tell me the tale of your troubles.

          Please do tell me the truth so I may know for sure:

          Who are you among men? Where’s your town, and who are your parents?

          What kind of ship did you come on and how was it that the sailors

          Brought you to Ithaka—who did they say they were?

          190 For I somehow don’t imagine that you managed to get here on foot!”

          Then Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Well then, stranger, I’ll tell you—I’ll be completely straight with you.

          If only the two of us were able to linger a while

          Over our food and sweet wine as we sit inside your hut,

          Quietly taking our meal while the others see to their chores!

          For if we could, how easily I could spend an entire year

          Telling my sore heart’s tale—and even so, I wouldn’t be finished—

          Everything I’ve endured, all through the will of the gods.

          I declare that my people come from Crete’s broad countryside.

          200 I’m the child of a wealthy man who’d acknowledged his many other

          Sons by his lawful wife, all born and raised inside

          His halls. But the mother who bore me was a woman he had bought,

          A concubine, though I was treated the same as his lawful sons

          By Kástor, son of Hylax, whose son I assure you I am—

          Who once was revered like a god by the Cretans, all through the land,

          For his wealth and his good fortune and all his magnificent sons.

          But then the doom of death came and bore him away

          Into the house of Hades. And then his proud-hearted sons

          Divided up his estate, casting lots for the different parcels.

          210 But what they gave to me was paltry, with but a little house upon it.

          Still, I got myself a wife whose people possessed wide holdings—

          All on account of my valor, for I wasn’t some good-for-nothing

          Or someone who’d shrink from warfare, though now that’s all dead and done with.

          If you look at this husk before you, I think you can still imagine

          The man that I was. Too much woe has had me in its grip.

          But Ares and Athena gave me boldness and the kind of strength

          To break through the ranks of soldiers. Whenever I’d set an ambush—

          Choosing the bravest men, sowing evil for my enemies—

          This stalwart spirit of mine would never see death approaching.

          220 I’d dart far beyond all the others and, using my lance, I would take

          Any of the enemy who couldn’t match my speed.

          So that was me in battle. But I had little love for farming

          Or looking after a house, such as those that nurture fine children.

          No, for me it was always ships with their banks of oars that I loved,

          And wars and javelins, sharpened to a point, and arrows:

          Deadly, dire things that make other people shudder.

          But I loved all those things—some god lodged them deep in my heart,

          Since different men, they say, find joy in different pursuits.

          Before the sons of Achaea ever boarded a ship for Troy

          230 I had led nine expeditions of men and swift-running ships

          Against men in foreign lands—and I always came out well ahead.

          I’d first take the captain’s share, whatever looked good to me,

          And got more when the lots were drawn. So my house quickly grew rich

          And I myself grew to be feared and respected among the Cretans.

          But Zeus, who sees into the distance, ordained for us that loathsome

          Journey, which unstrung the knees of so many men—

          It was then that they ordered me and illustrious Idomeneús

          To lead their ships to Ilion. There was no way to refuse,

          Since the outcry of the people was bearing down hard upon us.

          240 There, for nine full years, we sons of the Achaeans made war;

          In the tenth, after we’d sacked the city of Priam, we sailed

          Home, but then a god scattered the Achaeans every which way.

          Zeus, Devisor of Counsels, devised evil for me, wretch that I am.

          I stayed home for only one month, taking pleasure in my children

          And my lawfully wedded wife and all my possessions. But then

          My heart commanded me to set sail on a course for Egypt

          Along with my godlike companions, after fitting out our ships.

          I fitted out nine ships and my forces were swiftly assembled.

          Then, for six full days, my trusty comrades feasted:

          250 I myself provided plenty of victims for them

          To sacrifice to the gods and to make a feast for themselves.

          On the seventh day we embarked and sailed away from Crete’s

          Broad lands. With a fine strong northerly wind at our backs, the going

          Was as easy as gliding down a stream. Not one of my ships

          Came to grief. We ourselves, unscathed and free of illness,

          Sat by, letting the wind and the helmsman steer the ship.

          On the fifth day, we reached River Egypt with its streams that flow so fair;

          The ships, curved at stem and stern, I moored in the River Egypt.

          It was then that I gave the command to my trusty comrades

          260 To remain there by the ships and keep a close watch over them.

          I sent some others off as well to scout for lookout posts.

          But that first lot gave in to violence, slaves to their brutish greed:

          One look at the beautiful fields that belonged to the men of Egypt

          And they pillaged them, carrying off their wives and infant children

          After killing the men. Soon enough, the outcry reached the city.

          Those who had heard it came on just as daylight was breaking;

          The entire plain filled up with infantry and horses

          And the flash of brazen armor. Zeus who delights in lightning

          Struck my comrades with dreadful panic, routing them—not a one

          270 Dared to stand up to the foe, engulfed as we were by disaster.

          Their men slew us in droves with sharpened blades of bronze

          And led the rest away as captives, forced into slave labor.

          But Zeus formed a notion—surrender—which he put into my mind;

          How much better it would have been to die and meet my doom

          There in Egypt, since still more sorrow was waiting to welcome me!

          At that, I pulled my helmet, so beautifully wrought, from my head,

          Stripped the shield off my arm and dropped the spear from my hand,

          Then went straight up to the horses of the king himself

          And grabbed hold of his knees and kissed them. He rescued me, taking pity—

          280 Took me into his chariot as I wept, then brought me home.

          Oh yes, many of them set upon me with their spears of ash

          Bent on slaying me—that’s how enraged they were—

          But he defended me, since he felt a proper awe for the wrath

          Of Zeus, Protector of Strangers, who is outraged by evil deeds.

          There I stayed seven years, amassing enormous heaps of

          Riches among the Egyptian men, for they all gave me gifts.

          But once the eighth year had come, as time wheeled round in its circle,

          A Phoenician came—a man well versed in spreading lies,

          A greedy sort, a knave who did all kinds of harm to people,

          290 And used his sharp wits to cajole me into going off with him

          To Phoenicia, where his home was and all his possessions were stored.

          I remained with him there for the course of one whole year.

          But then, when the months and the days were being brought to a close

          As the course of a year came full circle, season following season,

          He put me aboard a seafaring ship that was making for Libya.

          His plan was for me to convey some cargo with him—a lie,

          Since he really meant to sell me for a hefty price when we got there.

          I followed him onto the ship—I was forced to, despite my misgivings.

          With a fine strong northerly wind the ship went racing along

          300 On a middle course north of Crete. But Zeus was plotting their destruction.

          Then, once we had left Crete behind and not one sign of land remained

          To be seen—nothing at all but the sky and the sea around us—

          Kroníôn set a thunderhead of deepest blue right above

          Our sleek-hulled ship, while beneath it the ocean grew ever darker.

          Then, all at once, Zeus thundered and struck the ship with lightning.

          Struck all over by Zeus’s lightning, the ship whirled round and round

          And filled up with a sulfurous smoke: all my comrades fell overboard.

          Looking just like cormorants, they bobbed about on the waves

          All around the black-hulled ship. The god snatched their homecoming from them.

          310 And me? Just at the moment when my heart was seized by anguish

          Zeus himself took the gigantic mast of the dark-prowed ship

          And placed it into my hands so I might yet escape disaster.

          And so, bound to the mast, I was borne by the deadly winds.

          Nine days they bore me along. On the tenth, in the dead of night,

          I was swept by a giant swell to the land of the Thesprotians.

          There the Thesprotian king, Lord Pheídôn, cared for me

          Without asking for any payment, since his beloved son, having found me

          Overcome by cold and exhaustion, brought me home with him,

          Helping me up with his hands until we reached his father’s palace.

          320 And then he gave me some clothes to put on, a cloak and a tunic.

          There I learned something of Odysseus, since Pheídôn kept on saying

          That he had welcomed and hosted him as he made his way back to his homeland.

          Then he showed me all the riches that Odysseus had amassed,

          The bronze and the gold, and the iron which is wrought with such great toil.

          Ah, it would be enough to feed ten generations to come!—

          So vast were the treasures stored for him inside the halls of the king.

          He said Odysseus had gone to Dodôna so he could hear,

          From the soaring oaks of the god, what the will of Zeus might be:

          How should he return to Ithaka’s rich country

          330 After being away for so long—openly, or in secret?

          In his palace, he poured out libations as he swore an oath in my presence

          That a ship had been hauled down to shore and his comrades were at the ready

          To bring Odysseus home to his beloved fatherland.

          But by then he had sent me away—a ship of Thesprotian men

          Happened to be setting out for Doulíkhion, rich in grain.

          He commanded them to send me to Ákastos, their king,

          With every possible kindness. But a wicked plan—to bring

          Utter ruin on me—appealed to them instead.

          Once the seagoing vessel had sailed quite a way from land

          340 Their clever scheme to enslave me suddenly fell into place.

          They stripped the clothes from my back—the cloak as well as the tunic—

          And then they bundled me into these horrible rags and this tattered

          Tunic, which you yourself can see with your own eyes.

          At evening, they reached the fields of Ithaka, so clear in the light.

          They bound me then with rope on the ship with its rows of benches,

          Tying me tight with rigging. Then they themselves disembarked

          And hastily ate their dinner there by the shore of the sea.

          Meanwhile, the gods themselves pried away my bonds

          Easily. Hiding my head inside the folds of my rags,

          350 I moved down the planed cargo plank and slid into the water

          Up to my chest. And then, using both of my arms to paddle,

          I swam for it. Soon enough I was out of the sea, far from them.

          At that point I made my way up to a copse in a wood filled with flowers

          And collapsed onto the ground. They were groaning and crying out loud,

          Frantically running around, but—since they didn’t think it worthwhile

          To keep on searching for me—they once again went aboard

          Their sleek-hulled ship. As for me, the gods themselves concealed me

          Easily, then led the way as they brought me to the homestead

          Of a man of deep understanding. For it seems I’m still fated to live.”

          360 You replied to him then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Ah, poor wretched stranger! So much of what you have told me

          Has certainly touched my heart—all your suffering, all your roaming!

          But some things, I think, aren’t right—nor will you ever convince me

          When you say such things of Odysseus. Why would a man in such dire straits

          Tell pointless lies, as you do? I myself know all too well

          The truth of my master’s return—how greatly he was hated

          By all the gods, who refused to lay him low among the Trojans

          Or let him die in the arms of his friends after they’d wound up the war.

          Then the Host of All the Achaeans would have built him a burial mound

          370 And he’d have bequeathed a great renown for his child, far into the future.

          Now, though, the storm-winds have snatched all his renown away.

          And me? I keep to myself with my pigs and never go down

          To the town—unless Penelope, that clear-thinking woman,

          Bids me come down, as she does when some man comes bearing news.

          And then the men will sit with him and question him very closely—

          Some will grieve for a master who has been so long away,

          Others will jump for joy—those who eat up his goods scot-free.

          I myself have no love for interrogations and questions,

          Not since the time when some fellow, an Aitolian, bamboozled me—

          380 He’d killed a man, and then had wandered through many a land

          Until he came to my house. I gave him a very warm welcome.

          He said he had seen him in Crete, at the side of Idomeneús,

          Repairing some ships that storms had splintered into pieces.

          He insisted that he’d be returning either in spring or in autumn

          With enormous treasure in tow, along with his godlike comrades.

          As for you, long-suffering sir, since some Power has led you to me

          Don’t try to win me over with lies, no, don’t sweet-talk me.

          That’s not the reason I showed you respect and welcomed you.

          No, I fear Zeus, Protector of Strangers, and feel pity for you as well.”

          390 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “What a suspicious heart lies within your breast—

          I swore—but even so I didn’t convince you and can’t persuade you!

          But come, let us make a pact, and the gods who dwell on Olympos

          Shall stand as our witnesses well into the future.

          Now if this master of yours should find his way back to your house

          You agree to put clothes on my back—a cloak, a tunic—and send me

          Off to Doulíkhion, which had been my heart’s desire.

          But if your master should fail to return in precisely the way I describe,

          Then set your slaves on me and have them throw me off some great cliff

          400 As a lesson to other beggars to beware of hoodwinking people.”

          Replying to him in turn, the noble swineherd cried out:

          “Stranger, I’d earn a fine name and a reputation for virtue

          Among humankind, both now and into the future,

          If, after bringing you to my hut and providing a proper guest-welcome,

          I were to turn around and kill you, snatching your life away—

          And then earnestly said my prayers to Zeus, the son of Kronos.

          But come now, it’s time for supper. Let’s hope my comrades come soon

          So we can make ourselves something tasty for supper here in the hut.”

          While those two went on in this vein as they talked with each other,

          410 The pigs, along with the men who herded them, drew near.

          The sows they shut up inside to sleep in their usual spots

          As the deafening noise of swine being penned rose into the air.

          It was then that the noble swineherd called out to his companions:

          “Bring in the best of the hogs, so I can slaughter it for this stranger

          Who has come from afar. We, too, will profit, since we have endured

          Misery for so long on account of these white-tusked swine,

          While other men devour the fruits of our labor, scot-free!”

          Those were his words. Then he split some logs with the merciless bronze

          While the men brought in a hog—a nice fat five-year-old.

          420 They set it by the hearth. Nor indeed did the swineherd

          Forget about the immortals, for he was a man of good sense.

          He began by cutting some hair from the head of the white-tusked hog

          And throwing it into the fire; then he prayed to all the gods

          That Odysseus, ingenious man, might return to his house and home.

          He drew himself up and then struck it with a piece of oak that he’d split.

          Life abandoned the hog. They slit its throat and singed off the hair,

          Then quickly cut it up. The swineherd made a first offering,

          Bits of raw flesh from each limb which he laid on top of rich fat

          And then sprinkled with white barley. He tossed it all into the fire.

          430 The rest of it they cut up. After spearing the meat on skewers

          They roasted it carefully, then pulled all the meat from the spits

          And heaped it on top of the counter in piles. The swineherd got up

          To carve up the joints, for his mind was especially keen on fairness.

          As he cut, he divided it all into seven separate portions:

          He set one aside for the nymphs and for Hermes, son of Maía,

          Saying a prayer as he did so, then apportioned the rest to each man.

          Odysseus he honored with the entire rack from the back

          Of the white-tusked hog. In so doing, he warmed his master’s heart.

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to him then and said:

          440 “May you always be as dear to Father Zeus, Eúmaios,

          As you are to me, whom you’ve honored so kindly, despite my present state.”

          You replied to him then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Eat then, mysterious stranger, and take pleasure in all the food

          That has been set out before you. The god gives or takes away

          Just as his heart sees fit, for he can do anything he likes.”

          He spoke. To the gods eternal he offered up the firstlings.

          After pouring the ruddy wine, he placed the cup in the hands

          Of Odysseus, sacker of cities, who then took his seat by his portion.

          The bread was passed by Mesaúlios the Yardman, whom the swineherd

          450 Had acquired all on his own after his lord had gone,

          Without his mistress or old man Laërtes knowing a thing about it—

          He bought him from some Taphians with money of his own.

          And then they stretched their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food

          Mesaúlios the Yardman cleared the dishes away while they,

          Stuffed now with bread and meat, were eager to go to bed.

          Now the foul night came on, dark and moonless, and Zeus poured rain

          All through the night; a strong wet wind from the west kept blasting.

          Odysseus spoke to them all then, making a test of the swineherd

          460 To see if he’d take off his cloak and give it to him, or urge

          One of his companions to do so, since he cared for him so much:

          “Listen to my tale now, Eúmaios—and you, his mates.

          Now I’m going to sing my own praises, for the wine compels me to—

          Wine, which muddles men’s wits and makes even sensible people

          Go around singing and giggling, and gets them to dance around

          And compels them to tell tales that were better left untold.

          But since I’ve started wagging my tongue I may as well tell all.

          Ah, if only I were still young and as confident in my strength

          As I was when we set our ambush beneath the walls of Troy.

          470 Odysseus and Menelaos Atreḯdes were the leaders

          With myself as third in command—so they themselves had ordered.

          But once we had come before the city and its towering walls

          And were ranged around the town amidst dense underbrush,

          Amongst the reeds and the marshes, we fell to the ground and lay down

          Under our weapons. The North Wind subsided and the foul night came on,

          Frigid; and then, from above, the frosty snow came down

          And a rime of icy crystals completely crusted our shields.

          Now all of the other men were able to sleep peacefully,

          For they had cloaks or tunics and used their shields to cover their shoulders.

          480 But me? When I set out, I’d left my cloak behind with my comrades—

          Dolt that I was, never guessing that I would be so completely frozen.

          And so when I marched, all I took was my shield and my gleaming battle-kilt.

          But after the third watch had come and the stars had spun through their course,

          I addressed these words to Odysseus, who happened to be quite close by,

          Nudging him with my elbow. He lent an ear straightaway:

          ‘Laërtiádes, sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          I’m not long for the world of the living, you know—oh no, this cold

          Will utterly lay me low, for I’ve got no cloak. Some Power

          Befuddled me into wearing just a tunic. Now I’m done for.’

          490 My words. And then he began to form a thought in his mind—

          Ah, such a one was that man for both planning and waging war!

          He addressed a word to me then, keeping his voice very low:

          ‘Hush now—you don’t want to let the other Achaeans hear you.’

          With that, he propped up his head with his hands and made this speech:

          ‘Friends, listen: a dream from the gods has come to me tonight.

          We have strayed too far from the ships—if only someone would tell

          Agamemnon Atreḯdes, the shepherd of the people,

          To order more men to come here from alongside the ships.’

          His words. And Andraímôn’s son, Thóas, got to his feet

          500 Right away. Setting down the crimson cloak he was wearing,

          He made off for the ships at a run. Delighted, I lay down

          Wrapped in his cloak. Then Dawn in her throne of gold appeared . . .

          If only I were still that young and that confident in my strength!

          For then one of the swineherds here in the farmyard would give me a cloak,

          Either out of kindness or from respect for a decent fellow.

          But they show me no respect now, since I’ve got these horrible rags.”

          You replied to him then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Old man, I can find no fault with the pointed tale you have told—

          What you’ve said is not improper and won’t fail to bring you profit.

          510 You shall feel no want of clothes or of anything else at all

          That a supplicant in distress should receive from those he encounters—

          For now. But at daybreak you’ll need to wriggle back into your rags.

          For here we don’t have endless supplies of cloaks and tunics

          For constant changes of clothing. No, it’s just one to a man.

          But when Odysseus’s beloved son makes his way up here

          He himself will provide a cloak and a tunic for you to wear

          And will send you along on your way, wherever your heart bids you go.”

          So saying, he got to his feet and, next to the fire, set up

          A bed for him, and on it he spread skins of sheep and goats.

          520 And there Odysseus lay. The swineherd spread over him

          A cloak, thick and wide, which he kept on hand for himself

          To change into whenever some violent storm was brewing.

          And so Odysseus slept there. Meanwhile, all around him,

          The younger of the men were sleeping as well. But the swineherd

          Did not like to make his bed there or to sleep so far from his hogs—

          No, he got ready to go outside. And Odysseus rejoiced because

          He cared so well for his property though his master was far away.

          First, Eúmaios slung his sharp sword around his sturdy shoulders

          Then wrapped himself up in a very thick cloak to keep off the wind,

          530 Then picked up the fleece of a goat that had once been nice and fat

          And took a sharp-tipped lance to keep off dogs and men.

          Then he went off to sleep where his hogs with their gleaming white tusks

          Slept under a hollowed-out rock, safe from Boréas, the North Wind.
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          But Pallas Athena went off to Lakedaímôn’s spreading plains

          To remind the glorious son of that great-hearted man, Odysseus,

          Of his homeward journey—to urge him to make the voyage back.

          She found Telémakhos and the splendid son of Nestor

          In a bed within the forecourt of illustrious Menelaos.

          Now sleep, ever so gentle, had overcome the son of Nestor

          But sweet sleep had no hold on Telémakhos: in his heart, concern for his father

          Had kept him wide awake through the life-refreshing night.

          Athena of the bright owl-eyes drew near to him then and spoke:

          10 “Telémakhos, it isn’t right to roam far from home for so long,

          Abandoning your possessions to those men inside your house—

          Those insolent men! God forbid they divide your possessions up

          And devour them all, for then you’ll have made your journey in vain.

          No, go now and urge Menelaos, that master of war-cries, to send you

          Back with all speed—in time to find your mother at home, still virtuous.

          For her father and her brothers have long been ordering her

          To marry Eurýmakhos, since he outdoes all the Suitors

          In lavishing presents on her and piling on his bride-gifts—

          What if she takes away some property without your approval?

          20 You know what kind of notions lurk in a woman’s heart:

          She’ll want to enrich the house of whatever man she marries,

          Never once sparing a thought for her children or for her first husband,

          Though she loved him, now that he’s dead. She won’t even ask after them.

          But you, once you’re home, must entrust each and every possession

          To the slave-woman of the house who strikes you as being most worthy

          Until the gods reveal who your own noble spouse will be.

          I shall tell you something else now, and be sure to take it to heart:

          The boldest of the Suitors are lying in wait to attack you

          In the strait that lies between Ithaka and rugged Sámê,

          30 Burning to murder you before you reach the land of your fathers.

          But I somehow suspect that won’t happen. Before then, the earth will embrace

          More than one of the men who came courting and are glutting themselves on your wealth.

          No, keep your beautifully crafted ship well away from the islands

          And sail by night as well. Whichever of the immortals

          Guards you and means to save you will send a following wind.

          Now once you have finally reached the nearest of Ithaka’s headlands

          Have your ship with all your comrades make its way toward the city.

          As for you, before anything else you must make your way to the swineherd,

          Who looks after your pigs and holds you as dear as ever.

          40 There you will spend the night; then tell him to go to the city

          In order to give a message to that clear-thinking woman, Penelope,

          Saying you’re safe and sound and have arrived at last from Pylos.”

          So saying, she flew away, up to the heights of Olympos,

          While Telémakhos wakened the son of Nestor from his sweet slumber,

          Nudging him with his foot and addressing a word to him:

          “Peisístratos, son of Nestor, time to get up now! Go harness

          The steeds with their solid hooves so we can make speedy work of our journey.”

          Now Peisístratos, son of Nestor, spoke right back to him:

          “Telémakhos, there’s no way we can drive through the gloom of the night,

          50 However eager we are for the road, for dawn draws near.

          No, wait until Lord Menelaos, renowned for his skill with the spear,

          Brings out all his gifts and loads them into our chariot,

          Sending us on our way with some kind-hearted words of farewell.

          For a guest will always remember all throughout his days

          The man who acts as his host and provides a friendly welcome.”

          His words. And suddenly Dawn, enthroned in gold, appeared.

          Menelaos, that master of war-cries, then drew near to them

          After leaving the bed he shared with Helen of the beautiful tresses.

          As soon as the beloved son of Odysseus caught sight of him

          60 He hastily threw on his clothes, pulling on a gleaming tunic

          And wrapping an ample cloak around his sturdy shoulders.

          And then he went out: a prince. The dear son of godlike Odysseus

          Went up to Menelaos and, standing before him, addressed him:

          “Menelaos, nurtured by Zeus, Atreḯdes, leader of peoples,

          It’s high time you sent me back to the cherished land of my fathers.

          For by now the spirit within me longs to go home once more.”

          Menelaos, that master of war-cries, spoke to him then in reply:

          “I’ll hardly keep you here for too long a time, Telémakhos,

          Since you long to return. I’d be vexed with any other man

          70 Who, taking in a guest, either smothered him with kindness

          Or treated him hatefully. In all things, moderation is better.

          It’s as bad to send a guest packing when he doesn’t want to go home

          As it is to hang on to a guest who is clearly eager to leave.

          You must welcome a guest when he comes and send him off when he wants to go.

          But wait till I bring out my gifts and load them aboard your chariot—

          They’re beautiful, wait till you see them! And then I’ll tell the women

          To make dinner in our halls from the plentiful stores we have here.

          It’s a glorious thing indeed, both splendid and profitable,

          To go to the ends of the earth after you’ve had a good meal.

          80 If you intend to wend your way through Hellas and down into Argos—

          Well, why don’t I go along? I will yoke the horses myself

          And lead you into the cities of men. No one will send us away

          Just like that, empty-handed. No, they’ll give us something to take home,

          Some tripod of finely wrought bronze, maybe, or some cauldron,

          Or maybe a pair of mules or a tankard of solid gold.”

          Telémakhos, that sensible lad, replied to him straight off:

          “Menelaos, nurtured by Zeus, Atreḯdes, leader of peoples,

          I would like to go back to our home right away, since when I went off

          I left no one behind to keep watch over my possessions—

          90 What if I were to perish while seeking my godlike father

          Or if one of my precious treasures were to disappear from my house?”

          Now when Menelaos, that master of war-cries, heard what he had said,

          He straightaway gave a command to his wife and the serving-women

          To make dinner in the halls from the plentiful stores they had there.

          Then Eteoneús, son of Boêthoös, came in and drew near to him

          (He had just gotten out of bed—he didn’t live at all far away).

          Menelaos, that master of war-cries, told him to light a fire

          And roast the meats. Eteoneús heard him and obeyed.

          Menelaos then went down into the fragrant vault—

          100 Not alone, for Helen went with him, and Megapénthes, too.

          But when they had come to the place where their treasures were laid away

          The son of Atreus took a goblet that had handles on either side

          And ordered his son Megapénthes to bring out a mixing-bowl

          Of solid silver, while Helen went up to the chests that were filled

          With richly embroidered robes which she herself had made.

          That woman who glowed like a goddess lifted one of them out—

          The most beautifully embroidered and by far the largest one.

          It now shone as bright as a star: it had lain beneath all the rest.

          Then they went back, making their way through the house until they reached

          110 Telémakhos. Menelaos the Fair-Haired then addressed him:

          “May Zeus, loud-thundering husband of Hera, bring to completion

          The voyage back to your home which you long for with all your heart.

          Of all the precious keepsakes kept inside my house

          I shall give to you the one that is loveliest and most costly.

          I shall give to you a bowl for mixing wine, superbly

          Wrought in solid silver, with the rim finished off in gold,

          The work of Hephaístos himself. Lord Phaídimos gave it to me—

          He was king of the Sidonians—when I sheltered in his house

          As I made my way back home. Now I would give it to you.”

          120 With these words, the Lord Atreḯdes placed the two-handled goblet

          Into Telémakhos’s hands. Then that strapping youth, Megapénthes,

          Carried in the shining mixing-bowl of solid silver

          And set it down before him. Helen of the beautiful cheeks

          Approached with a robe in her hands, then looked straight at him and spoke:

          “I too have a gift, dear child, which I shall give to you—

          A memento of Helen’s hands for you to give to your wife to wear

          On your longed-for wedding day. But until then, let it stay

          In your halls at your dear mother’s side. In joy may you arrive

          Home in your strong-built palace and the land of your fathers.”

          130 So saying, she handed it to him, and he was delighted to have it.

          Prince Peisístratos took all the gifts and put them

          Into a wicker basket, devouring them with his eyes,

          While Menelaos the Fair-Haired led them back into the house.

          They took their seats on the couches and upon the high-backed chairs.

          A maidservant brought in water, pouring it out from a ewer—

          Exquisite, wrought in gold—into a basin of silver

          For the guest to wash his hands; then placed a table nearby.

          The housekeeper, worthy woman, brought the meal and served it,

          Glad to have so many dishes to set out from her storerooms inside.

          140 Boêthoös’s son carved the meat and divided it up into portions

          While the son of Menelaos, that illustrious man, poured the wine.

          Then they stretched their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food—

          That was when Telémakhos and the splendid son of Nestor

          Yoked the horses together and mounted the ornate carriage,

          Then they drove straight through the portal and the echoing portico.

          Menelaos the Fair-Haired, son of Atreus, followed them

          With a golden cup in his right hand—he was bringing some honey-sweet wine

          So they could pour out their libations before they took to the road.

          150 Standing in front of the horses, he saluted them and said:

          “Farewell, both of you lads—and convey my greetings to Nestor,

          The people’s shepherd. To me he was like a gentle father

          Back when we sons of Achaea were fighting our war in Troy.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him straight off:

          “Indeed, Zeus-nurtured one! We’ll be sure to tell him everything

          As soon as we get there, just as you ask. Ah, if only

          I could find Odysseus at home once I return to Ithaka,

          For then I could tell him, ‘I’ve come loaded with precious gifts,

          After Nestor welcomed me with every possible kindness.’”

          160 Just as he spoke these words, a bird flew past, on the right—

          An eagle that was holding an enormous white goose in its talons,

          A tame goose from the farmyard. Men and women were shouting

          As they followed along behind it. But the eagle swooped right by them

          And then darted off to the right, in front of the horses. Seeing it,

          The people were filled with joy and the hearts in their breasts were warmed.

          Peisístratos, son of Nestor, was the first of them to speak up:

          “Menelaos, nurtured by Zeus, leader of peoples, tell us:

          Did the god intend this omen for us, or for yourself?”

          His words. And then Menelaos, dear to Ares, pondered

          170 How he might give a response that was correct and well-considered.

          But Helen in her loose-flowing gown rushed to speak before he did:

          “Listen to me. I myself shall prophesy what the gods

          Inspire my heart to say, and what I myself think will happen.

          Just as the eagle snatched a goose that was bred here in this house

          After flying in from the mountain, which is home to its kind and its young,

          So too will Odysseus, after suffering much and wandering far,

          Come back home once more and take vengeance. Or perhaps he is already

          Home by now, sowing seeds of evil for all the Suitors.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to her in turn:

          180 “May Zeus, loud-thundering husband of Hera, make it so.

          If he did, I would pray to you like a god, even after I’m back.”

          He put the lash to the horses then. Swiftly they dashed away,

          Racing through the city toward the open plain.

          All day long they jangled the yokes around their necks.

          Now the sun was sinking down and all the byways grew dark with shadows.

          Just then they came to Phêraí, to the house of Dioklês,

          The son of Ortílokhos, whom Álpheios had sired.

          There they spent the night, and he welcomed them most kindly.

          When morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          190 They yoked the horses together and mounted the ornate carriage,

          Then they drove straight through the portal and the echoing portico;

          A flick of his whip and they started. Eagerly they flew onward.

          Soon after, they came to Pylos’s lofty citadel.

          It was then that Telémakhos spoke a word to the son of Nestor:

          “Is there any way, son of Nestor, that you might make me a promise

          And do what I ask? We know well that we’re deeply bound by ties

          Of guest-friendship through our fathers. What’s more, we’re both the same age

          And this trip will only unite us in oneness of mind all the more.

          Don’t take me far from my ship, Zeus-nurtured friend—leave me here!

          200 Don’t let the old man keep me in his eagerness to be kind

          When I’d really rather not. I have to get back right away.”

          His words. And the son of Nestor consulted his heart to see

          Just how he might make that promise and keep it faithfully.

          As he pondered it all in his mind what seemed best to him was this:

          He turned the horses toward the swift ship by the shore of the sea

          And took out the beautiful presents and set them down by the stern—

          The garments and the gold which Menelaos had given him.

          Then he urged Telémakhos on with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Off with you now! Go aboard, and tell your comrades to do so as well

          210 Before I can get back home and report to the old man.

          For there’s one thing I know well in both my mind and my heart:

          How overpowering his will is—he will not let you go,

          But will come here himself to invite you home. And I doubt that he’ll

          Return empty-handed. Whatever I tell him, he’ll be furious.”

          His words. And then he lashed the horses with their beautiful manes

          Straight up to Pylos Town, and so came swiftly home.

          Telémakhos urged on his companions and gave them the following order:

          “Mates, get the tackle in order aboard the black-hulled ship

          And then let us all embark so we can make speedy work of our journey.”

          220 His words. And they listened to him closely and obeyed him,

          Boarding the ship at once and taking their seats on the benches.

          He saw to all this and then prayed, making offerings to Athena

          There by the stern of the ship. And then a man approached him—

          A foreigner who had fled from Argos after murdering a man.

          A prophet, he traced his stock all the way back to Melámpous,

          Who once upon a time dwelled in Pylos, mother of flocks,

          A rich man in a sumptuous mansion among the people of Pylos.

          But then he went off to a foreign land, fleeing from his homeland

          And from Neleús, that great-hearted man, most lordly of all who lived,

          230 Who had seized Melámpous’s wealth and kept it for one full year.

          And all that time Melámpous lay in the halls of Phýlakos

          Bound up in bitter bonds and suffering harsh torments

          All for Neleús’s daughter—a blind madness, dragging him down,

          Which the Erinys, ghastly goddess, had laid heavily on his mind.

          But he escaped his doom and drove the loud-lowing cattle

          To Pylos from Phylákê and made Neleús, that man like a god,

          Pay for his shameless deed: for he brought the girl back home

          To be his brother’s wedded wife. Melámpous himself went abroad

          To Argos, where horses graze. For there, his destiny lay:

          240 He would dwell and rule as lord over many Argives.

          There he married his wife and built his high-roofed palace

          And begat Antiphátes and Mántios, a pair of powerful sons.

          Antiphátes then begat Oïklês, that great-hearted man,

          Oïklês in turn begat Amphiáraos, rouser of troops,

          Whom Zeus, who bears the aegis, and Apollo loved to extremes

          In every way. But he never reached the threshold of old age.

          No, he met his end in Thebes all because of a woman’s gifts.

          The sons who were born to him were Alkmaíôn and Amphílokhos.

          As for Mántios, he begat both Polypheídes and Kleítos,

          250 But Dawn, enthroned in gold, snatched Kleítos away

          On account of his great beauty, to live among the immortals.

          Yet Apollo made the proud-hearted Polypheídes into a seer,

          The best by far among mortals once Amphiáraos had died.

          Angered at his father, he’d settled in Hyperêsía;

          While he was dwelling there, he prophesied to all mortals.

          It was this man’s son, then, who came, Theoklýmenos by name.

          He went and stood close to Telémakhos, who was right in the midst of making

          Libations and saying prayers by the swift-running, black-hulled ship,

          And addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          260 “Friend, since I’ve come upon you making offerings in this place,

          I entreat you by those offerings and by that Power—yes, I beg you

          Even by your own life and the lives of the comrades who follow you

          To tell me truthfully, without holding back, what I ask:

          Who are you among men? Where’s your town, and who are your parents?”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him right away:

          “Well then, stranger, I’ll tell you—I’ll be completely straight with you.

          I’m Ithakan by birth and my father is Odysseus—

          If indeed he ever existed! But by now he has died, dreadfully.

          That’s why I took my comrades and the black-hulled ship just now—

          270 To go out in search of news of my father’s disappearance.”

          That godlike man Theoklýmenos addressed him then in turn:

          “I, too, am far from my homeland, for I have killed a man—

          One of my very own kin. He has many brothers and clansmen

          In Argos, where horses graze, who have great power over the Achaeans.

          It was in order to flee from death and dark fate at their hands

          That I fled, and now it’s my lot to wander among the world’s peoples.

          Take me aboard your ship, since I’ve entreated you as an exile—

          If not, they will murder me. I reckon they’re hunting for me.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him right away:

          280 “Since you’re eager to come aboard, I won’t keep you from my trim ship.

          No, follow me. We’ll welcome you there with whatever we have to offer.”

          So saying, Telémakhos took the bronze-tipped spear from him

          And laid it down on the deck of the ship, curved at stem and stern.

          And he himself went aboard the ocean-going ship.

          He took his seat at the prow and seated Theoklýmenos

          Right there at his side. Then the men cast off the stern-cables.

          Telémakhos rallied the crew then, ordering his companions

          To get hold of the tackle. They eagerly obeyed.

          They hoisted the mast of pine-wood and set it down into its hollow

          290 Socket, then made it fast, tying it down with the forestays,

          Then ran up the gleaming sails along the twisted ox-hide cables.

          Athena of the bright owl-eyes sent a following wind behind them,

          Gusting furiously through the air so the ship would reach its goal

          Swiftly as it raced through the sea’s salty water.

          So they sailed right past Krounoí and Khalkís with its beautiful streams.

          Now the sun was sinking down and all the byways grew dark with shadows

          While the ship hurtled on toward Pheaí, borne along by Zeus’s wind,

          And then on to splendid Êlis, which the Epeioí rule.

          From there he steered once again, making for the Sharp Islands,

          300 Wondering whether he’d escape from death or be captured.

          Meanwhile, in the hut, Odysseus and the splendid swineherd

          Were having their supper; the others were dining along with them.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food,

          Odysseus spoke among them in order to test the swineherd—

          Would he continue to welcome him warmly and ask him to stay on

          There in the farmstead, or would he hurry him off to the city?

          “Listen to me now, Eúmaios, and all your companions as well.

          I am eager to head to the city at the break of day tomorrow

          And go begging—I don’t want to eat you all out of house and home!

          310 But give me some good advice and lend me a trustworthy guide

          To take me down there. I will be forced to wander the city on my own,

          Hoping some stranger will give me some bread and a cupful of water.

          I would even go to the palace of godlike Odysseus

          To bring my tidings to Penelope, that clear-thinking woman,

          And hang around the Suitors, those overbearing louts,

          To see if they’d spare me a bite from the mountains of food they’ve got.

          I’d instantly be at their service and provide whatever they may want.

          For I’ll tell you something now; take heed and listen to me.

          Thanks to Hermes the Guide—for he it is who bestows

          320 Grace and glory on the tasks that all people perform—

          There’s no other mortal alive who can vie with me in serving,

          In heaping a nice roaring fire and splitting dried logs in two,

          In carving at table, in roasting, in going around with the wine—

          In all the tasks that men of low station perform for the quality.”

          Offended, you addressed him, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Good heavens, stranger! However did such a thought get into

          Your head? You must truly be yearning to die there on the spot

          If you really want to go down into that gang of Suitors,

          Whose insolence and violence reach the iron vault of the heavens!

          330 The people who serve those men are not at all like you—

          No, they’re young men, all decked out in the finest cloaks and tunics,

          Their hair and their handsome faces always sleek as can be.

          Those are the types who serve them. The lovingly polished tables

          Groan underneath the weight of the bread and the meat and the wine.

          No, stay. For no one here is bothered by your presence—

          Not me, not a single one of the fellows who belong to me.

          But as soon as the cherished son of Odysseus arrives

          He’ll give you clothes to wear, a cloak as well as a tunic,

          And send you on your way to wherever you heart desires.”

          340 And then the noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, replied:

          “May you be as dear to Father Zeus, Eúmaios, as you are

          To me—you who freed me from my wandering and awful hardships.

          There’s nothing more evil for mortals than to be a wanderer.

          No, men must endure dreadful worries because of their accursed

          Bellies, once wandering and hardship and pain come upon them.

          But since you insist on keeping me here and bade me wait for this man,

          Tell me something about the mother of godlike Odysseus

          And the father he left behind, on the brink of old age, when he went.

          Can it be that they’re still alive beneath the rays of the sun?

          350 Or have they died by now and gone to the house of Hades?”

          The swineherd, that leader of men, addressed him then once more:

          “Well then, stranger, I’ll tell you—I’ll be completely straight with you.

          Laërtes is still alive, though he’s always praying to Zeus

          For the strength to fade from his limbs there within his halls—

          So violent is his grief for the son who’s been gone so long

          And for his wife, skillful lady, whose death, more than anything else,

          Anguished him, thrusting old age upon him before his time.

          And she—well, she wasted away from grief for her glorious son,

          A miserable death that I’d never wish on anyone

          360 Of those who dwell in these parts as my friends and treat me kindly.

          As long as she was alive, deep in grief though she was,

          It was a thing always dear to my heart to inquire and ask after her—

          For she was the one who raised me, along with her noble daughter

          Ktiménê of the loose-flowing gown, the last of the children she bore.

          I grew up with her, and her mother honored me scarcely any less.

          But once the two of us reached the beautiful noon of youth,

          They married her off in Sámê in return for countless bride-gifts.

          As for me, my lady gave me a cloak and a tunic to wear

          And dressed me in those fine clothes, then gave me sandals for my feet

          370 And sent me off to the fields, though she still loved me more than ever.

          But now I’ve got none of those things—although, for my part,

          The blessed gods have prospered the work that I oversee,

          Which gives me my food and drink and a bit to give to the needy.

          But there’s nothing very good to be heard from the mistress my lady—

          Not a single good word or act—since evil befell this house.

          These overbearing men! But the household slaves sorely miss

          Speaking with their mistress and asking for all her news,

          Having a bite and a drink and then bringing some morsel back

          To the fields—the kind of thing that warms the hearts of slaves.”

          380 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to him in turn:

          “Poor thing! To have been but a child, Eúmaios my swineherd,

          When you wandered so far from the land of your fathers, so far from your parents.

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          Was there a sack of some city of men, lined with broad avenues—

          The town where once your father and your lady mother lived?

          Or did some enemy men take you aboard their ship

          After finding you alone with your flocks or herds of cattle

          To sell you into the house of this man for a suitable price?”

          The swineherd, that leader of men, addressed him then in turn:

          390 “Stranger and friend, since you’re asking so many questions about this,

          Listen in silence now. Enjoy the tale, take a seat

          And drink wine. These nights are boundless!—there is always time to sleep,

          And time to take pleasure in hearing a tale. You don’t really need

          To go to bed before it’s time. A man frets with too much sleep.

          And as for the rest of you, any man here may leave

          If his heart and spirit so wish: let him go off to bed,

          And at daybreak he can eat and follow the master’s swine.

          But we two will stay in the hut to drink and have our feast—

          Let each of us take pleasure in the other’s doleful troubles

          400 As we call them to mind. For a man can enjoy even his woes

          After he’s suffered very greatly and wandered very far.

          Now this much I will tell you since you’re asking so many questions:

          There’s an island they call Syría—perhaps you’ve heard of it—

          Just above Ortygíê, where the Sun makes his turnarounds.

          It isn’t at all filled with crowds of people, but it’s good land,

          Rich in cattle, rich in flocks, full of wine, abounding in grain.

          Famine never afflicts the country, nor does any other

          Hateful pestilence ever beset its wretched mortals.

          But when the clans of people grow old throughout the city,

          410 Apollo Silver-Bow, with Artemis at his side,

          Visits death upon them with his gentle arrows.

          The place has two cities, and all the land is divided between them.

          My father once ruled over both of them as king—

          Ktêsios, son of Orménos, a man who was like the immortals.

          Then some Phoenicians came there, those men who are famed for their ships—

          A greedy lot, bringing countless baubles in their black-hulled ship.

          Now there was a woman of Phoenicia living in my father’s house,

          Beautiful and tall, skilled at crafting dazzling work:

          The Phoenicians, oh so crafty, were soon seducing her.

          420 First, one of them lay with her as she was washing some clothes

          There by the sleek-bellied ship: twining in love on a bed

          Will seduce the wits of a woman, however upstanding she is.

          Then he asked her who she was and where it was that she came from.

          She pointed right away to my father’s high-roofed palace.

          ‘This I declare to you: I am from Sidon, rich in bronze—

          The daughter of Arýbas, a man who was swimming in riches,

          But some Taphian men, pirates, kidnapped me one day

          As I was coming back from the fields, and then they brought me here

          To sell me into this man’s house. And he paid a suitable price.’

          430 The man who had lain with her in secret then addressed her:

          ‘But why not follow us back now and return to your home again

          So you can see the high-roofed palace of your father and your mother

          And lay eyes on them? For they’re alive, and people say they’re still wealthy.’

          The woman replied in turn, addressing her words to him:

          ‘Ah, it could very well be—provided you sailors agree

          To take an oath and swear that you’ll bring me home safe and sound.’

          Her words. And they quickly swore it just as she had asked.

          Then, when they’d duly sworn and made an end to their oath,

          The woman replied in turn, addressing her words to them:

          440 ‘Hush now. You mustn’t allow any of your comrades

          To speak to me—not a word!—should he meet me on the street

          Or encounter me at the well. I don’t want anyone going and telling

          The old man back in the palace, for then he will grow suspicious

          And bind me in painful bonds—and plot death for all of you.

          No, mind what I have to say: get on with trading your wares.

          But the moment that your ship has been loaded up with goods

          Get a message to me in the palace as quickly as you can.

          For I’ll bring whatever gold I can get my hands on.

          And I would gladly give even more to you, to pay for my passage—

          450 For inside the great man’s house there’s a son whose nanny I am,

          Quite a cunning little thing who runs along when I go out.

          I could easily bring him aboard—he’d fetch you an enormous

          Price, if you were to sell him to foreigners somewhere abroad.’

          So saying, she took herself off to the beautiful palace.

          Those men remained with us throughout an entire year,

          Doing a very brisk trade there by their sleek-hulled ship.

          But once the hollow ship had been loaded up for their journey,

          They sent a messenger up to give the woman the message.

          A terribly clever man came to my father’s palace

          460 Bearing a necklace of gold that was strung with amber beads.

          The slave-women in the Hall, and my lady mother, too,

          Were stroking it with their hands, eating it up with their eyes

          As they offered their very best price. But to her he nodded in silence.

          And after he’d nodded to her, he boarded the sleek-bellied ship

          While she took me by the hand and led me out of the house.

          In the forecourt of the palace she found the drinking-cups and tables

          Left by the men who’d been feasting and attending my father—

          For they had gone off to the Council, the place where men speak their mind.

          After quickly stashing three goblets in the fold beneath her bosom

          470 She made off with them while I, all unwitting, followed along.

          Now the sun was sinking down and all the byways grew dark with shadows.

          Making our way in haste, we came to the splendid harbor

          Where we found the Phoenician men’s ship, which sails so swift on the sea.

          Then they all went on board and sailed the watery ways

          Once they had put us aboard. Zeus sent a following wind.

          For six full days we sailed, nights as well as days;

          But when Zeus, the son of Kronos, brought the seventh day into being,

          Artemis the archer struck the woman down.

          With a thunderous thud she fell into the hold, like a sea-tern diving.

          480 The men then threw her overboard to be a treat for the seals

          And the fish. I was left all alone, my heart heavy with trouble.

          The wind and the current together bore them to Ithaka

          Where Laërtes put his wealth to work and purchased me.

          And that is how I came to lay eyes upon this land.”

          Odysseus, sprung from Zeus, replied to him with these words:

          “Eúmaios, how greatly you’ve moved the heart within my breast

          By speaking about all this—the anguish your heart endured!

          But surely there was also good, along with the evil bestowed

          By Zeus, since after enduring so much you came to the house

          490 Of a kindly man who provided food and drink for you

          So tenderly. And you live a good life. But as for me,

          I’ve come here after wandering through many cities of men.”

          Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking.

          And then they lay down to sleep—but just for a bit, not too long,

          For Dawn in her beautiful throne soon appeared.

          Approaching the shore,

          Telémakhos’s companions furled the sail and took down the mast

          Very quickly, then used their oars to row her into a mooring.

          They tossed out the anchor-stones and tied up her stern securely;

          Then they themselves disembarked where the surf breaks on the shore

          500 And fixed themselves some supper and mixed some ruddy wine.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food,

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, began to speak to them:

          “You all go now and row the black-hulled ship to the city.

          I shall make my way into the fields, among the herdsmen, then

          Go back to the city in the evening, once I’ve had a look at my estates.

          At daybreak I’d like to reward you for the voyage that you’ve made—

          A bountiful feast of meat and of wine, so sweet to drink.”

          Theoklýmenos, that godlike man, now spoke up and addressed him:

          “Just where shall I go, dear boy? To whose house shall I go,

          510 Of the men who hold power over rocky Ithaka?

          Or should I go straight to the house where you and your mother live?”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him in turn:

          “If things were different here I’d certainly invite you into

          Our house, for there’s no lack of means to entertain guests. But you

          Would be the worse off, since I’ll be away myself, and Mother

          Won’t see you. For she doesn’t often show herself to the Suitors

          In the house, but keeps to herself, weaving at her loom upstairs.

          But I’ll tell you someone else whose house you might go to:

          Eurýmakhos, the high-born son of the warlike Pólybos,

          520 Whom the Ithakans look upon now as the equal of a god.

          For he’s the highest-born man by far and his mind is very much bent on

          Marrying my mother and enjoying Odysseus’s honors.

          But Zeus the Olympian, who dwells in the sky, knows whether

          He shall visit a day of evil upon them before that wedding.”

          And behold! Just as he said this, a bird flew off to the right—

          A hawk, the speedy courier of Apollo. In its talons

          It held a dove, which it was plucking; the feathers rained down on the ground

          Right between the ship and Telémakhos himself.

          Calling him away from his comrades, Theoklýmenos

          530 Took his hand in his own, then turned to him and said:

          “It was not without god’s will that this bird flew off to the right,

          Telémakhos—as soon as I saw it I knew it bore an omen.

          There is no other line more kingly in the land of Ithaka

          Than yours. No, you will remain in power forever more.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, addressed him then in turn:

          “Stranger, if what you just said would only come to pass!

          You’d straightaway feel our affection and I’d give you so many gifts

          That anyone who met you would think you a blessed man.”

          And then he turned to Peíraios, a trusted companion, and spoke:

          540 “Peíraios son of Klýtios, you follow my orders more closely

          Then any of the other comrades who came with me to Pylos.

          Take this stranger now and bring him back to your house

          And show him a courteous welcome, full of respect, till I come.”

          Peíraios, that famous spearman, spoke to him in turn:

          “Even if you were to stay there a very long time, Telémakhos,

          I’d care for him, nor would he lack for hospitality.”

          So saying, Telémakhos went aboard and ordered his comrades

          To get on board themselves and cast the stern-cables off.

          They came aboard right away and took their seats at the benches.

          550 Telémakhos bound the beautiful sandals beneath his feet

          And took his mighty spear, tipped with a sharp point of bronze,

          From the half-deck of the ship while they cast the stern-cables off.

          Once they’d shoved off, they rowed toward the city, obeying the orders

          Of Telémakhos, the beloved son of the godlike Odysseus.

          His feet bore him swiftly on as he went up to the farmyard

          Where his pigs were, their numbers past counting, and in their midst the swineherd,

          That noble fellow, would sleep: a man who cared for his masters.

        

      
    
  
    
      
        Book 16

      
      
        
          Inside the hut, at dawn, Odysseus and the splendid swineherd

          Had got the fire going and were preparing their morning meal

          When they sent the herdsmen out with the swine they had herded together.

          Dogs are always barking, but these dogs fawned on Telémakhos—

          No barking when he approached. Noble Odysseus sensed

          The dogs fawning over the boy as the thump of footsteps reached him.

          Swiftly he turned to Eúmaios, his words flying toward him like arrows:

          “One of your mates must be coming this way, Eúmaios—

          Or it’s someone else you know, since the dogs aren’t barking at all.

          10 No, they’re fawning all over him—I can hear his footsteps thudding.”

          He had barely got the words out when behold! his beloved son

          Was standing in the doorway. Astonished, the swineherd leapt up

          As the bowls he had been using to mix the ruddy wine

          Fell from his hands. He went and stood in front of his master,

          Kissing him all over—his head, both his shining eyes,

          Both his hands as well. The hot tears came pouring down.

          As a father might embrace the child he loves so dearly

          Who’s returned from a far-off land after being away for ten years—

          His darling only child, for whom he had toiled so much—

          20 That’s how the splendid swineherd clung to godlike Telémakhos,

          Kissing him all over as if he he’d escaped from death itself.

          With a sob, he addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “You’ve come at last, Telémakhos, sweet light of my life! I didn’t think

          I’d ever see you again when you went off in your ship to Pylos.

          But come inside now, dear child, let the sight of you here in my house

          Warm this heart of mine, since you’re back just now from abroad.

          For it isn’t very often that you visit the fields and the herdsmen—

          No, you tend to stay in town. I reckon it pleases you, somehow,

          To watch that gang of Suitors who have wreaked so much hellish havoc.”

          30 Telémakhos, sensible lad, looked at him and replied:

          “Of course I’m coming in, Poppa! It’s because of you that I’ve come—

          To lay eyes on you myself and to hear what news you may have.

          Does Mother still dwell in our halls, or has some other man

          Married her by now, so the marriage-bed of Odysseus

          Lies abandoned, stripped of its bedding, covered with spider webs?”

          The swineherd, that leader of men, replied to him right away:

          “Of course your mother has stayed right here inside your halls!

          Her heart is as steadfast as ever. Still, her nights and days

          Waste away in misery as the tears stream down her face.”

          40 So saying, he took the spear with its point of bronze from him;

          Then Telémakhos went inside, stepping over the threshold of stone.

          As he entered, Odysseus his father made to give him his seat

          But from the other side of the room Telémakhos stopped him and said:

          “Stranger, please do sit. We can get a chair somewhere else

          Out in our own farmyard. There’s the man who will set it out.”

          His words, and Odysseus went and sat back down. The swineherd

          Strewed green brush for Telémakhos and placed a fleece on top.

          And there the beloved son of Odysseus took his seat.

          Then the swineherd set before them trenchers of roasted meats

          50 Left over from the meal they had eaten the day before;

          Then he quickly fetched some baskets and heaped them up with bread

          And mixed some honey-sweet wine in a mug of rough-hewn wood.

          At that point, he sat himself down across from godlike Odysseus.

          And then they stretched their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food

          Telémakhos turned and addressed the splendid swineherd:

          “Poppa, where has this stranger come from? How was it that the sailors

          Brought him to Ithaka—who did they say they were?

          For I somehow don’t imagine that he managed to get here on foot!”

          60 You replied to him then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Well then, my boy, I shall tell you the whole of it truthfully.

          He claims that his people come from Crete’s broad countryside

          And says he has made the rounds of many cities of men

          As he wandered, for that was the fate that some Power had woven for him.

          But now he has come to my farmyard after escaping from a ship

          Manned by some Thesprotians. I’m handing him over to you

          To do with as you please. He declares himself your supplicant.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, turned to him then and spoke:

          “Eúmaios, what you have said deeply pains my heart—

          70 For how on earth am I to welcome this guest to our house?

          I myself am but young, with no faith in the strength of my hands

          To help me fight someone off if he picks a fight with me,

          And the heart in my mother’s breast anxiously goes back and forth:

          Should she stay here at my side and continue to mind the house,

          Respecting my father’s bed and heeding the voice of the people?

          Or is it time for her to go off with the noblest of the Achaeans

          Who are courting her in our halls—the one who brings her more gifts than the others?

          As far as the stranger’s concerned—since he’s come here to your house—

          I shall dress him in fine clothes, a cloak as well as a tunic,

          80 And give him a double-edged sword and sandals for his feet.

          Then I’ll send him on his way wherever his heart desires—

          Or, if you like, you can keep him at the farm and tend to him.

          I’ll send up some clothes for him and all the food that he’ll need

          For his meals, so he doesn’t eat you all out of house and home!

          But I’ll never let him go down there and mingle with the Suitors,

          Since their wanton disregard for decency knows no bounds.

          What if they provoked him?—what horrible pain I’d feel!

          Even for someone who’s strong it is difficult to be

          One lone man against many, since the others are stronger still.”

          90 Then glorious Odysseus, who’d endured so much, addressed him:

          “Friend, it is surely right for me to respond to you.

          My heart is eaten up when I listen to you both

          Talk about how those Suitors contrive their heedless offenses

          Against you, inside your own halls—all this, when you are so good!

          Tell me, do you let them oppress you? Or is it that the people

          Hate you throughout the land, obeying the voice of some god?

          Or perhaps you have some reason to blame your brothers—allies

          Whose strength a man can rely on during even the greatest conflicts?

          If I were only as young as you, with youth to match my anger!

          100 Or if only I myself were a son of faultless Odysseus—

          Or he himself would return from his wanderings! For there’s always room for hope.

          May some foreigner come and cut this head clean off my shoulders

          If I don’t prove to be a bane to all those men

          Once I get inside the house of Odysseus, son of Laërtes!

          If they should happen to overwhelm me—one man against a whole horde—

          Well, I would prefer by far to be cut down in my own halls

          And die there, than to be forced to witness such shameful doings:

          Guests of the house being shoved all around—the slave-girls

          Dragged every which way through the lovely palace—disgraceful;

          110 Stores of wine being drained completely, men eating food

          Randomly, ceaselessly—never an end to this business.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him then in turn:

          “Well then, stranger, I’ll tell you—I’ll be completely straight with you:

          It’s not that the people hate me and became my enemies;

          It’s not that I have any reason to blame my brothers—allies

          Whose strength a man can rely on during even the greatest conflicts.

          For Kroníôn has given our family one son in each generation:

          An only son, Laërtes, was born to Arkeísios;

          An only son, Odysseus, was born to Laërtes; to Odysseus

          120 An only son—me—was born, whom he left and had no joy of.

          So there are hostile men without number here inside the house—

          As many great lords as there are who wield power over the islands,

          Doulíkhion and Sámê, and Zákynthos clad in its forests,

          And as many, too, as there are who rule in craggy Ithaka.

          That’s how many are courting my mother, wasting our house away.

          She won’t say ‘no’ to a marriage that’s hateful to her—but she can’t

          Put an end to this business, either. And all the while they’re devouring

          My house. Before too long, they’ll completely destroy me, too.

          But surely these affairs lie in the lap of the gods.

          130 Poppa, quickly go to Penelope, that sharp-witted woman, and tell her

          That I’m back now, safe and sound, and have returned from Pylos.

          I myself will stay here. As for you, you should come back home

          After speaking to no one but her—let none of the other Achaeans

          Know of it, for many of them are plotting evil against me.”

          You replied to him then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “I know and understand; you scarcely need give the order.

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          Should I make the same journey and bring the message to Laërtes,

          That ill-fated man? For some time, though grieving still for Odysseus,

          140 He would oversee all the field-work and then have a drink and eat

          With the slaves back in the house whenever it pleased him to do so.

          Now, though—since the moment you went off in your ship to Pylos—

          He’s completely stopped eating or drinking, just like that—so people say.

          He won’t even glance at the fields. No, he sits there, lamenting,

          Sighing, shedding tears, as the flesh shrivels from his bones.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him then in turn:

          “Poor thing! Yet we’ll leave him be for now, pained though we are.

          If it were somehow up to us mortals to have anything we wanted,

          The first thing we’d choose to have would be the day of Father’s return.

          150 No, as soon as you’ve spoken to Mother come back—don’t wander the fields

          Searching for Laërtes, but tell Mother to send him her maid,

          The one who’s in charge of the household, as quickly as she can—

          Secretly. She can deliver the message to the old man herself.”

          With that, he spurred on the swineherd, who took a pair of sandals

          And, after strapping them onto his feet, went off to the city. Nor did it

          Escape Athena’s attention that Eúmaios had left the farmyard.

          No, then she drew near, having taken the form of a woman—

          Beautiful and tall, skilled at crafting dazzling work.

          Standing across from the door of the hut, she appeared to Odysseus;

          160 But Telémakhos did not see her there before him or notice her,

          For the gods do not make themselves visible to everyone: no, not at all.

          But Odysseus and the dogs could see her, and they did not bark

          But slunk away, whimpering, to the other side of the hut.

          She motioned to him with her brows: and glorious Odysseus understood.

          After going outside the Hall, past the courtyard’s tall palings,

          He stood there before her as Athena spoke to him:

          “Zeus-sprung son of Laërtes, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          At last the time has come for you to speak to your son. Hide nothing:

          Say that once you two have fashioned death and doom for the Suitors,

          170 You will both make your way to the far-famed city. I myself

          Will not long stay away from you two, since I am burning to do battle.”

          She spoke. Then Athena tapped him with a golden wand.

          First, she covered his torso with a spotlessly laundered tunic

          And cloak, then enhanced his build and restored the bloom of youth.

          His healthy color returned, his cheeks grew taut once more,

          And a bristling beard grew in again, blue-black, on his chin.

          Once she had done this work she went off again, while Odysseus

          Made his way into the hut. His beloved son was dumbstruck.

          He looked away in alarm, fearing this might be a god.

          180 Then he spoke to him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “You look different to me now, stranger—not at all as you did before.

          No, the clothes you have on are different and your skin is hardly the same.

          You are surely one of the gods who dwell in the far-flung heavens.

          But be gracious now—let us offer sacrifices that will please you

          And gifts made of gold, beautifully worked. Spare us, please!”

          And then the noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, replied:

          “No one of the gods am I. Why compare me to the immortals?

          No, I am your father, on whose account you groan and sigh,

          Suffering so much pain and enduring the violence of men.”

          190 So saying, he kissed his son, while down from his cheeks the tears

          Poured to the ground; he had always held them back before.

          But Telémakhos—who did not believe in the least that this was his father—

          Spoke in reply once again, addressing these words to him:

          “No! You can’t be Odysseus—not my father! Some Power’s bewitched me

          So I, steeped in grief already, would have even more to mourn for.

          There’s no way that a mortal man could manage to bring all this off

          By using his wits alone—not unless some god were to come

          And easily, just by willing it, make him young or old.

          For a moment ago you were old and dressed in disgusting rags,

          200 But now you look like the gods who dwell in the far-flung heavens.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to him then in reply:

          “Telémakhos, it isn’t right for you to be so astounded

          Or to be so awestruck on seeing your father in this place.

          For there is no other Odysseus who will come back here for you.

          Here I am, just as you see me. I suffered evil and wandered far

          And now, in the twentieth year, I have come to the land of my fathers.

          All of this is the doing of Athena, Bringer of Spoils,

          Who made me look however she wanted, for she has the power to do so:

          Sometimes I’ll look like a beggar, at other times I’ll look like

          210 A young man, all dressed up in the very finest clothes.

          It is easy for the gods who dwell in the far-flung heavens

          Both to exalt a mortal man and utterly abase him.”

          So saying, he sat back down. And then Telémakhos,

          Twined round his noble father, wailed as the tears poured down;

          And a desperate longing for weeping welled up in both of them.

          Bitterly they keened, crying more shrilly than birds—

          Ospreys or bent-clawed vultures whose young some country folk

          Snatched out of the nest before they were fully-fledged:

          That’s how pitiful were the tears that they shed from beneath their brows.

          220 The dazzling sun would have set on both of them in their grief

          If Telémakhos hadn’t spoken to his father all of a sudden:

          “In what kind of ship, dear Father, did your sailors just now bring you

          Here, to Ithaka? Who did they say they were?

          For I somehow don’t imagine that you managed to get here on foot!”

          Great Odysseus, who’d suffered so much, spoke to him then in reply:

          “Well then, my child, I’ll tell you the whole of it truthfully.

          The Phaiêkians, famed for their ships, brought me here. They ferry

          All kinds of people around—whoever may come their way.

          As I slept aboard their swift ship they brought me across the sea

          230 And set me down on Ithaka. They gave me dazzling treasures:

          Bronze and gold aplenty and woven raiment as well.

          It all lies stored away in caves, thanks to the gods.

          And now, heeding Athena’s advice, I have come to this place

          So you and I together can plot death for our enemies.

          But come, tally up the Suitors and tell me all about them

          So I’ll know how many there are and what sort of men they may be.

          Then, after weighing things carefully deep in my noble heart,

          I’ll consider whether the two of us can hold our own against them—

          Alone, with no one else—or will have to find some help.”

          240 Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to him then in turn:

          “Father, I’ve always heard people talking about your great renown

          As a fighter with mighty hands and a man of exceptional counsel.

          But what you’ve said is too much for me—I am dumbstruck. It can’t be

          That two men, all by themselves, could fight so many mighty men.

          For there aren’t just ten Suitors or even twice that number:

          No, there are many more—you’ll soon see how many, right here.

          From Doulíkhion alone fifty-two men have come,

          The most outstanding of their young men, with six attendants to serve them;

          From Sámê the number of men who have come is twenty-four;

          250 From Zákynthos there are twenty youths of the Achaeans;

          From Ithaka itself there are twelve, all of them nobles:

          Médôn the herald is with them, the divine minstrel as well,

          And two attendants who are skilled at carving and serving the meat.

          If we went up against them all here inside the palace

          Your return here to take vengeance would be bitter and grim, I fear.

          But if you can give some thought to whoever might defend us,

          Then tell me who might lend us his help with an eager heart.”

          Then glorious Odysseus, who’d endured so much, addressed him:

          “I shall tell you something now; take heed and listen to me.

          260 Do you reckon that Athena, along with Father Zeus,

          Will be enough—or should I think of someone else to defend us?”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him in turn:

          “How excellent are these defenders whom you have named!—

          Both of whom indeed sit high in the clouds, holding power

          Over all others, both men and the immortal gods.”

          Then glorious Odysseus, who’d endured so much, addressed him:

          “Surely the two of them will not hold back very long

          From the deafening din of battle, once the contest of war’s manly might

          Between the Suitors and us is decided here inside my halls.

          270 As for you, as soon as Dawn appears you must make your way

          Home and mingle among those insolent, arrogant Suitors.

          The swineherd will bring me down to the city later on—

          I’ll be looking exactly like a miserable old beggar.

          If they show me disrespect in the house, your heart must remain

          Steadfast in your breast no matter what insults I suffer—

          Even if they were to drag me out the door of the house by the feet

          Or throw things at me—even so, you must bear up and watch.

          Of course you’ll have to tell them to cease their senseless behavior,

          Using calming words to deter them. But they’re hardly about to be

          280 Persuaded, for the fateful day is surely close at hand.

          And I shall tell you something else now, and be sure to take it to heart:

          When Athena, so full of wise counsel, puts the thought in my mind

          I will nod in your direction. As soon as you notice it

          Take whatever arms of war may be lying about in the halls

          And store them deep in a hidden corner inside the lofty storeroom—

          All of them. Talk to the Suitors, calm them down, distract them

          If they notice the weapons missing and question you about them.

          Say, ‘I’ve stored them away from the smoke—they barely look like the weapons

          That Odysseus left behind when he made his way to Troy.

          290 They get more and more covered with grime as the fire breathes on them.

          And there’s an even greater concern that Kroníôn has put in my heart:

          What if, loaded with wine, you all get into a brawl,

          Wounding one another, disgracing the feast and your courting—

          For they say that an iron weapon is a magnet that no man resists.’

          Now be sure to save two swords and two spears just for us,

          And two shields of wild ox-hide for us to grasp in our hands

          So we’ll be able to rush straight at them and catch them. Then Pallas Athena

          And Zeus, Deviser of Counsels, will put them under a spell.

          But I shall tell you something else now, and be sure take it to heart as well:

          300 If truly you are mine and share this blood of ours,

          Let no one hear that Odysseus is here inside the house.

          Laërtes must not know, the swineherd must not know,

          No one of the household, either—not even Penelope.

          You and I alone shall learn how upright the women’s thoughts are.

          Oh yes, we will also test more than one of the men who serve here

          To see who honors us and fears us deep in his heart—

          And who cares not a whit for us and dishonors a prince such as you.”

          Replying to him in turn, his glorious son spoke then:

          “Father, I have no doubt that in time you will come to know

          310 My courage—frivolous thoughts will never get the better of me.

          Still, I myself don’t think that your plan will do any good

          For either of us. So I urge you to give this matter some thought.

          You’ll spend a lot of time for nothing if you go around the estate

          Testing everyone, while they loll around your halls

          Devouring your wealth—so insolent!—sparing nothing.

          As far as the women go, by all means you should find out about them—

          Which of them have dishonored you and which are without any sin.

          As for the men, well, I myself wouldn’t want us to test them

          Out there in the farmyards. That, we can leave for later

          320 If you know of some genuine sign from Zeus who bears the aegis.”

          Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking.

          Now the well-wrought ship that had brought Telémakhos and his comrades

          Back from the land of Pylos was putting into Ithaka.

          After the men made their way into the harbor’s deep waters,

          They dragged the black-hulled ship up onto dry land;

          Then the squires, their spirits high, brought the gear ashore

          And carried the beautiful gifts straight to Klýtios’s house.

          At that point, they sent a herald off to the house of Odysseus

          With a message for Penelope, that clear-thinking woman,

          330 That Telémakhos was back now, out in the fields, and had told them

          To sail the ship to the city lest the heart of the noble queen

          Grow fearful, for then her tears would begin their gentle rain.

          And so the two of them met, the herald and the swineherd,

          Both of them on the same errand, both bringing news to their lady.

          But once they had arrived at the house of the godlike king,

          The herald made his announcement in the midst of the serving-women:

          “Your beloved child, my queen, has already returned safely.”

          Meanwhile, the swineherd drew near Penelope and told her

          All that her beloved child had commanded him to report.

          340 Once he’d obeyed his orders and had given a full account,

          Off he went to the pigs, leaving the courtyard and palace behind.

          But the Suitors, for their part, were troubled and terribly down at heart:

          After going outside the Hall, past the courtyard’s tall palings,

          They took their seats on the spot, outside the palace gates.

          Eurýmakhos, son of Pólybos, began to speak to them then:

          “Friends, what a horrendous feat Telémakhos has brought off—

          This journey of his, which we said he would never succeed in completing.

          But come now, let’s haul the best of our black-hulled ships to the water

          And assemble a crew of sailors who will man the benches and then

          350 Tell those men with all speed to get themselves swiftly home.”

          The words were barely out of his mouth when Amphínomos saw a ship—

          He had turned from the spot where he stood—inside the deepwater harbor:

          The men were furling the sails and grasping the oars in their hands.

          He was bursting with sweet laughter as he spoke among his companions:

          “No need for a message now—the men are already back.

          Either one of the gods told them or they themselves saw Telémakhos’s

          Ship go sailing by, but failed to overtake it.”

          His words. And then they rose and went down to the shore by the sea.

          They quickly dragged the black-hulled ship onto the beach

          360 And the squires, their spirits high, brought the gear ashore.

          The Suitors crowded into the assembly-place, nor did they let

          Anyone else sit with them—neither the youths nor the old men.

          Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, spoke among them then:

          “Alas! How the gods have saved this fellow from destruction!

          For days on end our watchmen sat up on the windblown heights,

          One watch after another, but whenever the sun went down

          We never spent a night on land. No, we’d await the dawn

          Sailing in our swift-running ships out on the open sea,

          Lying in wait for Telémakhos so we could seize him and do him in—

          370 And all the while some Power had brought him safely home.

          We should put our heads together here and plot a wretched death

          For Telémakhos. He mustn’t escape us, since I myself believe

          That none of our plans will work out while that fellow is still alive,

          For he’s got a clever mind and a talent for shrewd planning,

          While the people show no desire to honor us any more.

          But it’s time for you to act now, before he calls the Achaeans together

          To the place of assembly—I doubt that he’ll let this matter go.

          No, he’ll be seething with wrath, he’ll get up and tell them all

          That we spun him a web of death but failed to trap him in it.

          380 They’re hardly likely to praise us once they hear of our wicked deeds.

          May they never do us harm and drive us all away

          From our land, may we never arrive in foreign lands as exiles.

          No, let’s seize him before that can happen—in the fields, far away from town,

          Or on the road. Then we will have his livelihood and his wealth,

          Dividing it up to be shared among us. But his palace

          We shall have to give to his mother or whoever marries her.

          If you do not approve of the plan that I have laid out, and prefer

          To let this fellow live and keep all that his forefathers left him,

          Then let’s not keep gorging ourselves on his stores of tempting goods

          390 As we throng throughout this palace. No, let each of us seek to court her

          And win her with bride-gifts that come from his own halls. Let her marry

          Whoever gives her the most and comes chosen by Destiny.”

          His words. And a hush descended as all of them fell silent.

          Amphínomos spoke to them then, addressing them all together—

          That illustrious son of Lord Nísos, who himself was Arétias’s son.

          He had come from Doulíkhion, rich in wheat and pasture,

          To lead its band of Suitors. Penelope was greatly

          Pleased by the words he spoke, for he was a man of good sense.

          Full of kindly concern, he spoke now, addressing them thus:

          400 “I myself, my friends, would never dream of killing

          Telémakhos. How fearsome to lay murderous hands on someone

          Of royal stock! No, let’s first consult the will of the gods.

          If the decrees of Zeus Almighty give us consent to do so,

          I myself shall slay him and urge all the others on.

          But if the gods abhor this act, I urge you to desist.”

          Those were the words of Amphínomos, and the men found his speech to their liking.

          They rose to their feet right away and went to the house of Odysseus.

          As they entered, they took their seats upon the polished chairs.

          But Penelope, clear-thinking woman, had a new thought—

          410 She would show herself to those Suitors, so outrageously brazen and brash.

          For she had learned, there in her chamber, of the death that had faced her son

          Since Médôn the herald had told her after learning of their plans.

          Now she went down to the Hall with her women in attendance.

          But once she had reached the Suitors, this woman who glowed like a goddess,

          She stood beside the pillar that held up the strong-built roof.

          Holding her shimmering veil just in front of her cheeks,

          She scolded Antínoös, turning to him as she said:

          “Antínoös—so brazen! Conniver! To think that they say

          You surpass all the men of your age on Ithaka when it comes to

          420 Good counsel, a way with words. But you were never like that.

          Are you mad? Why spin this web of death and doom for Telémakhos?

          Why do you show no respect for supplicants, when Zeus himself

          Is their witness? It’s an unholy thing to spin webs of evil for others.

          Can it be that you don’t know how your father came running here

          In terror of his own people? Oh yes, they were furious—

          He’d taken up with some Taphian pirates and was causing no little anguish

          For the people of Thesprotia, who were joined with us as allies.

          They wanted to kill him then and wrest the life from his heart

          And glut themselves on the riches which he had in such great abundance.

          430 But Odysseus fended them off and held them back, try as they might.

          This is the man whose house you devour scot-free, whose wife

          You court, and whose son you would kill, bringing great grief down upon me.

          But now I command you to stop, and tell the others to stop as well.”

          Eurýmakhos, son of Pólybos, spoke to her then in reply:

          “Daughter of Ikários, Penelope, clear-thinking woman,

          Be of good cheer—don’t let these matters prey on your mind.

          There isn’t a man alive—nor will there be one, he’ll never be born—

          Who will ever lay violent hands on your son, Telémakhos,

          Not while I’m alive and still have eyes to look on the earth.

          440 For this I shall declare, and indeed it shall come to pass:

          The blood of any such man will spurt black around my spear

          In an instant. Yes, for Odysseus, sacker of cities, would often

          Set me, too, upon his knee and place some roasted meat

          In my hands, and hold the ruddy wine right up to my lips.

          That is the reason why Telémakhos is by far

          The dearest of men to me, and why I insist he mustn’t fear death—

          Not from the Suitors, that is: From the gods there is no escape.”

          His words, meant to reassure her: but he was scheming to murder her son.

          Then she went up the stairway to her gleaming chamber above

          450 And cried for her dear husband, Odysseus, until sweet sleep

          Flowed over her eyelids, poured by Athena of the bright owl-eyes.

          At nightfall, the mighty swineherd came back to Odysseus

          And his son. His men were making supper, huddling around as they cooked

          A piglet they had sacrificed. At that moment, Athena

          Drew near to Odysseus, son of Laërtes, and tapped him

          With her wand, turning him into an old man once again,

          Draping his body in rags, so that when the swineherd saw him

          He would not know who it was and, unable to hold himself back,

          Run off to tell the news to that sharp-witted woman, Penelope.

          460 Telémakhos spoke first, addressing the swineherd thus:

          “You have come, noble Eúmaios. What is the word from the city?

          Are those lordly Suitors back from their ambush by now, safely

          Inside, or are they still waiting to catch me on my way home?”

          You replied to him in turn then, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “As I made my way down to the city it wasn’t much on my mind

          To delve into all that and ask questions, for my heart commanded me

          To deliver my news quickly and come back here straightaway.

          But a swift-footed messenger joined me—one of your companions,

          A herald—and he was the first to tell your mother the news.

          470 But here’s something else I learned, since I saw it with my own eyes:

          I was going along and had reached the heights above the city,

          Where the Hill of Hermes is, when I saw a swift-running ship

          Putting into our harbor. A good many men were on board

          And she was loaded down with shields and spears with double-edged blades.

          I thought it might be them, but wouldn’t know for sure.”

          His words. And then Telémakhos, in full control, smiled—

          Giving his father a look while avoiding the swineherd’s eyes.

          When they had rested from their labors and prepared themselves a meal,

          They feasted, and their hearts didn’t lack for one bit of the meal they shared.

          480 But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food,

          They turned their thoughts to bed-time and took the gift of sleep.
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          Then morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose.

          Strapping his beautiful sandals beneath his shining feet,

          Telémakhos, beloved son of godlike Odysseus,

          Took up the mighty spear that fit his grasp so well

          And started out for the city, addressing his swineherd thus:

          “Yes, I’m off to the city, Poppa, as I would like for my mother

          To see me, since I don’t think that she’s ever going to stop

          That awful crying of hers, the groans awash in tears,

          Until she lays eyes on me. But here are my orders for you:

          10 Bring this unfortunate stranger into the city, so he can

          Beg for a meal down there—whoever wants to will give him

          Some bread and a cupful of water. As for me, I have no patience

          For all these people here, I’ve got troubles enough on my mind.

          And if that drives our stranger into a towering rage, it will be

          All the worse for him, since I love to speak the truth.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to him then in reply:

          “My friend, I have no intention of staying here all cooped up.

          For a beggar, it’s better to beg for his dinner down in the city

          Than out in the countryside—whoever wants to, will give.

          20 For I’m no longer of an age to stay out on the farmstead

          And obey the slightest whim of some bossy overseer.

          But go—this fellow you’ve given orders to will bring me there

          Once I’ve warmed myself by the fire and the chill is off the day—

          For the clothes that I’ve got on are awfully shabby. I hope

          The morning frost won’t do me in. They say the city’s quite far off.”

          His words. Then Telémakhos went off across the farmyard,

          Swiftly striding ahead, sowing evil for the Suitors.

          But once he had arrived before the bustling palace,

          He set down his spear and leaned it against a lofty pillar.

          30 Then, stepping over the threshold of stone, he went in.

          Long before anyone else, the nurse Eurykleía saw him

          As she was spreading some fleeces upon the beautifully crafted chairs.

          Bursting into tears, she ran to him, while the other

          Female slaves of Odysseus, that man whose mind stood fast,

          Gathered around him in greeting, kissing his head and his shoulders.

          Then Penelope, clear-thinking woman, rushed out of her chamber

          Looking like Artemis or like golden Aphrodite.

          She burst into tears as she flung her arms around her dear son

          And kissed him all over—his head, both his shining eyes.

          40 Sobbing, she addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “You have come, Telémakhos, sweet light of my life! I didn’t think

          I would ever see you again when you went off in your ship to Pylos

          In secret, against my wishes, searching for word of your dear father.

          But lay the whole thing out for me—how it was that you came to see him.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to her straightaway:

          “Mother, don’t make me mournful, don’t torment the heart in my breast

          When I’ve barely escaped from a death that was looming over me!

          No, once you have had a bath and put on clean clothes,

          Go to your chamber upstairs with your women at your side

          50 And vow to all the gods that you will offer them perfect

          Hecatombs, if only Zeus will bring vengeance to pass some day.

          As for me, I’ll now go down to the place of assembly to ask

          A guest-friend to the house—he came with me on my way back here.

          I had sent him on ahead, along with my godlike comrades,

          With orders for Peíraios to take him back to his house

          And show him a courteous welcome, full of respect, till I come.”

          This, then, was what he said: from her mouth there flew no reply.

          Once she had had her bath and put on clean clothes,

          She vowed to all the gods that she would offer them perfect

          60 Hecatombs, if only Zeus would bring vengeance to pass some day.

          Telémakhos, meanwhile, made his way through the Hall

          Spear in hand; two quicksilver hounds followed on his heels.

          Athena poured upon him a grace bestowed by the gods—

          All of the people stood gazing at him as he came in.

          The lordly Suitors were thronging around him on every side,

          Speaking words of kindness but plotting evil deep in their minds.

          He made sure to keep his distance from the enormous crowd of Suitors,

          And instead made his way to where Mentor and Ántiphos and Halithérses—

          Who had been such great friends of his father, going all the way back—

          70 Were sitting, and took his seat there. And then they questioned him closely.

          Peíraios, that famous spearman, then drew near to them

          As he led his guest, Theoklýmenos, through the town to the place of assembly;

          Nor did Telémakhos long stay away from his guest-friend, but went to him.

          The first to speak was Peíraios, addressing this word to him:

          “Telémakhos, be quick! Send some women to my house

          So I can send back to you the gifts Menelaos gave you.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him straightaway:

          “Peíraios, we do not know how these matters will turn out.

          For if the lordly Suitors should slay me in my halls

          80 In secret, and then divide up all my forefathers’ riches,

          I’d rather you, not one of them, keep them and enjoy them.

          But if I succeed in sowing seeds of death and doom for them,

          You can bring them to me in the palace, rejoicing—as I shall rejoice.”

          So saying, he brought the stranger, who had endured so much, to his house.

          But once they had arrived inside the bustling palace,

          They laid their cloaks on the seats and upon the high-backed chairs,

          Then made their way to the polished tubs and had their baths.

          After the serving-women had bathed them and rubbed them down with oil

          And wrapped them in cloaks of wool and got them into their tunics,

          90 They stepped out of the tubs, then went and sat down upon the chairs.

          A maidservant brought in water, pouring it out from a ewer—

          Exquisite, wrought in gold—into a basin of silver

          For them to wash their hands; then placed a polished table nearby.

          The housekeeper, that worthy woman, brought the meal and served it,

          Glad to have so many dishes to set out from her storerooms inside.

          His mother sat opposite them, beside the door-post there in the Hall,

          Reclining on her chair, spinning delicate threads of wool.

          And then they stretched their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          But once they had put aside their craving for drink and for food

          100 Penelope, clear-thinking woman, began to speak to them:

          “Telémakhos, once I have gone upstairs to my chambers above,

          I shall lie down in the bed that’s become a bed of sorrows,

          Constantly drenched with my tears ever since Odysseus

          Went off with the sons of Atreus to Ilion. You never bothered—

          Not before those arrogant Suitors made their way back to the house—

          To explain what you may have heard about your father’s homecoming.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to her straightaway:

          “Well then, Mother, I’ll tell you everything truthfully.

          We went to see Pylos and Nestor, that shepherd of his people.

          110 He was the one who received me inside his high-roofed palace,

          Welcoming me most warmly, as a father would a son

          Who had just returned home after being away a long time—that’s how

          Warmly he cared for me, he and his glorious sons.

          He told me he’d never heard a soul breathe even one word

          About Odysseus, whose mind stands fast—either alive or dead.

          So he sent me on to that famous spearman Menelaos, son of Atreus,

          After providing me with horses and a tightly framed chariot.

          There I saw Helen of Argos, for whom Argives and Trojans alike

          Endured so many hardships, all through the will of the gods.

          120 Menelaos, that master of war-cries, questioned me straight off:

          What was the reason I’d come to glorious Lakedaímôn?

          I told him the entire tale, every word the truth.

          And then he replied to me, addressing me with these words:

          ‘For shame! How courageous the man in whose bed those men now hope

          To lie down and go to sleep, when they themselves are such weaklings.

          Just as when a doe has laid her fawns to sleep—

          Newborn, suckling still—in the lair of a mighty lion

          As she roves the mountain’s ridges and along its grassy glens

          Searching for pasture; but then he returns to his own den

          130 And visits a shocking fate on both the doe and her fawns:

          So will Odysseus visit a shocking fate on those men.

          O Father Zeus and Athena and Apollo, if only now

          He might be the man he once was in Lesbos, crowded with buildings,

          When he rose in response to a challenge by Philomêleḯdes to wrestle him

          And mightily threw the man down while all the Achaeans cheered.

          That’s the Odysseus I wish would come upon these Suitors!

          Swift would be their deaths and bitter the weddings they’d find.

          But as for what you have asked me and entreated me to tell you,

          I would never side-step that matter, or change the subject, or lie.

          140 Not a word of the tale I was told by the Old Man of the Sea,

          He who never errs, will I keep from you or conceal.

          He said he’d seen him on an island suffering harsh pains

          In the halls of the nymph Kalypso, who is holding him there

          By compulsion: he is not able to return to the land of his fathers.

          For he has no rowing ships, nor has he any shipmates

          Who could bring him home again across the sea’s broad back.’

          Those were the words of Atreḯdes, Menelaos the famous spearman.

          My business done, I headed home. I was given a following wind by

          The immortals, who brought me swiftly back to the land of my fathers.”

          150 His words. And he greatly moved the heart within her breast.

          Then godlike Theoklýmenos spoke to them all as well:

          “Most honored wife of Odysseus, son of Laërtes,

          Menelaos has no clear knowledge, so attend to what I say.

          I shall make an infallible prophecy and will keep nothing back:

          Let Zeus before all other gods, let the welcoming board you’ve provided,

          Let this hearth of the faultless Odysseus, to which I have come, all bear witness

          That Odysseus even now—back in the land of his fathers,

          Already settled or on the move, learning of these wicked deeds—

          Is here! And he is sowing seeds of evil for all the Suitors.

          160 This was the meaning of that bird, which I divined as I sat

          On the ship with its rows of benches and proclaimed to Telémakhos.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “Stranger, if what you said would only come to pass!

          You’d be lavished with so much kindness and I’d give you so many gifts

          That anyone who met you would think you a blessed man.”

          Saying such things as these, they all went on talking.

          The Suitors, in the meantime, were in front of Odysseus’s palace

          Enjoying themselves with the discus and hurling javelins

          Out in a leveled field, as was their wont—outrageous men!

          170 But when it was time for dinner and the flocks of sheep had come in

          From all over the fields, led by the men who always brought them,

          Médôn spoke to them. For he, out of all the heralds,

          Was the one the Suitors liked best and always took part in their feasts.

          “Now that you’ve all had time to enjoy your games, young men,

          It’s time you came back to the palace so we can prepare the feast.

          For it’s never a bad idea to dine at a suitable hour.”

          His words. And then they arose, persuaded by what he had said.

          But once they had arrived inside the bustling palace,

          They laid their cloaks down on the seats and upon the high-backed chairs

          180 And then slaughtered great huge sheep and goats that were sleek with fat

          And slaughtered plump swine as well, and a cow that came from their herd,

          Preparing the feast.

          Meanwhile, two men were making their way

          From the countryside into town: Odysseus and the glorious swineherd.

          The swineherd, that leader of men, was the first of them to speak:

          “Stranger, it seems you’re eager to go into town today

          Just as my master ordered—although I myself would have liked

          To leave you behind right there to keep watch over the farmyard.

          But I respect him—and fear him. God forbid he should ever quarrel

          With me, since a master’s reproaches are always hard to bear.

          190 Let us go then, since by now the day is mostly done

          And gets chillier by the minute as evening draws ever closer.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “I know and understand—you scarcely need give the order!

          So let us go then, and from now on you lead the way ahead.

          But if you happen to have a bit of branch that you’ve cut, give it here

          For me to lean on, for you yourself said that the road is treacherous.”

          With that, he hoisted his threadbare pack around his shoulders;

          Completely full of holes, it hung from a twisted cord.

          And Eúmaios gave him a staff, just as his heart desired.

          200 The two of them went, while the dogs and the men who tended the herds

          Stayed behind to guard the farmyard. The swineherd led his master to town.

          He looked exactly like some beggar—miserable and old,

          Leaning on a cane, wrapped in awful rags.

          But as they were making their way along the uneven path,

          Close to the city by now, they came to a well-fashioned fountain

          Whose waters flowed beautifully, where the people would draw their water;

          It had been built by Íthakos and Nêritos and Polýktor.

          It stood in the midst of a grove of black poplars that fed on its waters,

          Completely circling the fountain. From a rock high overhead

          210 The cold water flowed down. On top of the rock, someone had built

          An altar to the nymphs where all comers would sacrifice.

          It was there that Melánthios, tricky Dolíos’s son, came upon them

          As he drove his she-goats along—by far the best of the herds,

          They’d soon be the Suitors’ dinner—followed closely by two herdsmen.

          When he saw them, he hailed them and started to speak, railing at them

          Violently, shamelessly, stinging Odysseus’s heart:

          “Well now, it’s clear as day—a low-life leading a low-life!

          But then, doesn’t god always put two peas in a pod together?

          You miserable swineherd, where are you bringing this moocher,

          220 This plague of a beggar who licks leftovers from the plates?

          How many times has he stood there scraping his shoulders on door-posts

          While he begs for scraps of food—never for swords or cauldrons?

          If you’d only give him to me to be the keeper of my farmyard—

          Cleaning out the stables, feeding shoots to the kids—

          He’d be drinking whey, putting some nice thick flesh on those thighs!

          But since all he’s ever learned is how to be a low-life,

          He won’t apply himself to real work. No, he skulks around the country,

          Hoping to glut that bottomless belly of his by begging.

          But this I now declare, and it will surely come to pass:

          230 If this man makes his way to the palace of godlike Odysseus

          His ribs will wear out the stools that come flying at his head,

          Hurled by the hands of men while he’s pelted all through the house.”

          His words. And as he passed by—fool that he was!—he kicked

          Odysseus in the hip, yet failed to shove him out of the way.

          No, Odysseus stood his ground, pondering whether he ought to

          Attack him, using his staff to strip the life from his body,

          Or to hoist him by the waist and smash his head on the ground.

          But no: he bore up and held himself back. Now the swineherd

          Looked straight at the goatherd and railed at him, then prayed with arms upraised:

          240 “Nymphs of this fountain, daughters of Zeus, if ever Odysseus

          Wrapped the thigh-bones of lambs and kids in rich folds of fat

          And burned them for you as an offering, then grant this wish for me:

          May that man only return! May some Power lead him here!

          For then he would sweep away the high-and-mighty airs

          That you now put on, so arrogant—always traipsing around

          The city while lazy herdsmen destroy the flocks of sheep.”

          Melánthios the goatherd addressed him then in turn:

          “My, my, how he does go on, this cur with his mind bent on mischief!

          One of these days I will take him in a black-hulled, deep-benched ship

          250 Far away from Ithaka, where he’ll fetch a handsome sum.

          If only Apollo Silver-Bow would shoot Telémakhos

          Today, right here in the Hall, or if he’d only be slain by the Suitors

          As surely as, somewhere far off, Odysseus has lost his homecoming.”

          So saying, he left them behind as they ambled slowly along;

          Melánthios walked on quickly and soon reached his master’s palace.

          He went straight inside and sat down in the midst of the Suitors,

          Across from Eurýmakhos, who loved Melánthios best.

          Those who were serving at table placed a portion of meat beside him

          And the housekeeper, worthy woman, brought in the bread and set it

          260 Down for him to eat. Now Odysseus and the glorious swineherd

          Stopped as they drew near. The sound of a hollow lyre

          Rang out in their direction, for Phêmios had struck up a song

          To sing for them. Odysseus took the swineherd’s hand and said:

          “Eúmaios, this must be the beautiful house of Odysseus,

          Easy to recognize even among many others.

          One building after another, a court with its wall and coping

          So artfully constructed, and both panels of the doors

          So strongly built that no man could ever breach its defenses.

          And I see that, inside the house, many men have sat down

          270 To a feast—the aroma of meat wafts over it while a lyre

          Resounds, for the gods have made it a companion to the feast.”

          You replied to him then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “So you knew it instantly—but then, you’re no fool in other matters.

          Come, let’s put our heads together and think how all this might turn out.

          Either you’ll be the first to go inside the bustling palace

          And plunge in among the Suitors while I remain behind,

          Or, if you like, you remain here while I go on ahead.

          But if you stay, don’t linger too long, in case someone sees you outside

          And throws things at you, or drives you away. Give it some thought.”

          280 Odysseus, who had suffered so much, replied to him in turn:

          “I know and understand; you scarcely need give the order.

          But you go on ahead and I shall stay behind here,

          For I’m hardly unschooled in beatings or in having things thrown at me.

          This spirit of mine is steadfast since I’ve suffered so many disasters

          Upon the high seas and in war. So now let’s add this one to those.

          There is no way a man can hide a stomach that’s ravenous,

          That accursed organ, which brings countless ills on mankind!

          Because of it, even ships with their sturdy ribs are made ready,

          Sailing the sea’s restless wastes and bringing disaster to foes.”

          290 Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking.

          Now a dog that was lying close by raised his head and pricked up his ears:

          Argos, who belonged to Odysseus of the steadfast mind. He himself

          Had raised him—with no chance to enjoy him; for long before that, he’d gone off

          To awesome Ilion. In days gone by, the young men would bring him

          As they hunted down wild goats and roe deer and hares.

          But now he lay there, missed by no one since his master had gone away,

          Deep in the dung that was piled high in front of the palace doors—

          The dung of mules and cattle which Odysseus’s slaves

          Would bring out to the huge estate to spread around on the fields.

          300 So there lay Argos—“Flash”—riddled with vermin, that plague of dogs.

          Now, though, as soon as he sensed that Odysseus was close by,

          Look!—he wagged his tail and both his ears went flat.

          But after, he hadn’t the strength to come closer to his master,

          Who looked in the other direction and brushed away a tear

          Which he easily hid from Eúmaios, whom he questioned straightaway:

          “Eúmaios, how very odd that this dog lies in the dung!

          His body shows beautiful breeding, although it’s hard for me to know

          If he’s got racing speed to match that lovely appearance of his

          Or is merely like those dogs that men keep at their tables,

          310 Which their masters like to groom in order to make themselves grand.”

          You replied to him then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Sure enough, this is the dog whose master died far away!

          If he were only the way he once was—his looks! the feats he’d perform!—

          Just as Odysseus left him when he went off to Troy.

          You yourself would marvel to behold his speed and strength.

          No beast that he ever chased in the deepest part of the woods

          Could ever get away. He was also a great one for tracking!

          But now he’s beset by trouble. Somewhere far off, his master

          Has perished, and the women are heedless and take no care of him.

          320 When the masters of the house don’t rule the roost, the slaves

          No longer have any desire to do an honest day’s work.

          Zeus, whose thunder sounds far off, takes half a man’s worth away

          As soon as the day of enslavement gets him in its grip.”

          So saying, he went inside the bustling palace,

          Going straight through the Hall to join the lordly Suitors.

          And Argos? His fate—black death—took him in its grip

          The moment he saw Odysseus, after twenty years had passed.

          Long before anyone else, godlike Telémakhos saw

          The swineherd making his way through the palace. Quickly he nodded

          330 And motioned him to his side. Eúmaios peered round and then took

          A nearby stool—the carver would sit there, carving heaps of meat

          To be portioned among the Suitors as they feasted all through the house.

          He took it and set it down right across from Telémakhos’s

          Table, and then sat down himself. At that, a herald

          Took a portion and placed it before him, and fetched him bread from a basket.

          Close behind Eúmaios, Odysseus entered the palace

          Looking exactly like some beggar—miserable and old,

          Leaning on a cane, wrapped in awful rags.

          He sat down on the ash-wood threshold just inside the doorway,

          340 Leaning against a door-post made of cypress-wood, which a joiner

          Had expertly planed long ago as he trued it to his line.

          Telémakhos summoned the swineherd and spoke a word to him,

          Taking a whole loaf of bread from the beautifully worked basket

          And as many joints of meat as he could hold in both his hands.

          “Take all of this and bring it to the stranger, and order him

          To make the rounds of all the Suitors, begging from each in turn.

          Shame is a useless comrade for a man in dire need.”

          His words. And the swineherd went off, since he heeded what had been said.

          Drawing close, he addressed Odysseus with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          350 “All this is a gift from Telémakhos, stranger. He orders you

          To make the rounds of all the Suitors, begging from every one.

          He says shame is a useless comrade for a man in dire need.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him then, saying:

          “Lord Zeus, grant that Telémakhos be blessed among men

          And that whatever he may long for will come to him in time.”

          And then, with both his hands, he took the food and set it down

          Right in front of his feet, on top of his threadbare pack,

          And sat eating as long as the song of the bard rang through the halls.

          As he finished his dinner, the bard, god-inspired, was ending his song;

          360 The Suitors were making a din all through the halls. But Athena

          Drew near and stood beside Laërtes’ son, Odysseus,

          Urging him to go round and scrounge crusts of bread from the Suitors

          So he could find out which were righteous and which were utterly lawless.

          Even so, she did not intend to save even one from destruction.

          Starting on the right-hand side, Odysseus went around begging,

          Thrusting his hand all around as if he’d always been a beggar.

          Out of pity, they gave him something, astonished to see him there,

          Asking one another who he was and where he came from.

          Melánthios the goatherd spoke among them then:

          370 “You who court a queen who is far-famed in glory, hear

          What I have to say of this stranger—for I’ve certainly seen him before.

          The swineherd was the one to bring him here—oh yes!—

          Though I do not know for sure what kin he claims as his own.”

          His words. Then Antínoös railed at the swineherd with these words:

          “Oh, this is just like you, swineherd! Why on earth did you bring

          Him down to the city? Or don’t we have enough vagrants

          And beggars pestering us, licking leftover food from the plates?

          Aren’t you angry enough that these men crowd around, devouring

          All your master’s goods, that you had to invite yet another?”

          380 You replied to him then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “Antínoös, though you’re high-born, your words are hardly so fine.

          Just who would willingly go and invite some foreigner in

          Unless he were some man who serves the public good—

          A seer, a healer of pain, a joiner who worked in wood,

          Or even a heavenly bard who delights us with his song?

          Such mortals are ever welcome throughout the boundless earth.

          But no one welcomes a beggar, who will swallow the hand that feeds him.

          And you—you’re always much harsher than all the rest of the Suitors

          To Odysseus’s household slaves, and to me most of all. But I

          390 Don’t care a whit as long as Penelope, that sharp-witted woman,

          Is alive and well in these halls along with godlike Telémakhos.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke right back to him:

          “Enough! For my sake, don’t waste your words on him.

          That’s just who Antínoös is, always spoiling for a fight—

          Making his brutish speeches, egging on the others.”

          And now he addressed Antínoös with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Antínoös, you’re just like a father, taking such good care of me—

          Forcing me to throw this stranger out of the palace

          With a harsh command. God forbid this should ever come to pass!

          400 Give him plenty—don’t be stingy for my sake—for these are my orders.

          Don’t worry about offending my mother or one of the slaves

          Who dwell throughout the house of that godlike man, Odysseus.

          But no—the thought of giving never entered your mind,

          For you’d far rather eat yourself than give to anyone else.”

          Antínoös then replied, speaking to him as follows:

          “Telémakhos, you big talker, you’re out of control—what a speech!

          If all of the Suitors offered as much as you ordered us to

          He’d have so much food to eat that he’d be gone from the house for three months.”

          His words. Then he took a stool out from under the table—

          410 The one where he’d put his feet, sleek with oil, while he caroused.

          But the rest were happy to give, filling the beggar’s pack

          With bread and joints of meat. Now Odysseus would likely have gone

          Straight back to the threshold to sample the Achaeans’ largesse.

          But he stood near Antínoös and spoke a word to him:

          “Give something, friend. To me, you don’t seem to be the worst

          Of the Achaeans, but rather the noblest, since you look just like a king.

          That’s why you should give even more and better food than the others

          Have given. I’ll make you famous throughout the boundless earth.

          For I myself once lived in a house, a man among men,

          420 A fortunate man in his mansion, and would often give to wanderers,

          Whoever they might be and whatever need had brought them.

          Countless were my slaves, countless the other possessions

          That help a man to live well: the reason they call him wealthy.

          But Zeus, the son of Kronos, laid it waste—he must have willed it:

          He threw me in with some pirates, those men who never stop roaming,

          To travel the lengthy road to Egypt, that I might perish.

          The ships, curved at stem and stern, I moored in the River Egypt.

          It was then that I gave the command to my trusty comrades

          To remain there by the ships and keep close watch over them;

          430 I sent some others off as well to scout for lookout posts.

          But that first lot gave in to violence, slaves to their brutish greed:

          One look at the beautiful fields that belonged to the men of Egypt

          And they pillaged them, carrying off their wives and infant children

          After killing the men. Soon enough, the outcry reached the city.

          Those who had heard it came on just as daylight was breaking;

          The entire plain filled up with infantry and horses

          And the flash of brazen armor. Zeus who delights in lightning

          Struck my comrades with dreadful panic, routing them—not a one

          Dared to stand up to the foe, engulfed as we were by disaster.

          440 Their men slew us in droves with sharpened blades of bronze

          And led the rest away as captives, forced into slave labor.

          But then a guest-friend of theirs turned up—Dmêtor, son of Iásos,

          Who ruled as lord in Cyprus by force—and they gave me to him.

          So it’s Cyprus I’ve just come from, after enduring many hardships.”

          Now Antínoös replied, addressing him in turn:

          “What Power has brought this disaster here to ruin our feast?

          Off with you—away from my table! Stand over there and keep your distance—

          Unless you’d like to go straight back to bitter Egypt and Cyprus!

          Ah, what a barefaced, shameless panhandler you are!

          450 You sidle up to us all, one by one, and they give—

          Spendthrifts every one. When you squander the wealth of others

          Why bother holding back?—there’s plenty to go around.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, backed off and addressed him:

          “Well, well, so it seems you haven’t got wits to match your looks!

          You’d not give a grain of salt from your larder to someone in need—

          You, who sit at another man’s table and still don’t have the heart

          To tear me a crust of bread. Yet there’s so much to go around!”

          His words. And Antínoös’s heart grew ever more enraged.

          Scowling, he addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          460 “By now, I somehow suspect that your departure from this Hall

          Won’t be a pretty sight, given the insults you spew.”

          So saying, he took the stool and hurled it at his right shoulder

          Just where it joins the back. But Odysseus stood like a rock,

          Steadfast. Nor did Antínoös’s missile make him stumble.

          No, he shook his head in silence, dark thoughts filling his mind.

          Back he went to the threshold and took his seat, placing

          His pack—now filled to the brim—on the ground, and addressed the Suitors:

          “Hear me, you who are courting a queen far-famed in glory,

          So I can tell you what the heart in my breast commands me to say.

          470 There is surely no grief in one’s heart, nor even a trace of sorrow,

          When a man who goes into battle to protect his property—

          His cattle, say, or his gleaming white sheep—is struck down.

          But Antínoös struck me on account of my woeful stomach,

          That accursed organ, which brings countless ills on mankind!

          If, somewhere out there, there are gods and Erinyes for beggars,

          May Antínoös meet his doom and die before he marries!”

          Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, spoke to him then in turn:

          “Sit still and eat your food, stranger—or go somewhere else,

          Unless you want these youngsters to drag you hand and foot through the palace

          480 Because of what you’ve said. They’ll skin you alive!”

          His words. And the rest of them exploded in indignation.

          One of those proud-hearted youths would be muttering something like this:

          “Antínoös, it wasn’t right to hit this ill-fated beggar—

          Curses on you if he’s really some god from the heavens above!

          For the gods often take the appearance of strangers from far-off lands,

          Assuming all sorts of guises as they wander around our cities,

          Observing the deeds of mortals, whether insolent or righteous.”

          So the Suitors were saying, but their words made no impression.

          But a heavy grief was growing in Telémakhos’s heart because

          490 He had seen his father struck. Still, no tear ever fell from his eyes;

          No, he shook his head in silence, dark thoughts filling his mind.

          Now as soon as Penelope, that clear-thinking woman, heard

          That a man had been struck in the Hall, she spoke amidst her attendants:

          “If only the far-famed archer, Apollo, would strike you, Antínoös!”

          The housekeeper Eurynómê spoke a word to her in reply:

          “If fulfillment were ever granted to these prayers of ours,

          Not one of the Suitors would live to see Dawn on her golden throne!”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed her then in turn:

          “They are all our enemies, Nurse, since they’re always plotting evil.

          500 But Antínoös, far more than the others, is like some black spirit of doom.

          An ill-fated stranger is roaming all throughout the palace

          Begging the men for bread, compelled by his poverty, but

          While the others filled his pack and gave him something to eat,

          That one threw a footstool and hit him below the right shoulder.”

          Saying such things as this, she spoke amidst her attendants

          As she sat there in her chamber. But glorious Odysseus was eating.

          Calling the glorious swineherd to come, she addressed him thus:

          “Go, my good Eúmaios, find the stranger and order him

          To come, so I can give him a proper welcome and ask him

          510 If he has some knowledge of Odysseus, he of the steadfast mind,

          Or has even laid eyes on him. For he looks like a man who’s roamed far.”

          You replied to her then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “If only the Achaeans would keep silent, my queen!

          The tales that this man tells are like to bewitch your heart.

          Three nights I had him with me, three days I kept him with me

          In my hut, since he first came after escaping from a ship.

          Even so, the troubles he speaks of are far from being over.

          As a man might gaze in awe at a minstrel taught by the gods

          To sing to mortal men songs that stir their longings,

          520 And they burn to listen to him, never wanting to stop, when he sings:

          That’s how that man bewitched me as he sat there in my hall.

          He says that he and Odysseus are guest-friends of many years’ standing

          And that he lives on the island of Crete, where the clan of Minos is—

          That’s where he’s just come from, after enduring many a hardship,

          Like a rolling stone, on and on. He insists he has news that Odysseus

          Is close at hand in the fertile country of the men of Thesprotia—

          Alive!—bringing many treasures back to his house and home.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “Go then, bring him here so he can tell me, face-to-face.

          530 As for the men, let them sprawl in the doorways or here inside the palace,

          Amusing themselves as they please, since their hearts are full of good cheer.

          And why not? Their own possessions lie undisturbed in their houses—

          The food and the honeyed wines consumed in their own households

          While they come and go as they please in our house, day after day,

          Slaughtering cows and sheep and nice fatted goats,

          Banqueting in great style and drinking the ruddy wine

          Wantonly. All this wealth is draining away. There’s no man here

          Such as Odysseus was, to defend our house from ruin.

          But if Odysseus were to come and return to the land of his fathers,

          540 He and his son would avenge these men’s outrages right away.”

          Her words. But Telémakhos sneezed loudly—all through the palace

          The piercing sound echoed. Penelope burst out laughing

          And swiftly addressed Eúmaios with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Go and ask the stranger to appear before me now.

          Or did you not see that my son sneezed at my every word?

          That is the reason why death will not fail to come for the Suitors—

          All of them: not one will escape from death and doom.

          And I’ll tell you something else now, and be sure to take it to heart:

          If I find that he’s telling the truth in all these stories of his,

          550 I shall dress him in fine clothes—a cloak as well as a tunic.”

          Her words. The swineherd went off, since he heeded her command.

          Drawing near, he addressed Odysseus with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Stranger, old sir: Penelope, that clear-thinking woman, mother

          Of Telémakhos, invites you now. Her heart commands her to ask you

          Some questions about her husband, careworn though she be.

          If she finds that you’re telling the truth in all these stories of yours,

          She’ll give you a cloak and a tunic, which, more than anything else,

          You need. As for food, you’ll go begging all throughout the land

          To feed that belly of yours. Whoever wants to, will give.”

          560 Odysseus, who had suffered so much, addressed him then in turn:

          “Eúmaios, I’ll tell my tales soon enough, all of them true,

          To the daughter of Ikários, clear-thinking Penelope.

          For I certainly know about him—we’ve endured the very same woes.

          But I cower in terror before that pack of hard-hearted Suitors,

          Whose insolence and violence reach the iron vault of the heavens.

          For just now, when that man saw me going all around the palace—

          Minding my own business—he struck me, causing me pain.

          Not a one stood up to him, not Telémakhos nor anyone else.

          So go now and tell Penelope to stay here in the Hall

          570 Until the sun has gone down, no matter how eager she is.

          That’s when she can ask me about the day of her husband’s return

          After sitting me down right next to the fire, since the clothes I have on

          Are so threadbare—as you yourself know, since I came to you first for help.”

          His words. The swineherd went off, since he had heeded his speech.

          As Eúmaios crossed the threshold, Penelope addressed him:

          “But Eúmaios, you haven’t brought him—what could this vagrant be thinking?

          Is he terrified of someone or is there something else

          That makes him ashamed in our house? But a shame-faced beggar is worthless!”

          You replied to her then in turn, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          580 “He speaks just as he should—so anyone else would agree—

          Protecting himself from the violence of these swaggering, cocksure men.

          But he bids you to stay and wait until the sun goes down.

          It would surely be better for you to do as he says, my queen—

          To talk to the stranger alone and hear what he has to say.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “This stranger seems no fool, whatever else he might be.

          For among mortals destined to die there have never been men who plot

          Wanton, outrageous schemes as insolently as these men do.”

          Those were the words she spoke. The glorious swineherd went

          590 Into the crowd of Suitors once he had told her everything.

          He addressed Telémakhos at once, his words flying toward him like arrows—

          Bringing his head very close so the others would not hear:

          “Dear boy, I’m going home to keep an eye on the pigs and the rest—

          All that sustains you and me. But you should see to everything here.

          The most important of all is to keep yourself safe and watch out

          So you don’t get hurt, since many Achaeans are plotting evil—

          May Zeus kill them all, root and branch, before they become our downfall!”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, turned to him then and replied:

          “May it turn out as you say, Poppa! Now go, once you have eaten.

          600 At dawn, come back and bring the beautiful beasts for the rite.

          Both I and the immortals will see to everything here.”

          His words. And the swineherd sat down on the smooth-planed stool once more,

          Eating the food and drinking the wine to his heart’s content.

          Then off he went to the pigs, leaving behind the courtyard and palace,

          Crowded with banqueters. But the others were taking their pleasure

          In dancing and in song, since daylight was already fading.
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          Then came a beggar, well known all through the city—he’d go

          Begging all over Ithaka, renowned for his ravening belly

          And his talent for eating and drinking nonstop. But he had no strength,

          No might at all in him, though he seemed big enough to look at.

          Arnaíos—“the Ram”—was his name, which his lady mother gave him

          At birth. And yet all the young men would always call him Íros—

          He was forever going around delivering people’s messages.

          It was he, then, who came to chase Odysseus from his own house,

          Railing at him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          10 “Get out of the doorway, old man, before you’re dragged out by the feet!

          Don’t you see that all these men are winking in my direction

          To get me to drag you away? And yet I’m ashamed to do it.

          Get up then—so we don’t quarrel and quickly come to blows.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, glared from beneath his brows:

          “Are you crazy? I do you no harm, nor do I speak ill of you,

          And I won’t bear a grudge if someone gives you a heaping portion.

          This threshold is big enough for the two of us—no need to

          Begrudge anyone else. You seem to be a vagrant

          Just like me—the gods are the ones who grant wealth and good fortune.

          20 Don’t challenge me to a bout or you will make me angry

          And—old as I am—I will splatter your chest and your lips all over

          With blood. Then I will have some peace today—even more

          Tomorrow, for I doubt very much that you will be coming back

          A second time to the halls of Odysseus, son of Laërtes.”

          Boiling over with rage, Íros the vagrant addressed him:

          “Outrageous! Can you believe how glibly this hog goes on,

          Like some ancient crone at her stove? Oh the pain I’d cook up for him!—

          Hitting him with both fists, knocking the teeth from his jaws

          Onto the ground, as though he were some pig who’d ravaged the crops.

          30 Gird yourself for a fight now, so they all can see how we two

          Go at it. But how could you fight a younger man?”

          So the two of them stood in front of the lofty doorway

          Upon the polished threshold, working themselves into a lather.

          Now the great lord Antínoös heard the two of them;

          Bursting with sweet laughter, he spoke among the Suitors:

          “Friends, nothing like this has ever been staged before—

          That a god should have brought to this house such an entertainment!

          The stranger and Íros here are challenging each other

          To a bare-knuckle fight! So let’s make them have a go at each other.”

          40 His words. And then they all sprang to their feet, laughing,

          And gathered round the two beggars, who were dressed in their awful rags.

          Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, spoke among them then:

          “Hear me, you lordly Suitors, and let me have my say.

          We’ve set these two sausage-casings—made from the bellies of goats

          And filled with fat and blood—on the fire, to have for our supper.

          Let the man who wins the prize and proves himself the stronger

          Go and take whichever one he’d like to have for himself.

          What’s more, he’ll always feast with us here, nor will we allow

          Any other beggar to come here and then go begging.”

          50 Those were Antínoös’s words, and they all found his speech to their liking.

          But Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke with a mind full of guile:

          “Friends, there’s no way for a man who is old and worn out by trouble

          To fight against a man who’s much younger. But my belly

          Pushes me on, that villain, and will make me succumb to his blows.

          But come, you all must swear a powerful oath to me now

          Not to side with Íros and, lifting a heavy hand,

          Have the sheer gall to strike me—overpowering me for his sake.”

          His words. And they all swore, just as he had bidden them.

          Then, when they’d duly sworn and made an end to their oath,

          60 Telémakhos, taking charge, spoke to them and said:

          “Stranger, if your heart and noble spirit urge you on

          To defend yourself against him, then have no fear of the other

          Achaeans—whoever strikes you will be up against more than just you.

          For I myself am your host, with the consent of you two lords,

          Antínoös and Eurýmakhos, both of you men of good sense.”

          His words. And they all applauded. But now Odysseus

          Girded his private parts with rags, leaving his thighs exposed—

          How fine they were, so solid. His broad shoulders showed as well

          Along with his brawny chest and upper arms. Then Athena

          70 Drew near and filled out the limbs of that shepherd of the people.

          All of the Suitors were stunned, overwhelmed by sheer amazement—

          With a glance at his neighbor, each one would be saying something like this:

          “Íros won’t be much of an Iris once he’s suffered the fate he’s asked for!

          What thighs that old man is showing through those rags of his!”

          Those were their words. And Íros’s spirit was badly shaken.

          Still, the servants girded his loins and dragged him out by force,

          Utterly terrified—the flesh on his limbs was trembling.

          Antínoös lashed out, turning to him and saying:

          “You’ll wish you were dead, you lunk, or wished you’d never been born,

          80 If you’re shaking in front of this fellow and fear him so terribly—

          This old man who’s been worn out by the trouble he has been through.

          But this I shall say to you, and it will surely come to pass:

          If this man here defeats you and proves himself the stronger,

          I’ll throw you aboard a black-hulled ship and send you off to the mainland

          To Ékhetos the king, Mutilator of Mortals,

          Who will cut off your nose and ears with the pitiless bronze

          And tear out your private parts to give to the dogs to eat raw.”

          His words. And, more than ever, a trembling seized Íros’s limbs.

          They were led to the middle of the ring and both men put up their hands.

          90 At that moment, the noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, was torn;

          Should he hit Íros so hard that he’d give up the ghost there and then,

          Or hit him just hard enough to lay him out cold on the ground?

          As he pondered in his mind, what seemed best to him was this:

          To hit him just hard enough that his skill would escape the Achaeans.

          The two had their hands up and Íros hit Odysseus’s right shoulder,

          But Odysseus hit Íros’s neck just under the ear, smashing in

          The bones. Right away the blood spurted out of his mouth, bright red,

          And down he fell in the dust, shrieking, champing his teeth,

          Banging the ground with his heels. At that, the lordly Suitors

          100 Lifted their hands up high, dying with laughter. Odysseus

          Grabbed his foot, then dragged him out to the yard through the doorway

          Straight to the gate of the porch, where he threw him down and leaned him

          Against the fence that ran round the yard. He thrust his staff in his hand,

          And addressed him then with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Sit there now and stand guard against the swine and the dogs,

          And don’t go on lording it over strangers and men who come begging,

          Sad sack that you are, lest you get into even more trouble.”

          Then he took Íros’s threadbare pack and swung it around the man’s shoulders;

          Completely full of holes, it hung from a twisted cord.

          110 Back he went to his threshold and sat down while the men inside,

          Bursting with sweet laughter, saluted him with these words:

          “Stranger, may Zeus and the other immortal gods grant you

          Whatever you wish for most and whatever your heart desires

          Since you’ve finally stopped this man with his bottomless pit of a belly

          From roaming all over, begging. We’ll soon send him off to the mainland

          To Ékhetos the king, Mutilator of Mortals.”

          Their words. And noble Odysseus rejoiced to hear the omen.

          Antínoös set before him an enormous sausage-casing

          Filled with fat and blood, and then Amphínomos

          120 Took two loaves of bread from the basket and set them down before him.

          Lifting a golden goblet, he toasted him with these words:

          “Greetings to you, Sir Stranger! May times to come be filled with

          Prosperity, though right now you’re beset by so many woes.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to him in reply:

          “Amphínomos, you certainly strike me as being a sensible man,

          Just as your father was—for I’ve heard of his noble renown—

          Nísos of Doulíkhion, that brave and wealthy man.

          They say you’re sprung from his stock and you seem like a well-spoken man.

          So I shall tell you something, and you should take heed and listen:

          130 For of all the things that breathe and creep about on the earth,

          There is nothing more feeble bred by the earth than a human being.

          For he never thinks he will suffer evil in the future

          As long as the gods grant success and put some spring in his knees.

          But as soon as the blessed gods bring dire things to pass,

          He is forced, unwilling, to bear it with a spirit that must endure.

          For the cast of mind of mortals who dwell upon this earth

          Changes with each day that the Father of All brings on.

          There was a time when I myself should have been fortunate among men,

          But I did many a reckless deed, giving in to force and violence

          140 After putting all my trust in my father and my brothers.

          So let no one ever be a man who scorns what is right,

          But instead let him silently keep what gifts the gods may give him.

          I see the Suitors planning to do those same reckless deeds,

          Eating away the wealth and dishonoring the wife

          Of a man who, I declare, will not be away much longer

          From his loved ones and fatherland; he is very close. May some Power

          Help you get out of this house! May you never encounter him

          Once he has journeyed back to the cherished land of his fathers.

          For I doubt that the Suitors and he will go their separate ways

          150 Without some blood being shed, once he’s back beneath his roof.”

          His words. Then he poured a libation and drank the honey-sweet wine

          And put the cup right back in the hands of the people’s commander.

          Amphínomos went through the palace, his heart filled with foreboding,

          His head nodding low, for his spirit saw trouble ahead.

          Still, he did not escape his fate. For Athena had bound him, too—

          Had doomed him to be cut down by Telémakhos’s hands and spear.

          Then he sat back down in the chair from which he had arisen.

          Then Athena, owl-eyed goddess, set a thought inside the mind

          Of the daughter of Ikários, clear-thinking Penelope:

          160 To appear before the Suitors and set their hearts aflutter

          Even more than before—and to make herself even more valued

          By her husband and her son than she had ever been before.

          Surprising herself, she laughed, then turned to her nurse and said:

          “Eurynómê, my heart now yearns—though it never did before—

          To appear before the Suitors even though I hate them.

          And I’d like to tell my child—for a word would do him good—

          Not to spend all his time with those insolent, arrogant Suitors

          Who know how to make a fair speech but secretly think foul thoughts.”

          The housekeeper Eurynómê spoke a word to her in reply:

          170 “Yes, indeed, my child—all that you say, you’ve said rightly.

          Go now and have a word with your son and hold nothing back.

          But first, wash your body clean and anoint your cheeks with oils—

          You really shouldn’t go out with your face all streaked with tears,

          Since to mourn without end, forever, is a very bad thing.

          For by now your son is of age, and you had always fervently prayed

          That the immortals would let you see the day when his beard grew in.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, spoke to her then in reply:

          “Though you care for me, Eurynómê, please don’t try to cajole me

          Into washing my body clean and anointing myself with oils.

          180 What beauty I once had, the gods who inhabit Olympos

          Destroyed, ever since the day he went off in his sleek-bellied ships.

          But go now and tell Autonóê and Hippodámeia to come

          So both of them can stand at my side in the Hall.

          I will not go among men all alone; I would be ashamed.”

          Those were her words. The old woman went straight through the Hall

          To give the message to the women and order them to come.

          Then the goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, had a new thought.

          Down she poured sweet sleep on the daughter of Ikários,

          Who lay down and went to sleep as all her limbs relaxed

          190 There upon her couch. And meanwhile the dazzling goddess

          Bestowed immortal gifts so the Achaeans would marvel at her.

          First, she graced her beautiful face with a beautifying balm

          Used by the gods—the same that richly crowned Kythéreia

          Applies to herself when she goes to join the dance of the Graces.

          And she made her taller, too, more shapely to behold,

          And made her complexion whiter than ivory freshly sawn.

          Once she had done her work, the dazzling goddess went off

          While the white-armed serving-women came out of the Hall,

          Chattering as they drew near. Sweet sleep released Penelope

          200 And, rubbing the sleep from her cheeks with her hands, she spoke to them:

          “Gentle slumber enfolded me as I lay deep in suffering.

          If only Artemis the Chaste would give me a death as gentle

          Right now! For if she did, I would not waste my life away

          Grieving deep in my heart, longing for my dear husband’s

          Many talents and skills, since he surpassed all the other Achaeans.”

          After she had spoken, she came down from her gleaming chamber.

          Nor was she alone: two attendants followed her closely.

          Once she had reached the Suitors, this woman who glowed like a goddess,

          She stood beside the pillar that held up the strong-built roof,

          210 Holding her shimmering veil just in front of her cheeks

          As each of her trusty attendants stood there at her side.

          The knees of all the men, bewitched by desire, gave way

          On the spot, since all of them longed to lie with her in her bed.

          But now she addressed Telémakhos, her beloved son:

          “Telémakhos, your mind and wits aren’t as sharp as they once were.

          You had far more good sense in you when you were still a child.

          Now that you’ve grown up and reached the threshold of manhood,

          Someone might well say that you are a wealthy man’s child—

          If he were some stranger, that is, and saw only your stature and looks.

          220 For your mind and wits are no longer as upright as they once were.

          Just what kind of thing has happened here inside the Hall?—

          That you would allow this stranger to be so shamefully mistreated!

          And what do you think would happen if the stranger, here in our palace,

          Suffers some painful injury after being knocked about?

          The shame and disgrace in the eyes of men would fall on you.”

          Telémakhos, that sensible lad, spoke right back to her:

          “Mother, I hardly blame you for being so enraged.

          I myself, deep down, now notice these things, see them all—

          What is noble and what is foul. But before I was still a child.

          230 Even so, I’m unable to think through everything sensibly

          Since these men, one after another, are driving me out of my mind,

          Always plotting evil. And there’s no one here to help me.

          Now you know that the Stranger’s bout with Íros didn’t turn out

          Quite as the Suitors had wanted—the stranger proved to be stronger.

          O Father Zeus and Athena and Apollo, if only now

          The Suitors were utterly routed here within our halls!—

          Hanging their heads in shame, some outside in the courtyard,

          Others here in the palace—and the limbs of each gave way

          As surely as Íros there sits with his head nodding down

          240 Over by the farmyard gate, looking like some drunkard,

          Unable to stand up straight on his own two feet or to go

          Home again—wherever home is—because his limbs gave way beneath him.”

          Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking.

          But Eurýmakhos then addressed Penelope with these words:

          “Daughter of Ikários, clear-thinking Penelope,

          If all of the Achaeans in Iásian Argos could see you,

          There would be even more Suitors feasting inside your palace

          Starting at dawn tomorrow, since you outstrip all other women

          In beauty and in stature and in your level-headed ways.”

          250 Penelope, clear-thinking woman, replied to him in turn:

          “Eurýmakhos, the immortals destroyed what worth I once had—

          My beauty and my stature—on the day when the Argives embarked

          For Ilion, and along with them my husband, Odysseus.

          If that man would only return and take my life in his tender care,

          My renown would be the greater and all the finer for it.

          But now I mourn, for some Power has unleashed many woes upon me.

          When Odysseus went off, leaving the land of his fathers behind,

          He took my right hand by the wrist and spoke these words to me:

          ‘My wife, I do not think the sturdy-greaved Achaeans

          260 Will all make their way back home from Troy safe and sound.

          For people say that the Trojans are men who know how to fight—

          Men who can hurl a spear and know how to draw back an arrow,

          Men who fight from chariots pulled by fleet-footed steeds, which so swiftly

          Decide the great contest of war, that leveler of all things.

          So I do not know if the god will bring me back, or if

          I’ll be taken there in Troy. But you must see to everything here.

          Have a thought for my father and mother here inside these halls

          Just as you do now—or even more, when I am gone—

          And once you see our son starting to grow out his beard,

          270 Marry whomever you wish and leave your house behind.’

          That is what he said, and now everything’s coming to pass.

          The night will come when I must face this loathsome marriage—

          Accursed as I am, for Zeus stole my happiness.

          But this terrible anguish comes upon my heart and soul:

          This had never been the way of suitors in the past

          Who intended to court a woman of honorable birth—

          The daughter of a wealthy man—and compete with one another.

          They themselves bring their herds of cattle and flocks of fat sheep

          As a feast for the kin of the bride, and give her splendid bride-gifts.

          280 They do not devour the wealth of another man scot-free.”

          Her words. And Odysseus, who had suffered so much, rejoiced

          Because she’d wheedled gifts out of them and had bewitched their hearts

          With the alluring words she had spoken, though her intentions were quite different.

          Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, addressed her then in turn:

          “Daughter of Ikários, clear-thinking Penelope,

          If any of the Achaeans wishes to bring his gifts here,

          Take them, by all means, for it’s not right to refuse a gift.

          But as for us, we will not go to our estates or anywhere else

          Until you marry the man who’s the best of the Achaeans.”

          290 Antínoös’s words. And the others found his speech to their liking.

          So each of them sent off a herald to come and bring his gifts.

          Antínoös’s man brought a robe, grand, exceedingly lovely,

          Elaborately worked; twelve dress-pins had been attached to it,

          All of gold, which fitted into the elegant curving clasps.

          Eurýmakhos’s man rushed back with an intricately fashioned necklace.

          Made of gold, it was studded with beads of amber that shone like the sun.

          The attendants of Eurydámas brought out a pair of earrings,

          Each of them hung with three drops, like berries; they shimmered with charm.

          And from out of the house of the lord Peísandros, son of Polýktor,

          300 A servant brought back a necklet, an exceedingly beautiful treasure.

          One by one, the Achaeans brought out their beautiful gifts.

          That woman who glowed like a goddess, Penelope, went upstairs

          While her serving-women carried the beautiful gifts.

          And then it was to the dance and the heady pleasure of song

          That the men turned, taking their leisure as they waited for evening to fall.

          In the midst of their entertainments, dark evening finally fell.

          They swiftly set up three braziers there inside the Hall

          To give light; inside them, they strewed logs that hungered for flames—

          Dried long ago, well-seasoned, newly hewn by the bronze—

          310 And then stuck kindling among them. One by one, the maids of Odysseus,

          Whose mind stood fast, lit them. Then Odysseus, that man of great cunning,

          Sprung from the stock of Zeus, spoke to them himself:

          “You maids of Odysseus, that master who has been so long from home,

          Go now into the chamber where your honored queen resides.

          Stay by her side as you spin the yarn on the distaff, and cheer her

          As you sit inside the Hall or card the wool with your hands.

          I myself shall provide light to all of these men here.

          Even if they intend to wait for Dawn in her throne of gold,

          They won’t see her first. After all, I have endured a great deal.”

          320 His words, and the maidservants laughed and looked at one another.

          But Melanthô of the lovely cheeks upbraided him shamelessly—

          Dolíos was her father, but Penelope had raised her,

          Tending her like her own child and giving her all the toys she could want.

          Yet even so, there was no sorrow in her heart for Penelope—

          No, she mingled in love with Eurýmakhos, making love to him.

          It was she, then, who scolded Odysseus with these insulting words:

          “Stranger, foolish wretch, you must be completely out of your mind

          Not wanting to go find a bed in the house of some blacksmith

          Or in a tavern somewhere. No, you come here, nattering on,

          330 So brazen among all these men, not even a trace of fear

          In your heart. No doubt the wine has gone to your head—or do you

          Always behave this way, with your windy blathering?

          Or are you beside yourself because you beat the vagrant, Íros?

          Watch out—someone else might come here who’s a better man than Íros

          And box you all over the head with his burly hands,

          Then kick you out of the house once you’re dripping all over with blood.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, glared from beneath his brows:

          “I’m going right now, you bitch, to tell Telémakhos

          Everything you’ve said, so he can tear you limb from limb.”

          340 After he spoke, he scattered the women away with his words.

          They went off straight through the Hall, each woman’s legs giving way

          From sheer terror, for all of them thought that he was speaking the truth.

          He, though, stood next to the braziers that were blazing away, shining

          With a light of his own as he watched them. Yet the heart within his breast

          Was deeply pondering things that would not go unfulfilled.

          But Athena would not allow the proud-hearted Suitors to cease

          Their soul-rending outrages—not at all, for she wanted the heart

          Of Odysseus, son of Laërtes, to steep even more in anguish.

          Eurýmakhos, son of Pólybos, began to speak to them then,

          350 Sneering at Odysseus and giving the Suitors a laugh:

          “Hear me, you who are courting a queen far-famed in glory,

          So I can tell you what the heart in my breast commands me to say.

          Not without the gods has this man reached Odysseus’s house:

          Just so does the glare of torches seem to be coming from him,

          Right from his head—since there isn’t a single hair upon it!”

          So he spoke. And then he addressed Odysseus, sacker of cities:

          “If I were to take you on, stranger, would you be willing to work as my serf

          At the farthest edge of my fields—I’d guarantee your wages—

          Collecting fieldstone for walls and planting lofty trees?

          360 I’d provide your meals out there, enough to last the year,

          And would give you clothes to wear and sandals for your feet.

          But the only skill you’ve learned is how to be useless—you’ll never

          Apply yourself to real work. You’d rather skulk around the country

          Scavenging for fodder to fill that bottomless belly.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Eurýmakhos, how I would love to compete with you in field-work

          In the season of spring, when once more the lengthening days return—

          A mowing-contest! I’d have a well-curved scythe in my hand

          And you would have one just like it—each trying to prove his mettle,

          370 Fasting until late evening with grass on every side.

          Then again, I’d love to compete at driving the herd’s best oxen—

          Both of them huge and tawny, both well-fed with grass,

          Both the same age, both able to bear the same load, untiring—

          On a field of four full acres where the soil gives way to the plow.

          Then you’d be able to see if I know how to plow a straight furrow.

          Then again, I’d love for Kroníôn to stir up a war for us

          This very day, somehow—I’d have my shield and two spears

          And a helmet of solid bronze snugly hugging my temples!

          Then you’d be able to see me rushing straight at the vanguard

          380 And you would stop needling me and reproaching this belly of mine.

          But no, you are outrageous—your mind is always so brutal—

          And all because you think you’re so great and powerful,

          Since the few men you spend your time with are hardly the most distinguished.

          If Odysseus should ever come and return to the land of his fathers,

          Those doors, as wide as they are, would soon prove to be

          Too narrow for you when you flee straight through the entryway.”

          His words. And Eurýmakhos’s heart grew even more enraged.

          Glaring, he addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “You scum, I’ll make trouble for you soon enough for what you have said,

          390 So brazen among all these men, not even a trace of fear

          In your heart. No doubt the wine has gone to your head—or do you

          Always behave this way, with your windy blathering

          Or are you beside yourself because you beat the vagrant Íros?”

          So he spoke; then he grabbed a footstool. But just then, Odysseus

          Crouched down before the knees of Amphínomos the Doulíkhian,

          In fear of Eurýmakhos; so Eurýmakhos hit the right hand

          Of the man who was pouring wine, whose jug hit the ground with a crash

          As the man, groaning aloud, fell to the ground in the dust.

          But the Suitors raised a ruckus in the shadowed halls of the palace.

          400 With a glance at his neighbor, each one would be saying something like this:

          “If this stranger had only died somewhere else during his wanderings

          Before he got here—he’d have never unleashed all this tumult on us!

          But now we brawl over beggars, and there’s no way we’ll ever enjoy

          A proper feast again, since this low-life has won the day.”

          Telémakhos, taking charge, spoke to them all as well:

          “Madmen—you all are crazy! You no longer bother to hide

          All that you’ve eaten and drunk. Some god must be urging you on.

          But now that you’ve had your fill, just go home and go to bed—

          Whenever your hearts bid you. I myself won’t throw anyone out.”

          410 His words. And all the others were furiously biting their lips,

          Amazed by Telémakhos, because he had spoken so boldly.

          Amphínomos spoke to them then, addressing them all together—

          The noble son of Lord Nísos, who himself was Arétias’s son.

          “Friends, let no one among you lay hands upon a man

          Who has said his piece with justice, nor pelt him with your abuse.

          You must in no wise abuse this stranger nor any other member

          Of the household of Odysseus, that man who resembles a god.

          But come, let the steward start pouring the first drops in the cups

          So we can pour out our libations and then go home to sleep.

          420 Let us leave this stranger here in the halls of Odysseus

          For Telémakhos to look after. For it’s his house the stranger has come to.”

          His words. And the speech he had made was pleasing to all of them.

          Lord Moúlios mixed the wine in a mixing-bowl for them—

          He was a herald from Doulíkhion, Amphínomos’s attendant.

          So he poured for them all, each in turn, and once they had made their libations

          To all the blessed gods, they drank down the honey-sweet wine.

          But then, once they had eaten and drunk to their hearts’ content,

          They went off to go to bed, each man to his own house.
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          Now glorious Odysseus was left behind in the Hall

          As he mulled over how, with Athena, he’d slaughter the Suitors.

          Swiftly he addressed Telémakhos with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Telémakhos, we must store the weapons of war inside—

          All of them. Talk to the Suitors, calm them down, and distract them

          If they notice the weapons missing and question you about them.

          Say, ‘I’ve stored them away from the smoke—they barely look like the weapons

          That Odysseus left behind when he made his way to Troy.

          They get more and more covered with grime as the fire breathes on them.

          10 And there’s an even greater concern that some Power has put in my heart:

          What if, loaded with wine, you all get into a brawl,

          Wounding one another, disgracing the feast and your courting—

          For they say that an iron weapon is a magnet that no man resists.’”

          His words. And Telémakhos obeyed his beloved father,

          Calling the nurse Eurykleía and speaking these words to her:

          “Nana, come do this for me. Keep the women inside the Hall

          So I can store my father’s beautiful weapons of war inside

          The storeroom, for here in the house they’re neglected, grimed by smoke

          Since my father has been away. Back then I was still a child,

          20 But now I want to store them where the breath of the fire can’t reach them.”

          Eurykleía, beloved nurse, addressed him then in turn:

          “Yes, indeed, my child—I hope at some point you’ll give a thought

          To taking proper care of this house and guarding all its possessions.

          But come, which serving-woman will be lighting your way as you go?

          For you’re not allowing the women who’d have lighted your way to go in.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke to her then in turn:

          “This stranger will go—I won’t stand for someone who eats his meals

          At my expense to stay idle, even though he has come from far off.”

          This, then, was what he said; from her mouth there flew no reply.

          30 She closed the doors of the Hall, barring the bustling chamber.

          Now the two of them—Odysseus and his glorious son—sprang up

          And carried inside the helmets and the shields with a boss at their centers,

          And the swords with their sharpened blades. And in front of them, Pallas Athena,

          Holding a golden lamp, gave off a most beautiful light.

          It was then that Telémakhos addressed a quick word to his father:

          “Father, what a great marvel I’m seeing with my own eyes!

          Just so do the walls of the Hall and the beautiful tie-beams,

          The rafters made of fir which the pillars loft so high

          Appear before my eyes as though they were blazing with fire.

          40 Truly, some god is here—one of those who hold the wide heavens.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to him then in reply:

          “Hush now—hold back that thought and ask me no more questions.

          This is the way of the gods who dwell upon Olympos.

          No, you should go to bed, but I will remain behind—

          I’ll keep goading the female slaves and will provoke your mother as well:

          Even as she mourns me, she’ll be carefully questioning me.”

          His words. And Telémakhos made his way through the Hall

          By the light of blazing torches, heading to the bedroom

          Where he’d always go to sleep when sweet slumber came upon him.

          50 It was there that he lay down and awaited the dazzling Dawn.

          Now glorious Odysseus was left behind in the Hall

          As he mulled over how, with Athena, he’d slaughter the Suitors.

          Then Penelope, clear-thinking woman, came out from within her chamber

          Looking like Artemis or like golden Aphrodite.

          Right beside the fire, the spot where she liked to sit,

          They set a chair, adorned with swirls of ivory and silver—the work

          Of the craftsman Ikmálios, who’d attached a footstool beneath it,

          Joined to the chair itself—and on top they put a huge fleece.

          Then Penelope, clear-thinking woman, took her seat upon it.

          60 The white-armed serving-women then came in from the Hall.

          They took away the heaping stores of food, along with the tables

          And the cups from which the men, so full of themselves, had been drinking.

          After tossing the ash from the braziers onto the ground, they heaped up

          Piles of kindling upon them so they’d give off light and heat.

          And now, for the second time, Melanthô berated Odysseus:

          “Stranger, are you still here?!—being a pest all night long,

          Shuffling around the palace, ogling the women?

          Get out of the house, you wretch, and be grateful for what you’ve eaten

          Or I’ll hit you with a torch and chase you out of the house.”

          70 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, glared from beneath his brows:

          “Woman, are you crazy?—why attack me so viciously?

          Because I sit here, filthy, dressed in these foul rags,

          Begging all over the country? Yes, necessity compels me—

          Such is the life of beggars and men who roam the earth.

          For I myself once lived in a house, a man among men,

          A fortunate man in his mansion, and would often give to wanderers,

          Whoever they might be and whatever need had brought them.

          Countless were my slaves, countless the other possessions

          That help a man to live well: the reason they call him wealthy.

          80 But Zeus, the son of Kronos, laid it waste—he must have willed it:

          That’s why you should be careful, woman, not to lose

          The allure that now allows you to outshine all the other slave-girls.

          For the anger of your mistress might bring you lasting trouble

          Or Odysseus might return—for there’s always room for hope.

          But if, as it seems, he is dead and fated never to return,

          He still has a son who, thanks to Apollo, has grown to be like him:

          Telémakhos. None of the women have been able to conceal

          Their insolence from him, since he’s no longer the child he was.”

          His words. And Penelope, that clear-thinking woman, heard him

          90 And scolded her serving-woman, turning to her as she said:

          “Know this, you impudent girl, brazen bitch—you cannot conceal

          Your enormities from me. No, the blame will come down on your head.

          You knew very well what I wanted, since you heard it straight from me—

          How I planned to question this stranger here inside my Hall

          And ask him about my husband, smothered with grief as I am.”

          So she spoke, then addressed a word to the housekeeper Eurynómê:

          “Eurynómê, bring me a chair with some fleeces strewn upon it

          So the stranger can take his seat and then tell me his tale

          And listen to mine as well. I would like to question him closely.”

          100 Her words. And the serving-woman swiftly brought a polished

          Chair and set it out and strewed the fleeces upon it.

          There Odysseus sat, he who had suffered so much.

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, began to speak to him then.

          “Stranger, I myself will ask you this question first:

          Who are you among men? Where’s your town, and who are your parents?”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to her then in reply:

          “My wi— lady, there is no mortal upon the boundless earth

          Who could compete with you, for your fame has reached broad heaven

          Just like the fame of some king who is faultless, a god-fearing man

          110 Who, ruling like a lord over many and mighty men,

          Upholds the ways of righteousness, and the black earth brings forth

          Wheat and barley both and the trees are heavy with fruit

          And the flocks never stop bearing young, and the sea yields its fish—

          All through his good governance, as the people thrive under him.

          So here in your house you may question me about anything at all now—

          But do not press me about my birth and the land of my fathers

          Lest you fill up my heart with even more pain as you force me

          To remember them, for I’ve had more than my share of sighing.

          Nor should I sit in another man’s house moaning and weeping hot tears,

          120 Since mourning without end is always taken ill.

          God forbid that one of the slaves—or even you yourself—should grow angry

          And say that I’m swimming in tears because my wits are loaded with wine.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, replied to him in turn:

          “Stranger, the immortals destroyed what worth I once had—

          My beauty and my stature—on the day when the Argives embarked

          For Ilion, and along with them my husband, Odysseus.

          If that man would only return and take my life in his tender care,

          My renown would be the greater and all the finer for it.

          But now I mourn, for some Power has unleashed many woes upon me.

          130 For as many great lords as there are who wield their rule over the islands,

          Doulíkhion and Sámê, and Zákynthos clad in its forests,

          And as many, too, as there are who rule in craggy Ithaka,

          Court me against my will, wasting our house away.

          This is why I pay no attention to strangers or supplicants—

          And not at all to heralds, who work for the public good.

          No, it’s yearning for Odysseus that’s melting my heart away.

          But they’re rushing me into this marriage while I spin out trick after trick.

          First some Power wafted a notion—to make a shroud—into my mind:

          I set up an enormous loom in my chamber and started to weave

          140 A piece of most delicate work, very large. Then I told them:

          ‘Young men who are my suitors, since noble Odysseus is dead

          Please wait—eager though you may be for my marriage—until I have finished

          This garment—for I do not want all my weaving to count for naught—

          It’s a shroud for the lord Laërtes, for the hour when our common doom,

          Death, will lay him low—death, which draws out our sorrow!—

          I don’t want the Achaean women to make a great show of their outrage

          Because a man who’d amassed such wealth now lies there without a stitch.’

          My words. And straightaway their stalwart hearts were convinced.

          While it was still daytime, I would weave the enormous fabric,

          150 But I’d undo my work each night by the light of torches I’d set there.

          For three full years I fooled the Achaeans, my ruse undetected,

          But as season followed on season and the fourth year came around,

          The months melting away as the long days drew to a close—

          Then, with the help of those women, good-for-nothing bitches,

          The men came and caught me, shouting words of reproach at me.

          So I finally finished it up, unwilling, because they forced me.

          And now I cannot escape this marriage, nor do I have

          Any other tricks up my sleeve. My parents constantly urge me

          To marry, and my son grows impatient as those men drain away his wealth.

          160 Oh yes, he’s aware of it all, since by now he’s of an age

          To take proper care of a house to which Zeus has granted renown.

          But even so, tell me your birth and where it is you come from.

          For you were hardly born from an oak or a rock, as the saying goes.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “Honored wife of Odysseus, son of Laërtes,

          Will you never leave off asking me questions about my birth?

          Still, I will tell you all, though you will cause me even more grief

          Than the grief that grips me now. That’s what happens when a man’s been gone

          Away from the land of his fathers as long as I have been gone,

          170 After roaming many cities of men, suffering hardships.

          Even so, I shall tell you what you ask and inquire about.

          There is a land called Crete in the middle of the wine-faced ocean,

          Beautiful and fertile, surrounded by water, and in it

          There are many people—too many to count—and ninety cities.

          Every language is mixed with another one: there are Achaeans,

          There are great-hearted True-Born Cretans, and there are Kydonians, too,

          And Dorians, divided among three tribes, and glorious Pelasgians.

          Among those towns is Knossós, the great city where Minos ruled

          In cycles of nine full years, a close friend of mighty Zeus

          180 And the father of my father, great-souled Deukalíôn.

          Deukalíôn fathered both me and the lord Idomeneús.

          But my brother went off to Ilion in his ships with their prows like beaks,

          Along with the sons of Atreus. My name, a renowned one, is Aíthôn

          And I am the younger son, he the older—and the better man.

          Odysseus I saw there and gave him gifts of welcome.

          For the power of the wind had led him down to Crete

          As he was pressing on for Troy, and it drove him off course past Cape Málea.

          He dropped anchor in Amnisós—where Eileithuía’s cave is—

          In a difficult harbor, and barely was able to escape from the storm-winds.

          190 Straightaway he went to the city and asked for Idomeneús,

          Saying that he was his guest-friend, beloved and respected by him.

          But by then it was the tenth or eleventh dawn since the king

          Had gone away to Ilion in his ships with their prows like beaks.

          So I brought him to the palace myself and welcomed him warmly there,

          Taking good care of him from the plentiful stores at hand.

          As for the rest of his comrades who’d followed along with him,

          I brought grain from the public stores and ruddy wine to give them

          And oxen for sacrifice—as much as their hearts could desire.

          The glorious Achaeans remained there for twelve full days,

          200 Since the great North Wind, Boréas, was pinning them down—so strong

          That you couldn’t keep your feet on the ground. Some cruel Power must have unleashed it.

          But on the thirteenth day the wind died down, and they put out to sea.”

          So he fashioned many lies that looked like the truth as he spoke.

          And her tears flowed down as she listened, the drops melting from her skin

          Just as snow upon towering mountains gradually melts away

          When Eúros, the East Wind, melts it and then Zéphyros, the West, rains it down

          So the rivers soon fill up with the melted snow as it flows;

          Just so did the drops melt down as tears streamed from the beautiful cheeks

          Of this woman mourning the husband who was sitting right there. But Odysseus

          210 Felt pity deep in his heart for his wife as she sobbed for him—

          Though his eyes stayed perfectly still between their lids, as if

          They were made of horn or of iron. Crafty, he hid his tears.

          But once she had had her fill of the pleasure of so much sobbing,

          She spoke to him again, addressing these words to him:

          “It is now my intention, stranger, to put you to a test

          And see if you really hosted my husband in your halls

          Along with his godlike companions, as you say you did.

          Tell me what kind of clothing he was wearing on his body

          And what kind of man he was, what kind of men were the comrades who followed him.”

          220 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her then in turn:

          “It is hard for me to say, my lady, since we parted

          Such a long time ago—by now it’s been twenty years

          Since he went to Troy, leaving the land of my fathers behind.

          Still, I shall describe him just as my mind pictures him.

          Noble Odysseus was wearing a cloak of purple wool

          Folded double. Now the brooch upon it was made of solid gold,

          With two sheaths to receive the pins. Its face was exquisitely worked:

          A dog that was holding a dappled fawn in its forepaws,

          Gripping it as it gasped, and everyone marveled to see how,

          230 Even though they were made of gold, the dog glared at the fawn it was strangling,

          While the fawn was desperately trying to flee, wriggling its legs.

          I also noticed his tunic as it shimmered around his body

          Like the gleam along the skin of an onion that’s been dried out—

          That’s how soft it was. It shone as brilliant as the sun.

          How many were the women who stood there gazing at him!

          But I shall tell you something else now, and be sure to take it to heart:

          I don’t know if this is how Odysseus dressed at home

          Or if some comrade gave him those clothes as he boarded the swift-running ship—

          Or even some stranger, perhaps, since Odysseus had so many

          240 Friends. For very few of the Achaeans were anything like him.

          And I gave him a sword of bronze and a beautiful purple cloak,

          Folded over double, and a tunic trimmed with fringes,

          And gave him an honorable send-off in a ship with its rows of benches.

          There was a herald who went with him—a man a little older

          Than he. I can give an account of what sort of man he was.

          His shoulders were rounded, his complexion was swarthy, his hair was curly,

          And his name was Eurybátes. Odysseus valued him

          Above all his other comrades, since his thinking matched his own.”

          His words. And the urge to sob stole over her even more

          250 When she recognized the signs that Odysseus had made so clear.

          But once she had had her fill of the pleasure of so much sobbing,

          She spoke to him again, addressing these words to him:

          “Though you were worthy of pity before, stranger, from now on

          You’ll be cherished and honored by me inside these halls of mine.

          For I myself provided the garments that you have described:

          I brought the folded clothes from the storeroom and added the gleaming brooch

          To be a splendid adornment. But I will never again welcome him

          As he makes his journey home to the cherished land of his fathers.

          It was an evil fate that sent Odysseus in his sleek-bellied ship

          260 To behold Evil-Ilion—may its name never be mentioned!”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her then in turn:

          “Honored wife of Odysseus, son of Laërtes,

          You must not sully that beautiful skin, nor let your spirit

          Melt away as you mourn your husband. To be sure, I do not fault you:

          After all, any woman will mourn when she’s lost a wedded husband

          To whom she has borne their children after mingling with him in love—

          Even one who was no Odysseus, who they say was a man like the gods.

          But you must leave off your sobbing now and heed what I have to say,

          For what I declare to you is true. Nor will I conceal

          270 What I myself have heard just now about Odysseus’s return—

          That he’s near, in the fertile country of the men of Thesprotia,

          And alive—and is bringing back many costly treasures

          After begging throughout the land. But he lost his faithful comrades

          And his sleek-hulled ship on the sea whose face is the color of wine,

          After leaving Thrinakía island, for Odysseus had grown odious

          To Zeus and to Helios, since his comrades had killed his herds.

          All of them lost their lives in the surging surf of the sea.

          But as he clung to the keel of the ship a wave hurled him ashore

          In the land of the Phaiêkians, a race who are kin to the gods

          280 And who honored him in their hearts above all other men

          And gave him many gifts and wanted to send him home

          Unharmed. Indeed, it is true that Odysseus would have been here

          Long ago, if it hadn’t struck him as being more profitable

          To amass some wealth for himself by roaming the lands of the world,

          Since Odysseus—far more than other men destined to die—

          Knows how to profit himself; no mortal can vie with him . . .

          That’s what Pheídôn told me, the king of the Thesprotians.

          He poured libations in his house as he swore an oath in my presence

          That they had hauled down the ship to the shore and the men were now prepared

          290 To bring Odysseus home to the cherished land of his fathers.

          But he sent me off long before that. A ship of Thesprotians

          Happened to be setting out for Doulíkhion, rich in grain.

          And he showed me all the riches that Odysseus had amassed,

          Easily more than enough to feed ten generations to come—

          So vast were the treasures stored up inside the halls of the king.

          But Odysseus, he said, had gone to Dodôna to hear,

          In the sighs of the god’s soaring oaks, what Zeus’s will might be

          As to how he ought to return to the cherished land of his fathers

          After being away for so long—openly, or in secret?

          300 So it is that your man is safe and will soon be coming here—

          He’s quite close by, in fact, nor will he stay away much longer

          From his loved ones and fatherland. Even so, I’ll swear you an oath.

          Let Zeus before all, who is highest and greatest of all the gods,

          Let the hearth of the faultless Odysseus, to which I have come, bear witness

          That everything I have mentioned shall indeed come to pass.

          In the time of the dark of the moon Odysseus will make his way here—

          Between the waning of this moon and the waxing of the next.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “Stranger, if what you have said would only come to pass!

          310 You’d be lavished with so much kindness and I’d give you so many gifts

          That anyone who met you would think you a blessed man.

          But no, the thought in my heart is this, and alas it shall be:

          Odysseus will not return to this house, nor will you obtain

          A convoy to escort you, since there is no one now in charge here

          Such as Odysseus was among men—if indeed he ever existed!—

          Who could welcome honored guests and then give them a send-off.

          But now you maids must bathe his feet and make up a bed—

          The bedding and the blankets and the gleaming coverlets—

          So he’ll be warm when he meets the Dawn, who sits on her throne of gold.

          320 In the morning, very early, bathe him and anoint him

          So he can turn his thoughts to eating—sitting at Telémakhos’s side

          In the Hall inside this house. And woe to any man there

          Who chooses to be hurtful and troubles his heart—he won’t

          Accomplish anything here, however awful his anger.

          For how will you ever know if I surpass other women at all

          In thoughtfulness or mindfulness or keen mother wit, stranger,

          If you’re sitting in the Hall unkempt, dressed in squalid clothes,

          At the feast? For human beings are but creatures of a day—

          A man who’s unfeeling himself and acts without feelings for others

          330 Is one whom all mortals curse, calling down pain upon him

          While he lives—and then, when he dies, they all heap scorn upon him.

          But a man who is blameless himself and acts without blame toward others

          Is one whose high renown strangers spread far and wide

          Among all people, everywhere, and many men call him noble.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “Honored wife of Odysseus, son of Laërtes,

          I must nonetheless tell you that blankets and gleaming coverlets

          Became hateful to me on the day when I first left Crete’s snowy mountains

          Behind, when I sailed away aboard a long-oared ship.

          340 No, I’ll bed down as I used to, when I lay through sleepless nights.

          For many a night have I spent upon some wretched bed

          Waiting for glorious Dawn, who sits on her throne of gold.

          And washing my feet in a foot-bath won’t please me in the least

          Nor will any of the women who go about the house

          Working as serving-maids touch this foot of mine—

          Unless there’s some old woman who knows how to make herself useful

          And whose heart has endured as much as I myself have endured.

          I would not begrudge such a woman to touch these feet of mine.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          350 “Dear stranger, of all the strangers who have come from far away

          None as understanding as you has come more welcome to this house,

          Since all that you say, you express with such wit and eloquence.

          In fact, I have an old woman with deep wisdom in her heart

          Who lovingly nursed that unlucky man and brought him up.

          She was the first one to hold him after his mother bore him

          And it’s she who will wash your feet, frail though she may be.

          But come now, Eurykleía, my clear-thinking woman—get up

          And wash the feet of this man—your master Odysseus, his age-mate,

          Must have feet like this man’s by now and have hands like his as well.

          360 For hardship makes mortal men old before their time.”

          Those were her words. The old woman covered her face with her hands

          And, letting the hot tears fall, uttered these mournful words:

          “Alas for you, my child, beyond all help! Truly Zeus

          Hated you more than all others though you had a god-fearing heart.

          For no mortal has ever offered to Zeus who delights in thunder

          As many thigh-bones rich in fat or as many choice hecatombs

          As you yourself gave to him, praying that one day you’d reach

          A prosperous old age and raise your glorious son.

          Yet now you’re the only one from whom he’s taken the day of homecoming.

          370 There must have been women out there in the land of distant strangers

          Who heaped scorn on him when he came to someone’s famous palace,

          Just as all these bitches here are jeering at you now,

          Whose insults and endless abuse you avoid, forbidding them

          To wash your feet. But I? I was only too glad to obey

          The daughter of Ikários, Penelope, that clear-thinking woman.

          And so I will wash your feet, both for Penelope’s sake

          And yours as well, since the heart within me has been moved

          By your troubles. But come now, heed what I am about to say:

          Many are the strangers who have come here, tried by trouble,

          380 But I think that none of them bears such a strong resemblance—

          Your build, your voice, your feet—as you do to Odysseus.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her then in turn:

          “Old woman, so says everyone who has ever laid eyes upon

          The two of us—they always say how closely we two resemble

          Each other, as you yourself have so cleverly pointed out.”

          Those were his words. The old woman took the gleaming basin

          In which she would bathe people’s feet, pouring a great deal of cold

          Water into it, then adding the hot. But Odysseus,

          Who was sitting facing the hearth, suddenly turned toward the shadows;

          390 For just then he had a foreboding that, as soon as she touched him, she’d notice

          The scar, and the whole affair would now be brought to light.

          She drew near and bathed her master: at once she recognized

          The scar, which a boar long ago had gored with its gleaming white tusk

          When Odysseus had come to Parnássos with Autólykos and his sons—

          His mother’s high-born father, Autólykos, who outdid all others

          In thieving and fraudulent oaths—a talent bestowed by the god

          Hermes, to whom indeed he had burned many pleasing thigh-bones

          Of sheep and of kids, and so Hermes cared for him and stood by him.

          Now Autólykos had once gone to Ithaka’s rich land

          400 Where he found his daughter’s child, a babe who had just been born

          And whom that very same Eurykleía had set down upon his knees

          When he’d finished with his supper. She turned to Autólykos, saying:

          “Autólykos, you are the one who must now find a name to give

          The child of your own dear child. You know he has long been prayed for.”

          Autólykos then spoke, replying to her in turn:

          “My son-in-law, my daughter, give him the name that I tell you.

          Since I have come here as one who has been odious to so many,

          Men and women both, all across the nourishing earth,

          It is fitting that his name should be Odysseus. As for me,

          410 Once he has grown to young manhood, let him come to the great palace

          Of his mother’s clan, on Parnássos, where all my possessions are.

          From these I shall make him a gift and send him away rejoicing.”

          It was for these that Odysseus would come—to get the dazzling gifts.

          And so it was that Autólykos and the sons of Autólykos, too,

          Hailed him with open arms and gracious words of welcome.

          Amphithéê, his mother’s mother, embraced Odysseus

          And kissed him all over—his head, both his shining eyes.

          Autólykos then called to his glorious sons and told them

          To start preparing the meal. They eagerly heeded his orders.

          420 Right away they brought in the victim, a bull, five years old.

          They flayed it and dressed the meat, cutting up all the joints,

          Slicing it up expertly and piercing the cuts with spits.

          Then they roasted them carefully and shared out the portions.

          And so they spent the whole day in feasting, until sunset,

          Nor did their hearts lack for one bit of the meal they shared.

          But once the sun had sunk down and darkness was descending,

          It was time for them to lie down and take the gift of sweet sleep.

          But when morning-born Dawn touched the sky with her fingertips of rose,

          They went off to the hunt—the hounds, the sons of Autólykos

          430 Themselves, and along with them went glorious Odysseus,

          Rushing ahead. They climbed the steep slope of that mountain clothed in woods,

          Parnássos; and presently they reached its windy hollows.

          The sun was just then striking the fields with its rays,

          Having climbed from the softly flowing depths of Ocean’s streams,

          When the beaters reached a glen. And there, in front of them,

          Hot on the trail of the scent, the hounds rushed ahead, while behind

          Came the sons of Autólykos and, with them, glorious Odysseus,

          Rushing ahead, close by the hounds, wielding a spear which threw a long shadow.

          And there, inside its dense lair, an enormous boar was lurking.

          440 Never did a gust of wind blast damply through that lair;

          Never did the blazing sun beat down on it with its rays;

          Never did the rain ever pierce it—that’s how dense it was;

          And an enormous drift of leaves had poured down into it.

          The sound of the thudding footsteps of men and hounds reached the boar

          As the hunters bore down on it. It came out of the thicket,

          The coarse hairs on its spine bristling, its eyes ablaze,

          And came to a stop quite near them. Odysseus rushed out first,

          Brandishing his long spear in the air with his brawny hand,

          Burning to wound the boar. But the beast struck first and gored him

          450 Above the knee, the tusk slicing through all that flesh

          As it charged in from the side; yet it failed to reach the man’s bone.

          But Odysseus hit his mark and struck the boar’s right shoulder:

          The point of his gleaming spear went all the way through, piercing it,

          And down it fell in the dust, shrieking: its spirit flew off.

          Autólykos’s dear children now took care of Odysseus.

          The wound of that flawless man, that man who was like a god,

          They expertly bound as they uttered an incantation to stanch

          The black blood, then they swiftly returned to the palace of their dear father.

          And so it was that Autólykos, and the sons of Autólykos, too,

          460 Gave him those dazzling gifts once they had healed him completely

          And then swiftly sent him, rejoicing, back to the land of his fathers,

          To Ithaka. Now when he returned, his father and lady mother

          Rejoiced and asked him about everything that had happened—

          How he had got that wound. And he explained it all to them,

          How the boar had used its white tusk to wound him as he hunted

          When he had gone up to Parnássos with the sons of Autólykos . . .

          The scar! The old woman had taken his foot in the palm of her hand, and

          As she probed, she recognized it; she let go and the foot dropped down.

          His calf fell into the basin and the bronze rang out, clanging,

          470 Tipping on its side as the water poured onto the ground.

          All at once, both joy and pain took hold of her heart, and her eyes

          Filled up with tears and her voice, so vibrant, caught in her throat.

          After clasping him by the chin, she addressed a word to Odysseus:

          “Truly, you are Odysseus, dear child—before, I did not

          Recognize you, not until I had felt your lordship all over.”

          At that, she peered at Penelope, eyes staring wide,

          So eager was she to announce that her beloved husband was here.

          But her glance was never returned—the queen did not know what was happening,

          For Athena had turned her attention elsewhere. And now Odysseus

          480 Felt for the old woman’s throat and used his right hand to grab it.

          With the left, he pulled her closer as he spoke these words to her:

          “Nana, why would you want to destroy me—you who nursed me

          Yourself, at your own breast? After enduring so many ordeals

          I have come, in the twentieth year, back to the land of my fathers.

          But since now you understand all and some god’s put it into your heart,

          Hold your tongue—no one else in the house must ever find out.

          For this shall I say to you, and it will surely come to pass:

          If a god brings those proud-hearted Suitors down on their knees for me,

          Then even though you’re my nurse I won’t spare you when I kill

          490 The other serving-women all throughout my halls.”

          Eurykleía, clear-thinking woman, spoke to him then in turn:

          “My child, what kind of speech has slipped through the fence of your teeth?

          You know my strength of spirit, how firm it is, how unyielding!

          I plan to stand fast, as tight-lipped as a piece of hard stone or iron.

          But I shall tell you something else now, which you ought to take to heart:

          If a god brings those proud-hearted Suitors down on their knees for you,

          I myself will show you which of the maids in these halls

          Have brought dishonor to you and which of them are guiltless.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          500 “Why on earth would you mention them, Nana? There is no need at all.

          I myself will take careful note of the women and learn about each.

          No: don’t say a word. Leave all this to the gods.”

          So those were his words. The old woman went straight through the Hall

          To bring water for his foot-bath, since the first batch of water had spilled.

          Once she had washed him down and anointed him richly with oil,

          Odysseus pulled his chair close to the fire again

          To warm himself—concealing his wound beneath his rags.

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, began to speak to him then:

          “Stranger, I myself will ask you one more brief question

          510 Since the hour for gentle sleep will soon be upon us—at least

          For those whom sweet sleep is able to hold, despite their cares.

          But to me some Power has given sorrows beyond all measure.

          Day after day I give myself up to mourning and shedding tears

          Though I still see to my work and the work of the household servants.

          But once night has fallen and slumber has seized all the others,

          I lie there in my bed while my troubles swarm around me,

          Stinging my careworn heart and vexing me as I weep.

          Just as Pandáreos’s daughter, the nightingale in her greenwood,

          Would sing her lovely song when spring is newly come,

          520 Perched there amidst the thick foliage of the trees,

          Pouring forth her echoing voice in an ever-changing stream

          As she mourns her beloved child, Ítylos, whom she killed

          With the bronze, in her folly—the son of the lord Zêthos—

          So too does my own heart hover back and forth, torn in two:

          Should I stay by my child’s side and keep watch over everything—

          My property, the slave-women, this great house with its towering roof—

          Respecting my husband’s bed and aware of what people may say?

          Or is it better for me to go and follow the noblest Achaean

          Who courts me here in our halls and brings me more gifts than the others?

          530 While my child was still a baby, his head filled with foolishness,

          I could hardly abandon the house of my husband to marry another.

          But now that he is grown up and has reached the threshold of manhood,

          He implores me to leave these halls and go back to where I came from,

          Since he’s anxious about the wealth that the Achaeans are devouring.

          But come now, hear my dream and tell me what it means:

          In the house there are twenty geese, all mine, which far from the water

          Eat up the wheat. The sight of them always warms my heart.

          A huge eagle came down from the mountain, its beak curved like a hook,

          And broke their necks, killing them all. Piles of them

          540 Were heaped through the halls while the eagle rose into the dazzling sky.

          I wept and sobbed for them, although it was only a dream,

          While the wives of the Achaeans, with their beautiful braids, gathered round me,

          Wretched in my grief since my eagle had killed my geese.

          Then the eagle came back once more and perched on a jutting rafter

          And, using a human voice, checked my tears and spoke to me:

          ‘Daughter of Ikários, whose renown spreads far, fear not:

          No dream, but a well-omened vision was this, which shall come true.

          The geese are the Suitors; and I, who before was that bird of yours,

          The eagle, have now returned—your very own husband

          550 Who will visit upon all the Suitors a most hideous fate.’

          His words. And then sleep, honey-sweet, released me from its grip.

          My eyes now wide open, I saw the geese were back in the halls

          Chomping the wheat by the trough, just as they had been doing.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “My lady, there’s no way at all that someone could twist the meaning

          Of this dream in some other direction, since your husband himself, Odysseus,

          Explained how it will turn out. That the Suitors will perish, is clear—

          All of them: not one will escape from death and doom.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          560 “Stranger, dreams are surely hard to make out, a jumble—

          And people hardly find that they come true in every detail.

          For two are the gates through which dreams make their weightless way:

          One gate is made of horn, the other is made of ivory.

          The dreams that go through the gate made of fresh-sawn ivory

          Cheat us and prove to be fruitless, bearing messages never fulfilled.

          But those that go through the door made of polished horn

          Bring about things that are real whenever they come to a mortal.

          As for me, I do not think my harrowing dream came through

          That gate. How welcome it would be to me and my child!

          570 But I shall tell you something else now, which you ought to take to heart:

          The dawn—what a lying name!—that will cut me off from Odysseus’s

          House is already approaching. For now I shall set a contest

          With the axes which that man used to line up in a row

          Like the blocks that support a keel when they’re building a ship. There are twelve—

          He would stand quite far away and shoot an arrow straight through them.

          So now I shall make that feat a contest for the Suitors.

          Whoever can string the bow in his hands with the greatest ease

          And succeeds in shooting an arrow through all twelve of the axes

          Is the man whom I shall follow, turning my back on this house

          580 To which I came as a bride: so fine, so full of life’s riches!

          I think I’ll remember it always, even in my dreams.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “Honored wife of Odysseus, son of Laërtes,

          You must not put off this contest in the palace any longer:

          For before then, that man of great cunning, Odysseus, will return—

          Before these men have a chance to handle the polished bow

          And then string the bowstring tight and shoot through the iron.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “If only you’d be so kind as to sit by me here in the Hall

          590 And cheer me up, stranger, sleep would never pour down on my eyelids—

          But no, people can’t go forever without sleeping.

          For to each and every thing, the immortals have established

          A limit for us mortals on the earth which yields life-giving grain.

          But now I shall go upstairs to my chambers above

          And lie down upon the bed that has become a bed of sorrows,

          Constantly drenched with my tears ever since Odysseus

          Went off to see Evil-Ilion—may its name never be mentioned!

          There I shall lie down to sleep. But you must lie here in the Hall.

          Either bed down on the ground or let the maids make up a bed.”

          600 So saying, she went up the stairway to her gleaming chamber above;

          Nor was she alone, for her serving-women went with her.

          She went to the upper floor, trailed on each side by her women,

          And cried for her dear husband, Odysseus, until sweet sleep

          Was poured onto her eyelids by Athena of the bright owl-eyes.
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          But glorious Odysseus lay in bed in the palace forecourt.

          Down on the ground he spread an untanned ox-hide; upon it,

          He piled fleeces from the sheep the Achaeans were always slaughtering.

          As he lay there, Eurynómê threw a cloak on top of him.

          There Odysseus lay, wide awake, planning evil

          Deep in his heart for the Suitors. Then out of the Hall rushed the women—

          The ones who had been coupling for some time now with the Suitors—

          Laughing with one another and frolicking merrily.

          But within Odysseus’s breast the anger was boiling over,

          10 His spirit and heart on edge as his thoughts went back and forth:

          Should he spring up, rushing at them, and deal death to them all,

          Or permit them to couple once more with those lordly, arrogant Suitors

          For the last and final time? The heart within him was snarling.

          Just as a bitch, circling around her tender newborn pups

          When she’s faced with some unknown man, will snarl, burning to fight him,

          So did he snarl within, outraged by their offenses.

          He struck himself on the chest and reproached his heart with these words:

          “You must stand fast, my heart—you endured a more rabid attack

          On the day when the Cyclops unleashed his violence and devoured

          20 My mighty comrades. You, though, stood fast until my cunning

          Rescued you from the cave where you thought you were going to die.”

          Those were his words, assailing the heart within his breast.

          And that heart, obedient, kept on standing fast

          Without fail. Yet he himself kept tossing again and again

          Just as a man might stand before an enormous roaring fire,

          Turning over, again and again, a skin that’s been filled to bursting

          With steaming fat and blood, impatient for it to be done:

          So did he keep tossing and turning, again and again, pondering

          Just how he might lay hands upon those shameless Suitors,

          30 One man against so many. But Athena then drew near him,

          After gliding down from the skies and taking the form of a woman.

          She stood at the head of his bed and addressed him with these words:

          “Still awake? But why, most unfortunate of men?

          Look: here is your house, and your wife is here inside,

          And a child, too, whom anyone would yearn to have as a son.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “Yes, indeed, O goddess—all that you say, you’ve said rightly.

          But the heart within my breast is on edge, pondering this:

          Just how I might lay hands upon those shameless Suitors

          40 All by myself—there are always throngs of those men here.

          And there’s an even greater concern that I ponder in my mind:

          Even if I manage to kill them, thanks to Zeus and to you,

          How to escape in the aftermath? You must give this matter some thought.”

          The goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, addressed him then:

          “You’re impossible! Men put their trust in allies far weaker than I—

          In allies who are mere mortals and not nearly as cunning!

          But I—I am a god, who watches over you always

          Through every challenge you face. Let me declare quite plainly:

          Even if fifty companies of mortals were lying in wait,

          50 Surrounding us on all sides and burning to slay us in battle,

          Even then you would still drive away their cattle and fatted flocks.

          But now let Sleep take hold of you—it is wearying, too, to keep watch

          As you lie awake all night long. Soon enough you’ll emerge from your troubles.”

          Her words. At that, she poured down sleep upon his eyelids;

          And then the radiant goddess swiftly reached Olympos.

          While sleep had him in its grip, dissolving his heart’s anxious cares

          And relaxing his limbs, his wife, whose thoughts were so true, woke up

          And sat weeping in her bed among the downy bedclothes.

          But then, once she had sated her heart with all her weeping,

          60 That loveliest of women prayed first to Artemis:

          “Artemis, Lady Goddess, daughter of Zeus, if only

          You would strike my breast with an arrow and steal my life away

          Right now! Or if some tempest could only snatch me up soon

          And carry me away over the misty byways,

          Throwing me into Ocean’s streams, whose waters flow in a circle.

          Just so did tempests once snatch the daughters of Pandáreos—

          For the gods had slain their parents and they were left alone

          To be orphans in their palace; but dazzling Aphrodite

          Looked after them, giving them cheese, sweet honey, and tasty wine.

          70 Hera had given to them beauty and discretion

          Above all other women, and pure Artemis gave them stature,

          And Athena gave them a talent for crafting marvelous works.

          But as dazzling Aphrodite made her way to great Olympos

          To ask that the girls be granted fulfillment in fruitful marriage—

          To ask Zeus who delights in thunder, for he knows all things well,

          What is fated for humans destined to die, and what is not—

          That was when the Harpies snatched away the girls

          And gave them to the hateful Erinyes to serve as their attendants.

          Just so may those who dwell on Olympos make me vanish,

          80 Or may she of the beautiful braids, Artemis, strike me down!

          Then—my eyes ever on Odysseus—I’d go under this hateful earth

          And give no delight whatever to the mind of a lesser man.

          Yes, people are able to bear their troubles, even when

          They sit weeping all day long, their hearts throbbing with grief,

          If sleep takes hold of their nights—for it wipes our memories clean,

          The good things as well as the bad, as soon as it closes our eyelids.

          But me?—even when I sleep, some Power afflicts me with nightmares.

          This very night, someone like him slept by my side again,

          Exactly as he looked when he went off with the host. But my heart

          90 Rejoiced, for in my mind it wasn’t a dream, but a vision.”

          Her words. And suddenly Dawn, enthroned in gold, appeared.

          But noble Odysseus could hear Penelope’s voice as she wept;

          As his mind went back and forth, it seemed to him, deep in his heart,

          That she recognized him already and was standing by his head.

          Grabbing hold of his cloak and the fleeces he had slept on,

          He went into the Hall and laid them down on a chair. The ox-hide

          He carried outside and set down. Hands upraised, he prayed to Zeus:

          “Father Zeus, if you gods consented to bring me back to my country

          Over both land and sea after treating me so harshly,

          100 Let one of those who are now waking up utter some word of omen

          Inside the house, while outside, let some sign from Zeus appear.”

          Those were his words as he prayed. And Zeus, cunning counselor, heard him.

          Straightaway a blast of thunder came from radiant Olympos

          Down through the clouds from on high, and glorious Odysseus rejoiced.

          From the house, a word flew forth from the mouth of a slave grinding meal

          Close to the mills that belonged to the shepherd of the people, where

          Female slaves, twelve in all, would toil away at their work

          Making meal, which gives men mettle, out of barley and wheat.

          Now all the rest were asleep since they had ground their share of the grain;

          110 She alone had not yet finished, since she was the frailest of all.

          It was she then who, stopping her milling, spoke a word—a sign for her master.

          “Father Zeus, you who rule as lord over gods and humans alike,

          How mightily did you thunder from the starry heavens above

          And nary a cloud in the sky! Now that’s surely an omen for someone!

          Lowly as I am, grant the wish which I now utter:

          May today be the last and final day on which the Suitors

          Enjoy their delicious feasting here in Odysseus’s halls—

          It’s they who’ve undone my limbs with this soul-crushing toil

          As I make them their barley-meal. Let this be the last time they dine!”

          120 Her words. And glorious Odysseus rejoiced in the portent she’d uttered

          And in the thunder sent by Zeus: those culprits would pay for their deeds.

          Through Odysseus’s beautiful palace, the other female slaves

          Had gathered together to kindle the tireless flame on the hearth.

          Telémakhos rose from his bed then: a youth you’d compare to a god.

          He put on his clothes and slung the keen-edged sword round his shoulders.

          Then onto his shining feet he bound his beautiful sandals

          And took up his mighty spear, tipped with its sharp point of bronze.

          Then he went and stood at the threshold and spoke to Eurykleía:

          “Dear Nana, have you honored the stranger in our house

          130 With a bed and something to eat, or does he simply lie there, neglected?

          Isn’t that just like Mother, however wise she may be?

          For no good reason at all she’ll show respect to some unworthy fellow

          And fail to respect another, someone better, and send him packing.”

          Eurykleía, that clear-thinking woman, spoke to him then in turn:

          “Now you really mustn’t blame her, my child—she doesn’t deserve it.

          He sat for quite some time drinking wine, as long as he liked,

          But said that he wasn’t hungry anymore. For she’d asked him.

          But once their thoughts had turned to bed-time and to sleep,

          She commanded the serving-women to spread some bedding for him.

          140 At which he—just like someone who’s wretched and down on his luck—

          Refused to lie down to sleep on a bed wrapped in blankets.

          No, he slept on an untanned ox-hide with some fleeces of sheep on top,

          Out in the forecourt. It was we who covered him up with a cloak.”

          Her words. And Telémakhos made his way through the Hall,

          Spear in hand; two quicksilver hounds followed on his heels.

          He went to the place of assembly among the Achaeans in their sturdy greaves.

          But Eurykleía, the daughter of Ops, he who was son to Peisênor,

          Remarkable among women, called to the female slaves:

          “Come now, get to work! You girls sweep out the house,

          150 Strew rushes on the floor, and then put some purple throws

          On those chairs, so beautifully crafted, while you girls wipe down the tables—

          All of them—with sponges, then clean out the mixing-bowls

          And those cups, the ones with two handles. But you girls, go for water—

          Up to the fountain with you, and bring it back as fast as you can!

          The Suitors won’t stay away from the Hall very much longer—

          No, they’ll be back quite early, since it’s a feast-day for all of them.”

          Her words. And they listened very closely and obeyed her orders.

          Twenty went up to the fountain whose waters ran so dark

          While the rest stayed in the house and expertly saw to their work.

          160 And now the hardy workmen came inside; then they

          Expertly built up a fire with the firewood, while the women

          Came back from the fountain. And there, hard on their heels, came the swineherd,

          Coaxing along three hogs that were by far the best of the herd.

          These he left in the courtyard to feed in the lovely pens.

          He then addressed Odysseus with words full of concern:

          “Stranger, do the Achaeans look on you any more kindly,

          Or do they continue to show disrespect in these halls, as before?”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Eúmaios, if only the gods would take vengeance for the affronts

          170 That these men in their insolence contrive so heedlessly

          In the house of another man, without the slightest sense of shame!”

          Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking

          While Melánthios the goatherd came upon them and drew near

          As he drove along his she-goats, the best of all the herds—

          They’d soon be the Suitors’ dinner. Two herdsmen followed behind.

          Then he carefully tethered the goats beneath the echoing portico

          While addressing Odysseus with words that aimed to provoke him:

          “Stranger, can you still be here, annoying us all through the house

          And begging from everyone? Why don’t you just leave?

          180 But no—you and I won’t go our separate ways

          Till we’ve tasted each other’s fists, since it’s hardly seemly, the way

          You go begging. Why not go after some other Achaean feast!”

          His words. But Odysseus, that man of great cunning, said nothing.

          No, he shook his head in silence, dark thoughts filling his mind.

          Now a third man joined the group: Philoítios, that leader of men,

          Bringing a barren heifer and fatted goats for the Suitors.

          (It was ferrymen who had brought them: ferrymen, who provide

          Passage to any and all people who come to them.)

          Then he carefully tethered the beasts beneath the echoing portico

          190 While drawing near the swineherd and questioning him straightaway:

          “Who is this stranger here, swineherd, who is just now newly come

          To our house? To what sort of men does he claim that he belongs?

          Where are his kin, exactly, and where are his forefathers’ lands?

          Some unfortunate wretch, though he certainly looks like a royal lord.

          But then, the gods plunge much-wandering mortals deep in misery

          When they twine their fates with woe—even those who are kings.”

          At that, he went up to Odysseus and offered his right hand in greeting,

          Addressing him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Greetings, venerable stranger. May times to come be filled with

          200 Good fortune, although right now you’re beset by so many woes.

          Father Zeus, no one of the gods is more destructive than you!

          You take no pity on men, after you yourself begot them,

          Letting them stew in a brew of evil and dismal distress . . .

          I began to sweat when I saw you and the tears flowed from my eyes,

          Put in mind, as I was, of Odysseus, since I imagine that he as well

          Is dressed in rags like yours as he wanders among the world’s peoples—

          If indeed he is still alive somewhere and even now sees the light of the sun.

          But if he has already died and gone to the house of Hades,

          Then alas for noble Odysseus, who set me over his cattle

          210 In the Kephallêníans’ country when I was but a boy.

          By now they have grown in number beyond telling; this wide-browed breed

          Couldn’t do better for any man—they yield like a field of wheat.

          But now strangers are ordering me to bring in the cattle for them

          To eat. They don’t care in the least for the son of the house in these halls,

          Don’t tremble before the wrath of the gods, since they’re already eager

          To split up the master’s possessions—he’s been gone from home so long.

          But the heart within this breast of mine keeps turning the matter

          Over and over again. It would be a terrible thing

          To leave for some foreign country while his son is still alive

          220 And go to a foreign land with the herds. But it’s even worse

          To remain here, steeped in woe, to tend to the cattle for others.

          Oh yes, I’d have left long ago and run off to the house of some other

          Proud-hearted king, since I cannot bear it here any longer.

          But I’ve kept that unhappy man in my thoughts—perhaps he’ll come back

          To scatter the Suitors away and sweep them out of the house.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “Cowherd, you hardly seem a bad or unthinking fellow—

          And I’ve seen for myself how good sense has entered into your heart.

          So I’ll tell you something now and swear a great oath upon it:

          230 Let Zeus before all other gods, let this table that welcomes strangers,

          Let the hearth of the noble Odysseus, to which I have come, all bear witness

          That while you yourself are here Odysseus will come home

          And you’ll see with your own eyes—if you care to witness it—

          The Suitors lying dead, who have lorded it over you here.”

          The man who had charge of the cattle addressed him then in turn:

          “If Kroníôn would only accomplish all that you say, stranger!

          You’d learn what my strength is then, and how my hands serve that strength.”

          And in the very same way did Eúmaios pray to all the gods

          For Odysseus, ingenious man, to return to his house and home.

          240 Saying such things as these, they conversed with one another;

          But the Suitors were plotting death and doom for Telémakhos.

          As they did so, a bird appeared to them on the left—unlucky:

          An eagle, soaring on high, that was holding a timid dove.

          Amphínomos spoke to them then, addressing them in this way:

          “Friends, this plan of ours to murder Telémakhos

          Will not run smoothly for us. Let us turn our thoughts to the feast.”

          These were Amphínomos’s words, which all of them found to their liking.

          As they came inside the palace of Odysseus, that man like a god,

          They laid their cloaks down on the seats and upon the high-backed chairs

          250 And then slaughtered great huge sheep and goats that were sleek with fat;

          Slaughtered plump swine, too, and a cow that came from their herd.

          They roasted the innards on spits and then served them around, then mixed

          Wine in mixing-bowls. The swineherd served it in wine-cups.

          The bread was served to them in beautifully wrought baskets

          By Philoítios, leader of men, while Melánthios poured out the wine.

          Then they stretched their hands toward the food that was spread before them.

          But Telémakhos served his own purpose by seating Odysseus

          Inside the strong-built Hall hard by the threshold of stone,

          Placing a shoddy chair and a tiny table before him.

          260 He set out portions of innards beside him and poured out wine

          Into a cup of gold, and then addressed a word to him:

          “Now you must take your seat among these men and drink up.

          I myself shall defend you from the jibes and the violent hands

          Of the Suitors, one and all, since this is not some public house

          But the house of Odysseus, which he built and enriched for me.

          And as for you, you Suitors, keep your reprimands and blows

          To yourselves—we don’t want any strife or quarrels to break out.”

          His words. And all the others furiously bit their lips,

          Amazed by Telémakhos because he had spoken so boldly.

          270 Then Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, began to speak with them:

          “Even though it is hard, Achaeans, we must accept

          What Telémakhos has said—and what big threats he makes!

          For Zeus the son of Kronos did not let us succeed; if he had,

          We’d have stopped the lad here in these halls, even though he’s a forceful speaker.”

          Antínoös’s words. But Telémakhos paid his words no heed.

          Meanwhile, heralds were leading the gods’ holy hecatomb

          To the city, as long-haired Achaeans gathered together beneath

          A shadowy grove that belonged to Apollo the Far-Shooter.

          When they’d roasted the first cuts of meat and drawn them off the spits,

          280 They shared the portions out and dined on a splendid feast.

          Those who were serving at table set a portion before Odysseus

          That was equal to what they’d received themselves, for those were the orders

          Of Telémakhos, beloved son of Odysseus, that man like a god.

          But Athena would not allow the proud-hearted Suitors to refrain

          From their soul-crushing outrages, since her plan was to make the heart

          Of Odysseus, son of Laërtes, steep even more in anguish.

          There was a man among the Suitors who had no respect for right—

          Ktêsippos by name, who had his home on Sámê

          And who, confident in his wealth—prodigious, to be sure—

          290 Had been courting the wife of Odysseus, who had been gone for so long.

          It was he who then addressed the arrogant, hard-hearted Suitors:

          “Hear me, you lordly Suitors, and let me have my say.

          It is nothing more than fitting that this stranger should have an equal

          Portion—it wouldn’t be right or fair for us to deny

          Telémakhos’s guests their due when they come here to this house.

          Well then, I myself shall give him a guest-gift, so he

          Can give a gift of his own to the bath-slave or one of the other

          Slaves here in the palace of Odysseus, that godlike man.”

          So saying, he hurled the foot of a cow with his brawny hand

          300 After taking it up from the basket where it lay. But Odysseus dodged it,

          Tilting his head very slightly to the side. In his heart he smiled—

          A very sardonic smile—as the hoof hit the solid wall.

          Telémakhos then addressed this word of reproach to Ktêsippos:

          “Ktêsippos, this business has turned out very well for you,

          Since you failed to hit the stranger: he managed to dodge the hoof.

          Otherwise, I’d have run you through with the sharp point of my spear

          And your father would be preparing a funeral, not a wedding,

          Right here. Which is why I’ll allow no one to display

          Unseemly behavior. By now, I notice these things, see them all—

          310 What is noble and what is foul. But before I was still a child.

          And yet we put up with all this, simply looking on

          As the sheep are being slaughtered and all the wine is drunk,

          The food eaten up. It is hard for one man to hold back so many.

          But come now, stop being so hateful and do me no more harm.

          Even if you’re all still burning to slay me with the bronze,

          I would prefer even that—I would consider it far better

          To die—than be forced to witness such unseemly goings-on:

          Guests of the house being pushed around; the female slaves

          Dragged off throughout this beautiful palace. What a disgrace!”

          320 His words. And a hush descended as all of them fell silent.

          Agélaos, son of Damástor, finally spoke to them:

          “Friends, no one would reply to what someone has rightly said

          By becoming enraged and attacking the speaker with hostile words.

          You must not push the stranger around—not him nor any other

          Slaves who dwell in the house of that godlike man, Odysseus.

          But to Telémakhos and his mother I would like to say a word

          Of kindness, in the hope it might please the hearts of them both.

          As long as the hearts in your breast were able to go on hoping

          That Odysseus, ingenious man, would return to his house and home,

          330 No one could blame you for waiting or for holding off the Suitors

          Here inside the palace—the best course of action, surely,

          Had Odysseus returned and come back once more to his house.

          But by now it should be clear that he will not be returning.

          So come now, sit by your mother and make these things clear to her:

          She must marry whoever is noblest and brings her the most bride-gifts

          So you can enjoy looking after all your father’s goods,

          Eating and drinking them, while she keeps another man’s house.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him straightaway:

          “No, Agélaos! By Zeus, and by the sufferings of my father—

          340 Who somewhere far from Ithaka has perished, or is wandering—

          I’m not the one who’s delaying my mother’s wedding! I’ve told her

          To marry whomever she likes and have offered her gifts beyond telling.

          But I would be ashamed to force her out of the house

          With a harsh command. God forbid this should ever come to pass!”

          Those were Telémakhos’s words. And Pallas Athena provoked

          A fit of unstoppable laughter in the Suitors, and addled their wits.

          They went on laughing and laughing as if their jaws were not their own;

          The meat that they were eating was fouled with blood, and their eyes

          Were filling up with tears; their hearts foresaw lamentation.

          350 Then Theoklýmenos, godlike man, spoke a word to them all:

          “Alas, you wretches! What evil is this that you suffer? Your heads

          And your faces and your limbs are all shrouded in darkness;

          A wailing now flares up, your cheeks are drenched in tears,

          Blood is spattered all over the walls and the beautiful rafters;

          The entry is filled with ghosts, the courtyard filled with them, too,

          As they hurry into Érebos in darkness; and the Sun

          Has been blotted from the sky while a foul mist covers all.”

          His words. Yet all of them were giggling at him.

          Then Eurýmakhos, son of Pólybos, began to speak to them:

          360 “This stranger who’s newly arrived from abroad has lost his wits.

          But quickly now, my lads, get him out of the house—once outside,

          He can go to the place of assembly, since he finds it so dark in here.”

          Theoklýmenos, godlike man, spoke to them again:

          “Eurýmakhos, I never told you to provide me with an escort.

          I have my eyes and my ears and both of my feet as well,

          And a mind inside this breast that’s inferior to none.

          With these I shall go outside, for I sense that evil is coming

          For you: not one of you Suitors will be able to escape it

          Or ward it off—not one of you, you who outrage everyone

          370 In godlike Odysseus’s house as you scheme your wanton schemes.”

          So saying, he left the Hall, that most stately abode,

          And went to the house of Peíraios, who welcomed him most kindly.

          Now all the Suitors were looking around at one another,

          Trying to provoke Telémakhos by laughing at his guests.

          One of those arrogant youths might be saying something like this:

          “Telémakhos, there’s really no one who has worse luck with his guests!

          Look how you’ve let that sponge of a vagabond stick around,

          Always in dire need of bread and wine, no skills

          For work or for deeds of strength—a useless weight on the earth.

          380 And then there’s that other one, who stood up to foretell the future!

          But you would be much better off if you only listened to me:

          We should toss these strangers aboard a ship with its rows of benches

          And send them to the Sicilians, where they’d fetch a very fair price.”

          Those were the words of the Suitors. But Telémakhos paid them no heed.

          No, in silence he kept on looking at his father, constantly waiting

          For the moment when he would at last lay hands on the shameless Suitors.

          Now the daughter of Ikários, Penelope, clear-thinking woman,

          Had placed her splendid chair against the wall of the Hall,

          So she heard what each of the men inside the Hall was saying.

          390 For in the midst of all their laughter they had prepared themselves a meal,

          Sweet to eat and plentiful, since they had slaughtered so many beasts.

          But no supper could ever be less delightful than the one

          The goddess and the mighty man would soon be setting before them:

          For the Suitors had been the first to scheme their unseemly schemes.

        

      
    
  
    
      
        Book 21

      
      
        
          Then Athena, owl-eyed goddess, set a thought inside the mind

          Of the daughter of Ikários, clear-thinking Penelope:

          To set before the Suitors the bow and the grizzled iron

          In Odysseus’s Hall: gear for the contest and the onset of slaughter.

          Up she went to the top of the lofty stair of her palace,

          And took a key—a beautiful thing made of curving bronze,

          With a handle fashioned of ivory—in her steady hand.

          Then she and her serving-women went off toward the storeroom—

          The remotest of all. Inside lay a trove of their lord’s treasures,

          10 The bronze and the gold and the iron, which is worked with such great toil.

          There lay the bow, its limbs stretched backward, there lay the quiver

          To hold the arrows; inside it, there were many of them, bearing sorrow—

          Gifts that were given to him by Íphitos, Eúrytos’s son,

          A man who was like the immortals, when Odysseus was his guest.

          Those two had met each other there in the land of Messênê

          At the house of Ortílokhos, that prudent man. Odysseus

          Had come to collect a debt that all the people owed him:

          For the men of Messênê had stolen three hundred sheep and their shepherds

          From Ithaka, taking them off in the ships with their rows of benches.

          20 On a mission to retrieve them, Odysseus traveled far—

          Still just a youth—for his father and the other elders had sent him.

          Íphitos, for his part, was searching for horses—he had lost

          Twelve mares, their hard-working mules still nursing at the teat.

          In times to come they would bring death and doom to him

          When he encountered Zeus’s son, whose spirit was so mighty:

          Herakles, who took part in great enormities.

          For he slew Íphitos, his guest, there in his own house—

          Cruel man! He had no respect for the wrath of the gods, nor the table

          He had set before his guest. No, he slew him even so,

          30 And kept the mares with their sturdy hooves for himself, there in his halls.

          It was while looking for those mares that Íphitos met Odysseus

          And gave him the bow that Eúrytos, that giant man, used to carry

          And left to his son when he died inside his lofty palace.

          To him Odysseus gave a sharp sword and a sturdy spear.

          And so began a friendship filled with kindness. But those two never

          Sat at each other’s tables, since before that, Zeus’s son

          Slew Eúrytos’s son Íphitos, a man who was like the immortals

          And who gave the bow to him. Yet noble Odysseus never

          Took it along when he went off to war in his black-hulled ships.

          40 No, it was laid up there in his halls, a remembrance of his dear friend

          Which he would take along with him when he traveled through his land.

          When that woman who glowed like a goddess, Penelope, came to the storeroom

          And had crossed the oaken threshold, which a joiner long ago

          Had expertly smoothed with a plane as he trued it to his line,

          And fitted out with door-posts on which he hung the gleaming doors,

          She straightaway loosened the thong from the handle, working quickly:

          Fitting the key in the hole, taking careful aim

          And then drawing back the bolt. The door bellowed—just like a bull

          As it grazes in a meadow: so loudly did those fine doors

          50 Bellow as the key went in. Swift as wings, the doors flew open.

          Then she made her way to a shelf high up on the wall, where chests

          Were standing; inside those chests lay garments fragrant with scent.

          Reaching up as she stood on tiptoe, she took the bow from its peg

          Along with the bow-case, which gleamed as it cradled the bow inside.

          She sat right down on the ground, placing the case on her knees

          As she wept, keening shrilly; then she took out the bow of her lord.

          But once she had had her fill of the pleasure of so much sobbing,

          She went back toward the Hall in search of those proud-hearted Suitors,

          Holding the bow in her hand, its limbs stretched backward, and the quiver

          60 Which held the arrows; inside it, there were many of them, bearing sorrow.

          The serving-women with her carried a chest that contained

          Masses of iron and bronze: gear for the master’s contests.

          When this woman who glowed like a goddess came upon the Suitors,

          She stood beside the pillar that held up the strong-built roof,

          Holding her shimmering veil just in front of her cheeks,

          As each of her trusty attendants stood there by her side.

          Straightaway she addressed the Suitors and spoke this word to them:

          “Listen to me now, you proud-hearted Suitors, you who

          Are forever besieging this house with your endless eating and drinking,

          70 The house of a man who’s been gone for such a long time—nor could you

          Make up a single pretext to explain your behavior but this one:

          That you yearned to marry me and make me your wedded wife.

          But now it is time to act, Suitors—here, now, is the contest!

          I shall set out the great bow of Odysseus, that godlike man:

          Whoever can string the bow in his hands with the greatest ease

          And succeeds in shooting an arrow through all twelve of the axes

          Is the man with whom I shall go, leaving behind this house

          Where I came as a bride—so lovely, so full of the riches of life!

          I suspect I’ll remember it always, even in my dreams.”

          80 Her words. And then she ordered Eúmaios, that excellent swineherd,

          To set before the Suitors the bow and the grizzled iron.

          With tears in his eyes, Eúmaios took it and set it down:

          The cowherd, too, wept, when he saw the bow of his lord.

          Antínoös railed at him, turning to him as he said:

          “You stupid peasant folk, fretting over mere trifles—

          You sorry pair, why are you weeping hot tears and upsetting

          The heart in the breast of this lady, a heart that already lies mired

          In other woes, since she has lost the husband so dear to her?

          Now sit there and eat your dinner—not a word! Or you can

          90 Get out of the house right now and go weep. But leave the bow here

          So we Suitors can compete in this fateful contest. I doubt

          That this bow, polished so smooth, will be strung too easily.

          For of all the men who are here, no one is a man

          Such as Odysseus was. I myself once saw him—

          Oh yes, I remember him still, even though I was just a child.”

          His words. Yet the truth was this: the heart in his breast was hoping

          That he would stretch the bowstring and shoot an arrow through the iron.

          But it was he who would be the first to know the taste of an arrow

          Shot by Odysseus, the blameless man whom he had dishonored

          100 As he sat there in his halls, egging on all his companions.

          And Telémakhos, taking charge, spoke to them all and said:

          “Goodness! Zeus Kroníôn has made me strangely giddy!

          My beloved mother, though prudent, says that she will go

          Off with some other man and leave this house behind—

          And look at me laughing, my heart giddy with delight!

          But now it is time to act, Suitors. Here is the prize for this contest:

          A woman like none other throughout the land of Achaea

          Or Pylos, that holy place, or Argos or Mycenae

          Or even Ithaka itself, or the mainland rich in black soil.

          110 But you yourselves know all this—why should I have to praise my mother?

          Come now, stop finding excuses to put this off—don’t keep

          Shying away from drawing the bow. We want to see how you manage!

          Yes, I myself would like to have a go at the bow—

          Perhaps I can stretch the bowstring and shoot an arrow through the iron.

          If I could, I wouldn’t be troubled if my mother left this house

          And went off with some other man, because then I’d be left behind

          Able at last to don my father’s fine battle-gear.”

          At that, he sprang to his feet and took the scarlet cloak

          From his shoulders, and then removed his sword from his shoulders as well.

          120 First he planted the axe-blades, after digging out a trench—

          One long trench for them all, trueing it to a line—

          And then mounded the earth around them. Looking on, the men were stunned:

          How neatly he’d buried them all, though he’d never seen it done.

          Then he went and stood on the threshold and began to test the bow.

          Three times he made it quiver as he strove to draw back the bowstring;

          Three times he relaxed his grip, though he hoped with all his heart

          To be able to stretch the bowstring and shoot an arrow through the iron.

          And indeed, his strength would have strung it as he pulled for the fourth time;

          But Odysseus, shaking his head, held him back—though he longed to do it.

          130 Now Telémakhos, taking charge, spoke to them all and said:

          “Damnation! So I’m doomed to be a coward and a weakling—

          Or maybe I’m just too young, with no faith in the strength of my hands

          To help me fight someone off if he picks a fight with me.

          But come now, all of you men whose brute strength I could never match:

          Come take your turn with the bow and let’s have done with this contest.”

          So saying, he set down the bow, placing it on the ground,

          Then leaned it against the door with its polished, close-fitted panels

          And leaned a swift arrow right there by the beautiful door-pull.

          Then he sat back down on the chair from which he had arisen.

          140 Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, began to speak to them:

          “Get up, comrades, all of you, and take your places from right to left,

          Starting from the spot where the steward pours the wine.”

          Those were Antínoös’s words, and they all found his speech to their liking.

          Leiôdes, son of Oínops, was the first man to stand up.

          It was he who served as their priest; he would sit at the very back

          Of the Hall, by the fine mixing-bowl. He was the only one among them

          Who loathed their wantonness and was outraged by all the Suitors.

          So he was the first to pick up the bow and the speedy arrow.

          He went and stood on the threshold and began to test the bow.

          150 But he was unable to string it: all that tugging tired his hands,

          Uncalloused as they were—so soft! He addressed the Suitors:

          “I’m not the one to string it, my friends. Let someone else try it.

          This bow will bring to grief many of you brave men,

          Afflicting your hearts and souls, since it is surely better by far

          To die than to go on living after failing to win the prize

          Which has kept us waiting here as we gather, day after day.

          Even now, many a man still has hope in his heart and burns to

          Marry Penelope, Odysseus’s wedded wife.

          But once he has tried the bow and sees for himself how it is,

          160 Let him seek out another woman among the beautifully-gowned Achaeans,

          Courting her with bride-gifts. And as for Penelope, let her

          Marry whoever gives her the most and is brought to her by Fate.”

          So saying, he set down the bow, placing it on the ground,

          Then leaned it against the door with its polished, close-fitted panels

          And leaned a swift arrow right there by the beautiful door-pull.

          Then he sat back down on the chair from which he had arisen.

          Antínoös railed at him, turning to him as he said:

          “Leiôdes, what a speech has slipped through the fence of your teeth!

          Dreadful it is, and harsh—just to hear it fills me with outrage:

          170 ‘This bow will bring to grief many of you brave men,

          Afflicting your hearts and souls.’ Just because you can’t string it?

          No, your lady mother bore a son who was hardly the kind

          Who knows how to bend back a bow and how to shoot an arrow.

          But other lordly Suitors will soon string the bow in their turn.”

          His words. Then he gave a command to Melánthios, the goatherd:

          “Grab some wood and go make a fire in the halls, Melánthios,

          And next to it set a great chair and place fleeces on top of it.

          Then bring in a great round cake of fat from within the house

          So that once we have warmed it up and smeared the bow with grease,

          180 We young men can test it and put an end to this contest.”

          His words. And Melánthios swiftly rekindled the tireless fire,

          And next to it set a great chair and placed fleeces on top of it,

          Then brought in a great round cake of fat from within the house.

          The young men warmed it up so they could test the bow—but they couldn’t

          String it, because these men were completely lacking in strength.

          Antínoös still held back with Eurýmakhos, who looked like a god—

          The leaders of the Suitors, and the most courageous, too.

          But now that pair of men went out of the house, two at once:

          The cowherd and the swineherd of godlike Odysseus.

          190 And noble Odysseus himself followed them out of the house.

          But once they were far beyond the gates of the house and the courtyard,

          He lifted his voice and addressed them, drawing them out with these words:

          “You, cowherd, and you, too, swineherd—might I have a word?

          Or should I keep it to myself? No, my heart bids me speak.

          What kind of men would you be if you had to defend Odysseus

          Appearing here out of the blue—if some god were to bring him back?

          Would you try to defend the Suitors or would you defend Odysseus?

          Tell me, just as your heart and your spirits command you to.”

          The man who had charge of the cattle addressed him then in turn:

          200 “Father Zeus, if you would only bring this wish to fulfillment!

          May that man only return! May some Power bring him here!

          You’d learn what my strength is then, and how my hands serve that strength.”

          In the very same way did Eúmaios pray to all the gods

          For Odysseus, that ingenious man, to return to his house and home.

          Now once Odysseus knew that these two, at least, were true,

          He addressed them straightaway, replying with these words:

          “Here at home am I, truly myself! After many grueling disasters

          I have come to the land of my fathers in the twentieth year since I left.

          I know well that my return is something the two of you yearned for

          210 Alone of my slaves—I’ve not heard any of the others

          Praying that I would come back to this house once again.

          But now I’ll lay out for you both the truth of what will be.

          If the god should lay low those proud-hearted Suitors by my hand,

          I’ll give wives to both of you and will lavish you both with wealth

          And houses, built close to my own, and from now on you will be

          Telémakhos’s companions—and brothers, too, in my eyes.

          Come, here’s something else I shall show you—an unmistakable sign

          So you’ll know it is really me and believe it in your hearts:

          The scar, which a boar long ago gored with its gleaming white tusk

          220 When I had gone up to Parnássos with Autólykos and his sons.”

          So saying, he pulled the rags away from the massive scar.

          Now when those two had peered at the scar and gone over it thoroughly,

          They wept, throwing their arms around prudent Odysseus,

          Warmly embracing him and kissing his head and his shoulders

          As Odysseus, in just the same way, kissed their heads and their hands.

          The dazzling sun would have set on both of them and their wailing

          If Odysseus himself had not held them back and said:

          “Stop this weeping and wailing! What if someone should see you

          As they make their way from the Hall and then tell the people inside?

          230 No, you two go inside—one by one, not together—

          I’ll lead the way, you follow. And this will be our signal:

          When all the other men—all those proud-hearted Suitors—

          Refuse to let anyone give me the bow and the quiver,

          You, noble Eúmaios, will carry the bow through the palace

          And place it right in my hands. Then you will tell the women

          To shut the doors of the Hall, which are fitted so tightly together.

          And if one of them should hear the sound of groans, or the tumult

          Of men within our walls, she mustn’t rush to the door—

          No, let her stay right here, quiet at her work.

          240 As for you, noble Philoítios, I order you to bar

          The outer door to the courtyard. Quickly—chain it up.”

          So saying, he went inside the bustling palace.

          He went and sat on the stool from which he had just arisen.

          Then godlike Odysseus’s slaves also went in, as they’d planned.

          By now Eurýmakhos was turning the bow in his hands

          This way and that, warming it by the light of the fire. Even so

          He was unable to string the bow and groaned aloud in his lordly heart.

          Sorely distressed, he spoke a word and turned to them, saying:

          “O dreadful! What anguish I feel for myself and for the others!

          250 It isn’t at all the marriage that I mourn for, although it does hurt—

          There are still many other Achaean women, some right here

          In sea-girt Ithaka, some in the other cities.

          But if we truly fall so short of that godlike man Odysseus

          In strength, since we are unable to string that bow of his,

          It will be a disgrace that even men to come will hear of.”

          Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes, addressed him then in turn:

          “No, it will not be so, Eurýmakhos—as you yourself know.

          For now, all through the land, is the holy feast of the god—

          Who would try to bend a bow today of all days? Instead,

          260 Put it down, calmly. As for the axes, why not leave them

          Set where they are? For I doubt that anyone will come

          Into the Hall of Odysseus, the son of Laërtes, and take them.

          But come, let the steward go round and pour the wine in our cups

          So we can make our libations and put down the curving bow.

          At dawn, you must give a command to Melánthios the goatherd

          To bring his she-goats in, the finest of all the herds:

          Once we offer the thigh-bones to Apollo the Glorious Archer,

          Let us test our strength at the bow and put an end to this contest.”

          Those were Antínoös’s words, and they all found his speech to their liking.

          270 Then the heralds poured out water over the hands of the guests

          While youths were filling the mixing-bowls to the brim with drink

          And passed it round to them all—but first, a few drops in each cup.

          But then, once they had poured and drunk to their hearts’ content,

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke, his mind full of guile:

          “You who are courting a queen who is far-famed in glory, hear me

          So I can tell you what the heart in my breast commands me to say.

          To you above all, Eurýmakhos—and godlike Antínoös,

          For he, too, spoke aright—I make my urgent entreaty:

          Time to set aside the bow and leave it to the gods.

          280 At dawn, the god will grant victory to whomsoever he wishes.

          But come now, give me the polished bow, so here in your presence

          I can test my hands and my strength—can see if there is still any

          Might in them, such as there was long ago in my supple limbs,

          Or if wandering and neglect have destroyed it completely by now.”

          His words. And the rest of them exploded in indignation,

          Fearing that he would be able to string the polished bow.

          Antínoös railed at him then, turning to him as he said:

          “Ah, you wretch of a guest, you’re completely out of your mind!

          It isn’t enough for you to dine at your leisure among

          290 This proud-hearted company, never wanting for food. You even

          Listen to our talk, whatever we say. No one else,

          No other stranger or beggar, gets to listen to our talk.

          The wine with its heart of honey has gotten to you, just as it wastes

          Others who gulp it down instead of drinking wisely.

          It was wine that addled the centaur Eurytíôn, far-famed in glory,

          In the halls of Peiríthoös, that great-hearted man,

          When he came upon the Lapiths. When his wits had been addled by wine,

          He went mad and wreaked havoc all through Peiríthoös’s house.

          Then anguish seized the princes: they leapt to their feet and dragged him

          300 Outside, right through the doorway, then took the pitiless bronze

          And sheared off his ears and his nose. He, his wits still addled,

          Ran off, saddled with ruin deep in his foolish heart.

          That’s how it all began—the bad blood between Centaurs and men,

          But it was he, loaded with wine, who first brought evil on himself.

          I declare it will be a disaster for you as well, if you string

          This bow. Don’t expect to receive kindness from anyone

          Here in our land—oh no, we’ll send you off in a black-hulled ship

          To Ékhetos the king, Mutilator of Mortals.

          You won’t be able to save yourself from him. So keep quiet

          310 And drink—and don’t pick quarrels with men who are younger than you.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “Antínoös, it isn’t right or fair for us to deny

          Whoever may come to this house as Telémakhos’s guest his due.

          Do you really expect that this stranger, full of confidence in his hands,

          In his power and his might, will string the great bow of Odysseus

          And then lead me away to his house and make me his wedded wife?

          I suspect that not even he would set his heart on such a prize.

          You must not trouble your hearts on account of this man here

          While you enjoy yourselves at the feast. There’s really no point to it.”

          320 Eurýmakhos, Pólybos’s son, looked straight at her and said:

          “Daughter of Ikários, clear-thinking Penelope,

          It’s not that we think this nobody will marry you—there’s no need to.

          No, we’re afraid of what people might say, men and women both—

          May none of the other Achaeans, the low-life sort, ever say

          ‘How inferior are these men who approach a faultless man’s wife

          To court her—men who can’t even string his polished bow!

          And then someone else came along, some beggar, some vagrant,

          And easily strung the bow and shot straight through the iron.’

          That’s what they will say, and it will be a disgrace for us all.”

          330 Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “There’s no way for men to have a good name throughout the land,

          Eurýmakhos, if they dishonor the household of a prince

          And devour it all. So why worry that this is what will disgrace you?

          This stranger here is quite tall and very solidly built

          And claims to be the son of a man of noble birth.

          Come, give him the polished bow so we can see for ourselves.

          For this I shall say to you, and it will surely come to pass:

          If he is able to string the bow and Apollo grants him glory,

          I will dress him in fine clothes, a cloak as well as a tunic,

          340 And give him a sharp-pointed lance to keep off dogs and men,

          And a double-edged sword as well, and sandals for his feet.

          Then I’ll send him on his way to wherever his heart desires.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke right back to her:

          “No one of the Achaeans, Mother, is more worthy than I

          To give the bow, or refuse it, to whomsoever I like—

          Not any of the men who rule in craggy Ithaka,

          Not anyone in the islands facing Êlis, where horses graze;

          No, not one of those men will force me against my will

          If I decide to give this bow once and for all to the stranger.

          350 So now go back to your rooms and see to the work you’ve got there—

          The loom, tall like a mast, and the spindle—and order your maids

          To weave their work back and forth. For the bow is the business of men—

          All of us, but especially me. For it’s I who rules over this house.”

          Dumbfounded, she turned and went back to her rooms once more:

          For she stored her child’s sensible words deep in her heart.

          She went to the upper floor, trailed on each side by her women,

          And cried for her dear husband, Odysseus, until sweet sleep

          Flowed onto her eyelids, poured by Athena of the bright owl-eyes.

          Then the noble swineherd took the bow and carried it

          360 As all the Suitors cried out, as if with one voice, in the Hall.

          One of those arrogant youths might be saying something like this:

          “Just where do you think you’re bringing the curving bow, wretched swineherd?

          Your mind must be wandering! Soon enough, swift hounds will devour you

          With your pigs, all alone, far from men—the hounds that you raised!—if Apollo

          And the other immortal gods would only grant us that.”

          Their words. Then he put the bow back down in the very same spot,

          Frightened because they’d cried out, as if with one voice, in the Hall.

          But Telémakhos, for his part, shouted out a threat:

          “Poppa, pick up the bow and move! You can’t obey all of us—

          370 But watch out: although I’m younger, I can still drive you into the fields,

          Pelting you with stones. For I am far stronger than you are.

          Oh, if only my hands were stronger and I had more might in me

          Than all these Suitors here who throng throughout the palace!

          For I’d soon send many a man off on a hellish journey

          Once I’d chased them out of our house, since they’re hatching evil plots.”

          His words. And all of them were giggling at him,

          All the Suitors—and indeed, they now set aside their bitter anger

          At Telémakhos. But once the swineherd had carried the bow through the Hall,

          He came up to prudent Odysseus and placed it in his hands,

          380 Then called for the nurse Eurykleía and spoke these words to her:

          “Telémakhos now commands you, Eurykleía, clear-thinking woman,

          To shut the doors of the Hall, which are fitted so tightly together.

          And if one of the women should hear the sound of groans, or the tumult

          Of men within our walls, she mustn’t rush to the door—

          No, let her stay right here, quiet at her work.”

          This, then, was what he said; from her mouth there flew no reply.

          She closed and barred the doors of the Hall, that stately abode.

          In silence, Philoítios slipped from the house and went outside,

          Then closed and barred the gates of the strong-built courtyard.

          390 Now beneath the porch lay a rope that was made from Byblos plant—

          From off a ship, curved at stem and stern. He used it to fasten the gates

          Then went in and sat on the stool from which he had just arisen,

          Looking at Odysseus. He was already handling the bow,

          Turning it round and round and feeling it all over

          To see if worms had eaten the horn while its master was far from home.

          With a glance at his neighbor, each Suitor would be saying something like this:

          “The way he’s eyeing that bow—I’m sure he’d be happy to steal it!

          Or maybe he had one just like it stored away in his house,

          Or maybe he’s eager to make one all for himself—so carefully

          400 Does this vagrant, this expert at mischief, turn it round and round in his hands.”

          Some other arrogant youth might be saying something like this:

          “Ah, may he only meet with as much success in the future

          As he’d have if he succeeds in stringing the bow today!”

          Those were the Suitors’ words. But Odysseus, that man of great cunning,

          Lifted the great bow up right away and examined it—

          Just as a man who has mastered the lyre and the art of song

          Will easily stretch a string all the way round a new peg,

          Attaching the twisted sheep-gut firmly at either end—

          So, with no effort at all, did Odysseus string the great bow.

          410 With his right hand he held the bow while he made a test of the string,

          Which sang out beautifully, like the sound a swallow makes.

          It was then that a dreadful anguish came over the Suitors: their skin

          Suddenly changed color. Zeus thundered loudly—his sign!

          Noble Odysseus, who had suffered so much, exulted then in his heart:

          The son of Kronos, that crooked counselor, had finally sent an omen!

          He picked up a sharp-tipped arrow which was lying there on the table

          For all to see; the others were stored inside the hollow

          Quiver—the arrows that the Achaeans would soon be tasting.

          Placing it on the bridge, he drew the string and notched the arrow—

          420 Sitting right where he was, on the stool—then let fly the arrow

          After taking careful aim. It missed not a single one

          Of the rings at the ends of those axes. No, the bronze-weighted shaft sailed straight through them

          And out the other end. He addressed Telémakhos then:

          “The stranger who sat in your halls brings you no shame, Telémakhos.

          I didn’t miss the mark in the least or spend any time at all

          Struggling to string the bow. My strength is still firm within me—

          Not at all what the Suitors said as they shamed me with their scorn.

          Even so, it is time to prepare some supper for these Achaeans,

          While daylight remains. Afterward, we’ll have time for other diversions,

          430 For song and dance. For those, too, should accompany a feast.”

          Then he motioned to him with his brows. Buckling the sharp sword around him,

          Telémakhos, dear son of Odysseus, that godlike man,

          Took the spear in his hand, grasping it tight. Then he went

          And stood by his father’s chair, armed in glittering bronze.

        

      
    
  
    
      
        Book 22

      
      
        
          But, stripping off his rags, Odysseus, that man of great cunning,

          Leapt up upon the great threshold, holding the bow and the quiver

          Which was filled to the brim with arrows. He poured the swift arrows out

          Right there by his feet, then spoke a word to the Suitors:

          “So this fateful contest of yours is well and truly over!

          Now I’ll find another target which no one has ever shot at

          Before—and if I hit it, may Apollo grant me glory.”

          He spoke, and then aimed the bitter arrow straight at Antínoös.

          He was just about to lift the beautiful cup to his lips—

          10 A two-handled cup of gold—and was turning it round in his hands

          To take a sip of the wine, not the slightest thought in his mind

          Of slaughter. For what man could dream, as he sat feasting among men,

          That one lone man among many—however strong he might be—

          Could wreak for him his death and evil and black doom?

          But Odysseus, taking aim, shot the arrow straight through his throat:

          Clean through that delicate neck the point of the arrow drove.

          Struck, he sank to one side as the goblet fell from his hand

          And straightaway a thick jet of a man’s mortal blood

          Came rising up through his nostrils. With a swift kick of his foot

          20 He thrust away the table, spilling food all over the ground.

          The bread and the roasted meats were spoiled. An uproar broke out

          Among the Suitors all through the palace when they saw the fallen man;

          All throughout the palace they leapt to their feet, deeply shaken,

          Their eyes on the strong-built walls, scanning every inch.

          But nowhere was there a shield or stout spear for them to grab.

          They railed at Odysseus then, speaking words of rage:

          “Stranger, this shooting at men will cost you dearly! Never

          Will you compete in another contest: now destruction surely awaits you.

          For you have just slain a fellow who is by far the noblest youth

          30 In Ithaka. For that, the vultures will eat you right on the spot.”

          Thus did each man speak, for indeed all of them thought

          That he’d slain the man all unwitting. Foolish children!—they couldn’t conceive

          That the bonds of doom had been knotted tight for them all—every one.

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, glared from beneath his brows:

          “You dogs, you never imagined that I would make my way back home

          From the country of the Trojans—look how you’ve wasted my house,

          How you’ve forced yourselves upon the slave-women in bed,

          How, while I was still alive—but out of sight—you courted my wife,

          No fear at all of the gods who hold the far-flung heavens,

          40 No fear of the righteous anger of people in times to come!

          But the bonds of doom have been knotted tight for you all—every one.”

          So did he speak, and green fear took hold of them all.

          Each man peered around—how to escape looming destruction?

          Eurýmakhos alone spoke to him in reply:

          “If indeed you are Odysseus of Ithaka, now returned,

          You spoke no more than the truth about what the Achaeans were doing,

          So many wanton deeds in these halls and out in the fields.

          But the man to blame for everything already lies fallen—

          Antínoös! For he was the one who brought these deeds to pass,

          50 And it wasn’t even because he needed or wanted that marriage.

          No, he had other aims which Kroníôn did not fulfill:

          To rule as king himself through all the populous land

          Of Ithaka—and to slay your son after lying in wait for him.

          Yet, now it is he who’s been slain, as is only right. But spare

          Your people! Soon we will scour the land to make amends

          For whatever has been drunk and eaten in your halls,

          Each man contributing the value of twenty oxen,

          And we will also give back to you bronze and gold, until

          Your heart is softened. Till then, no one will blame your rage.”

          60 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, glared from beneath his brows:

          “Eurýmakhos, even if you were to pay me all the wealth

          You inherited from your fathers—and then found a way to add more—

          No, not even then would I stay these hands from slaughter,

          Not before I avenged myself on you Suitors for every transgression.

          Here is the choice you all face: either fight in open battle

          Or run for it—if, that is, you can fend off death and doom.

          But I do not think that anyone will escape from looming destruction.”

          His words. Then their knees gave way and their hearts dissolved inside them.

          Now, for a second time, Eurýmakhos addressed them:

          70 “Friends, since this man here won’t stay his invincible hands

          And has managed to get hold of the polished bow and the quiver,

          He will stand on the smooth-planed threshold and shoot until he has slain

          All of us. But come now, let’s remember our lust for battle!

          Draw your swords from their sheaths and use the tables to fend off

          The arrows that bring swift death. Let’s have at him, all of us

          Together—perhaps we can push him away from the threshold and doorway

          And make our way to the city, where we’ll quickly sound the alarm.

          If we do, then this man here will have shot his very last arrow.”

          Once he had spoken these words, he pulled out his sharpened sword—

          80 Made of bronze, double-edged—and then he leapt at Odysseus

          With a terrifying shout. But at that moment, noble Odysseus

          Let fly an arrow and hit his chest next to the nipple.

          The swift shaft lodged itself in the liver: Eurýmakhos dropped

          The sword from his hand to the ground. Sprawled across the table,

          Bent over double, he fell, spilling food all over the ground—

          The two-handled cup as well. He struck the ground with his forehead,

          Anguish in his heart, overturning the chair with his feet

          As he kicked the air with his heels. Then the mist crept over his eyes.

          Amphínomos then burst out at glorious Odysseus.

          90 Darting in front of him, he pulled out his sharpened sword,

          Hoping to get Odysseus away from the door. But Telémakhos

          Was too quick: he dealt him a blow from behind with his bronze-tipped spear,

          Right between the shoulders, driving it straight through his chest.

          With a thunderous thud he fell, flat on his face, to the ground.

          Telémakhos sprang back up, leaving his long-shadowed spear

          Right there, inside Amphínomos—for he was terrified: what if

          Some Achaean came out of nowhere and ran him through with a sword

          As he pulled out the long-shadowed spear, or struck him down as he stooped there?

          So he started to run, and swiftly reached his beloved father.

          100 Drawing near, he addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Father, I’ll bring you a shield and a pair of spears right away,

          And a helmet all of bronze that fits snugly around the temples.

          Once I’m back, I will arm myself and give some weapons as well

          To the swineherd and the cowherd. For it’s best to be fully armed.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him then in turn:

          “Run and get them while I still have arrows to defend myself

          Or they’ll push me away from the doorway, seeing as I’m alone.”

          His words. And Telémakhos obeyed his beloved father

          And went into the storeroom where the famous arms were kept.

          110 Out of the storeroom he took four shields and four pairs of lances

          And also four helmets of bronze with their bristling horsehair crests.

          He brought them all back, and swiftly reached his beloved father.

          Telémakhos was the first to fit the bronze to his body;

          Then, just as he had done, the two slaves donned the beautiful armor,

          Flanking brilliant Odysseus, he of the subtle wiles.

          Now, as long as he had arrows to defend himself,

          He kept taking careful aim at the Suitors inside his own house,

          Striking them down one by one. They fell, one on top of another.

          But once there were no more arrows for their master to shoot,

          120 He leaned the bow against the door-post of the strong-built Hall

          And stood it against the walls that gleamed all over with plaster,

          And then strapped the shield round his shoulders—four layers of hide—

          And placed upon his mighty head the well-wrought helmet

          Plumed with horsehair, its crest nodding dreadfully above him.

          Then he took two mighty spears: they too were capped with bronze.

          There was a certain opening set high in the strong-built wall—

          Very close to the threshold of the Hall with its solid foundation—

          Which gave access to a passage and was sealed by tight-fitting panels.

          Odysseus ordered the swineherd to keep watch over it, staying close,

          130 Since that was the place where someone would likely launch an attack.

          But Agélaos addressed the Suitors, holding forth to them all:

          “Friends, won’t someone go up to the opening in the wall

          And tell the people what’s happened so they’ll quickly sound the alarm?

          If we do, this fellow here will have shot his very last arrow.”

          Melánthios the goatherd addressed him then in reply:

          “It can’t be done, Agélaos, Zeus-nurtured one. The fine door

          To the courtyard is awfully close, and it’s hard to get into that passage—

          A single powerful man could bar the way for you all.

          So come now, I’ll bring armor for all of you from the storeroom

          140 For you to put on. For I figure it’s there and nowhere else

          That Odysseus and his glorious son have stored the arms.”

          So saying, Melánthios the goatherd started up

          The stairway of the Hall and went into Odysseus’s storeroom.

          From it he removed twelve shields and as many spears,

          And as many helmets of bronze with their bristling horsehair crests.

          He left and, bringing them quickly, gave them to the Suitors.

          Now Odysseus’s knees and the heart within him went slack

          When he saw them donning the arms and brandishing those tall

          Spears in their hands. How great was the task that lay before him!

          150 Swiftly he spoke to Telémakhos with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Telémakhos, it must be one of the women in the palace—

          Or Melánthios—who has unleashed this evil battle against us.”

          But Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him then in turn:

          “Father, I was the one who made this mistake—no one else

          Is to blame. For I left the storeroom’s tightly fitted door

          Wide open. The Suitors’ man kept better watch than I did.

          But go now, good Eúmaios, and shut the door of the storeroom,

          Then see if one of the women was responsible for this

          Or if, as I suspect, it was Melánthios, son of Dolíos.”

          160 Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking.

          Now Melánthios the goatherd had gone once more to the storeroom

          To bring the beautiful armor. The noble swineherd noticed

          And straightaway spoke to Odysseus, who was standing close to him:

          “Laërtiádes, sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          It’s that plague of a man again, just as we both suspected,

          On his way to the storeroom. But tell me truthfully now

          Whether I ought to slay him, if I prove to be the stronger,

          Or bring him here to you so you can avenge the offenses—

          So many!—that he has committed here inside your house.”

          170 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, spoke to him then in reply:

          “Telémakhos and I will hold off the lordly Suitors

          Here inside the Hall, though they’re burning to break out.

          You two—twist Melánthios’s feet and hands behind his back,

          Then tie him to a plank and throw him into the storeroom.

          Once you’ve bound his body tight with a twisted rope, hoist him

          All the way up to the rafters, to the top of the towering pillar,

          So he’ll linger, still alive, while he suffers harsh pain.”

          His words, and the two of them listened well and obeyed.

          They went to the storeroom; inside, Melánthios failed to see them.

          180 He was desperately searching for armor at the farthest end of the room

          While the two of them lay in wait on either side of the doorframe

          For Melánthios the goatherd to step across the threshold.

          In one of his hands he was holding a beautiful four-crested helmet;

          In the other he held an old shield, broad, spotted with rust,

          Which belonged to Lord Laërtes—he had carried it when he was young.

          It had lain stored away for so long that the seams of the straps had come loose.

          Springing at him, they grabbed him and then dragged him back inside

          By the hair, then threw him down onto the ground, wailing.

          Then they bound his feet and hands, twisting them back all the way

          190 And tying them painfully tight, just as they had been ordered

          By Laërtes’ glorious son, Odysseus, who’d endured so much.

          After binding his body fast with a twisted rope, they hoisted him

          All the way up to the rafters, to the top of the towering pillar.

          Jeering at him, you spoke, Eúmaios my swineherd:

          “You’re sure to keep your watch all through the night now, Melánthios,

          As you lie in that downy bed—the one you so richly deserve!

          Nor will you miss the Morning-Born one, she who is throned in gold,

          As she rises from Ocean’s streams at the hour when you’d be driving

          The goats down to the house for the Suitors to prepare their feast.”

          200 And so he was left right there, strung up on those deadly ropes.

          But those two put on their armor and shut the gleaming door,

          Then went up to brilliant Odysseus, he of the subtle wiles.

          They stood there, breathing fury. The men upon the threshold

          Were four, while those inside the house were many and brave.

          Athena, the daughter of Zeus, came then and stood right by them,

          Having taken the likeness of Mentor—both his form and his manner of speaking.

          Rejoicing to see the goddess, Odysseus made this speech:

          “Mentor, ward off this ruin and remember your dear companion

          Who always treated you well. You and I are the same age.”

          210 His words. But he knew full well it was Athena, rouser of troops.

          The Suitors, for their part, were clamoring all throughout the palace.

          Agélaos, son of Damástor, was the first to rail at the goddess:

          “Mentor, don’t let Odysseus’s wheedling words persuade you

          To fight against the Suitors and help him defend himself.

          For I think that our plan is going to succeed:

          Once we have killed both these men, the father as well as the son,

          Then you yourself will lie slaughtered along with them, for the deeds

          You intend to commit in these halls. You’ll pay for them with your head.

          Once we have used our swords to wrest power from all of you,

          220 We will seize your property, both here and out in the fields,

          And combine them with Odysseus’s. Nor will we allow

          Your sons to remain alive in your halls, or allow your daughters

          Or your wife to come and go as they please in Ithaka town.”

          His words. And then Athena grew angry deep in her heart

          And rebuked Odysseus with these angry words:

          “You no longer have the staunch valor, Odysseus, or the might

          You once had when you fought the Trojans for nine unrelenting years

          Over Helen, white-armed daughter of a father nobly born,

          And slew so many men in the dreadful scrum of battle

          230 And the wide-wayed city of Priam was taken, thanks to your plan.

          How is it that, now you’ve returned to your own house and possessions,

          You whine that you have to be strong and fight against the Suitors?

          But come now, old friend, stand by my side and witness my deeds

          So you can see what kind of man is Mentor, Álkimos’s son,

          When he fights against foes to repay the good that he’s received.”

          So she said—but she still did not give him victory over the others.

          No, she went on making a test of the power and the might

          Of Odysseus and his son, that youth of great renown.

          She herself then darted upward and nestled atop a rafter

          240 Of the smoky Hall. To see her, you would think she was a swallow.

          Urging the Suitors on were Agélaos, son of Damástor,

          Along with Eurýnomos and Amphimédôn and Demoptólemos,

          Peísandros and Polyktorídes and warlike Pólybos,

          For in courage they far outstripped all the other Suitors—

          That is, those who were still alive and fighting for their lives;

          For those others had been slain by the bow and the hail of arrows.

          Agélaos spoke among them, addressing himself to them all:

          “Friends, this man will stay those hands of his in time—

          Look how Mentor went off after spouting his empty boasts

          250 While the rest were left on their own beside the outer doorway.

          So now you must not throw your long spears all at once.

          No, come now, six of you, and hurl first—if only Zeus

          Would grant that we hit Odysseus and win renown for ourselves!

          We needn’t worry about the others once he himself has fallen.”

          His words. Then they all threw their spears, just as he had ordered,

          Eagerly. But Athena made sure that their throws were in vain—

          One of them hit the door-post of the strong-built Hall,

          While another hit the door with its close-fitting panels,

          While the ash-wood spear of another, heavy with bronze, struck the wall.

          260 Then, once Odysseus’s men had dodged the Suitors’ spears,

          That noble man who had suffered so much began to speak to them:

          “Friends, by now it’s high time for me to give the word

          For us, too, to hurl our spears—into the throng of Suitors

          Who are yearning to strip us of life: the climax of all their crimes.”

          His words. And all of them hurled their sharp-tipped spears,

          Taking careful aim. Odysseus hit Demoptólemos,

          Telémakhos hit Euryádes, the swineherd hit Élatos,

          And the man who had charge of the cattle was the one to slay Peísandros.

          So all of them together bit the dust of the wide-spreading ground.

          270 The Suitors then withdrew to the farthest corner of the Hall

          While the others darted after them and pulled the spears from the bodies.

          Once again the Suitors hurled their sharp-tipped spears,

          Eagerly. But Athena made sure that their throws were in vain—

          One of them hit the door-post of the strong-built Hall,

          While another hit the door with its close-fitting panels,

          While the ash-wood spear of another, heavy with bronze, struck the wall.

          Now Amphimédôn hit Telémakhos on the wrist—

          Just a glancing blow—and the bronze broke through the skin.

          Ktêsippos’s long spear grazed Eúmaios on the shoulder

          280 Just above his shield—but it flew past and fell to the ground.

          The men with brilliant Odysseus, he of the subtle wiles,

          Again hurled their sharp-tipped spears into the throng of Suitors.

          Then Odysseus, sacker of cities, hit Eurydámas

          While Telémakhos hit Amphimédôn and the swineherd hit Pólybos.

          And the man who had charge of the cattle was the one to strike Ktêsippos

          A blow right to the chest. He stood over him, vaunting, and said:

          “Son of Polythérses, who so loved to jeer, don’t open

          That big mouth of yours again in a foolish fit. Let the gods

          Have the final word, for they are more powerful by far.

          290 Here’s a gift of welcome in exchange for the hoof you once gave

          To Odysseus, that man like a god, when he went begging all through the house.”

          So spoke the man who herded the twisty-horned cattle. But Odysseus,

          Fighting close, hit the son of Damástor with his great long spear.

          Telémakhos then wounded Leiókritos, son of Euênor

          With a jab of his spear to the flank, driving the bronze straight through.

          He tumbled down headlong and fell flat on his face to the ground.

          It was then that Athena brandished the man-destroying aegis

          From high up in the rafters. And the Suitors’ wits fluttered with fright.

          All through the Hall they were terrified, just like a herd of cows

          300 That a whizzing gadfly attacks, making them stampede

          In the season of spring, when once again the days grow long.

          But Odysseus’s men were like falcons with hooked talons and curving beaks:

          Coming down from the mountains, they fall upon smaller birds

          That were flying low to the ground but now make for the clouds in their terror.

          But the falcons swoop down upon them and kill them—there is no refuge

          Nor escape for them anywhere. And men take delight in the chase.

          Just so did the Suitors go rushing all throughout the house,

          Struck down every which way. Their dreadful screams rose up

          As their heads were being smashed in. The whole floor was oozing blood.

          310 But Leiôdes rushed toward Odysseus and, grabbing hold of his knees,

          Made his supplication, speaking words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “I fall at your knees, Odysseus! Respect me, take pity on me!

          For I declare that I never outraged any woman in these halls

          Either in word or in deed. No, I always tried to make

          The other Suitors stop when one of them did such things.

          But they never would obey or keep their hands from wrongdoing.

          And so, through their heedlessness, they have come to a shameful end.

          Yet I, who served as their priest, am to lie with them, having done

          Nothing at all. How true that no good deed goes unpunished.”

          320 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, glared from beneath his brows:

          “If indeed you claim to have served as priest for these men,

          Doubtless you must have prayed many times here in these halls

          That the end of my sweet journey home would be endlessly put off

          And that my own beloved wife would wed you and bear your children.

          For that, you won’t find a way to flee a painful death.”

          And so, having spoken these words, his sturdy hand grasped the sword

          That was lying there—Agélaos had dropped it on the ground

          When he was killed—and with that sword he drove straight through the neck.

          Leiôdes was still talking when his head mixed in with the dust.

          330 Now Térpios’s son, the bard, was trying to escape black doom—

          Phêmios, who sang for the Suitors, although only under duress.

          In his hands he was holding the lyre with its clear sweet voice; he stood

          Close to the door in the wall, his mind going back and forth:

          Should he steal away from the Hall and sit by the well-built altar

          Of Almighty Zeus of the Courtyard, where Odysseus and Laërtes

          Had always duly burned the thigh-bones of many oxen,

          Or throw himself at Odysseus and clasp his knees in entreaty?

          As he pondered in his mind, what seemed best to him was this:

          To go and clasp the knees of Odysseus, son of Laërtes.

          340 And so he laid the hollow lyre down upon the ground

          Between the mixing-bowl and the silver-studded chair.

          Then he threw himself at Odysseus and, taking hold of his knees,

          Entreated him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “I fall at your knees, Odysseus! Respect me, take pity on me!

          Great pain will be your lot in times to come if you slay

          Me, a bard who sings for both gods and mortal people.

          I honed my talent myself, but the gods planted in my mind

          Every kind of song. I am worthy to sing in your presence

          As if to a god. So you mustn’t be so eager to cut my throat.

          350 Yes, your beloved son, Telémakhos, could tell you himself

          That I was neither willing nor eager to hang around your palace

          To sing for the Suitors in the hopes of sharing their feast.

          No, there were many of them, far stronger, and they brought me here under duress.”

          Those were his words. But Telémakhos heard him and took charge:

          Drawing near to his father, he addressed him right away:

          “Hold off! Do not strike this innocent man with the bronze.

          And we must also save the herald, Médôn, who would always

          Take such good care of me in our house when I was a child—

          Unless the swineherd or Philoítios has already struck him down

          360 Or he happened to cross your path as you rampaged through the house.”

          His words. And Médôn the herald, whose mind was shrewd, heard him.

          For he was lying under a chair, crouched there, wrapped in the skin

          Of an ox, freshly flayed, trying to escape black doom.

          He quickly stood up from under the chair and stripped off the ox-hide

          And threw himself at Telémakhos, taking hold of his knees

          And entreating him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Dear friend, it is I! Hold off—and tell your father to stop as well.

          God forbid that, too full of his strength, he should destroy me with the sharp bronze

          In his anger at the men who came here as Suitors, then plundered

          370 The property in his palace—those fools who failed to respect you!”

          Then Odysseus, that man of great cunning, smiled down at him:

          “Courage! Telémakhos here has protected you and saved you

          So you’d take this lesson to heart and tell it to others as well:

          ‘Doing a good deed is far better than doing evil.’

          But go now, leave the palace—both of you go sit outside

          In the courtyard, far from the slaughter, you and famous Phêmios,

          Until I have done what needs doing all throughout the house.”

          His words. And the two of them went outside the Hall

          And both sat down before the altar of Zeus Almighty,

          380 Peering around everywhere, expecting death at any moment.

          Odysseus, too, peered around all through his house, to see

          If anyone was still lurking and had managed to fend off black doom.

          But he saw that they all were dead—so many fallen there

          Amidst the blood and the dust, just like fish that some fishermen

          Have dragged with their fine-meshed nets onto the curving shore

          From deep in the iron-gray sea: all the fish lie there

          Spilled out across the sand, craving the salt sea’s waves,

          While Helios blazes down and drains their life away.

          Just so were the Suitors spilled out, one on top of another.

          390 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, then addressed Telémakhos:

          “Come now, Telémakhos, fetch me the nurse Eurykleía

          So I can speak to her of a matter that weighs upon my mind.”

          His words, and Telémakhos obeyed his beloved father.

          Cracking open the door, he addressed the nurse Eurykleía:

          “Up with you now, old woman, for it’s you who are in charge

          Of all the female slaves throughout this palace of ours—

          Come! It’s my father who calls you. He wants a word with you.”

          This, then, is what he said; from her mouth there flew no reply.

          She opened wide the doors of the palace, that stately abode,

          400 And went inside as Telémakhos led the way ahead.

          There she found Odysseus, surrounded by many corpses,

          Spattered with blood and gore, exactly like a lion

          Who has come from eating an ox of the herd, out in the fields,

          Drenched all over with blood that completely covers his chest

          As well as both his cheeks: a dreadful sight to behold.

          Just so was Odysseus spattered from his feet up to his hands.

          And so, when she saw the corpses and the endless rivers of blood,

          She launched into the victory cry, so great was the deed she beheld.

          But Odysseus kept her back and restrained her, though she was eager,

          410 And addressed her then with words that flew toward her like arrows:

          “Rejoice in your heart, old woman, but hold back—don’t sound the cry.

          It is an unholy thing to gloat over men who have been slain.

          What vanquished these men was a god-sent fate and their own wicked deeds,

          For they never showed respect to anyone on earth

          Who happened to cross their path, whether wicked or good at heart.

          And so, through their heedlessness, they have come to a shameful end.

          But come, tell me all you know of the women in the palace—

          Those who dishonored me and those without any blame.”

          The beloved nurse Eurykleía addressed him then in turn:

          420 “Well then, my child, I’ll set out the truth for you.

          Fifty is the number of female slaves in the palace,

          Women whom we have taught to carry out their tasks—

          How to comb out the wool, how to endure the work of slaves.

          Of them, there are twelve in all who followed the path of shame,

          Showing no respect to me or Penelope.

          Telémakhos came of age only lately, and his mother

          Would never allow him to order the female slaves around.

          But come, I’ll now climb the stairway to the gleaming chamber above

          To bring word of this to your wife, whom some god has put to sleep.”

          430 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “No! Do not wake her up. Stay here and tell the women—

          The ones who contrived such shameless deeds in the past—to come.”

          Those, then, were his words. The old woman went straight through the Hall

          To give the message to the women and order them to come.

          And Odysseus now asked for Telémakhos to come

          Along with the swineherd and the cowherd. His words flew toward them like arrows:

          “Now start clearing out the bodies—order the women to help you.

          And then you must wash down the beautiful chairs and the tables

          With water, using sponges dotted with thirsty holes.

          440 And then, once you have set the entire house to rights,

          Bring the female slaves out of the strong-built Hall

          To a place between the round-house and the flawlessly built courtyard fence,

          And then run them through with your swords’ long blades until you strip

          The life away from them all and they forget about Aphrodite,

          To whom they had surrendered when they trysted with the Suitors.”

          His words. And all the women came, gathered together,

          Wailing dreadfully, their eyes brimming over with tears.

          First, they cleared away the corpses of the men who had died

          And set them down underneath the porch of the strong-built courtyard,

          450 Leaning one against another. Odysseus gave the orders,

          Hurrying them along: they were forced to clear out the bodies.

          And then they washed down the beautiful chairs and the tables

          With water, using sponges dotted with thirsty holes.

          Meanwhile, Telémakhos and the swineherd and cowherd

          Used rakes to scrape the floor of the sturdily built house

          While the slave-women gathered the scrapings and placed them outside.

          And then, once they had set the entire house to rights,

          They brought the female slaves out of the strong-built Hall

          To a place between the round-house and the flawlessly built courtyard fence,

          460 Forcing them into a corner from which there was no escape.

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, began to speak to them then:

          “Let the death that I inflict on these women not be a clean one!

          For they poured upon my head an endless stream of insults—

          And on my mother, too—while they were sleeping with the Suitors.”

          His words. Then he took a cable from a ship with its blue-painted prow.

          Once he’d fastened it to a pillar, he strung it around the great round-house,

          Stretching it high above so their feet wouldn’t reach the ground.

          Just as when some thrushes with their slender wings, or some doves,

          Go crashing into a snare that’s been set inside a bush

          470 As they’re heading to their nests—but a loathsome bed welcomes them:

          So did the women hold their heads all in a row, and the nooses

          Went round the necks of them all so they’d die a most piteous death.

          For a time, their feet went on twitching; but not for very long.

          Then they brought Melánthios in through the doorway and the courtyard.

          Taking the pitiless bronze, they sliced his nose and ears off

          Then tore off his private parts and gave them raw for the dogs to fight over,

          And cut off his hands and his feet: so deep was the grudge in their hearts.

          Then, once they had washed the filth from their hands and their feet,

          They went into the house, to Odysseus. Their work was done.

          480 Then Odysseus addressed a word to his beloved nurse, Eurykleía:

          “Bring me sulfur, old woman, which purges pollution, and fire

          So I may purify the Hall. Then go tell Penelope

          That she must come here now, trailed on each side by her women.

          And tell all the female slaves to come to the house as well.”

          His beloved nurse Eurykleía addressed him then in turn:

          “Yes, indeed, my child—all that you say, you’ve said rightly.

          But come now, let me bring you a cloak and a tunic to wear—

          Don’t stand around like that with those broad shoulders of yours

          Draped in rags, here in your palace. The outrage people would feel!”

          490 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to her in turn:

          “First things first: make sure there’s fire for me in the palace.”

          His words. And the beloved nurse Eurykleía did not disobey

          But brought the fire and sulfur, as she had been told to. Odysseus

          Thoroughly purified the Hall and the house and the courtyard.

          The old woman then went through Odysseus’s beautiful palace

          Bringing word to all the women, telling them to come.

          And then they came out of the Hall with torches in their hands.

          They swarmed around Odysseus and welcomed him with embraces:

          In a loving show of affection, they kissed his head and shoulders

          500 And his hands, clasping them. A sweet longing took hold of him then

          To weep and wail: in his heart he recognized them all.
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          The old woman climbed the stairs to the chamber above, cackling,

          To announce the news to her mistress—her dear husband, back in the house!

          Her knees were racing so swiftly that she tripped over her feet.

          Then she stood by Penelope’s head and addressed a word to her:

          “Wake up, Penelope, dear child, so you can see

          With your very own eyes the sight you have yearned for, day after day.

          Odysseus has come, he’s reached home!—late though his coming may be.

          He has slain those arrogant Suitors who made such trouble for his house,

          Devouring his possessions and bullying his son.”

          10 Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed her then in turn:

          “The gods have driven you mad, dear Nana—for they are able

          To drive even the sanest person completely out of his wits

          While setting a hare-brained person upon the path of good sense.

          Yes, the gods have deluded even you, whose mind was sound before.

          Why on earth would you mock me, knowing how deeply I grieve—

          Why tell me this wild tale and wake me up from a slumber

          So sweet, which held me fast as it drifted over my eyelids?

          I haven’t had such a deep sleep since the time when Odysseus

          Went to look upon Evil-Ilion—may its name never be mentioned!

          20 But come, go downstairs now and return at once to the Hall.

          For if any of the other women who belong to me

          Were to come and tell such tales and wake me from my slumber,

          I’d send her packing, right then and there, straight back to the women’s Hall

          And she’d be all the sorrier. But your old age has spared you.”

          The beloved nurse Eurykleía addressed her once again:

          “I’m not mocking you in the least, dear child! It’s really true

          That Odysseus has come—he’s reached home, just as I said—

          The stranger whom they all treated so dishonorably in the halls.

          It turns out that Telémakhos knew he was here long ago—

          30 But he showed his good sense and kept his father’s plans to himself

          So he could avenge the outrages of those overbearing men.”

          Her words. Then the queen rejoiced and, leaping out of the bed,

          Threw her arms around the old woman as tears poured from her eyes.

          And she addressed her then with words that flew toward her like arrows:

          “But come now, darling Nana, and tell me truthfully—

          If he has truly come back home, as you now say he did,

          How was it that he laid hands upon those shameless Suitors

          All alone, while there were always throngs of them here.”

          The beloved nurse Eurykleía addressed her then in turn:

          40 “I did not see, nor did I ask. I only heard the sound of the groans

          Of men being slain. We women, deep inside our strong-built chambers,

          Were sitting, frantic with terror, with the doors tightly shut

          Until your son Telémakhos called for me to come out

          Of the Hall. For his father had told him to call for us to come.

          Then I found Odysseus—he was standing there, surrounded

          By the corpses of the dead, strewn all over the hard-packed floor,

          One on top of another. It would warm your heart to see him

          Spattered all over with blood and gore, just like a lion!

          The bodies have now been gathered at the entrance to the courtyard

          50 In a heap; he, meanwhile, makes the beautiful palace pure

          By means of a raging fire. He has sent me here to fetch you.

          But follow me, so both your hearts can set upon the path

          Of happiness, since you two have suffered so much evil.

          Yet now what you hoped for so long has finally come to pass:

          He himself has come, alive, back to his hearth and found you

          And his child, too, in his halls. They kept abusing him,

          Those Suitors, and he took his vengeance on all of them in his house.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed her then in turn:

          “Dear Nana, don’t gloat so loudly, cackling away.

          60 For you know that the sight of him would be welcome to everyone

          In these halls, but above all to me and the son whom we two had.

          But no, this story you tell is not real, as you claim it to be.

          No, it was one of the gods who killed those lordly Suitors,

          Enraged at their grievous insolence and at their wicked deeds.

          For they never showed respect to anyone on earth

          Who happened to cross their path, whether wicked or good at heart.

          Through their own heedlessness, then, they suffered evil. But Odysseus

          Lost his return far from Achaea, and he too was lost.”

          The beloved nurse Eurykleía replied to her then in turn:

          70 “My child, what a speech has slipped through the fence of your teeth!

          The husband whom you said would never come home is right here,

          Sitting by the hearth! But your heart is always suspicious.

          Come, I’ll tell you something else: an unmistakable sign—

          His scar, which a boar long ago had gored with its gleaming white tusk.

          I spotted it myself while bathing his feet, and wanted

          To tell you straight off. But he clapped his hand over my mouth

          And would not allow me to speak, for he was very shrewd.

          But follow me now—indeed, I will stake my life on it:

          If I am deceiving you, you can kill me without any mercy.”

          80 Penelope, clear-thinking woman, replied to her then in turn:

          “Dear Nana, it is hard to see through the counsels of the gods

          Who exist forever, however shrewd you may be.

          Nonetheless, let us go and find my son, so I can see

          The Suitors lying dead—and the one who slew them.”

          So saying, she came downstairs from her chamber even as her heart

          Pondered deeply: should she keep her distance while questioning her husband

          Or approach him and clasp his head, his hands in hers, and kiss him?

          But once she had entered the room and crossed the threshold of stone,

          She sat down across from Odysseus, there in the glow of the fire,

          90 By the wall on the other side. But he, with his eyes cast down,

          Sat next to the giant pillar, waiting to see if his noble wife

          Would speak to him at all, once she’d laid eyes on him.

          For a long time she sat silent, her heart stunned by amazement:

          Sometimes, as she stared at him, she seemed to see his face—

          But sometimes she failed to recognize him, dressed in those vile rags.

          Telémakhos railed at her then, turning to her as he said:

          “Mother—no mother of mine, with that heart hard as steel!—

          Why on earth do you stay so far from Father—why don’t you sit

          Beside him and ask him your questions, examining every word?

          100 No other woman alive would be so hard-hearted,

          Holding back from a husband who, after so many grueling disasters,

          Has come, in the twentieth year, back to the land of his fathers.

          But that heart of yours has always been harder than stone.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “My child, the heart in my breast is stunned by amazement.

          It’s beyond my power to say a single word, or ask questions,

          Or look at him face-to-face. But if indeed it is true

          That he’s Odysseus and has come home, then the two of us will be able

          To recognize each other with more confidence, for we have

          110 Signs that we two know, kept secret from other people.”

          Her words. And noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, smiled,

          And quickly addressed Telémakhos with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Telémakhos, to be sure you must let your mother test me

          Here in the halls. Soon enough she will know for certain.

          Now, though, since I am so filthy and dressed in these foul rags,

          She shows me no respect and refuses to say I am he.

          But now let us think what to do so things might turn out for the best.

          For if someone were to slay just one man in his own country—

          Someone without many kin to avenge him afterward—

          120 He would flee, leaving behind his kin and the land of his fathers.

          But we have slain the very pillars of this city, the noblest

          Of Ithaka’s young men. You must give this matter some thought.”

          Telémakhos, sensible lad, spoke right back to him:

          “See to this yourself, dear father, for you surpass all others

          In cunning, so they say—there is no other man

          Of all humans destined to die who can compete with you.

          As for us, we shall follow behind you eagerly, nor do I think

          That we’ll be lacking in valor, as long as the strength is in us.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          130 “I shall tell you something now which seems the best way forward.

          First you must bathe yourselves and then put on clean tunics,

          And bid the women in the halls to fetch clean clothes as well.

          Then have the god-inspired bard lead off the playful dance

          As he grasps in his hands the lyre with its clear, sweet voice,

          So anyone outside who is listening—either some passerby

          Or someone who lives in these parts—will say there’s a wedding feast.

          We mustn’t let any word of the slaughter of the Suitors

          Spread throughout the city before we ourselves have a chance

          To make our way to our farmstead in the countryside, where we’ll

          140 Consult about how we might use what advantage the Olympian grants us.”

          His words, and they listened very closely and obeyed his orders.

          First they bathed themselves and then put on clean tunics

          While the women donned their finest. The god-inspired bard

          Took up his hollow lyre and stirred in them all the desire

          For song, so sweet to hear, and for dance most excellent.

          All throughout the great palace there resounded the sound of the feet

          Of men as they dashed around, playing, and of women in beautiful sashes.

          Someone listening outside might be saying something like this:

          “Yes, some man has surely wed our much-courted queen—

          150 Hard as nails! She didn’t have it in her to keep on looking after

          The great palace of her husband until he could come back home.”

          So one of them might say—with no notion of what had happened.

          Meanwhile, the maid Eurynómê bathed great-hearted Odysseus

          There in his own house, then rubbed him down with oil

          And drew a beautiful cloak and a tunic around him.

          Then Athena poured great beauty upon his head, making him

          Taller to look at, more solidly built; and down from his head there flowed

          Locks as tightly curled as the bloom of a hyacinth.

          Just as a man who is skilled in his trade will overlay silver

          160 With gold—a man who has learned from Hephaístos and Pallas Athena

          Every technique of his craft, producing work whose grace delights:

          So did she overlay his head and shoulders with grace.

          He emerged from the bathing-tub looking like an immortal,

          Then went and sat on the chair from which he had just arisen,

          Right across from his wife, and spoke this word to her:

          “Strange woman! Those who dwell on Olympos gave you a heart

          Harder by far than the heart of any other female!

          No other woman would show such rigidness of spirit

          And keep away from the husband who, after so many grueling disasters,

          170 Has come, in the twentieth year, back to the land of his fathers.

          But do this for me, good nurse: make the bed, so I can lie down

          By myself—for the heart in her breast is surely made of iron.”

          But Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “Strange man! I am not so proud, nor do I make light of you—

          Nor am I dazzled. I know well what kind of man you were

          When you sailed from Ithaka aboard your long-oared ship.

          But come now, Eurykleía, make up the solid bedstead

          Outside the well-built chamber that he made with his own hands.

          There you must place the solid bedstead, then make it up

          180 With fleeces and blankets and gleaming coverlets.”

          So she spoke, testing her husband. But now Odysseus

          Grew angry at his wife, whose thoughts were so true, and addressed her:

          “Woman, what you have said deeply pains my heart—

          Who has moved my bedstead somewhere else? That would be hard

          For even a man who is skilled—not unless some god were to come

          And easily, just by willing it, move it somewhere else.

          There is no one living mortal, however young and strong,

          Who could pry it loose without effort, for a great sign has been built into

          That bed with its artful design. I made it myself—no one else.

          190 The trunk of a slender-leaved olive was growing inside the courtyard,

          Flourishing, fully grown, as massive as a pillar.

          Working round it, I built the chamber until I’d finished it off

          With stones, packed closely together, then roofing it over well.

          I added doors that were tightly joined and fit snugly when they were shut.

          Only then did I shear the tresses of the slender-leaved olive tree

          And cut the roots from the trunk, which I then smoothed all over

          Expertly with the bronze, trueing it to the line—

          That’s how I fashioned the bedpost. Then I drilled it all over with holes.

          From there I began my work as I hewed out the bed, till I finished,

          200 Adorning it with inlays of gold and silver and ivory;

          Then I stretched an ox-hide, dyed gleaming purple, across it.

          This, then, is the sign which I declare to you. But I don’t know

          If it still stands firmly in place, woman—that bed of mine—or if some

          Man has moved it by slicing straight through the trunk of the olive.”

          His words. Right then and there, her knees and her heart gave way

          When she recognized the sure signs Odysseus had clearly described.

          Bursting into tears, she ran up to him, throwing her arms

          Around Odysseus’s neck and kissing his head as she said:

          “Don’t be vexed with me, Odysseus, since in all other things

          210 You were always so sensible. But the gods have given us sorrow—

          The gods who begrudged us the chance to remain at each other’s side

          While enjoying the days of our youth and then reaching the threshold of age.

          Now do not be angry with me for this, or grow indignant

          Because, when I first laid eyes on you, I failed to embrace you.

          For the heart within this breast had always shuddered in terror

          That some mortal man would come and beguile me with his tales—

          For many are the men who scheme wicked schemes.

          Not even Argive Helen, she who was born to Zeus,

          Would have lain in the bed of love with a man from a foreign land

          220 Had she known that the warlike sons of Achaea would, in time,

          Bring her back once again to the beloved land of her fathers.

          But it was in fact a god who inspired her shameless act,

          Since such devastating folly had never before lodged in her mind—

          Accursed folly, which caused such grief to us as well.

          But now, since you have laid out the unmistakable signs

          Contained within our bed, which no other mortal has seen

          Apart from you and me and a single serving-woman—

          Aktorís, whom my father gave me when I first came to these parts

          And who guarded the doors of the strong-built bedchamber for us—

          230 Now you’ve persuaded my heart, even though it’s as hard as steel.”

          Her words. And the urge to sob stole over him even more.

          He wept as he held his wife, heart of his heart, whose thoughts were so true.

          Just as the sight of land is welcome to swimmers at sea

          Whose well-built ship Poseidon has splintered upon the ocean

          As it’s driven on ahead by the wind and the surging waves;

          A few of them have escaped onto land from the iron-gray sea

          By swimming, the crusts of brine forming around their skin

          And—welcome sight!—they tread on dry land after escaping from disaster:

          That’s how welcome the sight of her husband was as she gazed upon him,

          240 Nor could she bear to let his neck slip from her white arms.

          Dawn would have greeted the weeping pair, her fingertips touching the sky,

          But the goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, had a new thought.

          She held back the night in its course to prolong it; as for Dawn,

          She kept that golden-throned goddess down by Ocean, nor did she let her

          Yoke together the fleet-footed steeds who bring light to human beings—

          Bright Lámpos and gleaming Phaëthôn, the colts who bring on the Dawn.

          And Odysseus, that man of great cunning, now addressed his wife:

          “My wife, we have not come to the end of all our trials—

          Not at all, for countless toils still await us in time to come,

          250 Long and difficult toils, which I must see through to the end.

          For this is what the shade of Teiresias foretold to me

          On the day when I went down and entered the house of Hades,

          Seeking to learn something of my comrades’ return—and my own.

          But come, let us go to bed, my wife, so we may find joy

          In the sweet embrace of sleep as we lie in bed together.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “There will be time for bed whenever your heart desires

          Since it was the gods, after all, who brought it about that you came

          Home to your strong-built palace and back to the land of your fathers.

          260 But now—since you started your tale and a god put it into your heart—

          Come, tell me about this trial, since I reckon that later on

          I’ll find out. Knowing right now can hardly be any worse.”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, addressed her then in reply:

          “Strange woman! Why do you now insist so urgently

          That I tell? Ah well—I shall speak, nor will I hold anything back.

          But it will give your heart no pleasure. Nor do I myself

          Take pleasure in it, since Teiresias bade me to go to many cities

          Of mortals while holding an oar that fits the hand so well,

          Until I encounter people who have no knowledge of the sea,

          270 Men who do not eat food into which salt has been mixed,

          Nor do they have any knowledge of ships with purple cheeks

          Nor of oars that fit tight in the hand and give a ship its wings.

          And he told me of a sign so clear that I cannot mistake it:

          At the moment another wayfarer encounters me on the road

          And says that I have a winnowing-fan upon my gleaming shoulder,

          I must plant the well-fitted oar deep into the earth

          And, after offering beautiful victims unto the Lord Poseidon—

          A ram, and then a bull, and a boar that mounts his sows—

          I must make my way back home and offer holy hecatombs

          280 Unto the immortal gods who inhabit the far-flung heavens,

          Each in the proper order. Then a death far from the sea

          Will come for me, ever so gentle. It will lay me low

          After I’ve been worn down by rich old age, while around me

          All my people enjoy their blessings. He said this will all come to pass.”

          Penelope, clear-thinking woman, addressed him then in turn:

          “If the gods indeed contrive to give you a better old age,

          Then there is hope for you to find an escape from misery.”

          Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking.

          Meanwhile, Eurynómê and the nurse were making the bed

          290 With plushy coverlets by the light of the blazing torches.

          But after they’d bustled about making up the sturdy bedstead,

          The old woman went back to the house to go to bed; Eurynómê,

          The maid of the bridal chamber, led the couple inside

          As they made their way toward the bed, holding a torch in her hand.

          After leading them into the chamber she turned and went back. They went in

          And welcomed the sight of the place where the familiar bed stood firm.

          But now Telémakhos and the cowherd and the swineherd

          Stopped their feet from dancing, and the women stopped as well;

          And they all lay down to rest there in the shadowed Hall.

          300 When the two had taken their pleasure in love’s entrancing delights,

          They took their delight in stories, each telling a tale to the other.

          She, who glowed like a goddess, spoke of all she’d endured in these halls

          Watching that gang of Suitors who wreaked so much hellish havoc

          And who, on her account, slaughtered many a head of cattle

          And fatted sheep, and drained so much wine from the huge storage jars;

          While Odysseus, sprung from Zeus, spoke of the woes he’d inflicted

          On people, and those he himself had endured with such great anguish.

          He told it all, and she took delight in listening, nor did sleep

          Drift upon her eyelids until he had told her everything.

          310 He began with how he first overcame the Kíkones, and then

          Came to the fertile plowland of the Lotos-Eater men;

          And all that the Cyclops did, and how he’d made him pay the price

          For what he’d done to his mighty comrades, whom he’d eaten, merciless;

          And how he came to Aíolos, who welcomed him most kindly

          Then sent him on his way—but fate would not yet let him reach

          The beloved land of his fathers, no, the squall snatched him up yet again

          And hurled him, desperately groaning, into the sea which teems with fish;

          And how he reached Laistrygónian Telépylos, “Gate to a Distant Land,”

          Where they destroyed his ships and his comrades, clad in their sturdy greaves—

          320 All of them: Odysseus alone escaped on his black-hulled ship;

          He described the wiles of Circe, how full of tricks she was,

          And how he then arrived in his ship with its rows of benches

          At the moldering house of Hades to seek out a prophecy

          From the shade of Theban Teiresias, and how he saw all his comrades in arms

          And his mother, too, who bore him and had nursed him when he was a baby;

          And how he listened to the voices of the Sirens buzzing all around him,

          And then reached the Wanderers and terrifying Kharybdis

          And Skylla, from whom no man had ever escaped unharmed;

          And how his comrades had slain the cattle of Helios;

          330 And how Zeus, who thunders on high, had splintered his swift-running ship

          With a blow of his flashing bolt, so that his trusty comrades perished—

          All at once, except for him, who had fended off evil doom;

          And how he came to Ogygía island and the nymph Kalypso,

          Who kept him prisoner there, burning to make him her husband

          Inside her smooth-hollowed caves, and who nursed him, constantly saying

          That she would make him immortal and ageless through all his days;

          But she never could persuade the heart within his breast;

          And how, after so many grueling disasters, he reached the Phaiêkians,

          Who paid him surpassing honors as if he were a god

          340 And then sent him back in a ship to the beloved land of his fathers

          After loading him down with bronze and gold and garments aplenty.

          This was the very end of the tale that he told; then sweet sleep,

          Which loosens our limbs, swept over him, dissolving the cares from his heart.

          But the goddess of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, had a new thought:

          After waiting for Odysseus to have his fill of delight

          There in the bed with his wife, and to have his fill of sleep,

          She roused the Morning-Born One who sits on her golden throne

          From Ocean, so she could bring light to mortal men. But Odysseus

          Arose from the fleecy bedclothes and gave a command to his wife:

          350 “My wife, we now have had our fill of these many trials,

          Both of us—you here, shedding tears for my arduous journey

          Home, while as for me, Zeus and the rest of the gods

          Fettered me with hardships far away from my fathers’ country.

          But now, since we’ve finally reached the bed we have longed for so much,

          It’s for you to look after what’s mine—the possessions here in the palace.

          As for the flocks of sheep which those insolent Suitors wasted,

          I myself will plunder many and carry them off, while the Achaeans

          Will give more, until all my pens are completely filled again.

          But now I’ll go off to the farm in the wooded countryside

          360 To see the noble father who mourns for me so sorely.

          As for you, wife, I’ll give you some orders, though I know how prudent you are:

          As soon as the sun has risen, the rumors will start spreading

          Concerning those Suitors of yours whom I slew inside the halls.

          Go to the upper floor, trailed on each side by your women,

          And sit there. Don’t look at anyone and do not ask any questions.”

          He spoke, and clasped the beautiful armor round his shoulders,

          Then he woke Telémakhos and the cowherd and the swineherd,

          Ordering them all to pick up the weapons of war.

          Nor did they disobey. They armed themselves with the bronze,

          370 Opened the gates, and then left. Odysseus led the way.

          By now, the first rays of light were striking the earth, but Athena,

          Concealing the men in night, led them swiftly out of the city.
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          But Hermes of Kyllênê was calling forth the shades

          Of the men who had been Suitors. In his hands he held the wand,

          Beautiful, made of gold, with which he lulls to sleep the eyes

          Of any man he pleases—or awakens those who are sleeping.

          Prodding them with it, he led them; squeaking, they followed behind.

          Just as when some bats in the depth of an eerie cave

          Squeak as they flutter about when one of the colony

          Plummets from the rock-face while the rest cling to each other;

          So did the squeaking shades go with him, while the goodly

          10 Hermes led them along the paths that were dank with mold.

          They made their way along the stream of Ocean, the Rock of Whiteness,

          Past the Gates of Helios, past the Country of Dreams

          And suddenly there they were: at the field of asphodel

          Where the shades dwell, those phantoms of men whose toils are over.

          They found the shade of Achilles, the son of Peleus,

          And with him the shades of Pátroklos and of faultless Antílokhos

          And of Aías, who by far was the finest in looks and build

          Of all the other Danáäns after Peleus’s matchless son.

          These shades had gathered around Achilles, and then the shade

          20 Of Agamemnon, son of Atreus, came and drew near to them,

          Grief-stricken; the other shades gathered around, all those

          Who had died in the house of Aigisthos with him and met their fates.

          The shade of Peleus’s son was the first to speak to him:

          “Atreḯdes, we always thought that, of all the men who are princes,

          You were the one who’d remain dear to Zeus, who delights in thunder,

          Because you ruled like a lord over many and mighty men

          In the country of the Trojans where we Achaeans endured our trials.

          But it turned out that a deadly fate had been waiting even for you—

          Far too early!—a fate that no man, once born, can ever fend off.

          30 If only you had been able to enjoy your royal honors

          And to die and meet your doom in the country of the Trojans—

          Then the Host of All the Achaeans would have built you a burial mound

          And built up a great renown for your child far into the future.

          But now you’ve been felled by the fated stroke of a pitiful death.”

          The shade of Atreḯdes addressed him then in turn:

          “O fortunate son of Peleus, Achilles, like to the gods!—

          For you died in the land of Troy, far from Argos, while all around you

          The noblest sons of the Trojans and the Achaeans were slaying each other,

          Battling for your body while you lay in the swirling dust,

          40 A great man in his greatness—no more thoughts of horses or chariots.

          We battled all day long, nor would we have dreamed of stopping

          The war, had Zeus not stopped it for us by sending a whirlwind.

          But then, once we’d brought you out of the battle and onto the ships,

          We laid you down on a bed and washed your beautiful flesh

          With water, gently warmed, and rich oils. We Danáäns

          Let many a hot tear fall as we sheared our hair for you.

          Your mother emerged from the sea with her immortal sea-nymphs

          On hearing word of your death. Then a wail rose over the sea,

          Unearthly, while sheer terror took hold of all the Achaeans.

          50 And lo, they’d have darted up and boarded their sleek-bellied ships

          Had they not been restrained by a man who was wise with the wisdom of age:

          Nestor, whose counsel—even before this—had always seemed best.

          Full of kindly concern, he spoke now, addressing them thus:

          ‘Stop now, men of Argos! Do not flee, sons of Achaea!

          His mother emerged from the sea with her immortal sea-nymphs

          So that she might come and see her dead child for herself.’

          His words. And the mighty Achaeans held off from their flight.

          Around you stood the daughters of the Old Man of the Sea,

          Most piteously lamenting; then they dressed you in garments immortal.

          60 Nine Muses in all sang the dirge, each beautiful voice

          Picking up where the last had left off. You’d not have seen a single Argive

          Without tears in his eyes, such feeling did the clear-voiced Muse arouse.

          For seventeen nights and days in a row, with never a pause,

          We mourned you, immortal gods together with us mortals.

          On the eighteenth day we gave you to the fire, slaughtering

          Many flocks of fatted sheep and lumbering, twisty-horned cattle.

          You burned in those heavenly garments, anointed with many rich oils

          And honey, sweet to the tongue, and many Achaean princes

          Paraded around the fire in full armor while you burned,

          70 Both foot soldiers and horsemen. A terrific din rose up.

          Once the fire of Hephaístos had done its work on you,

          We gathered your white bones at the break of day, Achilles,

          And laid them in unmixed wine and rich oils. Your mother gave

          A two-handled jar of gold—a gift from Dionysos,

          She said, and the handiwork of illustrious Hephaístos.

          Inside it your whitened bones lie, glorious Achilles,

          Mixed with those of the dead Pátroklos, the son of Menoítios.

          Set apart from them are the bones of Antílokhos, whom you cherished

          Above all the rest of your comrades after Pátroklos was dead.

          80 Then we, the reverent host of Argive warriors,

          Heaped a great grave-mound around them, noble to look upon,

          On a headland jutting out above the broad Hellespont,

          A sight to be seen from afar by men sailing out on the sea—

          Both those alive today and those who will be hereafter.

          Having begged the gods to give her beautiful prizes, your mother

          Set them right in the midst of the field for the best of the Achaeans.

          By now you must have witnessed the funeral rites of many

          Princes, when some king of old has died and the young men

          Strap their loincloths on and prepare themselves for contests;

          90 But if you had seen this, you’d have stared, wide-eyed, with all your heart,

          So beautiful were the prizes that the silver-footed goddess

          Thetis set out in your honor. For you were greatly beloved of the gods.

          So it was that not even in death did your name die. No, your fame

          Will go on, forever noble among all men, Achilles.

          But me—what joy can I have, now I am done with the war?

          For as I was returning home, Zeus plotted my dreadful destruction

          At the hands of Aigisthos and my accursed wife.”

          Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking.

          But the Guide, Slayer of Argos, now drew near to them,

          100 Guiding the shades of the Suitors who had been vanquished by Odysseus.

          The two of them, astounded, went straight to the Suitors when they saw them.

          The shade of Agamemnon, son of Atreus, recognized

          The dear son of Melaneús, illustrious Amphimédôn,

          Who dwelled in Ithaka and once had been his host.

          The shade of the son of Atreus was the first of them to speak:

          “What’s befallen you men, Amphimédôn, that you’ve come down to this gloomy place?

          The choicest of our men, all the same age—you couldn’t have

          Chosen better men if you had the pick of the city.

          Did Poseidon overwhelm you as you sailed upon your ships,

          110 Whipping the winds hard against you and heaving up huge swells?

          Or did enemies bring you to ruin while you were on dry land,

          Stealing somebody’s cattle or some fine flocks of sheep,

          Or perhaps you were waging war for a city and its women?

          Answer the question I ask: I remind you that I am your guest-friend.

          Or do you not remember the time I went to your house

          With godlike Menelaos in order to urge Odysseus

          To follow us to Ilion on our ships with their many benches?

          For one entire month we sailed across the wide sea

          After we’d finally won over Odysseus, sacker of cities.”

          120 The shade of Amphimédôn replied to him in turn:

          “Most glorious Atreḯdes, Agamemnon, Lord of Men,

          I remember it all, Zeus-nurtured one, just as you’ve described it.

          I’ll lay everything out for you now and will tell it to you straight—

          The tale of the evil end accomplished through our death!

          We were courting the wife of Odysseus—he’d been gone for such a long time—

          Yet she wouldn’t say ‘no’ to a marriage she found hateful, nor did she end things—

          No, she was carefully plotting death and black doom against us all.

          Here’s yet another trick that she managed to dream up:

          She set up an enormous loom in her chamber and started to weave

          130 A piece of most delicate work, very large. Then she told us:

          ‘Young men who are my Suitors, since noble Odysseus is dead

          Please wait—eager though you may be for my marriage—until I have finished

          This garment—for I do not want all my weaving to count for naught—

          It’s a shroud for the lord Laërtes, for the hour when our common doom,

          Death, will lay him low—death, which draws out our sorrow!—

          I don’t want the Achaean women to make a great show of their outrage

          Because a man who’d amassed such wealth now lies there without a stitch.’

          Her words. And straightaway our stalwart hearts were convinced.

          While it was still daytime, she would weave the enormous fabric,

          140 But she undid her work each night by the light of torches they’d set there.

          For three full years she fooled the Achaeans, her ruse undetected,

          But as season followed on season and the fourth year came around,

          As the months melted away and the long days drew to a close—

          It was then that one of her women, who knew the whole story, spoke up,

          And we caught her in the act of undoing her splendid weaving.

          So she finally finished it up—all unwilling, because we forced her.

          Just as she showed us the shroud, once she had finished weaving

          That enormous web and had washed it—it looked like the sun, or the moon—

          It was then that some evil Power brought Odysseus back from somewhere

          150 To a place at the edge of the plowland, where the swineherd dwells in his house.

          The beloved son of Odysseus, that godlike man, came there

          From Pylos’s sandy shores upon his black-hulled ship.

          Once the two of them had devised a terrible death for the Suitors,

          They made their way toward the far-famed city, Odysseus

          Following behind as Telémakhos led the way.

          The swineherd brought him there, dressed in those vile clothes.

          He looked exactly like some beggar—miserable and old,

          Leaning on a cane, wrapped in disgusting rags.

          No one man among us, not even those who were older,

          160 Could recognize it was he who’d appeared so suddenly.

          No, we kept assailing him with cruel words and throwing things at him.

          For quite some time he endured the throwing and the threats

          With a heart that always stood fast—and this, in his own halls!

          But when at last the mind of Zeus, who bears the aegis, roused him,

          He, along with Telémakhos, took the beautiful weapons

          And laid them away in the storeroom, then bolted shut the doors.

          And then, with that great craftiness, he bade his wife

          To set before the Suitors the bow and the grizzled iron—

          A contest for us doomed men and the onset of our slaughter.

          170 No one man among us was able to stretch the bowstring

          Of that mighty bow—we utterly lacked the strength.

          But when the enormous bow came into Odysseus’s hands—

          All of us had cried out, as if with one voice, saying

          Not to give him the bow, no matter what he said—

          Telémakhos alone urged him on and told him to take it—

          Then glorious Odysseus, who’d endured so much, grasped it

          And easily strung the bow. He shot straight through the iron,

          Then went and stood on the threshold and poured the swift arrows out.

          Peering around fiercely, he shot the lord Antínoös,

          180 Then kept on shooting those arrows, bearing sorrow, at the others

          After taking careful aim. They fell, one on top of another.

          And so it became very clear that one of the gods was their ally.

          For all throughout the palace they kept killing on every side

          With the relish men have for brute strength. The hideous groans rose up

          As their heads were being smashed in. The whole floor was oozing blood.

          So did we die, Agamemnon, we whose bodies even now

          Are lying there, unburied, inside Odysseus’s halls.

          For the kinsmen in each man’s house still know nothing as yet—

          The ones who would be washing the black mortal gore from our wounds,

          190 Then laying us out and grieving: the honor due to the dead.”

          The shade of the son of Atreus addressed him then in turn:

          “O fortunate son of Laërtes, ever-inventive Odysseus!

          So the wife that you won back was indeed possessed of great virtue.

          What noble thoughts were those of that faultless Penelope,

          The daughter of Ikários—how well she remembered Odysseus,

          Her lawful husband. For that, she will never lose her renown

          For virtue; the immortals will fashion a graceful song for men

          In honor of Penelope, whose mind was ever constant.

          Not so Tyndáreos’s daughter, who plotted such evil deeds

          200 And slew her lawful husband, so a loathsome song about her

          Will persist among all people and inflict a name for evil

          On the entire race of women, even those who do good deeds.”

          Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking

          As they stood in Hades’ house beneath the earth’s dark places.

          But those others went out of the city and quickly reached the farm

          Of Laërtes, so fine and carefully tended, which long ago

          Laërtes himself had acquired and then worked with much great toil.

          On it was his farmhouse, with lean-tos all around it:

          Inside them, his slaves would take their meals and sit and sleep,

          210 Working under him and doing whatever would please him.

          Inside there was also a woman, an old crone from Sicily,

          Who tended the old man kindly on his land, far from the city.

          There, Odysseus spoke a word to the slaves and to his son:

          “All of you go inside the strong-built house now

          And quickly slaughter the finest pig of the herd for our dinner.

          As for me, I will go and put my father to the test

          To see if he’ll recognize me and can make me out when he sees me,

          Or will fail to recognize me, since I’ve been away for so long.”

          So saying, he handed off the weapons of war to the slaves,

          220 Who then went off toward the house with all speed. Meanwhile, Odysseus

          Drew close to the flourishing vineyard as he continued on his search.

          But as he went down to the great orchard he failed to find Dolíos

          Or his sons, or a single slave—it turned out that they had gone off

          To gather up stones from the field for a wall that would enclose

          The orchard, and the old man was leading the way for them.

          But he did find his father, alone, inside the well-tended orchard,

          Digging up the soil near the plants. His smock was filthy—

          An awful thing, made of patches—and around his shins he had wrapped

          Ox-hide leggings, sewn to protect himself from scratches.

          230 On his hands he was wearing gloves, for the thorns; and on his head

          He had a cap that was made of goat-skin—all this, as he nursed his grief.

          Then, when the noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, saw him

          Worn down by old age, his mind weighed down by grief,

          He went and stood by a lofty pear-tree as his tears began to flow.

          He debated himself as his heart and mind went back and forth:

          Should he kiss his father all over and embrace him, and then tell him

          Everything—how he came home and reached the land of his fathers—

          Or should he first question him closely, testing him carefully?

          As he pondered in his mind, what seemed best to him was this:

          240 First he would test his father, provoking him with his words.

          With this in mind, noble Odysseus quickly went up to him.

          Now Laërtes’ head hung down as he dug around a plant;

          Standing right beside him, his glorious son addressed him:

          “Old man, no one could say that you have no skill at tending

          Your orchard, for there isn’t an inch of this entire garden—

          Not one plant, not a single fig-tree, not a grape-vine or olive tree,

          Not a pear-tree, not one bed—that isn’t lovingly tended.

          But there’s something else I’ll say, and don’t let your heart grow angry:

          You’ve hardly taken such tender care of yourself! No, a dreadful

          250 Old age has you in its grip. You’re a husk, dressed in awful rags.

          It’s hardly because you’re lazy that your master neglects you so,

          Nor does your appearance betray even a hint of the slave—

          Certainly not your looks or your height. For you seem like a king.

          Yes, you seem like the sort of man who, after having a bath and his dinner,

          Sleeps in fleecy comfort. For that’s what old men deserve.

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          Whose slave are you, exactly? Whose orchard are you tending?

          Please do tell me the truth so I may know for sure:

          Is it true that this place we’ve come to is Ithaka? That’s what that fellow

          260 Told me—a man I just happened to meet as I made my way here.

          But he hardly seemed minded to help, since he never bothered to tell me

          Anything very precise or to listen to me when I asked him

          About a certain guest-friend of mine—whether he lives and still exists

          Or has already died and dwells inside the house of Hades.

          For I’ll tell you something now; take heed and listen to me.

          I once welcomed a man as a guest-friend in the cherished land of my fathers

          When he’d come to our house. No one else—not a single mortal soul

          Of all strangers who live far away—came more welcome to our house.

          He claimed that his people came from Ithaka, and went on to say

          270 That his father was Laërtes, the son of Arkeísios.

          So I brought him to my house and welcomed him most kindly,

          Seeing to all his needs from the plentiful stores in the house,

          And presented him with guest-gifts befitting the occasion.

          I gave him seven talents’ worth of beautifully worked gold,

          Gave him a mixing-bowl of silver, chased all over with flowers,

          Twelve unlined woolen cloaks and as many thick woolen blankets

          And as many beautiful shawls—and on top of that twelve tunics.

          And—what’s more—there were women skilled in flawless work,

          Four of them, very comely. I let him choose the ones he wanted.”

          280 Tears pouring down his face, his father replied to him:

          “Stranger, indeed you have come to the land you have asked about—

          One that insolent, arrogant men now have in their control.

          In vain did you give him these presents, those countless gifts you bestowed!

          For if you’d found him still alive in the country of Ithaka’s people,

          He’d have sent you on your way after lavishly matching your gifts

          With warm hospitality—as is right, once people are guest-friends.

          But come now, tell me something and be completely straight with me:

          How many years, exactly, has it been since you welcomed that guest—

          Your unlucky stranger, I mean—my son, if he ever existed!—

          290 That ill-fated man. The fish ate him somewhere out on the sea,

          Far from his loved ones and fatherland, or he ended up becoming

          Pickings for beasts and birds on land. Nor did his mother

          Or father—we who begot him—mourn him or lay him out,

          Nor did his richly dowered wife, sharp-witted Penelope,

          Keen upon a bier for her husband, as is fitting,

          Once she had closed his eyes: the honor due to the dead.

          And now please tell me the truth, since I want to know the whole story:

          Who are you among men? Where’s your town, and who are your parents?

          Where on earth did you beach the swift-running ship that brought you here

          300 Along with your godlike comrades? Did you come as a passenger

          Aboard some other man’s ship? Did they cast you ashore and then leave?”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “I’ll lay everything out for you now and won’t spare you any detail.

          I come from Alýbas, where I dwell in my famous palace—

          The son of Apheídas, who was the son of the lord Polypêmôn.

          The name that I go by myself is Epêritos—but some Power

          Drove me off course from Sicily, so I arrived here, all unwilling.

          My ship is beached over there by the fields, far from the city.

          Now as for Odysseus, it must now be five years since

          310 He left, once he had gone away from the land of my fathers,

          That ill-fated man. And yet, when he left, the birds were well-omened—

          Since they’d flown to the right, I was cheered when I gave that man his send-off

          And he was cheered as he left. Both our hearts were hoping

          That we’d meet again as guest-friends and give splendid gifts to each other.”

          His words. But a black cloud of grief descended on his father.

          Using both of his hands, he took fistfuls of dirt, black as soot,

          And smeared it all over his graying head, heaving with moans.

          Odysseus’s heart was moved: a spasm of violent emotion

          Flared up into his nostrils as he gazed at his dear father.

          320 Rushing at him, he embraced him and kissed him all over, saying:

          “That man you were asking about is right here—I myself, Father,

          Who have come, in the twentieth year, back to the land of my fathers.

          But now put an end to your sobbing and your tear-soaked lamentation.

          For I shall tell you something, although we have great need of haste:

          I have slaughtered all the Suitors here inside our halls,

          Avenging their heart-rending insolence and their heinous deeds.”

          And now Laërtes replied to him, addressing him in turn:

          “If you truly are my son Odysseus, now come home,

          Give me some unmistakable sign so I will believe you.”

          330 Odysseus, that man of great cunning, replied to him in turn:

          “First, look at this scar and behold it with your own eyes—

          The scar which a boar long ago gored with its gleaming white tusk

          When I had gone off to Parnássos. You and my lady mother

          Had sent me to see Autólykos, my mother’s dear father, to get

          The gifts which he, when he came here, had promised and agreed to give.

          But come, I will also tell you of the trees in this well-tended orchard

          Which you once gave to me—I’d been begging for each of them,

          In my childish way, as I trailed you all over the garden. We rambled

          All through these trees while you told me the names of each of them.

          340 Thirteen pear trees you gave me and ten apple trees as well,

          Forty fig trees, too, and you promised that you would give me

          Fifty rows of vines, each ripening at a different

          Time, and each producing a different kind of grape

          Whenever the seasons of Zeus weighed them down from above.”

          His words. And there, on the spot, Laërtes’ knees and heart gave way

          When he recognized the clear signs that Odysseus had shown him.

          He flung his arms around his beloved son—then, as he fainted,

          Glorious Odysseus, who’d endured so much, caught him up.

          Once Laërtes had caught his breath and pulled himself together,

          350 He spoke out in reply, addressing him with these words:

          “Father Zeus, truly you gods still exist on great Olympos

          If the Suitors have really paid for their heedless insolence!

          But now a dreadful fear afflicts my heart—what if all

          The men of Ithaka were to descend on us right away

          And spread the news through the cities of the Kephallêníans?”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, addressed him then in turn:

          “Courage! Do not let these matters prey upon your mind.

          But let us make our way to the house that is next to the orchard,

          For there I had sent Telémakhos and the cowherd and the swineherd

          360 So that they could start preparing our dinner with all speed.”

          Saying such things as these, they went off to the beautiful house.

          And once they had arrived and entered the stately house,

          They came upon Telémakhos and the cowherd and the swineherd

          Slicing heaps of meat and mixing the ruddy wine.

          The Sicilian maid, meanwhile, was bathing great-hearted Laërtes

          And rubbing him down with oils there inside his house.

          Then she wrapped a beautiful cloak around him. But now Athena,

          Standing beside him, filled out the limbs of that shepherd of the people—

          She made them look much larger and more solidly built than before.

          370 He emerged from the bathing-tub and his dear son was astounded

          Since he saw that he now had the look of the immortal gods.

          Then he addressed his father with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “Father, surely one of the gods who exist forever made

          Your appearance and your size more impressive to look upon!”

          Laërtes, a sensible man, spoke to him in turn:

          “O Father Zeus and Athena and Apollo, if only I could be

          As I was when I captured Nêrikos’s strong-built citadel

          On its crag above the mainland, when I ruled the Kephallêníans!

          That’s how I would have stood by your side in our halls yesterday—

          380 With my armor around my shoulders, standing firm and fending off

          The Suitors. I would have been able to loosen the knees of many

          Men inside our halls, and your heart would have rejoiced.”

          Saying such things as these, the two of them went on talking.

          When the others had finished their labors and prepared themselves a meal,

          They all sat down in rows, each in a chair or a throne.

          Then, as they were setting their hands upon their dinner,

          Old man Dolíos drew near. The old man’s sons were with him,

          All worn out by their labors, for the old Sicilian woman,

          Their mother, had gone and called them. It was she who had raised them

          390 And had tended the old man kindly once old age had him in its grip.

          Now, when they had seen Odysseus and knew in their hearts it was he,

          They stood stock-still in the halls, numb with amazement. But Odysseus

          Faced them all right there and addressed them with comforting words:

          “Sit and eat, old man. As for you men, put aside your astonishment.

          For we’ve been eager to set our hands on our food for quite some time

          As we stayed here in the halls waiting for you so long.”

          His words. And Dolíos raced toward him with both his arms outstretched

          And, grasping him by the wrist, kissed Odysseus’s hand.

          And then he addressed him with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          400 “Dear one, since you have returned to us who so yearned for you

          But no longer thought it would happen—yet the gods themselves brought you back—

          Hail and greatly rejoice, and the gods grant you happiness!

          Now please do tell the truth, since I want to know the whole story:

          Does Penelope, that clear-thinking woman, already know for certain

          That you have made your return here, or should we send someone to tell her?”

          Odysseus, that man of great cunning, addressed him then in turn:

          “Old man, she knows already. Why trouble yourself about that?”

          His words. And the old man sat down once more on the smooth-planed stool.

          Just so did Dolíos’s sons gather around renowned Odysseus,

          410 Hailing him with speeches and clasping his hands in theirs.

          And then they sat down in a row by the side of Dolíos, their father.

          Thus did they busy themselves as they prepared to feast in the halls.

          But Rumor went through the city bringing the news everywhere,

          Telling the tale of the Suitors’ dreadful death and doom.

          All at once the people heard it and gathered from hither and yon,

          Moaning and groaning in front of the gates of Odysseus’s palace.

          The families carried their corpses out of the palace and buried them;

          The Suitors from other cities were returned to their own homes,

          Stowed aboard swift-running ships for the seamen to bring back.

          420 Then they crowded into the assembly-place, grieving in their hearts.

          Now once they had assembled and all were gathered as one,

          Eupeíthes rose to his feet and addressed a word to them

          Since an unrelenting grief for his son, Antínoös,

          The first to be slain by glorious Odysseus, preyed on his mind.

          Shedding a tear for him, he began to hold forth and spoke:

          “Friends, what enormities this man has contrived for the Achaeans!

          Some he led off in his ships—there were many of them, all brave—

          Then he lost his sleek-hulled ships and completely destroyed those men.

          Once home, he slew still others—the best of the Kephallêníans.

          430 But come: before this man can sneak away to Pylos

          Or to Êlis, that splendid place, where the Epeíans wield their power,

          Let us go, since otherwise we’ll be covered in shame forever.

          For all this would be a disgrace that men to come will know of

          If we fail to take vengeance upon the murderers of our sons

          And our brothers. For me, at least, life would have no sweetness—

          No, I would rather die right away and be among the dead.

          But let us go, before those men can cross the sea without our knowing.”

          His words. As he shed a tear, pity seized all the Achaeans.

          Now the godlike bard and Médôn came upon them and drew near

          440 After leaving Odysseus’s halls, once sleep had released them both.

          They stood in the midst of the men, who all looked at them, amazed.

          Médôn, whose mind was shrewd, then spoke among them:

          “Hear me now, men of Ithaka, for Odysseus did not

          Contrive these deeds without the consent of the gods immortal.

          I myself saw a deathless god standing next to Odysseus

          And in every way you could think of he had the look of Mentor.

          Sometimes that god immortal would appear in front of Odysseus,

          Urging him on, while sometimes he’d be putting the Suitors to flight,

          Darting through the Hall. They fell, one on top of another.”

          450 His words. And then green fear crept up upon them all.

          And now there spoke among them that aged fighter, Halithérses,

          Son of Mastor: for he alone could see both future and past.

          Full of kindly concern, he spoke now, addressing them thus:

          “Hear me now, men of Ithaka, and listen to what I say.

          It was through your own cowardice, friends, that these deeds came to pass,

          For you would not listen to me nor to Mentor, the people’s shepherd,

          And force your sons to leave off their foolish misbehavior.

          In their heedless wickedness they committed enormities,

          Eating away the wealth and dishonoring the wife

          460 Of a man of noble birth: they said he would never return.

          And now let it be thus. Heed what I have to say:

          Let us not go, lest anyone bring down disaster on his own head.”

          His words. More than half of the men sprang up with a great shout

          Of triumph, but the others remained right there in their seats.

          For his speech had not pleased their minds—no, it was Eupeíthes

          Whom they listened to. Straightaway they swiftly donned their armor.

          Then, once they had fastened the glittering armor to their bodies,

          They gathered together before the wide-spreading plains of the city.

          Eupeíthes, that fool—like a child!—took command of them,

          470 Thinking that he would avenge his child’s murder—but instead

          He himself wouldn’t be coming home. No, he would meet his doom right there.

          Now Athena addressed a word to Zeus, the son of Kronos:

          “Kronídes, father to all of us, highest of all who hold power,

          Answer the question I ask: what thought is your mind concealing?

          Will you bring on further wars and the terrifying din

          Of battle, or will you establish friendship among both parties?”

          Zeus, who marshals the clouds, replied to her in turn:

          “My child, why ask me about this and question me in this way?

          For did you not devise this scheme yourself—to ensure

          480 That Odysseus would return and take vengeance on those men?

          Do whatever you please. But I shall tell you what seems fitting:

          Now that glorious Odysseus has avenged himself on the Suitors,

          Let them swear a binding oath, let him reign as king forever,

          And let us do our part, too—let us force them to forget

          How their sons and brothers were slain. And let there be friendship among them

          Just as it was before, and let wealth and peace abound.”

          So saying, he roused Athena, who’d been eager from the start;

          She went off, flashing down along the crags of Olympos.

          Now when his men had put aside their craving for honeyed food,

          490 Noble Odysseus, who had suffered so much, began to speak to them:

          “Let someone go out and see if the Suitors’ kinsmen are coming.”

          His words. And the son of Dolíos went out, as he had ordered:

          He went and stood on the threshold and saw that all of them were quite near.

          He quickly addressed Odysseus with words that flew toward him like arrows:

          “They are certainly very close—let us quickly put on our armor!”

          His words. Then the men sprang up and put their armor on.

          Four men stood by Odysseus, along with Dolíos’s six sons—

          And right in their midst both Laërtes and Dolíos were donning their armor,

          Graybeards though they were, compelled to be warriors.

          500 Once they had fastened the glittering armor to their bodies,

          They opened the doors and went out, Odysseus in the lead.

          Athena, the daughter of Zeus, now drew near to them,

          Having taken the likeness of Mentor—both his form and his way of speaking.

          When he saw her, glorious Odysseus, who’d endured so much, rejoiced,

          And addressed a word right away to Telémakhos, his dear son:

          “Telémakhos, this you will learn, now that you have come

          To the place where men do battle to see who is the strongest:

          Never to bring disgrace on the house of your fathers, who always

          Surpassed other men in might and valor throughout the world.”

          510 Telémakhos, sensible lad, replied to him in turn:

          “You’ll soon see, if you like, dear Father, that with this spirit of mine

          I shall never bring any disgrace upon your house, as you put it.”

          His words. And then Laërtes rejoiced and spoke this word:

          “What a day is this, dear gods! Truly do I rejoice

          To behold my son and grandson competing to see who is bravest!”

          Standing right next to him, Athena Owl-Eyes spoke:

          “Son of Arkeísios, by far my dearest comrade,

          Say a prayer to the owl-eyed Maiden and to her father, Zeus,

          And then quickly brandish your spear, which casts its long shadow, and throw!”

          520 Her words. And Pallas Athena breathed great might into him.

          With a prayer to the owl-eyed Maiden, daughter of Zeus Almighty,

          He quickly brandished his spear, which cast its long shadow, and threw,

          Piercing Eupeíthes’ helmet, with its cheek-pieces of bronze.

          No, the helmet did not stop the spear as the bronze drove straight through.

          With a thunderous thud he fell and his armor clattered around him.

          Then Odysseus and his mighty son fell on the first rank of fighters,

          Striking them with their swords and the spears with their double-edged blades.

          And now they’d have wiped them all out—no chance of going back—

          If Athena, daughter of Zeus, he who bears the aegis,

          530 Had not cried with her clarion voice and forced the whole host to stop.

          “Stop this harrowing war, you men of Ithaka,

          So you may go your separate ways without bloodshed, right away.”

          Her words. And then green fear crept up on them all.

          The weapons flew out of the hands of the men, who were terrified,

          And fell down to the ground at the sound of the goddess’s voice.

          Then they all turned back to the city, desperate to stay alive.

          Noble Odysseus, who’d endured so much, gave a terrible cry

          As he crouched—and then he swooped down, just like a soaring eagle.

          At that moment, the son of Kronos hurled a sulfurous bolt:

          540 It fell at the feet of Owl-Eyes, the mighty Father’s daughter.

          Then she of the bright owl-eyes, Athena, addressed Odysseus:

          “Laërtiádes, sprung from Zeus, ever-inventive Odysseus,

          Hold! Stop this strife of war, that leveler of all things,

          Lest Zeus the son of Kronos, who sees into the distance, grow angry.”

          These were the words of Athena, and he obeyed, his heart rejoicing.

          They were made to swear oaths to each other, to endure for all time to come,

          By Pallas Athena, the daughter of Zeus who bears the aegis:

          She had taken the likeness of Mentor—both his form and his way of speaking.

        

      
    
  
    
      
        Notes and Commentary

      
      
        Book 1

        
          	1 a man: In the opening lines of the epic, the poet takes pains to avoid mentioning the hero’s name—a striking omission. To get a sense of how peculiar these introductory lines are, we might compare the first lines of the Iliad:

        

        
          Rage! Sing me the rage, Goddess, of Peleus’ son Achilles—

          Devastating rage, which put countless pains on the Greeks,

          Hurling down to Hades many sturdy souls of

          Heroes, while making their bodies into pickings for dogs

          And all manner of birds, as Zeus’ plan was achieving its fulfillment—

          Starting from the moment when those two first stood forth in strife:

          Atreus’ son, lord of men, and Achilles, a man like a god.

        

        
          	These lines give us the hero’s full name and patronymic, provide us with a concrete sense of the poem’s subject and themes (Achilles’ wrath and its consequences), and go so far as to indicate the point at which the narrator should begin (the moment Achilles and Agamemnon quarreled). By contrast, the Odyssey’s opening ostentatiously fails to name its protagonist (referring to him instead simply as “a man”); suggests his adventures in the most general way (“Many the peoples . . . Many the toils”) while going on to focus, for no apparent reason, on one adventure in particular (the eating of the cattle of the Sun); and seems wholly indifferent to just where the narrative ought to begin (“Goddess, start where you will”). This reluctance to name or describe Odysseus introduces a major theme of the epic: the nature of Odysseus’s identity, which he himself, through his lies and disguises, so often alters and even effaces. For the avoidance of the hero’s name—another ongoing motif—see note below on 1.163.

          	1 Muse: The Muses, goddesses who presided over literature and the arts, were the daughters of Zeus and Mnemosynê (Memory). The canonical number of the Muses in classical times was nine; Homer’s possibly younger contemporary Hesiod (fl. 750–650 BCE) always refers to nine. Homer, however, tends to speak as if there were only one (see, e.g., 1.1, 8.63, 8.73, 8.480, 8.488), although that apparent discrepancy could be explained by the fact that in those cases he is addressing only Calliope (Gr. Kalliopeía, “beautiful voice”), the Muse of epic poetry. In the final book of the Odyssey, the shade of Agamemnon describes how, at the funeral of Achilles, “Nine Muses in all sang the dirge” (24.60): it is not clear whether this means “all nine of the Muses” or “nine Muses [out of possibly more].”
            It was a convention of classical epic for the bard to begin by appealing to the Muse to help him tell his story. This is necessary because only the divine Muse has access to information that no mortal could otherwise know, such as events that take place on Mount Olympos and conversations among the gods. (It is for this reason, for instance, that when Odysseus recounts a conversation between the sun-god Helios and Zeus [12.389ff.], he takes care to note that he heard about the exchange from Kalypso, who in turn had heard it from Hermes.) It is important to keep in mind, as the epic proceeds, that when the narrator-poet speaks, it is with the Muse’s help, and what he says is therefore true. For this reason, we must distinguish between what the poet relates, which we the audience can trust as having come from the Muse, and what Odysseus himself narrates, which can be—to say the least—unreliable.

          
            In classical literature, the appeal to the Muse and the ensuing brief summary of the poem’s contents (1.1–10 in the Odyssey) is known as the Proem, from the Greek prooimion—literally, the “before-song.”

          

          	1 who had so many roundabout ways / To wander: The adjective that Homer uses to describe the unnamed man who will be the subject of his epic is notoriously tricky to translate. In this first line, the poet refers to his hero as being polytropos: literally, “having many turns.” The word, a rare one in Greek, usually means “resourceful” or “crafty”; it is used in another Homeric text, for instance, to describe the sly messenger god, Hermes. But the grammar of these first lines indicates that the adjective is meant to refer not only to the hero’s agility of mind but to the convoluted route he must take to get home, which indeed has many turns: the original audience would have understood the references to Odysseus’s wanderings, in the second line, as an explanation of polytropos. Like Homer, I have made use of the enjambment between the first and second lines to convey both senses: the first line, taken alone, suggests the hero’s slyness, but the continuation into the second line reminds us that polytropos also refers to his journey.

          	8 who devoured the sun-god Hyperion’s / Cattle: The only one of Odysseus’s adventures specifically mentioned in the epic’s Proem, or introductory section, is, rather oddly, the last exploit he has with his crew: his men’s impious slaughtering and eating of the cattle belonging to Hyperion, the sun-god (Book 12), which he had instructed them not to do, and for which they are punished soon after by a shipwreck that kills them all, leaving Odysseus alone for the rest of his homeward journey. The contrast between this isolated reference to a culminating disaster, on the one hand, and the generalities that otherwise characterize the hero’s wanderings in these opening lines, on the other (“Many the peoples . . . Many the toils”), is striking and consistent with a rather disorienting atmosphere of randomness (“start where you will”) that pervades the Proem.

          	10 share the tale with us too: The poet indicates his awareness that other poets have sung, and other audiences have heard, versions of the story he is about to tell. This nod to the tradition at the end of the Proem could be a hint that the retelling we are about to hear might be different from what has come before.

          	22 Æthiops: Although the derivation of the name of this mythic people is most likely “burnt-face,” it is not clear whether Homer’s audience would have identified them with the ancient inhabitants of what we call Ethiopia. Their legendary king Mémnôn, a character in the Epic Cycle, was the son of Dawn, and it is highly likely that most Greeks thought of the Æthiops as inhabiting the extreme East and thereby representing a radical, “exotic” other; for this reason, I have avoided using “Ethiopian,” opting instead for the archaic term “Æthiops.” The division of these people into two distinct groups, one inhabiting the far eastern and the other the far western geographical extreme, may have been an innovation on Homer’s part. (We do not learn which group Poseidon was visiting until Book 5, when a reference to Poseidon’s return journey via an area in Asia Minor makes it clear that he has been in the East.) In Homer, the Æthiops are described as a people close to the gods, who indeed occasionally visit them, as Poseidon does here. Such intimate relations between gods and mortals, common in the Iliad, are far rarer in the Odyssey—one of the elements that contribute to our sense that the events in Odysseus’s epic take place in a postwar, post-heroic world quite different from that of the Iliad.

          	25 hecatomb: Technically, a hecatomb (from hekaton, “one hundred,” and bous, “ox”) was a grand sacrifice of a hundred oxen, although over time the term came to refer to any significant animal sacrifice.

          	29 Aigisthos: This is the epic’s first reference to the so-called “Oresteia Narrative”—the story of how the Mycenaean prince Orestes avenged the murder of his father, Agamemnon. Agamemnon was king of Mycenae and the leader of the Greek expedition against the Trojans; during his absence from home while fighting in Troy, his wife, Klytaimnêstra, became the lover of Aigisthos, his cousin, and the pair murdered Agamemnon upon his return home from Troy. (The crime is described by the shade of Agamemnon in 11.409ff.) Orestes, whom his mother had sent away when he was a child, returns in secret to Mycenae much later and avenges his father’s death, murdering the adulterous pair.
            Both Orestes’ vengeance and the crime that set it in motion are, in fact, part of a larger web of internecine family violence whose history would have been well known to Homer’s audience. Agamemnon and Menelaos were sons of Atreus, king of Mycenae (see note below on Atreḯdes, 1.36). Atreus’s twin brother, Thyestes, seduced Atreus’s wife, Aeropê; in revenge, Atreus secretly murdered Thyestes’ sons and baked their flesh into a pie that he served to his brother at a banquet. (The act itself recapitulated a crime committed by the brothers’ ancestor Tantalos, who served the flesh of his son Pelops to the gods; his famous punishment is described in Book 11, when Odysseus visits the Underworld.) This pattern of adultery among close kin would play out again in the next generation, when Thyestes’ only surviving son, Aigisthos, seduced Klytaimnêstra, the wife of Atreus’s son, Agamemnon. It is worth remembering that Agamemnon’s brother, Menelaos, was married to Klytaimnêstra’s sister, Helen of Troy, whose own adulterous affair with the Trojan prince Paris triggered the Trojan War.

          
            Representing as it does the worst-case scenario for a soldier fighting a war abroad—the wife seduced rather than faithful, the returning husband murdered rather than welcomed—Agamemnon’s homecoming serves throughout the Odyssey as a foil to that of Odysseus, who indeed will go to great lengths, once he is back in Ithaka, to avoid the fate that met Agamemnon—just as Orestes’ story exemplifies the proper duty of a son to his father’s memory and thus furnishes a model for Odysseus’s young son, Telémakhos.

          
            References to the Oresteia Narrative and its complicated backstory are threaded throughout the Odyssey, from Zeus’s comments here—made, presumably, because Orestes’ murder of his mother and her lover has just taken place—to the final book of the epic, Book 24, in which the ghost of Agamemnon, conversing with the ghost of Achilles, the great hero of the Trojan War, bitterly compares his own sordid death at his wife’s hands with Achilles’ heroic death in battle and the grand funeral rites that marked it.

          

          	29 a man who was not one to blame: My translation of the adjective amumôn, perhaps the most controversial single word in the Odyssey, is deliberately ambiguous: Not one to be blamed? Or not one to blame others? The word—a compound of the prefix a-, “without,” and the noun mômos, “blame, reproach, disgrace”—is typically translated as “blameless.” But to refer to Aigisthos, the adulterous lover of Klytaimnêstra who plotted with her to murder Agamemnon, as “blameless” is problematic, to say the least, and since ancient times commentators have been puzzling over it. One ancient scholar opined that Zeus was referring to Aigisthos’s spotless reputation before he committed his criminal deeds (but this would be an odd point to focus on, given that the subject of the god’s comments is Aigisthos’s wanton behavior), while modern scholars (one of whom, Anne Amory Parry, wrote an entire book about this one word) have proposed a number of solutions, ranging from an argument that the word was little more than a synonym for “beautiful” or “noble” to one claiming that Aigisthos was indeed “blameless” in seeking to murder Agamemnon, whose father committed horrible crimes against Aigisthos’s father. By contrast, Jenny Strauss Clay has recently argued against the passive meaning of amumôn (“without blame”) in favor of an active meaning: “is not able to blame” (i.e., anyone but himself). This makes more sense in the context of the entire passage, in which Zeus complains that mortals blame the gods for their woes whereas it is the mortals’ own wanton behavior that results in their misery—as exemplified by the case of Aigisthos, who was specifically warned by the gods not to seduce Klytaimnêstra and not to kill Agamemnon, but did so anyway. Having no one to blame but himself, he is hardly in a position to blame others.

          	36 Atreḯdes: The -ḯdes suffix means “son of” or “descended from”: hence Atreḯdes = “son of Atreus.” “Atreḯdes” is used throughout the Odyssey to refer to either of the two sons of Atreus: Agamemnon, king of Mycenae, and Menelaos, king of Sparta.

          	45 Kronídes: Kronídes = “son of Kronos,” i.e., Zeus. Kronos was the youngest of the Titans, the race of divinities that preceded the generation of the Olympian gods, and which Zeus and his followers overthrew in a great battle known as the Titanomachy. An alternate form of this patronymic, Kroníôn, appears elsewhere in the poem.

          	52 Atlas: Following the defeat of the Titans by the Olympian gods led by Zeus, the Titan Atlas was forced, as a punishment for his disloyalty, to hold up the sky for eternity.

          	62 Yet you now find Odysseus odious?: This is the first instance of a pun on the hero’s name, of which there will be several as the epic proceeds. We are told in Book 19 that Odysseus’s name, which is derived from the verb odyssesthai, “to cause/suffer pain or trouble,” was given to him by his maternal grandfather, Autólykos, a famous trickster and thief who had caused people a great deal of trouble indeed. What Athena says in Greek here is tí nú tóson odyssao, Zeû?: “Why now do you odysseus him so much, Zeus?” Here and elsewhere, I have tried to convey the wordplay by using “odium” for the feeling Odysseus both experiences and provokes.

          	69 Cyclops: Polyphêmos, a son of the sea-god Poseidon, belongs to the race of Cyclopes (singular “Cyclops”). Homer imagines the Cyclops as having one eye, presumably in the middle of the forehead. This passage is the Odyssey’s sole reference to this distinguishing feature.

          	74 Earth-Shaker: This epithet of the sea-god refers to earthquakes, the natural phenomenon over which he presides; not coincidentally, other items with which Poseidon is associated—the sea, horses—generate crashing or thudding noises.

          	84 the Guide, the Slayer of Argos: One of the roles of Hermes, the messenger god, was to act as “psychopomp”: that is, as guide for the shades of the dead during their journey to Hades. Among Hermes’ exploits was the killing, on Zeus’s orders, of the hundred-eyed giant Argos, who had been appointed by Zeus’s jealous wife, Hera, to keep close watch over the beautiful nymph Io, whom Zeus wanted to seduce.
            Hermes plays his part as messenger for the gods on a number of significant occasions throughout the Odyssey, from the mission referred to here, in Book 1 (his relaying of Zeus’s warning to Aigisthos not to seduce Klytaimnêstra) to his final appearance, in Book 24, where we see him leading the ghosts of the Suitors to Hades (24.1ff.) Between those bookended appearances, his presence always serves to move the plot along in some crucial way: in Book 5, he fulfills the mission that Zeus refers to here, by ordering Kalypso to give up Odysseus, and in Book 10 he again thwarts a female divinity’s hold over Odysseus, this time by providing the hero with a herb, môly, that protects him from Circe’s magic.

          

          	90 to make him call an Assembly of the long-haired Achaeans: Athena’s plan to urge Telémakhos to assume adult responsibilities as the leader of his household and the son of the ruling house will also set in motion the political rehabilitation of Ithaka itself: for, as we learn later (2.26–27), no Assembly has been held since Odysseus’s departure twenty years earlier—a telling symptom of the political stasis that has immobilized the state.

          	93 To Sparta I shall send him and to sandy Pylos, too: Menelaos, king of Sparta, and Nestor, king of Pylos, were comrades of Odysseus during the Trojan War. Telémakhos will go first to Pylos (Book 3) and then to Sparta (Book 4) in order to glean information about his long-lost father.

          	105 Mentes, the Taphian chieftain: The Taphians are a race of piratical seafarers and slave traders, mentioned here and in Books 15, 16, and 17; the ancients believed that Táphos was located on an island off the west coast of Greece about nine miles north of Ithaka. The name Mentes—like that of Mentor, the Ithakan elder who speaks at the Assembly in Book 2 (as whom Athena will subsequently disguise herself, accompanying Telémakhos during his travels to Pylos and Sparta in Books 3 and 4)—is derived from a root connected to “thinking.” (This root is also the origin of the Latin mens, from which we get “mental.”) The names may also be connected to menos, “manly strength,” which the poet later identifies as the quality that Athena-as-Mentes has successfully instilled in Telémakhos at the end of this conversation (321). Hence both “Mentes” and “Mentor” suggest a powerful male authority figure who is a source of wisdom useful to a man—a “counselor.”

          	111 then set them / Out once again: The tables in question would have been small folding tables that were set out in front of the guests during meals and taken away afterward.

          	134ff. Would never enjoy his dinner . . . / And he wanted to ask him questions: Telémakhos’s guest is, of course, a female—the goddess Athena. But I use male pronouns here (his dinner . . . ask him) because the Greek makes it clear that, as far as the young man knows, his guest is a male: the word for “guest” in 1.133, xénos, is the masculine, not the feminine, form of that noun.

          	154 Phêmios: The reference to the resident poet-singer introduces a crucial theme of the epic: song, poetry, and performance. In Homeric culture, the vehicle par excellence for spreading a hero’s renown, or kleos, is the verse narrative of a person’s deeds, sung by a bard, aoidós, before an audience in a great lord’s hall. The bard’s song, aoidê, is the means by which those deeds become known in the wider world, as the tale spreads from court to court and country to country. Like a number of names in Homer, the name of the household bard at Odysseus’s palace in Ithaka has an overt connection to his role: Phêmios means “having to do with phêmê” (= fame/information: the word is related to the Latin word fama, from which the English word “fame” is derived). In the epics, the resident bard is a highly respected figure at aristocratic and royal courts such as that of Odysseus at Ithaka and is always treated with great deference. Noteworthy here are the pains Homer takes to indicate that Phêmios had no part in the Suitors’ outrageous behavior, entertaining them only under compulsion. Throughout the Odyssey, poetry is characterized as a source of consolation, information, and aesthetic delight (at 22.330 we learn that Phêmios’s father’s name is Térpios, “delightful”).

          	163 But if they were ever to see that man: Telémakhos’s reference to Odysseus as “that man” once again underscores a key theme: the name of Odysseus—and, by extension, his existential status. Throughout this speech (158–77), the lengths the young man goes to avoid speaking his father’s name are striking: in nearly twenty lines, he refers to Odysseus a number of times but only by means of short descriptions (“A man whose whitened bones are rotting,” “he was undone by a horrible fate”) or pronouns (“no homecoming day for him”), and he continues to avoid saying his father’s name in the long exchange later on with Athena (214–51). This aversion is, in fact, consistent with a pervasive reluctance to name the hero that is evident throughout the epic. It begins with the poet himself, who strikingly avoids mentioning the hero’s name in the Proem (see note above on 1.1: one scholar has observed that when the word andra, “man,” appears at the beginning of a line, it is intended to evoke Odysseus without naming him), and goes on to include those closest to Odysseus: his son, as in this passage, as well as his wife and the loyal swineherd, Eúmaios. These characters tend to use either circumlocutions (e.g., Penelope’s “my husband . . . that noble man,” 4.724ff.; cf. 4.832, “that wretched man”) or—most notably, as here—the demonstrative pronoun keinos, “that man,” which is so often used of Odysseus throughout the Odyssey that it nearly becomes a synonym for his name. In his conversation with the disguised Odysseus at 13.145ff., Eúmaios will refer explicitly to this practice: “Even though he isn’t here, stranger, I still speak his name / With reluctance . . . I still call him ‘my dear master.’”
            Odysseus himself, as we shall see, consistently finds ways to sidestep questions about his name and identity, as for instance in his encounters with the Phaiêkian king, Alkínoös, in Book 7 (241ff.) and Book 8 (28). Moreover, in only one of the four Cretan Tales, the lengthy and elaborate lying narratives he tells various characters once he has returned to Ithaka (see note below on 13.256ff.), does he give himself a name, preferring instead to remain anonymous—a marked departure from the practice in guest-host etiquette.

          
            This anxiety about the hero’s name, pivoting on the tension between anonymity and renown, reflects in turn a major theme: the ongoing question of the hero’s identity. As the epic proceeds, various characters, along with the audience, wonder increasingly just who “that man” is: how well he can be known, what the difference might be between how he represents himself and who he really is, to what degree he is, through much of his travels, the famed “sacker of cities” whose wooden horse defeated the Trojans or a mere “no one”—the pseudonym he famously foists on the Cyclops in Book 9. And this theme, in turn, subtends many others, not least that of disguise and recognition.

          

          	184 Temésê: The location of this town was debated by the ancients, some identifying it with a site in present-day Calabria and others with a site in Cyprus, which was well known for its copper.

          	246 Doulíkhion and Sámê, and Zákynthos clad in its forests: The three island neighbors of Ithaka, where many of the Suitors come from. Zákynthos (present-day Zákynthos) is an island about thirty miles south of Ithaki, the site of ancient Ithaka; Homer imagines Doulíkhion and Sámê as being two islands just south of Ithaka, although it is likely that his Doulíkhion corresponds to the western part and Sámê to the eastern part of the present-day island called Kefalonia, located just south of Ithaki.

          	259ff. Ephýrê . . . / Hard on the trail of some poison: It is impossible to say whether Athena’s story about Odysseus and his quest for poison to use on his arrows refers to an adventure outside the Odyssey or is an invention of the goddess. Whatever the case may be, it is noteworthy that the first tale told about Odysseus in the Odyssey puts him in a questionable light: Athena’s story makes clear (262ff.) that the use of poison was considered both underhanded and offensive to the gods. Ephýrê (which could refer to either of two places with that name, both located opposite Ithaka along the mainland coast) is mentioned again as a source of poison in Book 2, when the Suitors express their fear that Telémakhos has gone to Ephýrê in search of poison to use on them (2.328).

          	276 Go back to the halls of her father: In the normal course of events, a woman who had been widowed would return to the house of her kyrios (“lord” or “master”), the male relative who was legally responsible for her: her father, if he were still living; her brother, if she had no father or children; or her son. (In his address to the Assembly in Book 2, Telémakhos bitterly observes that the Suitors are afraid to do as custom demands and go to the house of Penelope’s father, Ikários, in order to court the old man’s daughter properly.) The bride-gifts, eëdna or hedna, typically refer to gifts offered by a woman’s suitors to win her favor. In Book 18, for instance (275–79), Penelope complains about the Suitors’ rapacious behavior, which, she asserts, violates traditional norms (to say the least: earlier, Antínoös had snidely suggested that he and the other Suitors offer Penelope bride-gifts stolen from her own household [16.391]):

        

        
          This had never been the way of suitors in the past

          Who intended to court a woman of honorable birth—

          The daughter of a wealthy man—and compete with one another:

          They themselves bring their herds of cattle and flocks of fat sheep

          As a feast for the kin of the bride, and give her splendid bride-gifts.

        

        
          	In the present passage, however, “bride-gifts” must refer to the dowry, given by the bride’s family to the bridegroom.
            It is noteworthy that the advice given to Telémakhos here by “Mentes” assumes that Odysseus is dead—which of course Athena knows very well is not the case.

          

          	326 he sang “The Homecoming of the Achaeans”: The reference to the song that Phêmios sings, and the description of Penelope’s reaction to it (337ff.), introduce a key theme—one might well say a “meta-theme”—of the epic, which is epic performance itself. (“Song” in the Odyssey always refers to an epic poem or an excerpt of an epic—a “lay,” or section of a larger work, that could have been performed in the course of an evening.) The Odyssey consistently shows a deep interest in poetic production and the circumstances of performance—how the performer works his “magic” and how the audience reacts. The Greek thelgô, “to enchant,” is a verb consistently used to describe the effect of the bard’s compositions, just as terpsis, “pleasure” or “delight,” is used for the song’s intended effect on audiences (see note above on 154). Phêmios is one of several bards who appear in the Odyssey: in Book 8, the bard at the court of the Phaiêkians, Demódokos, performs not one but three different songs, one of which is reproduced in the text itself; and Odysseus himself performs the role of the bard when he narrates, at enormous length, all his adventures (Books 9–12). We might also compare Menelaos’s lengthy recitation of his experiences on the journey home from Troy at 4.351–586, which may also be considered to be a “bardic” performance.
            There was, in fact, a group of epic tales whose subject was the harrowing returns of the various Greek warriors after the Fall of Troy: these were eventually gathered into a post-Homeric epic called the Nostoi, the Greek word for “returns” or “homecomings.” This is the word that (in the singular, nostos) appears in this line and which I have translated as “The Homecoming,” as if it were the title of Phêmios’s song. Some of the contents of the lost Nostoi are presumably recapped in Books 3 and 4, in which Nestor and Menelaos recount the tales of their own and others’ homecomings.

          

          	327 dread journey that Pallas Athena decreed: We learn later (3.134) that Athena ordained a terrible journey for the returning Greeks in part because the warrior Aías, son of Oileús, had raped the Trojan princess Kassandra in Athena’s temple during the Sack of Troy.

          	383 Antínoös, son of Eupeíthes: The name and patronymic of the Suitors’ ringleader—“Hostile-Mind, son of Easily Persuaded” (or, perhaps, “son of Smooth-Talker”)—are particularly pointed, given the emphasis throughout the epic on Odysseus’s intellectual finesse and subtle wiles. Antínoös’s name thus reminds us that he is an antihero in the generic sense (he is the protagonist’s principal enemy) and a specific sense: he represents qualities opposite to those of this epic’s hero.

          	440 the cord-strung bed: This was a standard item of household furniture. The adjective used for the bed in the text is trêtois, “bored through with a drill,” presumably a reference to the holes through which the cords supporting the mattress were run. I have chosen to replace it with an adjective that points to the cords rather than the holes, thereby swiftly giving the reader an idea of how the bed was constructed, since “upon a bored-through bed” is likely to raise more questions than it answers.

        

      
      
        Book 2

        
          	54 give her away to whomever he wants: In Telémakhos’s speech, the choice of Penelope’s husband is presented as being entirely up to her father, Ikários; Antínoös, however, assumes that Penelope will play a decisive role in choosing her next husband (2.114, 2.128).

          	68 by Themis, / Who gathers men to sit in Council: The goddess Themis, frequently paired with Zeus (whose second wife she is, according to Hesiod), represents the inalterable order that structures nature as well as human institutions and norms. The Assembly being one such civilized norm, it is natural for Themis to preside over them: in the Iliad, for instance (20.4), Zeus orders her to convene an Assembly of the gods.

          	94 She set up an enormous loom in her chamber: The story of the ingenious ruse Penelope devises in order to put off marriage to one of the Suitors is among the most famous to come to us from the Odyssey. It is, in fact, told twice more after this initial recounting by Antínoös: Penelope herself will repeat his account, nearly verbatim, to the disguised Odysseus in Book 19 (139ff.), and the shade of one of the Suitors, Amphimédôn, will relate it once more, again nearly verbatim, to the shade of Agamemnon in Hades in Book 24 (129ff.).
            This first recounting of Penelope’s trick demonstrates, very early in the epic, not only that she is worthy of her standard epithet, periphrôn—“clear-thinking” (as I translate it) or “shrewd” or “intelligent in many ways”—but that she is as clever and wily as her husband is, and hence the ideal mate for him. The latter point is worth keeping in mind as, later in the poem, we see Odysseus ultimately rejecting a number of potential alternative female companions: Kalypso, Circe, Nausikáa. Equally noteworthy is the way in which Penelope deploys that most typical of female activities, weaving, as a weapon against her enemies: her experiences on Ithaka during Odysseus’s absence, using her wits to fend off her foes, may be read as a feminized parallel to those of her husband, one of whose standard epithets is “[the man] who’d endured so much.” Both husband and wife are adept at standing fast in the face of adversity, using whatever tools they have to hand to resist their enemies and endure until the tide turns in their favor.

          
            The reason for the queen’s ingenious delaying tactic is likely more than merely a general repugnance to the idea of remarrying. We learn later (18.269ff.) that, on departing for Troy, Odysseus had ordered his wife to await the day when their son’s beard began to grow in—which is to say, when he was of age and could assume adult control of his household as master, kyrios, of his family and possessions—before remarrying. Penelope, in other words, is trying to stall long enough for her son be in a position to take legal responsibility for both her and his estate.

          

          	120 Tyro and Alkmênê, Mykênê with her beautiful crown: Three mythological women. Tyro, the wife of a mortal king, was seduced by Poseidon and bore him two sons, Pelías and Neleús: Pelías was the king who sent Jason (who was also descended from Tyro) on his quest for the Golden Fleece, and Neleús was the father of Nestor, king of Pylos, a character in the Iliad and the man whom Telémakhos will visit in Book 3. Alkmênê, the wife of the mortal Amphitrýon, was seduced by Zeus and bore him a son, the great hero Herakles. Mykênê was a daughter of the first king of Argos, Inákhos; she gave her name to the city of Mykenai (Mycenae). Among her many sisters was Io, whom Zeus loved and whom he turned into a cow in order to protect her from the jealous rage of Hera.

          	133 pay a great sum to Ikários: In the event that Penelope had to return to her father’s house to be married off again, the property originally given by Ikários to Odysseus as a dowry would have to be returned (a custom that persisted in Greece into modern times).

          	134 some Power: The word Homer uses here is daimôn: a supernatural force that is not identified with any specific god.

          	135 invoking the dread Erinyes: The Erinyes, or Furies, were female deities who took vengeance on mortals for grave crimes such as oath-breaking (as, for instance, at Il. 19.259–60) and, most famously, matricide; they would hound their victims relentlessly, driving them mad (as in the case of Agamemnon’s son, Orestes, who is tormented by the Erinyes after he slays his mother and her lover, Aigisthos, in revenge for their murder of Agamemnon). Accounts of the Erinyes’ origins varied in ancient literature. Hesiod’s Theogony reports that they were born from the drops of blood that rained down on the earth when Zeus’s father, Kronos, castrated his father, Ouranos; Aeschylus describes them as being the daughters of Night.

          	145ff. Zeus . . . / Launched two eagles into flight: A significant part of Greek religious practice was divination based on the interpretation of bird flight (= “ornithomancy” < ornis, “bird” + manteia, “divination”; the verb oiônizomai referred to the practice of reading omens in the flight patterns and cries of different types of birds). In this case, because the two eagles fly “to the right”—that is, the direction indicating the gods’ favor—the seer Halithérses (correctly) interprets the appearance of the eagles as boding well for Telémakhos (157ff.), whose speech the omen immediately follows.

          	386 Noêmôn . . . Phrónios: These names, which mean “thoughtful” and “mindful,” respectively, emphasize the attributes that make Noêmôn such a reliable ally of the royal house, even as they remind us of the qualities of intelligence and prudence for which the members of the royal family (Odysseus, Telémakhos, Penelope) are themselves distinguished. The son’s name in particular is significant because Athena has just referred to the Suitors as being “not at all mindful,” ou ti noêmon, and to Telémakhos—twice—as being oud’ anoêmon, “not mindless.” In other words, Noêmôn materializes at the very moment when Telémakhos’s qualities of mindfulness have been contrasted with the Suitors’ qualities of heedlessness and thoughtlessness.

        

      
      
        Book 3

        
          	6 Earth-Shaker, he of the blue-black mane: “Earth-Shaker” (enosíkhthôn) is one of the stock epithets of the sea-god Poseidon, who is also the god of earthquakes; a deity associated with horses, he is imagined as having a mane of jet-black hair. Pylos, which sits on the shore of the Ionian Sea, would naturally have been a sea power and, therefore, devoted to the worship of the sea-god Poseidon, the deity who, as this book begins, is being honored with a magnificent sacrifice and feast. (Archaeologists have discovered inscribed tablets at the site of Pylos that describe elaborate preparations for a feast very much like the one described in lines 430–63.) Telémakhos’s arrival at this important seat of Poseidon-worship and the warm welcome he is given by the Pylians prefigure his father’s arrival in the land of the Phaiêkians, a race of seafarers descended from Poseidon, who treat him generously and eventually bring him home to Ithaka (Books 6–12). There is no little irony in the fact that so many episodes are haunted by Poseidon, who, as we learn at the beginning of the epic (1.68–69), is implacably opposed to Odysseus because the hero had wounded the god’s son, the Cyclops.

          	9 burning thigh-bones for the god: The sacrificial ritual involved wrapping the animal’s thighbones in folds of fat before placing them on the fire. A full description of a properly executed sacrifice, from the arrival of the victim to the eating of the sacral meal, can be found later in this book, at lines 430–63. The sacrificial beast is brought in and its horns are gilded; the officiants sprinkle the animal with lustral water and barley grains, then cut some hairs from its head and burn these on the fire as a preliminary sacrifice; a special axe is used by the sacrificer to administer the death blow to the animal’s neck, after which the blood from the wound runs into a bowl as the women in attendance raise a cry. Then the carcass is butchered: the thighbones are wrapped in folds of fat, dotted with token tidbits of meat, and placed on the fire as wine is poured on top. All this was the gods’ portion. After the innards have been tasted, the remaining meat is cut up, skewered, roasted over the fire, and distributed among the congregation.
            The immense size of both the congregation (4,500 people) and the victims (eighty-one bulls) at the sacrifice that greets Telémakhos’s eyes as he arrives in Pylos underscores the atmosphere of grave religiosity that pervades the elderly Nestor’s court—and stands in stark contrast to the wanton feasting back in Ithaka, where no sacrifice is offered before the Suitors’ meals.

          

          	36 Peisístratos, son of Nestor: According to Herodotus, the Athenian ruler Peisístratos (ca. 600–527 BCE), who claimed to be related to Nestor, was named after the king’s son. However, since this same Athenian ruler may have been responsible for the establishment of a definitive written text of the epic (the “Peisistratean Recension”: see introduction, pp. 10–11), it is just as likely that he had his name inserted into the text.

          	42 Zeus who bears the aegis: A common epithet of Zeus, although the object in question is always worn by Athena into battle. The aegis was a protective breastplate or shield, perhaps originally made of the stiffened hide of a goat (aigis = goat); the one that Zeus bears is embellished with the head of Medusa at its center and has golden tassels woven into the edges. The Iliad features several descriptions of this object, which is always represented as being awe-inspiring: at Il. 2.448ff., Athena is “wearing the aegis—precious, never-ageing, immortal / from which there hang down a hundred tassels, all of gold, / all of them beautifully plaited, each worth a hecatomb [= a hundred oxen]”; at Il. 5.738ff., Athena dons “the tasseled aegis / A terrifying thing, crowned all around with Fear / And Strife and Battles, too, and Rout, which puts a chill on a man / And on it is the head of the Gorgon, that fearsome monster / both fearsome and awful, a horror of Zeus who bears the aegis.”

          	68 The Gerenian horseman, Nestor: The meaning of this epithet of Nestor, debated since antiquity, remains unclear. Some scholars believed it refers to a place called Gerena, although Nestor has no ostensible connection to it; some thought it was a synonym for gérōn, “aged.”

          	91 Amphitríte’s waves: Amphitríte, one of the fifty daughters of Nereus (= the Nereids), is the wife of Poseidon, the god of the sea.

          	109ff. There lies warlike Aías, and there Achilles lies . . . Pátroklos . . . Antílokhos: The four fallen Greek warriors to whom Nestor mournfully refers were all-important figures in the story of the Trojan War and notable characters in the Iliad. Achilles was the greatest of all the Greek warriors, famous for having chosen a short life that would bring him everlasting glory over a long, undistinguished existence. Pátroklos was Achilles’ dearest companion, whose death at the hands of the Trojan prince Hector in Book 16 of the Iliad triggers Achilles’ decision to reenter the fighting, thereby bringing about the denouement of that epic. Nestor’s son Antílokhos, who became Achilles’ companion after the death of Pátroklos, was later killed by the Æthiop king Mémnôn. Aías (better known by the Roman version of his name, Ajax) surpassed all of the other Greek heroes at Troy in sheer physical strength, and thus often served as a foil to the wily Odysseus. Following Achilles’ death, the Greek chiefs competed for his armor (see note below on 11.546); after Odysseus won—in some versions, by underhanded means—Aías went mad and attacked the Greeks’ cattle, deluded into thinking the animals were the leaders of the Greek army. On recovering his sanity, he was overcome by shame and killed himself.
            This same quartet of slain Greek warriors will be mentioned twice again in the Odyssey: first, at the epic’s halfway point, when Odysseus sees their shades gathered together in Hades (11.467ff.), and then again in the epic’s final book, when the action returns one last time to Hades and these same four shades congregate (24.15–18) while the ghosts of Achilles and Agamemnon engage in a long conversation (24.24–97).

          

          	134 the deadly wrath of Owl-Eyes: During the Sack of Troy, the Greek warrior Aías, son of Oileús (not the same as Aías, son of Telamôn, mentioned at 109ff.), raped the Trojan princess Kassandra in the shrine of Athena, a crime that brings down the goddess’s wrath not only on Aías but on his comrades, who failed to prevent the heinous act.

          	167 Tydeús’s warlike son: Diomêdes, one of the most glorious of the younger generation of Greek warriors in the Iliad.

          	188ff. the Myrmidons, those furious spearmen . . . / Led by the noble son of Achilles . . . Philoktêtes . . . Idomeneús: The warriors who fought with Achilles at Troy are known as the Myrmidons. Achilles’ son, Neoptólemos (also known as Pyrrhos), came to fight at Troy following his father’s death; one of the party that hid inside the Trojan Horse, he was instrumental in the sack of the city. Philoktêtes, a great bowman, had been abandoned by his fellow Greeks at the beginning of the war because of the intolerable stench emanating from a festering wound on his foot; after he was healed, he returned to Troy and helped take the city. Idomeneús, king of Crete, was an important ally of the Greeks during the Trojan War; he figures importantly in the Cretan Tales, the lying stories told to various characters by the disguised Odysseus after his return to Ithaka (see note below on 13.259).

          	235 his own wife: That is, Klytaimnêstra.

          	251 because Menelaos was somewhere far off: Telémakhos assumes that Aigisthos would not have been able to entrap and murder Agamemnon if Menelaos had been present to defend his brother. Similarly, Nestor (255–56) assumes that Aigisthos’s crime would not have gone unpunished if Menelaos had returned with the other Greeks. In Book 4, Menelaos explains why his return was so long delayed.

          	267 And it happened that at her side was a bard: The story of the bard who was ordered by the departing Agamemnon to look after Klytaimnêstra has provoked debate since ancient times, when the earliest commentators on the epic professed themselves unable to find the source of this tale. A bard of a royal court—such as Phêmios at Ithaka, who appears in Book 1, or Demódokos among the Phaiêkians, whom we meet in Book 8—would not have been a natural choice as a bodyguard for the wife of an absent ruler. Scholars have offered various explanations for the apparent anomaly: the Greek writer Athenaios (170–223 CE), born toward the end of the reign of Marcus Aurelius, argued that in remote times bards had been comparable to the philosophers of his own day, and that Agamemnon’s bard was hence intended to “counsel” Klytaimnêstra. One modern commentator, by contrast, has argued that this story is a trace of a now-lost tradition according to which one person could simultaneously have been a bard, a priest, and a prophet, and therefore a suitable choice as someone to safeguard the queen’s honor, while others have suggested that Agamemnon’s choice of a bard to keep his wife honest reflects the Odyssey’s interest in song and poetry, arguing that the bard was meant to edify the queen by reciting tales of loyal wives to her, or that the passage was inserted by Homer to defend the honor of bards (given that there is some evidence that Aigisthos, like that other famous seducer Paris, used music and poetry as a tool of seduction).

          	287 He made a dash in his sleek-hulled ships to Málea’s sheer cliffs: Menelaos tries to sail southwest from Cape Soúnion, at the southernmost tip of the Attic peninsula (where Athens in located), to Cape Málea, at the southernmost tip of the Málea peninsula (the easternmost of the three long “fingers” that jut southward from the main body of the Peloponnese). But Zeus’s storm breaks up the fleet, its winds driving half of the ships nearly three hundred miles south, to the western part of Crete, inhabited by the Kydonians (a tribe that is mentioned again at 19.176, where the disguised Odysseus, in one of the Cretan Tales, describes his alleged birthplace—Crete—to Penelope).

          	312 Bringing all the possessions he’d gathered: The triple repetition of “possessions,” ktêmata, in lines 312–15 is striking. Beginning with the reference to the treasure Menelaos accumulated while in Egypt (301, and cf. 312; the story will be told at greater length in Book 4), then moving to the passing reference in 304 to the legendary wealth of Mycenae (which suggests that greed was an additional motivation for Aigisthos’s murder of Agamemnon), and culminating in Nestor’s double exhortation to Telémakhos to protect the possessions he left behind in Ithaka (314, 315), this emphasis on riches reminds us of the heroic obligation to accumulate treasure as well as glory. Hence for Telémakhos to be a legitimate authority in Ithaka, he needs to protect his property as well as his family and its power. The theme reemerges importantly later, when we see Odysseus—who, we remember, had lost all of his war booty when he was shipwrecked—accumulating new riches in the land of the Phaiêkians (5.39), which he will bring home to Ithaka: a vital aspect of the restoration to his former status.

          	332 cut the tongues out: As part of the ritual before dinner, the tongues of the oxen that had been slaughtered before the meal were offered as a final part of the sacrifice, first thrown onto the fire and then sprinkled with a libation of wine.

          	340 but first, a few drops in each cup: The mealtime ritual required that the servers first skim some wine from the mixing-bowl, kratêr, and pour a few drops into each cup so that the guests could make proper libation to the gods; only then would the cups be filled and the guests could begin drinking.

          	378 Tritogeneía: The meaning of this epithet of Athena, already debated in antiquity, is likely “true-born.”

          	429 the wood and the gleaming water: Part of the preparations for cooking the sacrificial meal.

          	488 Just then they came to Phêraí: Lying exactly halfway between Pylos and Sparta as one travels northeast between those two cities, Phêraí is a likely spot for an overnight stop. The city has been identified with present-day Kalamata, famous for its olives. This passage about the visit of the two youths with Dioklês (3.486–94) will be repeated almost verbatim at 15.184–92, when Telémakhos and Peisístratos make the return journey from Sparta to Pylos.

        

      
      
        Book 4

        
          	11 Megapénthes . . . Hermiónê: The name of Menelaos’s son Megapénthes means “great grief,” presumably meant to commemorate his father’s reaction to being deserted by Helen; here, the name helps establish the mood of regretful melancholy that hangs over the court at Sparta despite the ostensibly festive occasion. Hermiónê was married to Neoptólemos, son of Achilles, the hero of the Iliad and king of the tribe known as Myrmidons; the marriage, however, was unhappy, and Neoptólemos was eventually slain by Agamemnon’s son, Orestes, who then wed Hermiónê.

          	24 shepherd of the people: A common epithet for kings in both the Iliad and the Odyssey.

          	30ff. Deeply offended . . . son of Boêthoös: Menelaos is offended because in debating whether to admit the two strangers to the house, Eteoneús has egregiously violated the conventions of hospitality, which dictate that all guests must be welcomed; as we see many times in the Odyssey, only after a guest was bathed and fed would the host inquire as to his identity. There is, perhaps, a joke lurking here: the squire, if not his master, seems to have learned a lesson from a memorable incident in the past involving a stranger asking to be admitted to the premises—the occasion twenty years earlier when Paris came to visit and ended up running off with his host’s wife.
            The squire’s name is significant: Eteoneús could be taken to mean “Truly Obedient,” and Boêthoös, “Helper” or “Rescuer.”

          

          	50 wrapped them in cloaks of wool and got them into their tunics: It is an occasional (but regular) feature of Homeric narrative to reverse the logical order of two actions (= hysteron proteron, “putting the latter thing first”), as is the case here: in the normal course of things, the tunic is put on first, followed by the outer cloak. Although it is not always possible to translate this figure of speech, which is more disorienting in English than in Greek, it seems worth preserving every now and then in order to give a flavor of the original. Other examples are 4.208 (Zeus weaves good fortune “into the fabric of marriage and birth”); 4.723 (“raised and born” instead of “born and raised”); 5.264 (“dressed him in fragrant clothes and bathed him”); 19.535 (“interpret my dream and listen to me describe it”). In the latter two cases, as in certain others, I have chosen to reverse the hysteron proteron because the literal translation would be too disconcerting.

          	83ff. Cyprus and Phoenicia and Egypt . . . Libya: The route taken by Menelaos, which ranges all over the southeastern Mediterranean, has been a favorite subject for scholarly debate since antiquity, when it was dealt with at length by the Greek geographer Strabo (64/3 BCE–24 CE) and was the subject of a treatise called On the Wanderings of Menelaos by Strabo’s contemporary, the grammarian Aristonikos. For the Æthiops, see note on 1.22; here, Menelaos is clearly referring to the Æthiop tribe that inhabited the East. Sidon, located on the coast of what is now Lebanon, was one of the chief Phoenician cities; in both the Iliad and the Odyssey, Homer refers to its people as master craftsmen whose work, in textiles and metal, are of surpassing beauty and finesse—e.g., the magnificent wine-bowl Menelaos offers as a guest-gift to Telémakhos later in this book (615). It is not clear why Homer distinguishes Phoenicia and the Sidonians. Strabo attributes the anomaly to Homer’s taste for poetic elaboration, although he also notes that some believed the Sidonian colonists may have been meant. The identity of the Eremboí remains a mystery; Strabo believed that the word referred to Arabs.
            The digression about the fantastical flocks of sheep at 85–88 adds to the aura of exoticism that hangs over Menelaos’s travels.

          

          	91 stealthy hand of—someone: Menelaos cannot bring himself to mention Aigisthos’s name.

          	129 ten talents of gold: A talent (talanton) was a measure of weight whose precise value in the epics we do not know. In classical times, the talent represented an enormous sum: an Athenian talent was a unit of weight equal to about sixty pounds, and that amount of pure silver was a unit of value.

          	141 For I myself have seen no one: Helen’s uncanny ability to recognize Telémakhos—something Menelaos has failed to do—prefigures a later reference (4.250) to an incident during the war in which she alone was able to see through Odysseus’s disguise when he infiltrated Troy dressed as a beggar. Her talent for recognition is, in fact, twinned with an equally unnerving talent for a kind of disguise: at 4.279, Menelaos will recall how Helen had perfectly mimicked the voices of the Greek heroes’ wives as she walked around the Trojan Horse, trying to get the Greeks inside to reveal themselves. Her preternatural talent for both recognition and disguise, both key themes of the epic, reminds us that Helen, a daughter of Zeus, is not quite human and suggests, too, the presence of an intriguing resemblance between Helen and Odysseus himself.

          	187 faultless Antílokhos: Nestor had referred earlier (3.111) to his grief for this lost son, who had fought at Troy and who, following the death of Achilles’ companion, Pátroklos, became the great warrior’s favorite. While defending his father in battle, Antílokhos was struck down by Mémnôn, the son of Êos (= Dawn), whom Achilles later killed in revenge.

          	220 she quickly dropped a drug into the wine: Scholars have speculated about the identity of Helen’s drug, whose name, nepenthê (No-Pain), has suggested opium as one possible candidate. There is something distinctly sinister about nepenthê’s ability to blunt a person’s reactions to even the most traumatic violence; this numbness, in fact, will serve the queen well when she and her husband later tell stories that clearly expose her betrayals of the Greeks during the war. Helen’s expertise with pharmaceuticals is something she has in common with both Odysseus (described in Book 1 as searching for poison to smear on his arrows) and another powerful female character who enchants men: Circe.

          	240 I could never even list, let alone tell the stories of: This line, a conventional expression of a speaker’s inability to convey the magnitude of his subject, also appears in the Iliad, where it is used by the poet as he invokes the Muses’ aid in describing the vast Greek host (Il. 2.488ff.):

        

        
          I myself could not list that host, let alone tell all their stories—

          Not if I had ten tongues, not if I had ten mouths,

          Or had a tireless voice and a heart made of solid bronze:

          Not unless the Olympian Muses, daughters of Zeus who bears the aegis,

          Helped me to remember how many came before Troy.

        

        
          	This line, with minor variations, will appear twice more in the Odyssey at key moments during the hero’s encounters with the ghosts in Hades: first when he tries to convey the number of shades of famous women that he saw (11.328), and then during his conversation with the shade of Achilles, when he describes the throngs of men who were slain in battle by the hero’s son, Neoptólemos (11.517).

          	242 But here’s one deed that was done: Helen’s reminiscence of Odysseus’s spying mission during the Trojan War prefigures many key elements of the hero’s return home later in the epic: in both instances, he disguises himself as a beggar in order to infiltrate a city (Troy/Ithaka), engages in an unusually intimate conversation with a royal lady (Helen/Penelope), receives a bath during which secrets are revealed (the Greek’s plans/the scar that betrays his identity), and slays many enemies (Trojans/Suitors).

          	276 Deïphobos: The Trojan prince Deïphobos, a brother of Hector and Paris, married Helen after Paris’s death. He was killed by Menelaos during the Sack of Troy.

          	278 the best of the Danáäns: Homer’s use of “Argive” and “Danáän” in this passage—both of them ways of referring to the Greek forces at Troy, and both familiar from the Iliad—strongly evokes the era of the Trojan War. In this passage, the Menelaos of the Odyssey is invoking the language of the other great epic.

          	284 But Odysseus checked our impulse: Not for the first time in the Odyssey, Odysseus’s ability to control his emotions and impulses even under the most trying circumstances is contrasted with other men’s weakness and inability to control themselves. This talent for self-restraint rarely falters; when it does, as at the end of the Cyclops episode (see note below on 9.504), the results are catastrophic.

          	343 a challenge by Philomêleḯdes to wrestle: The Byzantine commentator Eustathius of Thessalonica (see entry in the glossary) noted that, according to his “more reliable” predecessors, Philomêleḯdes was a king of Lesbos who challenged any comer to a wrestling match, in which death was the penalty for losing. Eustathius goes on to note that, according to another tradition, when the Greeks returning from Troy landed on Lesbos, Odysseus and Diomêdes slew Philomêleḯdes and made his tomb a hostelry for visiting foreigners. Noteworthy here is the reference to a figure who perverts the normal rules of hospitality, murdering rather than welcoming those who come to his house—a foreshadowing of the Cyclops.

          	349 the Old Man of the Sea: This primordial water-god, a shape-shifter endowed with powers of prophecy, is identified in line 365 as Proteus, although in other works he is associated with Nereus, Pontos, and Phórkys, all of them sea divinities with distinct mythological histories.

          	404 the lovely Brine-born One: The adjective halosydnês, “born of the salt-sea,” appears in the Iliad as an epithet of the sea-nymph Thetis, Achilles’ mother (Il. 20.207); here it presumably refers to Amphitríte, consort of Poseidon.

          	429 Night, which refreshes life: The exact significance of the adjective ambrosios, literally “immortal” (a-, “not” + brotos, “mortal”), when used of Night, has been debated. Most translators hew closely to the etymology: Lattimore and Wilson both have “immortal,” while Fagles gives us “godsent” and Fitzgerald “sacred.” But a scholar of Indo-European linguistics argued that “ambrosial” actually means “containing life-force.” Night, then, is ambrosios not because it is itself immortal, or because the immortals granted it to mortals, but because it renews our mortal life-force. I have translated it accordingly in those passages in which this epithet appears (4.574, 7.283, 9.404, 15.8).

          	499 Aías: This is the “lesser Ajax,” son of Oileús, whose profanation of Athena’s sanctuary at Troy brought the goddess’s rage down on the Greeks as they made for home (cf. 3.134); at his niece Athena’s behest, the sea-god Poseidon destroyed him as he returned from the war. The tale of Aías’s doomed return, begun by Nestor in Book 3, is now completed by Menelaos.

          	563ff. Elýsion . . . Rhadamanthos: Elýsion (Elysium) is the paradisiacal region to which a select group of mortals goes instead of dying; there, they retain their fleshly form and vigor, unlike the shades of the dead, who flit around squeaking like bats, as Odysseus will observe when he travels to Hades, in Book 11. Menelaos enjoys this privilege because he is the son-in-law of Zeus. Rhadamanthos—a son of Zeus and Europa and brother to Minos, the legendary king of Crete—serves as one of the judges of the dead in Hades. He is mentioned again at 7.323.

          	611 show you’re of solid stock: There is something forlorn about Menelaos’s repeated references to how Telémakhos’s “solid stock” is evident in his looks and manners (cf. 4.62ff.); we are reminded that the Spartan king has no legitimate son to carry on his own line.

          	735 Old Dolíos: This is the first reference to the loyal old retainer Dolíos, who, we later learn, is the father of the disloyal goatherd Melánthios and his sister, the faithless Melanthô. He will reappear in Book 24, when Odysseus searches the orchard for his father, Laërtes. The old man’s name, which resembles dolos, the word for “trick” or “deception,” associates him with Odysseus.

          	755 the race of Arkeisiádes: Arkeisiádes, “son of Arkeísios,” is the patronymic of Laërtes. Arkeísios, presumably the founder of the royal dynasty on Ithaka, is referred to in the Odyssey only rarely, and then in only the most cursory terms, usually in this patronymic formula (14.181, 16.118, 24.270, 24.517). Homer otherwise says nothing about him.

          	762 Atrytône: An epithet of Athena. Its meaning, like that of another epithet, Tritogeneía (3.378), remains unclear. Some scholars have argued that it is derived from the word for “unwearying.”

          	798 Eúmêlos, who dwelled in his house in Pheraí: Homer invokes a myth whose theme is a wife’s superior devotion to her husband—both an apt analogy to Penelope and a pointed contrast to Helen, whose adultery resulted in global havoc. Eúmêlos, who sailed with Jason as one of the Argonauts and fought at Troy with the Greeks, was the son of Admetos of Pheraí, whose wife, Alkéstis, agreed to die in her husband’s place when the day appointed for his death came. Iphthímê, like her sister Penelope, is thus associated with female fidelity.

        

      
      
        Book 5

        
          	1 Tithonós: A prince of Troy and brother of its king, Priam, Tithonós became the lover of Êos, the Dawn, who asked Zeus to grant him immortality but forgot to request eternal youth as well. As a result, Tithonós continued to age until he shriveled up. (As recounted in the Homeric Hymn to Aphrodite, Êos finally shuts him up in a room, where he wastes away; in other versions, he becomes so desiccated that he turns into a cicada.) This opening allusion to the unhappy fate of a goddess’s mortal lover is the first of a number of references in Book 5 to doomed relationships between mortal and immortals (see Kalypso’s complaint at 118–44), which frame the main plot point of this book: the divinely mandated breakup between Kalypso and Odysseus, which precedes the hero’s return home.

          	29 Hermes, you have served as our envoy in other affairs: The most recent “other affair” for which Hermes has served as envoy was his unsuccessful mission to warn Aigisthos not to seduce Klytaimnêstra, mentioned by Zeus in Book 1 (33–43, 84–87). This allusion to “other affairs” thus reminds us, at the moment Hermes arrives in Ogygía to instruct Kalypso to give up Odysseus, of the dire consequences of disobeying Zeus’s warnings. The goddess’s (begrudging) acquiescence to the divine command stands in stark contrast to Aigisthos’s disobedience on the earlier occasion.

          	124 Aimed her gentle shafts at him: Girls who died very young were thought to have been shot by the arrows of the virgin huntress Artemis; boys and young men who died were said to have been killed by the shafts shot by Artemis’s twin brother, Apollo. Orion’s death at the hands of Artemis is thus an unusual one.

          	212 my figure, now in full bloom: The literal meaning of this formula, ou démas oude phyên, is “neither in form nor in growth”; it evokes the physical appearance of a human body that grows and changes through time, reaching an acme and then declining (cf. 7.210, when Odysseus uses the same formula to describe himself in a conversation with Alkínoös, king of the Phaiêkians; there I translate it as “my build, though now in its prime”). Hence the goddess’s use of it is bizarre, since only human beings, not gods, grow and change over time. Note that in the next line Kalypso refers, more correctly, to her “build” and “looks” (démas kaì eidos).

          	234ff. She gave him a great huge axe . . . an adze with polished handle . . . brought him a drill: One wonders where and how the nymph acquired her woodworking tools!

          	272ff. Pleiades . . . Boötes . . . Bear . . . Orion: This is the only reference in Homer to navigation by the stars. The presence of these four star clusters suggests that Odysseus’s journey takes place in late autumn or early winter: the Pleiades (or “Seven Sisters”) is prominent in the winter sky of the Northern Hemisphere. Boötes (= “the Plowman”) is the kite-shaped constellation of which the brightest star is Arcturus. Scholars disagree about why it is referred to as “slow to set”; one possibility is that Arcturus remains visible at dawn after the other stars have faded. The Bear, which people also call the Wagon, is the constellation known to Americans as the Big Dipper and to Britons and the Irish as the Plough; the Greeks identified it as a bear, whereas the cultures of the Middle East referred to it as the Wagon. As far as Homer and his audience were aware, the Bear was the only constellation that did not sink below the horizon. As for Orion, it is perhaps worth noting that the great hunter of myth, for whom the constellation is named, was a son of Poseidon.

          	277 keep the Bear on his left: Kalypso instructs Odysseus to follow an easterly course—which is to say, right into the path of Poseidon (282), who is returning from his visit to the eastern tribe of Æthiops.

          	333 Ino of the lovely ankles: Ino was a daughter of the Theban king Kadmos and a wife of Athamas, king of Boiotia. When Athamas, driven mad by the gods, tried to murder their son Melikertes, Ino took the child and leapt into the sea, from which she was reborn as the goddess Leukothéa (= “white goddess,” an epithet used of sea-goddesses). She was sister to a trio of ill-fated women: Semelê, mother of the wine-god Dionysos, who was incinerated when she asked her divine lover Zeus to reveal himself to her in his true form; Agave, who tore her son Pentheus to pieces in a fit of Bacchic madness; and Autonóê, whose son Aktaion was torn to pieces by his hunting dogs after he witnessed the virgin goddess Artemis bathing. Ino was a celebrant of her nephew Dionysos’s mysteries and was said to have acted as his nurse.

          	376 addressed a word to his own spirit: When Odysseus “spoke to his own great-hearted soul” at line 355, he was talking to himself; here, however, Poseidon’s internal monologue is in fact addressed to Odysseus (“Yes, you’ve suffered so much already . . .”).

          	394 Just as a father’s children would welcome some sign of life: In this striking simile, Odysseus, a father, is compared to children hoping for a father’s recovery. This is one of a number of “reverse similes” in the Odyssey, so-called because in them, the gender roles or social status of the character being described and of the figure referred to in the similes are inverted. Others include 8.523–31, in which Odysseus, the “sacker of cities” and conqueror of Troy, is compared to a woman grieving over the body of a husband killed in battle; 16.17–20, where the slave Eúmaios, Odysseus’s loyal swineherd, greets Telémakhos just as a father greets a son after a long absence, while the youth’s real father, in disguise, observes the scene; 16.216–18, where Odysseus and Telémakhos, upon being reunited, are compared to ospreys or vultures weeping upon finding their young gone from the nest (a reunion compared to a bereavement); 19.108–14, where Odysseus compares his queen, Penelope, to a virtuous and god-fearing king whose people prosper under him (that is, a figure much like himself before he left for Troy); and 23.233–40, in which the sight of Odysseus, now returned home, is as welcome to Penelope as the sight of land is to a swimmer who has been shipwrecked (another figure who resembles Odysseus).

        

      
      
        Book 6

        
          	4 Hypereía’s spreading plains: The name of the Phaiêkians’ original homeland is clearly an invention. Hypereía means “beyond the horizon,” a name that underscores the epic’s interest in locating the voyages of Odysseus and the characters he meets along the way at the extreme edges of known geography: we remember Hermes’ complaint at 5.100–101 about the drearily long journey to Kalypso’s island, located in the middle of nowhere: “who would willingly cross such a briny expanse of sea / Vast as it is?” The princess Nausikáa will later assert that her people’s current homeland, Skhería, is just as far from other human civilizations as was their original home, “far out in the midst of the surging surf of the sea / At the ends of the earth” (204–5). Wherever they happen to be, the Phaiêkians are as remote as possible from human civilization.

          	7 Nausíthoös: Like most of the Phaiêkians, a people described as being nausiklytoi, “renowned for their ships,” the founder of the present dynasty has a name, “Swift-Ship,” connected with seafaring; that of his granddaughter, the princess Nausikáa (17), is “skilled at ships” or “excelling at ships.” In my translation of Books 6–8, I almost always give both the name and its translation, as if the latter were a part of the name, so the reader can enjoy these playfully inventive names: hence, e.g., “Akróneôs Top-Ship, Okýalos Quick-Sea, Eretmeús the Rower” (7.111–12).
            Interestingly, two exceptions to this general rule are the names of the royal couple, Arétê and Alkínoös. We learn later the meaning of the queen’s name (“entreated” or “prayed for”: see below on 7.54), but that of the king, Alkínoös, has generated a good deal of discussion: the alk- root is straightforward (“might” or “valor”), but the -noös ending evokes a number of possibilities, from “mind” to “assistance” to “swimming” to “return” (as in nostos). Hence the king could be “Strong-Mind,” “Minded to Help” (as indeed he helps Odysseus), or even “Strongly Helping to Return Home.”

          

          	8 Resettling them in Skhería: The actions taken by Nausíthoös (leading his people to a new territory, establishing the city limits, building shrines, and parceling out land) adhere to a pattern typical of colonists in the latter part of the 700s BCE, the period when a number of Greek city-states were sending out colonies—the same period in which it is likely that the text of the Odyssey was achieving its final form.

          	57 Oh dear Papa, won’t you please get out the four-wheeled wagon?: Surely the first reference in European literature to a teenager begging a parent to lend her the car. The Greek word Nausikáa uses, pappa—virtually identical to the English—helps to underscore the charmingly domestic and intimate mood that characterizes Book 6. The references to the homely task of washing the clothes, the affectionate and teasing exchanges between the young princess and her indulgent father, the game of ball that Nausikáa will play with her companions at the water’s edge (100ff.), which Odysseus will interrupt: all this represents a striking departure from the supernatural setting from which Odysseus has come—that is, Ogygía and Kalypso—and marks the beginning of his transition to a more recognizable world of human relationships and activities, first on Skhería among the Phaiêkians and then, finally, back on Ithaca.

          	61 In council to take their counsel: Homer is fond of the so-called schema etymologicum, a rhetorical device whereby two words sharing the same root are used in a single phrase—in this case boulas bouleuein, literally “to take counsel/sit in council in order to produce counsels/decrees.”

          	103 Taÿgetos . . . Erýmanthos: Taÿgetos and Erýmanthos are two mountain ranges in the Peloponnese, the former in the southern part of the peninsula and the latter in the north. Note that the poet compares Nausikáa to Artemis, the virgin huntress (whose mother is Leto, mentioned at 106); later on, in his flattering opening remarks to the princess, Odysseus will do the same (151).

          	137ff. He was a harrowing sight to see . . . / And the girls ran every which way: The sudden and terrifying intrusion by an adult male among a group of young virgins frolicking in an idyllic natural setting irresistibly calls to mind the story of the rape of Persephone, as described in the Homeric Hymn to Demeter. At the beginning of the Hymn, Persephone is playing with her companions in a beautiful meadow filled with gorgeous flowers when Hades, Lord of the Dead, suddenly appears out of a gaping chasm and dashes forward to seize her, thereafter bringing her down to his realm to be his consort. The parallel between the opening of Book 6 and the Hymn’s dark tale of a young girl’s forced introduction to adult sexuality and marriage is worth noting because Nausikáa, as we know, has come to the idyllic spot by the edge of the water precisely because she has marriage on her mind. Odysseus, moreover, is presented in this passage in terms that emphasize his physicality (he is naked) and sexuality (in 135, which describes Odysseus as he prepares to “consort” with the young women, the verb I translate as “consort,” mignumi, is commonly used of sexual intercourse). The parallel invites us to compare the helpless Persephone of the Hymn with the courageous young Nausikáa who, thanks to Athena, stands her ground while all the other girls flee.

          	162 Some time ago, on Delos: The Aegean island of Delos was the birthplace of Artemis and her twin brother, Apollo; their mother, Leto, is said to have gripped two palm trees, one in either hand, during her labor.

          	181ff. oneness of mind . . . their renown is on everyone’s lips: The noun I have translated as “oneness of mind,” homophrosynê, means “the quality of having the same kind of mind”; its verbal form, homophroneîn, “to have the same kind of mind,” occurs two lines later, where I translate it as “united by oneness of mind in their thinking.” This passage has become the canonical expression of the basis for an ideal marriage in Greek literature. Here, the use of the word alerts us to a quality that exclusively characterizes the relationship between Odysseus and Penelope, out of all the relationships and interactions the hero has with various female characters in the epic (including his present dealings with Nausikáa).

          	280 for whom she’s long been praying: See note below on 7.54 and the series of puns on “praying for.”

          	304ff. You must quickly make your way . . . to / My mother: The precise status of Arétê in the political and social life of the Phaiêkians has provoked lively discussion. On the one hand, it is clear that her husband, Alkínoös, is the standard type of a king: he leads the Phaiêkians’ political life (cf. the reference at 61 to his meeting with the land’s elders in council), orders his people to prepare feasts and athletic contests for his visitor (8.100–103), and later commands his sailors to bring Odysseus home. Yet both his daughter Nausikáa and, later, Athena herself (7.53) emphasize that it is the queen, not the king, to whom formal supplications must be made—an intriguing anomaly. An explanation may lie in the genealogy provided to Odysseus by the disguised Athena before he enters the palace (7.56ff.): there we learn that Arétê was the only child of the crown prince Rhêxênor, who was the elder son of the founding hero Nausíthoös and elder brother of Alkínoös. This could suggest that Arétê had special status as a kind of Throne-Princess, marriage to whom was necessary in order to rule. Whatever the case may be, Homer’s emphasis on the queen, rather than the king, as the person who has the authority to save the helpless hero is certainly consistent with the epic’s overall interest in powerful females as key figures in the story of his return, whether as hinderers (Kalypso), helpers (Athena; Ino/ Leukothéa in Book 5; cf. Eidothéê’s assistance to Menelaos in Book 4), or both (Circe).

        

      
      
        Book 7

        
          	8 an old woman from Endlessland . . . Eurymédousa: The name of Eurymédousa’s homeland is clearly an invented one: the Greek apeiraíê means “without borders/boundaries.” This brief anecdote suggests that the princess’s maid was captured during a piratical raid by the Phaiêkians; Eurymédousa’s origin story thus parallels that of Odysseus’s loyal swineherd, Eúmaios, who will later recount how he was kidnapped by Phoenician pirates (15.415ff.). Her name, it is worth mentioning, recalls that of another loyal nursemaid, Eurykleía.

          	54 Her name . . . —so fitting: The root of Arétê’s name is the verb araomai, “to pray to”: hence her name means “the one who was prayed for” while simultaneously suggesting that she is “the one to whom prayers/entreaties (e.g., like those of Odysseus in this scene) are addressed.” This highlighting of the meaning of the queen’s name is, in fact, part of a suggestive series of interlocked puns on araomai. At 6.280, Nausikáa had insisted that she and Odysseus make their separate ways to the royal palace, fearing that, were they to appear together in public, onlookers might make snide remarks to the effect that this handsome stranger must be the polyárêtos theós, the “god for whom she’s long been praying” would come down from heaven and marry her. It is not until 19.404 that we learn how right those Phaiêkian gossips would have been: there, we learn that when Odysseus was born, the then-young Eurykleía had suggested that the eagerly awaited first-born son of Laërtes and Antíkleia be named Polyárêtos, “long . . . prayed for.”

          	54 those who begot her: Although Arétê is the niece of her husband, Alkínoös, the text here suggests that they are siblings, a curiosity that has been seen as gesturing to another version of the myth, in which the royal couple were brother and sister. In either case, the close genetic bond between the two anticipates the incestuous marriages between the children of Aíolos, described in Book 10 (6–7), while also reinforcing a sense of the peculiarly hermetic nature of life among the xenophobic Phaiêkians.

          	80ff. Marathon . . . Athens . . . the strong-built house of Erekhtheús: Athens was Athena’s home and the center of her cult. The city was said to have been founded by the mythical king Erekhtheús, who built his palace on the Acropolis (which, in classical times, housed both Athena’s temple, the Parthenon, and a temple to the legendary hero, the Erechtheion). Marathon, the site of the famous battle in which the Greeks defeated the Persians in 490 BCE, is located to the east of the city.

          	107 The rich olive oil dripped: Both yarn and linen would have been soaked in a solution containing olive oil, which was used as a bleach, softener, and preservative.

          	137 libations to the keen-sighted Slayer of Argos: The final libations of the evening are made to Hermes because he was thought to be the bringer of sleep.

          	159ff. Alkínoös . . . you must raise him up: The passage underscores our sense of the murky power dynamics between Arétê and her husband. In emphasizing the king’s sole authority to recognize the supplicant and take charge of the situation, Ekhénêos delicately corrects the apparent faux pas made by Odysseus when—at Athena’s urging, it is worth remembering—he supplicated the queen rather than the king.

          	197 Fate and the grievous Spinners spun: The three Fates were conceived of as female deities who performed that preeminent task of women in ancient Greek culture, spinning wool: Klotho spun the thread of life, Lakhêsis drew it out to its foreordained length, and Atropos cut the thread at the moment of death.

          	263 or perhaps she herself changed her mind: Odysseus of course does not know about the conversation between Kalypso and Hermes in Book 5, when Hermes ordered the nymph to give the hero up.

          	322 The most distant land of all: Euboia (Euboea) is the long and narrow island, about 100 miles in length and oriented NW–SE, that lies off the east coast of the central Greek mainland.

          	323ff. they were ferrying the fair-haired Rhadamanthos . . . Tityós: Rhadamanthos and Tityós are two mythic figures associated with Hades, the Land of the Dead. The former served as a judge of the dead (see note above on 4.564) while the latter, a violent creature of prodigious size, was tortured in Hades for having attempted to rape Leto, mother of Artemis and Apollo. Odysseus will encounter Tityós during his visit to the Land of the Dead in Book 11, where he sees vultures tearing at the giant’s liver (11.576–81). Tityós is referred to as “son of Gaía” because Zeus hid the creature’s mother, Elára, in the earth (gaía) in order to hide her from his jealous wife, Hera.
            The tale of a visit by Rhadamanthos to Tityós on Euboia is not known outside of this passage. In his commentary, Eustathius surmises that Rhadamanthos’s visit was inspired either by a desire to see the giant for himself or by a wish to instruct the criminal in wisdom and temperance. (Eustathius opines that Homer included this brief digression in order to “alleviate the flatness” of the narrative.)
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          	64 Depriving him of his eyes: The long-standing tradition that Homer was blind undoubtedly derives from this portrait of Demódokos. The name of the Phaiêkian bard, which means “esteemed by the people,” indicates the high social status enjoyed by these professional entertainers.

          	75 the dispute between Odysseus and Peleus’s son, Achilles: There is no known tradition of a quarrel between Odysseus and Achilles, and so the subject of Demódokos’s song is most likely an invention of Homer, crafted for the Odyssey. Still, the first piece he performs for the Phaiêkians plays slyly on well-known Homeric themes: the story of a great quarrel between two Greek heroes during the Trojan War immediately brings to mind the Iliad, which opens with an altercation between Achilles and Agamemnon, setting the plot of that epic in motion. Furthermore, the opposition in Demódokos’s song between Achilles, hero of the Iliad, and Odysseus, hero of the Odyssey, evokes the larger competition between the values of the two epics: the Iliad exalts the physical prowess of its warrior hero, while the Odyssey exalts its protagonist’s intellectual powers. The Odyssey itself will stage a sharp confrontation between Achilles and Odysseus in Book 11, when Odysseus meets the shade of the Iliad’s hero in the Land of the Dead (11.473ff.).

          	78 rejoiced because the Achaeans’ finest were quarreling: We can infer that, according to Demódokos’s tale, Agamemnon, the leader of the Greek expedition against Troy, had once consulted the oracle at Delphi (located in the region of Pythô), which told him that, although a quarrel would break out between his two finest warriors, he would eventually win the war. Hence he rejoices to see them quarreling because he knows the oracle will be fulfilled.

          	161 No, you seem like someone who’s spent his life in a ship: Eurýalos displays a typical aristocratic disdain for commerce and trade; noblemen, it was thought, ought to devote themselves to sport (cf. Laodámas’s taunting remarks at 145ff.). The irony, of course, is that the “roamer” who is being taunted here is, in fact, a king—as was another great roamer whom we have met, one who, like Odysseus, enriches himself through his travels: Menelaos.

          	219 Only Philoktêtes surpassed me: The Thessalian warrior Philoktêtes, son of Poías, famed for his prowess with the bow, had been the companion of Herakles, whose bow he inherited after that hero’s death. It was with this bow that, during the Sack of Troy, Philoktêtes eventually slew Paris (another great archer, whose adulterous affair with Helen had set the war in motion), thus bringing the war to a close and fulfilling the prophecy that Troy would not fall without Philoktêtes and his bow. Eúrytos, king of Oikhalía and a grandson of the archer-god Apollo, challenged the gods themselves in skill with the bow (225); he was, moreover, supposed to have instructed Herakles in archery. After Eúrytos announced that he would give his beautiful daughter Iolê in marriage to anyone who could beat him in an archery contest, Herakles accepted the challenge and won. But Eúrytos reneged on his promise, and Herakles sacked Oikhalía in revenge, killing Eúrytos and abducting Iolê as his bride. (These events are woven into the plot of Sophocles’ Women of Trachis.) The story of Eúrytos’s bow will be picked up again in Book 21 (13–38), where we learn that this famous bow, later given to Odysseus as a gift, is the one that the hero will use to slay the Suitors.

          	267 About the love affair of Ares and beautifully crowned Aphrodite: The song that Demódokos sings, known as the “Lay of Ares and Aphrodite” (the archaic term “lay” refers to a relatively short poetic narrative), constitutes the longest and most complex of the Odyssey’s examples of the poet’s art. Unlike the bard’s previous song, about the quarrel between Achilles and Odysseus, which left Odysseus in tears, this 100-line-long lay creates delight, terpsis, in both the hero and the Phaiêkian audience (368), such terpsis being the aim of a bard. Yet despite the song’s ostensibly frothy subject matter and the laughter with which the tale ends, the song’s themes and motifs turn out to closely echo those of the Odyssey itself. Sometimes, these echoes are incidental. In the lay, for instance, Poseidon is at odds with the other gods about how to handle the situation (344), just as he is throughout the Odyssey (e.g., 1.19–21); in both poems, too, Helios the sun-god plays a crucial role in reporting illicit behavior (cf. 271, 302, and 12.376ff.). Far more important, though, are the striking thematic parallels between this poem-within-a-poem and the epic itself. Aphrodite and Ares’ relationship calls to mind the crime—adultery—that lingers over the Epic Cycle, from the affair between Helen and Paris, which sets the war in motion, to the murderous betrayal of Agamemnon by Aigisthos and Klytaimnêstra, which takes place in its aftermath, and calls to mind as well the Suitors’ relentless courting of another man’s wife. Hephaístos’s use of craftiness, stealth, and skill, tekhnê (332) to outwit a physically far stronger rival naturally recalls Odysseus’s modus operandi, whether in the Cyclops episode, in Book 9, or in the elaborately orchestrated revenge he will take on the Suitors later on, which also depends for its success on secrecy and entrapment. And we might say, too, that the conflicted emotions on display at the end of Demódokos’s tale—the shame and embarrassment of Aphrodite and Ares, the triumphant validation of Hephaístos’s righteous anger, and the “uncontrollable laughter” of the gods who witness the success of Hephaístos’s trap—are mirrored by the sometimes disorienting complex of emotions that haunts the end of the epic: the humiliation of the Suitors, the triumphant rehabilitation of Odysseus, the “happy ending” represented by the reunion of the husband and wife and the restoration of their marriage amidst the carnage of the slaughter of the Suitors.

          	288 Kythéreia: This epithet of Aphrodite, goddess of love, has traditionally been taken to be a reference to the island of Kýthera, a favorite of the goddess’s, which lies between the Peloponnese and Crete and which is said to be the place where the newborn goddess emerged from the foam. Both ancient and modern commentators, however, have offered alternative explanations for the epithet, deriving it variously from words for sexual intercourse, hiding, and desire.

          	294 the Sintians, whose language grates on the ear: The Sintians were the early inhabitants of Lémnos, an island favored by Hephaístos, located in the northern Aegean Sea, off the coast of Asia Minor. The reference to their language being agrios, “rough” or “savage,” to the ear probably has less to do with the way it sounded than with the fact that their language was non-Greek: to the Greeks, any language that was not Greek was “wild.” The English word “barbarian,” in fact, derives from the onomatopoetic Greek adjective barbaros, whose original connotation was far less pejorative than that of its modern-day descendant and which meant, essentially, “foreign,” since anything that was not Greek sounded, to the Greek ear, like gibberish, bar-bar-bar (not all that different from our blah-blah-blah).

          	448 an intricate knot, which once the Lady Circe had taught him: Odysseus’s adventures with the nymph Circe, who transforms his men into swine and on whose island he stays for a year, will be related in Book 10. Despite the fact that the episode begins with her turning his men into pigs, she ends up giving him helpful advice and useful practical information, including the instructions for making this secure knot.

          	499 Moved by the god: The Greek here literally means “starting out with the god.” The phrase seems to refer to the convention of beginning an epic recitation with an invocation of the Muse, as is the case with both the Iliad (“Rage—sing of the rage, Goddess, of Peleus’ son Achilles”) and the Odyssey (“Tell me the tale of a man, Muse, who had so many roundabout ways”).

          	519 Odysseus faced his most awful battle: After the death of Hector, his brother Deïphobos (mentioned at 4.276) became the leader of the Trojans. He was slain by Odysseus during the sack of the city, in the climactic single combat of the war.

          	523 Just as a woman would weep: One of the most striking and powerful similes in Homer. Although this “reverse simile” (see note on 5.394) avoids mentioning Troy, painting instead a generic portrait of the aftermath of a city’s sack—see, for instance, the description of Odysseus’s sack of the Thracian city of Ísmaros, his first exploit after the end of the war (9.40ff)—it is impossible not to think here of the most famous victims of Odysseus himself, the Trojan women who were enslaved by their Greek conquerors. Foremost among these were Hektor’s widow, Andromakhê, who became the concubine of Achilles’ son, Neoptólemos; Hektor’s sister Kassandra, whom Agamemnon brought home to Argos as his trophy and who was murdered with him by Klytaimnêstra and Aigisthos; and the widowed Trojan queen Hecuba, who according to the tradition became the war prize of Odysseus.
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          	2ff. Alkínoös, my lord . . . / A fine thing it is indeed: The way in which Odysseus stalls before actually answering the questions posed by Alkínoös at the end of the previous book (8.573–86)—that is, by digressing about the virtues of a good feast—gives us insight into the hero’s rhetorical skills. This is not the last time we will see him stall before revealing his identity: at 19.107ff., he similarly puts off answering Penelope’s demand to know who he is with a long speech about the benefits of good governance. There, as here, he pads his reply with banalities while figuring out precisely how he will finally respond. It is hard not to wonder whether there is something self-reflexive in Homer’s representation of his hero’s stalling tactic at the very moment Odysseus launches into his “song” about his great adventures: is the technique we see him using meant to remind us of the way in which an oral poet might fill out his song with formulaic material while performing?

          	19 I am Odysseus, son of Laërtes: Book 9 opens and closes with the hero stating his name and patronymic in this formal way. Here, in the opening scene, Odysseus finally tells the Phaiêkians, who have treated him hospitably, who he is; later on, Odysseus will recall how he boastfully revealed his name to the blinded Cyclops, who devoured his guests rather than welcoming them. This line is, in fact, the first time in the epic that Odysseus reveals his full name to anyone—something he rarely does, for reasons we will learn at the climax of the story he tells about his encounter with the Cyclops (see note below on 504ff.).

          	39ff. Kíkones . . . Ísmaros: Odysseus’s first adventure after the Sack of Troy belongs both to the geography and to the atmosphere of that war. The Kíkones were inhabitants of Thrace, the far northeastern region of Balkan Greece, across the Hellespont from Asia Minor, and had been allies of the Trojans; hence the expedition against Ísmaros in 40–42 might be thought of as a mopping-up operation. The description of the Greeks’ attack—the laying waste of the city, the slaughter of the men and enslavement of the women, the sharing out of the booty—reads like a capsule version of the Fall of Troy. The simile in this passage comparing the massed warriors to masses of leaves and flowers in season is, in fact, identical to one in the Iliad (Il. 2.468).

          	65 Until we had called out three times: A ritual gesture on behalf of the dead: survivors would call aloud the names of the dead three times in order to help their spirits find their way back home.

          	84 The food that they eat is a flower: Odysseus will learn about the Lotos-Eaters’ remarkable diet only after the reconnaissance mission returns. Line 89 makes clear that, when he sends his men ahead to learn about the inhabitants, he assumes (wrongly) that the locals are “bread-eating.”

          	119 No comings and goings: Odysseus appraises the Cyclopes’ land with a mixture of appreciation and bemusement—appreciation for its rich resources (131ff.) and bemusement because the inhabitants show no interest in exploiting them (“it remains unsown and unplowed,” “no shipwrights . . . no carpenters”). Given that the Odyssey was likely composed at the beginning of a period of intense colonizing on the part of many Greek city-states, the hero’s keen-eyed assessment of the island’s potential for productive settlement surely reflects a historical reality.
            An interesting feature of this passage is the sequence of nearly twenty lines with which it begins, which are characterized by a striking repetition of the word ou, “no,” as the first word (120, 122, 125, 126, 131, 137 in the original). It is tempting to think that this is a sly foreshadowing of this adventure’s notorious climax: the verbal trick Odysseus plays on the Cyclops Polyphêmos by using the false name “No-One,” ou-tis (9.366ff.).

          

          	197 Márôn, the son of Euánthes: The name Márôn is connected to the coastal Thracian town Maroneia, which was celebrated for its strong wines. “Euánthes” means “fully flowering,” likely a reference to flourishing vineyards. Some sources indicate that Márôn was a great-grandson of Dionysos, god of wine.

          	199 Because we had protected him and his children and his wife: This new detail about Odysseus’s behavior during his sack of Ísmaros (see 39ff.) is significant for our understanding of the hero’s character and particularly of his ability to restrain himself even at dramatic moments, which is frequently mentioned: during the violent assault on the city, he nonetheless respected the person of the priest and would not desecrate the sanctuary of the god by killing him. With this behavior we may compare that of Aías, son of Oileús (4.499ff.), who raped the Trojan princess Kassandra in the temple of Athena during the Sack of Troy, a blasphemy for which he was ultimately punished.

          	231 taking some cheese / For ourselves as well: The offerings that Odysseus and his men have made are for the gods, but they keep some of the food for themselves.

          	297 washed it down with unmixed milk: With this one exception, the adjective akrêtos, “unmixed,” is used in the Odyssey exclusively of wine, which the Greeks typically drank mixed with water (hence the presence, in scenes of feasting, of the kraters, mixing-bowls, from which a steward draws the watered wine before pouring it into the guests’ cups). Its anomalous use here may, in part, be in the way of a joke, since there is of course no point in mixing milk with water in order to dilute it, as was the case with wine. More important, the reference to the unmixed drink to which the Cyclops is accustomed sets up the important scene to come: Odysseus’s use of the powerful “undiluted” wine (akêrasion, a word related to akrêtos), which he had received from the priest Márôn (see on 197ff.), to get the Cyclops drunk.

          	384 just as a man might bore through a piece of ship’s timber: We have learned earlier (125ff.) that the Cyclopes have no ships or shipwrights; the simile thus suggests that Odysseus’s overpowering of the Cyclops represents a victory of civilized technology over a less-advanced culture. Other references to technology include line 322, when the Greeks staring at the Cyclops’s huge olive-wood club are immediately put in mind of the mast of a ship, and line 391, when the plunging of the sharpened stake into the Cyclops’s eye is compared to the way a blacksmith plunges the hot metal tool he is working on into the annealing bath.

          	403 Polyphêmos: This first time in Book 9 that the Cyclops’s name is mentioned; previously, only Zeus refers to him by name (at 1.70, the conversation with Athena in which Zeus ascribes Odysseus’s difficulties to the wrath of Poseidon, angered on behalf of his son, Polyphêmos, whom Odysseus had blinded). The name has a double meaning in this book. “Polyphêmos” could be taken to mean “making a great deal of noise,” which is of course what the Cyclops is doing when his neighbors come rushing to see what has happened to him; but it also means “He who confers great renown” (see the note on 1.154 concerning the name of Phêmios, the bard at the court in Ithaka, which shares the same root). And, indeed, it is during this adventure that Odysseus wins great fame, both for the cleverness with which he outsmarts the giant and for the awfulness of the travails he will have to endure as a result of his punishment at Poseidon’s hands. For further play on the name, see the note below on 22.376.

          	408 No-One is killing me: Odysseus’s famous use of a pun to vanquish his brutish enemy is, alas, even more complex and satisfying than an English translation can render. When the Cyclops first asks Odysseus his name (355), Odysseus responds by telling him that his name is outis, the Greek word for “nobody” or “no one” (= ou, “no” + tis, “someone”). His lie, however, contains more than a drop of truth. Odysseus has indeed been reduced to anonymity during his journeys, since he has been missing in action and is widely presumed to be dead. Hence when he says that “No-One is what people call me,” he is actually speaking the truth: when the epic begins, both his wife and his son Telémakhos are convinced that he is dead. (It’s also possible that outis could sound like a garbled version of “Odysseus”—the way you might say the name if you were drunk, which is what the Cyclops will soon be.)
            But there is a further layer of complexity to the hero’s tricky pun. When the other Cyclopes hear Polyphêmos’s screams and rush to his cave, they ask him if anyone is trying to steal his flocks or to murder him (405–6). The Greek word for “anyone” used here is mê tis, a form of ou tis (as a parallel, think of the way that, in English, we would use “anyone” when asking a question to which “no one” might be the answer: “Is anyone home?” “No, no one is home.”) So what the Cyclopes ask is, literally, “Is anyone (mê tis) stealing your flocks against your will? Is anyone (mê tis) murdering you through deceit or violence?” These are the questions to which the Cyclops responds, “Friend, No-One (outis) is murdering me through deceit, not violence.” What is so brilliant—and, unfortunately, untranslatable—about this passage is that in Greek there is a word that looks and sounds like mê tis, the words for “anyone,” and that word is a noun, mêtis, which happens to mean “cunning intelligence”—the quality preeminently associated with both Odysseus and his patron goddess, Athena (who is, in fact, the daughter of Mêtis, the personification of shrewd counsel). So one could also translate the Cyclopes’ lines as: “Is cunning intelligence stealing your flocks away against your will? Is cunning intelligence murdering you through deceit or violence?” To which the answer is, of course, “yes”: the Cyclops is done in by Odysseus, who uses his superior wits to outsmart the giant and steal his flocks.

          

          	504ff. Odysseus, sacker of cities . . . / The son of Laërtes, who holds his home in Ithaka: Odysseus’s boastful revelation of his name, patronymic, and homeland marks his triumph over his enemy and a high point in the evolution of the poem’s preoccupation with the hero’s name (see note above on 1.163): in the space of this one episode, he has gone, both literally and figuratively, from a “No-One” to the man whose ruses and stratagems are a fundamental element of his identity (a frequent epithet of Odysseus is, in fact, polymêtis, He of the Many Wiles). Unfortunately, this boastful revelation of his name simultaneously triggers a series of disasters: by giving the Cyclops his name, the hero provides his enemy with the information he needs to put a curse on him—as the Cyclops immediately does, calling upon his father, Poseidon, to make the hero’s homecoming as difficult as possible (526–35). The disasters that follow this declaration of his name suggest why Odysseus will henceforth be so reluctant to reveal his identity.

          	507 it comes back to me now—that prophecy of old: This is the first of three instances in which characters who have had interactions with Odysseus suddenly remember that his coming had, in fact, long since been predicted. Circe, the nymph who turns his men into animals, will make a similar statement (10.330–32), as will Alkínoös, king of the Phaiêkians (13.172–78). There is no tradition that we know of that mentions these predictions, and it is likely that the poet included them in order to lend an aura of inevitability—of having been fated—to the hero’s return.
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          	3 around it there ran a wall / Made of unbreakable bronze: Aiolía is perfectly self-contained, both physically and culturally. Since it floats around the sea, it cannot be located by navigators; surrounded by an impregnable wall of bronze (like Alkínoös’s palace, 7.86) and sheer cliffs, it is extremely difficult of access. The incestuous brother-sister marriages within the royal family mirror the hermetic quality of the island itself.

          	82 Laistrygónian Telépylos, where a shepherd returning home: The adjective têlépylon means “with far-apart gates”: it is not clear whether this is the name of the city or simply a description of it.
            The description of the land of the Laistrygónians blends the familiar and the exotic. Like the Phaiêkians (and Greeks), they are seafarers who construct harbors and live in a city governed by a king who rules in consultation with a council; on the other hand, they inhabit a strange “land of the midnight sun” in which nighttime seems not to exist (“the paths of both night and day are close to each other,” 86; compare the Kimmérians in Book 11, who live in eternal darkness). The temporal oddity has suggested to some scholars that the action here is set in the far North—perhaps even Scandinavia.

          

          	106 the Laistrygónian Antiphátes: The name of the monstrous king of the Laistrygónians means “anti-renown”—an appropriate one for the character who presides over the greatest single disaster Odysseus endures during his return, during which his entire fleet, with the exception of his own ship, is destroyed—a catastrophe that threatens to reduce him to being “no one” and having no reputation at all. There is thus an inverted symmetry between this episode and the adventure with the Cyclops, which, as we have seen (see note on 9.403), brings him great fame, thereby fulfilling the promise of the Cyclops’s name, Polyphêmos, “He who brings great renown.”

          	137 She who was full sister to that baleful man Aiëtes: Here the Odyssey’s narrative intersects with the ancient legend of Jason and the Argonauts, which has much in common with our epic: both sagas treat the adventures of a Greek hero who finds himself on distant shores faced with alluring females and exotic and often dangerous locals. In the version of the story of Jason that has come down to us, the Argonautika of Apollonios of Rhodes (fl. 300–250 BCE), which undoubtedly drew on much earlier material, Jason sails to the land of Aia, located in the farthest reaches of the East, searching for the legendary Golden Fleece; when he arrives, the king, Aiëtes, promises to give him the fleece on the condition that he successfully perform a number of dangerous feats. Eventually, Jason steals the fleece with the help of Aiëtes’ daughter, the sorceress Medea, who has fallen in love with him, and the two escape to Greece. Medea is therefore the aunt of Circe, the name of whose island, Aiaíê, means “belonging to Aia.”

          	193 If there is some cunning plan that we can devise: A buried pun here alludes to the ongoing tension between survival and annihilation—that is, between being someone and being “no one”—that runs through Odysseus’s adventures. As we recall from the Cyclops episode, the Greek for “cunning intelligence” (mêtis) is a homophone, in certain cases, for the words for “anyone/no one” (mê tis). For this reason, the phrase that I have translated as “. . . let us now swiftly consider / If there is some cunning plan [mêtis] that we can devise” sounds identical to one that can be translated as “. . . let us now swiftly consider / whether any one [of us] will continue to be no one [mê tis].” Here again, cunning intelligence, mêtis, is contrasted with nothingness and anonymity.

          	305 Môly is what the gods call it, difficult to dig up: The magical herb that will protect Odysseus from Circe’s powers, whose name may be derived from the Sanskrit mûlam, “root,” has excited considerable interest on the part of scholars. There are certain objects in the Homeric poems for which, the poet tells us, the gods have one name and mortals another; what is distinctive about môly is that it only has a divine name, which means that knowledge of its nature and properties is available solely to the gods, who alone perceive not only the white flower, which is visible to all, but the black root, which mortals cannot see because it is so difficult to dig out. See note below on the Wanderers, the wandering rocks encountered by the hero Jason (12.61), which, like môly, have a name known only to the gods.
            The plant’s twofold appearance—white above ground, black beneath—alludes, further, to the poem’s overarching theme of the disparity between external appearance and inner reality.

          

          	437 For it was that man’s heedlessness that doomed them all to destruction: Eurýlokhos’s condemnation of Odysseus closely, and rather ironically, echoes a line in the Proem (1.7: “For their heedlessness destroyed them, theirs and nobody else’s”). The tension between the two accounts is striking: the Muse, through Homer, plainly states in Book 1 that the men perished through their own irresponsibility, whereas the men themselves, through their spokesman, Eurýlokhos, squarely place the blame on Odysseus. It is as if Eurýlokhos is self-consciously refuting the Muse.

          	441 Close kinsman to me though he was by marriage: According to a post-Homeric tradition, Eurýlokhos was Odysseus’s brother-in-law—the husband of his younger sister, Ktiménê. (She is mentioned at 15.364, when the loyal swineherd Eúmaios recalls how he had been raised by Odysseus’s mother, Antíkleia, alongside Ktiménê, “the last of the children she bore.”) The most fully characterized of Odysseus’s companions, Eurýlokhos is often the leader of the crew’s opposition to their leader. It is he who will later urge the surviving crew members to eat the cattle of the Sun, the crime for which they are all killed.

          	492 Theban Teiresias: Teiresias, the best known of the prophets and seers of myth and a recurring character in a number of Greek tragedies, was the subject of a number of legends. According to one, his blindness was inflicted by Hera, in compensation for which Zeus gave him the gift of prophecy; in another, he was blinded by Athena as punishment for having accidentally glimpsed her naked in her bath. Of note here is the strange detail that, alone of all the dead, Teiresias retains his full mental faculties (just as Odysseus’s men do after being transformed by Circe: 10.240), which is borne out by the fact that when Odysseus arrives in Hades, Teiresias immediately recognizes him (11.90ff.).

          	510 lofty poplars and willows, which let their unripe fruit fall and rot: The willow, which drops its fruit before it has matured, became a symbol of barrenness.

          	513ff. Pyriphlegéthôn . . . Kókytos . . . Styx . . . Akhérôn: The topography of the Land of the Dead. Two rivers, Pyriphlegéthôn (“blazing with fire”) and Kókytos (“wailing”), the latter a branch of the River Styx, flow through Hades and empty into Akhérôn (“flowing with pain”), which is sometimes represented as a river but here has the characteristics of a lake.

          	516–40 Dig out a pit . . . : The ritual prescribed by Circe—consisting of a hodgepodge of ritual elements culled from a number of Greek religious practices (libations, animal sacrifices, burnt offerings) that are here given a deliberately eerie twist—is intended to protect Odysseus and appease the gods of the dead, Hades and Persephone, while the hero engages in necromancy. Érebos (“the dark place”) was, technically, a region in the Underworld to which the soul went immediately after death; in this passage, it stands for all of Hades. The ritual gesture prescribed by Circe distinguishes between the living and the dead: the hero turns the victims’ heads toward Hades while he himself looks back at the stream of Ocean, the body of water on which he sailed. The shades of the dead will only be able to speak after they have drunk the blood of the sacrificial victims, which fills the pit Odysseus has been instructed to dig.
            The cubit, a unit of measurement popular throughout the ancient Mediterranean, is the distance from the tip of the middle finger to the elbow.

          

          	552 A certain Elpênor: Odysseus will learn about Elpênor’s death, which he here reports in hindsight, only after he arrives in Hades at the beginning of the next book (11.51ff.). The quasi-comical death of this hapless character, who has neither the valor of Iliadic heroes nor the cunning of Odysseus, suggests that Elpênor himself is a kind of sacrifice whose function is to create a bridge from the world of the living to that of the dead, allowing Odysseus and his crew to sail from Aiaíê to Hades.

        

      
      
        Book 11

        
          	13 The ship reached the farthest boundaries of Ocean: The Greeks conceived of Ocean as a great river whose current encircled the known world, beyond which Hades lies.

          	14 Kimmérian men: The precise identity of these people has been debated since ancient times. Two Greek scholars of the Hellenistic period, Aristarchus of Samothrace and Krates of Mallos, believed that the name of the tribe was actually “Kerberian,” a reference to Kerberos, the watchdog of Hades: the people whom Odysseus meets as he begins his travels through the Land of the Dead are thus “the people of Kerberos.” There was an actual tribe whom later Greeks referred to as “Kimmérians”; they are mentioned by Herodotus, who describes them as living in what is now the Crimea (whose name, in fact, is derived from “Kimméria”). But Homer’s description of the short days and long nights (15–19) has persuaded some scholars that the setting Homer has in mind here is far to the north, in Britain or even Scandinavia.

          	54 since another task was pressing: In their haste to leave Circe’s island and undertake the journey to Hades, Odysseus and his crew were unaware of Elpênor’s death. Because his body lies unburied, without due funeral rites, his soul is doomed to wander.

          	88 I still refused to allow her / To get near the blood: This is one of the most powerful examples of Odysseus’s ability to master his emotions in the service of his mission. Circe had instructed the hero to fend off the shades of the dead until he questions Teiresias (10.537), an instruction which he follows, despite his longing to speak with the ghost of his mother—whose death he had been unaware of until this moment. Throughout the epic, the hero’s self-control is repeatedly contrasted with both the gluttony of the Suitors and the lack of self-discipline characteristic of Odysseus’s crew; cf. 11.105, when Teiresias declares to Odysseus that he and his men might yet survive if they are able to “restrain [their] appetites.”

          	108 You will find the grazing cattle and the fine flocks: Teiresias’s prediction focuses on what will be, in fact, the final adventure that Odysseus and his crew have together: the all-important sojourn on Thrinakía, already alluded to in the Proem (1.8ff.). It is noteworthy that, rather than predicting an outcome, the seer presents the future as a series of choices available to the hero and his crew: if they avoid the cattle of the Sun, they will survive, but if they lay hands on the cattle, then Odysseus’s ship and crewmates are doomed. Interestingly, Odysseus’s life never seems to be in question.

          	121 You must go forth with an oar: Teiresias’s prophecy has been the source of some puzzlement. One interpretation is that the task that Teiresias orders Odysseus to complete once he has slaughtered the Suitors is an expiatory ritual intended to appease the wrath of Poseidon once and for all: he will plant an oar—a symbol of Poseidon’s domain—in a territory so far inland that its people have no knowledge of the sea, thereby expanding the god’s sphere of influence. Although this important act of closure belongs to a future far beyond the scope of the epic’s narration, its inclusion here, along with descriptions both of the hero’s death (just following: 11.134ff.) and birth (19.400ff.), suggests that the epic indeed embraces a kind of “biography” of Odysseus, encompassing the whole of his life.

          	134 death far from the sea: The phrase ex halos, which can mean either “from the sea” or “far from the sea,” has long been the subject of controversy. Both Aeschylus and Sophocles, influenced by sources lost to us, wrote plays (also now lost) in which Odysseus died as the result of a wound caused by a fish bone—hence, “death from the sea.” But it seems far more natural to interpret the phrase as meaning that Odysseus, who suffered so much upon the sea, will meet his “ever so gentle” death comfortably ensconced on dry land and well away from the source of so many of his troubles: hence, “death far from the sea.”

          	213 noble Persephone: Persephone, the daughter of Zeus and his sister Demeter, became queen of the dead after her abduction by Hades, the god who presides over the Land of the Dead, which bears his name.

          	225 Meanwhile, the women / Approached: This is the beginning of the Catalogue of Heroines, a passage of nearly one hundred lines in which Odysseus describes his interviews with the shades of mythic women and girls (235–330). This female-oriented section is only the first part of the hero’s account of his encounters with the famous dead; after an interlude of about fifty lines, during which he interrupts his narrative and speaks with both Arétê and Alkínoös (331–84; see note below on 333 on this section), he goes on to describe his encounters with the shades of the various heroes whom he knew, notably those of Agamemnon (387–464), Achilles (473–540), Aías (543–65), and Herakles (601–27). Note that, here as always, Odysseus carefully selects his material to appeal to his listeners: Arétê is impressed by his encounters with famous women (336ff.), while Alkínoös, after praising Odysseus’s narrative skills and comparing him to a professional minstrel (368), asks him to speak specifically about his comrades at Troy (371ff.). It is worth noting that Odysseus tends to suppress the more unsavory elements of these mythic women’s tales (e.g., that of Herakles’ wife, Megárê: see note below on 269), focusing instead on their illustrious pedigrees and marriages.

          	235 The first one I saw was Tyro: The prominence of Tyro in the catalogue is due, perhaps, to her status as the ancestress of a number of great figures in epic. Through her union with Poseidon, she was the grandmother of Nestor, and through her marriage to Krêtheús, she was the grandmother of both Jason the Argonaut (whose archenemy, Pelías, was one of Tyro’s sons by Poseidon) and of Melámpous, a character who will figure importantly in the tale of Nestor’s sister Pêró (11.287ff.).

          	236 matchless Salmoneús: Another strange use of amumôn, “blameless” (see note above on 1.29). In fact, Salmoneús was a byword for arrogance: he commanded his people to worship him as Zeus, and went so far as to build a bridge of bronze over which he drove his chariot so as to be able to make a sound like thunder. For this act of hubris, Zeus struck him down with one of his thunderbolts. In the Iliad’s Catalogue of Ships, he is referred to as adikos, “unjust.”

          	269 Megárê, too, the daughter of proud-spirited Kreíôn: Odysseus tactfully suppresses the best-known fact about Herakles’ wife, Megárê, which is that the demigod slaughtered her and their children in a fit of madness. It was as atonement for that crime that Herakles was compelled to complete his twelve labors.

          	271 the mother of Oedipus, the beautiful Epikástê: Oedipus’s wife and mother is better known by an alternate name, Iokástê (Jocasta). After unwittingly murdering his own father, Laíos—an accursed crime—Oedipus traveled to Thebes, where he solved the riddle of the Sphinx and married the widowed queen, who was eventually revealed as being his own mother. The Thebans were also known as Kadmeíans, after the city’s founder, Kadmos. For the Erinyes, or Furies, foul-looking deities who avenge the deaths of mothers, see the note above on 2.135.

          	284 Minyeian Orkhomenós: Orkhomenós was the principal city of the Minyai, a people who dwelled in central Greece, near Thebes.

          	287 she bore noble Pêró, that marvel to mortal men: This highly compressed and somewhat confusing account of the courtship of Nestor’s sister, Pêró—which alludes to the travails of the girl’s suitor, the renowned seer Melámpous (“Black-Foot”)—would have been well known to the original audience. Melámpous, the only man who took up Neleús’s challenge (that is, that he would give his daughter in marriage to the man capable of stealing the cattle of Íphiklos), did so because he was eager to win Pêró not for himself but for his brother, Bias. But the gods contrived for Melámpous to fall into the hands of some herdsmen in Phylákê, a city in Thessaly, where he was put in fetters. Íphiklos freed him after a year because Melámpous had agreed to share his prophecies with him; Melámpous then brought Pêró home to be his brother’s bride. The tale of Melámpous is picked up later (15.225ff.), when a descendant of his, the seer Theoklýmenos, meets Telémakhos and returns with him to Ithaka.
            The phrase with which this episode concludes, “And so Zeus’s will was reaching its fulfillment,” is a verbatim quotation of the final line of the Iliad’s Proem (Il. 1.10).

          

          	298ff. Leda . . . Kástor . . . Polydeúkes: Leda, wife of the Spartan king Tyndáreos, whom Zeus raped after assuming the form of a swan. After they died, her twin sons, Kástor and Polydeúkes (better known to us by their Latin names, Castor and Pollux), were granted the honor of being allowed to alternate between life and death. Here again, Odysseus suppresses an important if unsavory element of a heroine’s story. For Leda was also the mother of two famous adulteresses, both of whom play key roles in the Iliad and the Odyssey: her union with Zeus produced Helen of Troy and her marriage to Tyndáreos produced Klytaimnêstra.

          	305 Iphimédeia: Her children, the giants Otos and Ephiáltes, figure among mythology’s great exemplars of hubris, having attempted to storm Mount Olympos by piling Mount Ossa on top of Mount Pelion, only to be struck down by Apollo, son of Zeus and Leto. Orion, the hunter referred to in Book 5 by Kalypso as the doomed lover of Êos, the dawn goddess, will be glimpsed later by Odysseus (572ff.).
            A fathom, about six feet, is the distance between the tips of the middle fingers on a man’s hands when his arms are outstretched.

          

          	321 Phaídra . . . Prókris . . . Ariádnê: Three women connected with Athens, all of whom had tragic ends. Phaídra and Ariádnê were both daughters of the Cretan king Minos. In the better-known version of the myth of Ariádnê that has come down to us, Ariádnê helped the Athenian prince Theseus infiltrate the Labyrinth and slay the half-human, half-bull Minotaur; afterward, he abducted her from her home in Crete in order to bring her back to Athens, but en route abandoned her on the island of Naxos, where the god Dionysos became her lover. (Homer alludes here to a version about which we have little information and cannot reconstruct with any certainty; it is unclear what Dionysos’s “condemnation” refers to.) Her sister Phaídra later married Theseus, whose grown son by an earlier wife, Hippolytus, became the object of Phaídra’s erotic obsession. Spurned by Hippolytus, the queen hanged herself after leaving a note accusing him of trying to rape her; after reading the note, Theseus called down a curse on his son, killing him. Prókris, the daughter of another king of Athens, Erekhtheús, was the wife of Képhalos. The couple’s story has relevance to the Odyssey’s marital theme: in an attempt to test his wife’s fidelity, Képhalos left home for eight years and, upon his return, disguised himself and courted Prókris, who succumbed to his advances. The couple remained married; much later, Képhalos killed his wife in a hunting accident.

          	326 Maíra . . . Klyméne . . . Eríphylê: Maíra, a nymph and acolyte of Artemis, was killed after she broke her vows of chastity. Klyméne was the mother of Íphiklos, who figures in the earlier tale of the courtship of Pêró (see note above on 287ff.).
            Eríphylê’s betrayal of her husband for money made her a byword for female treachery. During the wars of succession following the death of Oedipus (see note above on Epikástê, 271), Polyneikes, one of the dead king’s sons, formed a coalition (the “Seven Against Thebes”) in order to make war on Thebes, where his brother, Eteokles, had seized the kingship. A seer called Amphiáraos, who foresaw the disastrous outcome of the expedition and refused to join, hid from Polyneikes, but his wife, Eríphylê, betrayed the location of his hiding place to Polyneikes in return for a payment of gold. It is no accident that Eríphylê is the last mythic woman whom Odysseus mentions: when Odysseus resumes his tale, following the interlude at 331ff., he begins with the conversation he had with the shade of Agamemnon, who bitterly denounces the treachery of his adulterous wife, Klytaimnêstra.

          

          	333 And a hush descended as all of them fell silent: This is the beginning of a fifty-line interlude in Odysseus’s long narrative (which will resume at 385, with the appearance of Agamemnon’s shade)—an intermezzo triggered by the hero’s concern that the hour has grown late and he expects to embark for home the next morning, as his hosts had promised (7.317). The interlude begins with a kind of “reaction shot,” allowing us to gauge the effect that Odysseus’s tale has had on this audience: like a professional bard, he casts a spell over them (“absolutely spellbound”; cf. Alkínoös at 368, “You’ve recited this tale exactly as an expert bard would do”).
            This scene is also notable for a moment of tension between the queen and king. Rejoicing in the success of Odysseus’s performance, Arétê claims that he is her guest (338) and orders the assembled Phaiêkians to be generous to him—at which point the elderly councillor Ekhénêos, who earlier had urged Alkínoös to give the mysterious stranger a proper welcome (7.155ff.), pointedly reasserts the primacy of the king (346). Interestingly, when the king reasserts his authority (353), he uses the exact words that Telémakhos had used to silence Penelope in Book 1 after she had ordered the bard Phêmios to stop singing about the Greeks’ homecoming from Troy: “For it’s I who rules over this house” (11.353 = 1.359). In this context, Alkínoös’s request to Odysseus at 371 to shift his focus from the women he met in Hades to the heroes of the Trojan War takes on a pointed significance: the tale will henceforth be about men.

          

          	367 You’ve recited this tale exactly as an expert bard would do: Alkínoös makes a comparison that will thread its way throughout the epic, highlighting its themes of poetry and storytelling: although the Proem introduces Odysseus as a sacker of cities (1.2), he is more than once pointedly compared to a bard. The epic’s ongoing presentation of Odysseus as both a hero who performs great exploits and the bard who celebrates those exploits—nowhere more so than in his recitation in Books 9–12—is part of its larger interest (one might say “meta-interest”) in the mechanics of poetry and in its social and artistic function. The comparison of the hero to a poet will recur when the swineherd Eúmaios, after an evening swapping stories with the disguised Odysseus, observes that he performs as well as a professional bard (17.518), and culminates in the climactic moment in Book 21 when the hero, on the verge of slaughtering the Suitors, strings his bow “Just as a man who has mastered the lyre and the art of song / Will easily stretch a string all the way round a new peg” (21.406–5).

          	461 For splendid Orestes has not died upon the earth yet: As with all the dead in Hades, Agamemnon’s knowledge is limited to events up to the moment of his death and to what he now sees transpiring in Hades. Hence, he presumes that his son cannot have died yet, since he has not seen Orestes’ shade in Hades. Similarly, Achilles’ shade will have to ask Odysseus for news of his son, Neoptólemos (11.492ff.).

          	464 Whether he lives or has died. Such idle talk is bad: Odysseus dismisses Agamemnon’s poignant request for information about Orestes using the same phrases that the phantom sent by Athena to Penelope at the end of Book 4 used to dismiss the queen’s desperate request for information about the long-absent Odysseus (11.464 = 4.837).

          	467ff. Achilles . . . Pátroklos . . . Antílokhos . . . Aías: Odysseus now encounters the shades of the principal Greek heroes who were killed in the Trojan War. The four men named here are the same four to whom Nestor had referred to in Book 3 as “our best men [who] were cut down” (see note above on 3.109ff.); they will be mentioned again in the epic’s second visit to Hades, in Book 24, when the same quartet gathers one last time (24.15ff.).

          	489ff. I would far rather live off the earth as the serf of another man . . . / Than rule here as the lord: The confrontation between the hero of the Odyssey and the hero of the Iliad represents a wrenching high point in the Odyssey’s ongoing engagement with its predecessor. Achilles, we remember, had chosen a short life that would bring him glory over a long and undistinguished existence; his words here amount to a startling repudiation of that earlier heroic choice and, by implication, validate the ethics of the Odyssey, whose hero is a hero of survival.

          	496 Phthía: The area in the central Greek region of Thessaly that was home to Achilles, Peleus, and the Myrmidons.

          	508ff. I myself brought him out . . . / From Skyros: Desperate to keep the young Achilles out of the Trojan War, his mother, Thetis, hid him on the Aegean island of Skyros, where she disguised him as a girl. Eventually he fathered a child there—Neoptólemos—before going off to the war. According to the Little Iliad, one of the poems of the Epic Cycle (see introduction, p. 6), after Achilles’ death Odysseus received a prophecy from the captured Trojan prince Helenos that Troy would not fall until Achilles’ son had been brought to fight there, and so Odysseus sailed to Skyros to fetch him.

          	517 I could never recite the names, let alone tell the stories of: This distinctively Iliadic tenor of this line (see note above on 4.240) is particularly appropriate here, when Odysseus encounters the hero of the Iliad.

          	519ff. Têlephos’s son . . . because of gifts that were made to a woman: Eurýpylos’s father, Têlephos, was king of Mysia, a region just east of Troy, whose people were known as Keteíans and who fought on the side of the Trojans. During a skirmish at the beginning of the war, Têlephos was wounded by Achilles, who nonetheless subsequently healed him; in return for this boon, Têlephos—who was married to Priam’s sister, Astyokhê—promised not to assist in the Trojan War effort. Toward the end of the war, however, a desperate Priam bribed Astyokhê (“gifts that were made to a woman”) to persuade her son, Eurýpylos, to fight for the Trojans and thereby to break the agreement between Têlephos and Achilles. Eurýpylos displayed great valor but was ultimately slain by Neoptólemos with the very spear Achilles had used to wound Têlephos. The story of Têlephos was a popular subject in Athenian tragedy: all three of the canonical playwrights—Aeschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides—are known to have written dramas about him, although none of those plays has survived.

          	523 the Horse / That Epeíos had labored to build: A Greek leader who had come to Troy with the contingent from the Cycladic islands, Epeíos was the builder of the Trojan Horse, the idea for which was Odysseus’s; according to tradition, he was one of the thirty Greeks who hid inside it. In the Iliad, Epeíos appears as a skilled wrestler.

          	546 the prize that was set by his lady mother: Following the death of Achilles, the hero’s mother, Thetis, offered his armor—the remarkable fashioning of which, by the hands of Hephaístos himself, is described at length in Book 8 of the Iliad—to whichever Greek had done the most to retrieve Achilles’ body from the battlefield. In some versions of the myth, Odysseus won the prize by bribing the judges, thereby triggering a series of events that led to Aías’s suicide (see note above on 3.109).

          	568 Then I saw Minos there: The great Cretan king Minos, the son of Zeus and Hera for whom the Minoan civilization is named, is not to be understood “judging the dead” as part of a system of rewards and punishments for past behavior (a notion taken up by Plato, long after Homer); rather, he is depicted here simply as continuing to carry out his royal functions in death.

          	572 I caught sight of gigantic Orion: Like Minos (above, 568), the hunter Orion pursues in death the activity for which he was noted in life. The twist here is that now he can only bag the game that he had killed while he was alive.

          	576 And then I saw Tityós, the wide-famed son of Gaía: The gigantic Tityós has already been mentioned (7.324) in connection with the Phaiêkians’ journey to his home island, Euboia. In the present passage, he heads a list of mythic characters who endure terrible punishments in Hades. Tityós had attempted to rape Leto, mother of Artemis and Apollo (whose oracle at Delphi was also known as Pythô); the fact that she is described here—unusually—as Zeus’s “illustrious consort” suggests that Tityós has not only offended Leto’s children but insulted Zeus himself. Because the Greeks thought of the liver as the seat of sexual desire, the giant’s torment—he is attacked daily by a pair of vultures that tear at his liver—is an apt punishment for an act of sexual violence. Panopeús was a city in Phocis, the region in which Delphi was located.

          	582 And I noticed Tantalos, too: A legendary king of Phrygia, in Asia Minor, Tantalos—the father of Pelops, an ancestor of both Agamemnon and Menelaos—was one of the rare mortals to enjoy the privilege of dining with the gods. The reason for his punishment, which gives us the word “tantalize,” is not stated here but was likely known to Homer’s audience: Tantalos had served the flesh of his own child to the gods at a banquet, a grotesque violation of religious, social, and familial norms. The violation of proper host-guest relations implicit in Tantalos’s perverted feast has particular resonance in the Odyssey, with its continual emphasis on the importance of xenia.

          	593 And I noticed Sísyphos, too: The crime for which Sísyphos is punished is not named, although there is a tradition that his offense was to have tried to escape from death; other poets describe him as having used his wiles to escape from Hades or otherwise trick his way out of dying. (His punishment is apt because he is condemned to an endless cycle of futile actions from which there is, in fact, no escape.) In this context it is worth noting a tradition, which Homer does not follow in the Odyssey, that Sísyphos, known as the slyest of all men, was the father of Odysseus. All this suggests, somewhat ironically, that the last of the torments that Odysseus witnesses in Hades is a punishment for an act very much like the one he himself is committing in this book—that is, coming back alive from the Land of the Dead.

          	601 mighty Herakles: The greatest of all legendary heroes, Herakles has already been mentioned by Odysseus at 8.224ff., where he told the Phaiêkians that, while he surpassed all mortal men (save Philoktêtes) in the use of the bow and arrow, he would never attempt to rival the archery of Herakles, who competed with the gods themselves. A son of Zeus, Herakles had visited the Land of the Dead in order to bring back Kerberos, the three-headed watchdog of Hades (= the Hound, 623ff.), that being one of the twelve arduous labors he was forced to undertake at the behest of the wicked king Eurystheus (see note below on 621). Herakles, the preeminent hero of an earlier era, thus provides a model for Odysseus in the present, and indeed some scholars believe that Homer was inspired by the legend of Herakles to create an episode in which Odysseus visits the Land of the Dead. In the Iliad, Herakles is presented as being mortal (Achilles remarks that even he could not escape death, although he was beloved by his father, Zeus), whereas according to another tradition, the hero, after his death, was elevated bodily to Olympos, where he wed the goddess of youth, Hêbê.
            In contrast to his exchanges with the heroines and heroes of both the recent and distant past, this encounter is curiously one-sided: Herakles strides off before Odysseus has a chance to reply to his brief speech, and the entire episode comes to an abrupt conclusion very shortly thereafter.

          

          	621 I was bound to serve an inferior / Man: As a result of the machinations of Hera, who was enraged by Zeus’s adultery with Herakles’ mother, Alkmênê, the semi-divine hero was forced to serve at the pleasure of the mortal Eurystheus, who devised the twelve Labors.

          	631 Theseus and Peiríthoös: The Athenian king Theseus, a hero best known for slaying the Minotaur, had—like both Herakles and Odysseus—journeyed to Hades, accompanied by his close friend Peiríthoös, in order to abduct Persephone, queen of the dead. The historian Plutarch, in his Life of Theseus, mentions an ancient belief that these lines about the king of Athens had been inserted during the sixth century CE to please that city’s ruler, Peisístratos (who, some scholars believe, was responsible for having the Homeric epics committed to writing in something resembling their final form: see the introduction, pp. 10–11).

          	635 The head of the Gorgon: The severed head of Medusa, one of the monstrous Gorgons, which had the power to turn anyone who looked at it to stone, was set into the center of the aegis (for which, see note above on 3.42). Odysseus’s encounters with the shades of the famous dead end on a note of abject fear as the hero, terrified at the thought of encountering the Gorgon, makes a hasty exit.

        

      
      
        Book 12

        
          	61 “Wanderers”: The name of these terrifying cliffs, Planktái, is derived from the verb plazo, which has connotations both active—“to strike,” “to drive off course”—and passive: “to be set adrift,” “to roam.” (It is the verb of which Odysseus is the subject in the second line of the Proem, and which I translate there as “To wander, driven off course”). This name, like that of the magical herb môly at 10.305, is also noteworthy for being known only to the gods, a detail suggesting that the Planktái are unknown to mortals (with the exception of Jason, who had divine help in passing them).

          	68 by dire squalls of fire: Probably an allusion to a volcano.

          	70 as she sailed on home from Aiëtes: Another allusion to the legendary expedition of Jason and the Argonauts (see note above on 10.137). The hero Jason—a favorite of the goddess Hera in much the same way Odysseus is a favorite of Athena—was renowned for the perilous voyage he made in the Argo from Greece to Colchis, located at the far eastern shore of the Black Sea, in search of the fabulous Golden Fleece. After Jason reached Colchis, the king, Aiëtes—son of Helios, brother of Circe, and father of the young princess Medea—forced him to undergo a number of dangerous trials from which the hero emerged victorious, largely because of magical aid provided him by Medea, who had fallen in love with him. After stealing the Golden Fleece, Jason returned to Greece with Medea as his bride—another perilous voyage, as this passage makes clear. The phrase used to describe the Argo in line 70, “well known to all people,” suggests the existence of an earlier epic tradition, known to Homer, which treated the story of the Argonauts and which Homer used as a model for his own story.
            The tale of Jason and the Argonauts would be taken up once again, many centuries after Homer, in the Argonautika, an epic in four books by Apollonius of Rhodes, a writer and a head of the Library of Alexandria who flourished in the first half of the third century BCE (see note above on 10.137).

          

          	85 Skylla: The monster’s name—which is likely derived from the verb skyllô, “to tear, to rend”—is self-consciously connected in this passage to another Greek word, skylax, “puppy”: Homer endows his monster with a grotesque combination of horrifying and puppyish traits. Although any precise geographical identification is absent from the Odyssey, some ancients believed that the two monsters described in this episode, Skylla and Kharybdis (see note below on 104), faced each other across the Straits of Messina, the channel that separates the boot of Italy from Sicily (which was long identified as being Thrinakía, the island of the cattle of the Sun), locating Skylla on the Italian side and Kharybdis on the Sicilian side.

          	104 Kharybdis: The whirlpool is aptly named: the word means “gaping-gulper.”

          	130 Fifty head in each herd: Because each herd consists of 350 animals, it is tempting to interpret these “cattle of the Sun”—undying, imperishable, never changing in number—as representing the days of the year.

          	132 Phaëthousa and Lampetíê: The Sun’s daughters, whose names mean “Radiant” and “Glowing,” are sometimes identified as sisters of Achilles’ mother, Thetis.

          	184 O Odysseus, rich in praise, great glory of the Achaeans: The opening line of the Sirens’ eight-line song suggests the source of the deadly “enchantment,” thelxis, that they exert: their admiring address to the hero replicates verbatim a line in the Iliad (9.673), in which Agamemnon flatteringly addresses Odysseus before asking him about the success of an important mission. The Sirens’ song, then, vividly plunges the hero back into the world of the Trojan War, that preeminent showcase for the “glorious deeds of heroes,” klea andrôn, which are the proper subject for a bard’s compositions: lines 189–90 confirm that the subject of the Sirens’ song is “all the hardships that . . . [b]oth the Argives and the Trojans endured.” (There is a sly possibility that the song they are singing is, in fact, the Iliad.) Despite the Sirens’ subsequent assurance that anyone who hears their song “returns knowing so much more,” the fact that the meadow they inhabit is littered with the bones of their audiences suggests that no one, in fact, survives their performances to return home, so distracting are the narcotic enchantments of the songs and what they represent. The regressive pleasure of hearing about the glories of the past thus prove fatal to moving ahead into the future—the challenge that faces Odysseus.

          	253 To plunge the horn of a field-dwelling ox into the ocean: A ring of horn around the fishing line protected the line from being severed in the mouth of the fish.

          	261 the untouched island: That is, Thrinakía, mentioned earlier at 12.106.

          	356ff. The men stood round in a circle . . . / For they had no white barley . . . / They had no wine: The details of the sacrifice performed by Odysseus’s men at 12.356–63 significantly diverge from normal ritual practice, that norm being fully represented in the scene of Nestor’s grand sacrifice at 3.430–63. Typically, at the beginning of the ritual, barley grains would be tossed over the animal to be sacrificed, and then water poured on its head (to make it “nod” in agreement to the ritual: the animal had to be seen to consent to its slaughter). Then the animal’s throat would be cut with a knife and the blood collected in a vessel. The carcass would then be butchered, and the thighbones wrapped in fat and covered with pieces of raw meat; this was the gods’ portion, over which, as it burned, a libation of wine would be poured. The rest of the carcass would then be butchered and cut into pieces to be roasted on skewers, providing the feast for the celebrants, which had to be eaten on the spot and within a given amount of time.
            Here, however, Odysseus’s men are forced to substitute leaves for barley and water for wine; and the feast for the celebrants is delayed until later, since the men fall asleep immediately after burning the thighbones. All of these divergences from normal practice mark the aberrant nature of the sacrifice and hence serve as omens of the disaster to come.

          

          	374 To Hyperion the Sun, a messenger then came swiftly: Odysseus’s verbatim report of a conversation that took place among the gods following his men’s sacrilegious eating of the cattle of the Sun (374–88), raises an awkward question: How could he know about what the gods said to one another on Mount Olympos? The equally awkward answer given at 389–90 (“All this I heard from Kalypso . . . [who] had heard it from Hermes the Guide”) has suggested to a number of scholars that the passage is an interpolation.

          	383 I shall go down to the house of Hades and shine among the dead!: The seriousness of the crew’s transgression is reflected in the dire nature of Hyperion’s threat: if he is not avenged, he will invert the natural order of the cosmos.

          	389 All this I heard from Kalypso: However much Odysseus may act like a professional bard (see notes on 11.367, 17.518), these lines remind us that there are differences between him and them. Genuine bards are divinely inspired by the Muse and hence have access to what transpires among the gods, which no mortal could possibly know (see note above on 1.1), whereas Odysseus, as these lines indicate, has to be informed by a reliable divine source. It is interesting that he refers here to having heard about this from Kalypso, although that conversation is not described anywhere in the poem. Can we assume that this was a bit of pillow talk?

          	439 At the time a man comes home for his supper from Assembly: That is, late afternoon. The simile starkly juxtaposes the kind of activity Odysseus would have been engaged in had he been back on Ithaka, carrying out his kingly duties, with the supernatural events he finds himself witnessing as the wreckage of his ship erupts from the maw of Kharybdis.

        

      
      
        Book 13

        
          	77 pierced mooring-stone: The ship was moored at the stern by a hawser (or “stern-cable”) tied to a large stone (the “mooring-stone”) that was placed on shore and through which a hole had been drilled for the hawser to pass through.

          	90 Who had suffered many a toil, anguish in his heart: This line is a near-verbatim quotation of the Proem (1.4). The deliberate echo of the opening lines precisely halfway through the epic—just as Odysseus returns at last to Ithaka, bringing his wanderings to an end—strongly marks a moment of narrative closure and announces the end of the first half of the poem.

          	93 the brightest of all the stars: That is, Venus.

          	97 Phórkys, the Old Man of the Sea: This sea-god, often anonymous, is described in Book 1 as being the father of the sea-nymph Thóösa, mother of the Cyclops (1.71). Among the various names ascribed to him is that of Proteus, mentioned by Menelaos at 4.365.

          	103ff. Nearby, there is a cave . . . / That is sacred to the nymphs: The Cave of the Nymphs, a natural formation, nonetheless betrays its history as a site of cultic worship: we learn later (349–50) that Odysseus used to offer the nymphs both gifts and sacrifices. This explains why the cave has two doorways (109): the north-facing one is for humans while the south-facing one is for the divine nymphs themselves, the signs of whose activities—weaving, food preparation, beekeeping—are “an amazing sight to behold.” (The epic’s other reference to an abode of the nymphs, at 12.317ff., describes a cave in which the nymphs had “beautiful dancing-floors.”)
            The suggestive description of the Cave of the Nymphs inspired the third-century CE Neoplatonist philosopher Porphyry to write a treatise, the text of which is extant, entitled On the Cave of the Nymphs in the Odyssey, which offers an allegorical interpretation of 13.102–12. For Porphyry, the cave is a symbol of the world, the nymphs and the bees represent souls, the two entrances correspond to the body and the soul, and the location of Athena’s olive tree, a symbol of wisdom, lies suggestively close to, but not within, the “world.” Such allegorical interpretations, which their authors believed saved Homer from the charge of impiety (since, they argued, his representations of the gods were not to be taken literally) were not uncommon. The complete text of another such interpretation, Homeric Problems by Heraclitus the Grammarian (first century CE), the oldest complete ancient commentary on Homer that we have, offers a number of allegorical interpretations of both the Iliad and the Odyssey, arguing, for instance, that the adulterous gods in the “Lay of Ares and Aphrodite,” sung by the Phaiêkian bard Demódokos (8.267–366; see note above on 8.267), represents cosmic Love and Strife, whose activities result in the mixing and separation of the natural elements.

          

          	113 a spot that they knew of: At 8.556–60, we are told that the Phaiêkians’ widely traveled ships know their destinations and hence do not need pilots.

          	136 Bronze and gold aplenty and woven raiment as well: Poseidon repeats Zeus’s description of the riches with which Odysseus will finally return to Ithaka (5.38–40): “. . . with bronze and gold and garments aplenty— / More than Odysseus could ever have won for himself at Troy / If he had come back safe and sound with his full share of the spoils.” The prediction of the father of gods and men has now been fulfilled.

          	147 Stormcloud: This epithet of Zeus (kelainephes, literally “dark with clouds”) is used reverentially in the Iliad, and refers to Zeus in his full majesty as lord of the skies. The tone here, however, is more casual, even slightly ironic.

          	158 And then blot out their city with a great huge mountain: Zeus’s reply to Poseidon has excited controversy since Hellenistic times. According to an ancient commentary on line 152 (which this line repeats verbatim), the scholar Aristophanes of Byzantium had proposed that the lines should read “But not blot out their city with a giant mountain”—most likely because he was averse to representations of the gods, and especially Zeus, as being petty and vengeful. But the standard reading is appropriate here, since Zeus is eager to placate the angry Poseidon. Interestingly, the narrative only includes the first part of these gods’ proposed punishment, the destruction of the ship; we never learn whether the city is destroyed by the giant mountain or the ritual appeasement of Poseidon proposed by Alkínoös at line 181 (“let us sacrifice to Poseidon . . .”) is effective in deflecting the god’s rage.

          	237 Stranger, you must be a fool: Athena here repeats verbatim what the Cyclops had said to Odysseus at 9.273; but what was a dire threat in the earlier book becomes a humorous tease here.

          	241 And those who live back there: Because the Greeks would have stood facing east as they oriented themselves, the West is “back there.”

          	256 even when I was in Crete: This is the first of the so-called “Cretan Tales” or “Cretan Lies,” a series of elaborate lying tales that Odysseus tells, after his return to Ithaka, to three characters with whom he has special relationships—Athena, in Book 13; Eúmaios, the loyal swineherd, in Book 14; and Penelope, in Book 19—as well as to the Suitors (to whom he repeats, verbatim, a substantial chunk of the tale he had told to Eúmaios [17.427–41 = 14.258–72]). With the exception of this first tale, which is told to the disguised Athena, all the Cretan Tales are narrated by Odysseus after he has been disguised by Athena as an elderly beggar. In each of the tales—elements of which are often culled from the hero’s real-life adventures and trials (see note below on 14.264)—Odysseus claims to be a highborn Cretan who has fallen on hard times and whose wanderings have brought him to Ithaka. A crucial element of each tale, furthermore, is a claim to some kind of connection to Idomeneús, king of Crete, who appears in the Iliad as an important ally of the Greeks (see note above on 3.188ff.). In the Iliad, Odysseus is depicted as having friendly ties to both Idomeneús and the Cretan king’s faithful henchman, Meriones, and hence we can imagine that both Cretans were the sources of the detailed information about Crete deployed by Odysseus in the Odyssey. Like the best lies, the ones that Odysseus tells in these tales “looked like the truth” (19.203).
            There are a number of reasons why Odysseus should have selected Crete as the location of his persona’s fictional homeland. Among these is that fact that the Cretans were well known for their expertise in activities with which Odysseus himself is closely associated in the Odyssey: sailing, piratical raids, the use of the bow—and, above all, lying. There is also a practical reason for his choice of Crete: considered fascinatingly exotic by the Greeks, the island kingdom was far enough away from Ithaka that it would be difficult for anyone to attempt to verify Odysseus’s stories.

          
            In connection with the sudden prominence of Crete in the second half of the poem, it is worth noting the existence of certain textual evidence suggesting that, in an earlier version of the Odyssey, Telémakhos’s fact-finding trips in the early part of the poem (Books 3 and 4) were made to Pylos and Crete, rather than to Pylos and Sparta. In the text favored by the ancient commentator Zenodotos, the word “Crete,” rather than “Sparta,” appears in 1.93 (“To Sparta I shall send him and to sandy Pylos, too”), and 1.285 read: “And from there you should go to Crete to stay with Lord Idomeneús” rather than “And from there you should go to Sparta to stay with Menelaos the Fair-Haired.” (It is worth noting that there was a “Cave of Arkeísios” on Crete, suggesting a possible historical basis for the association of that island with Odysseus’s family, which was descended from the hero Arkeísios.)

          

          	259 I had murdered Idomeneús’s beloved son: In this, the first of his Cretan Tales, Odysseus invents a quarrel with Idomeneús’s son, who was famed for his swiftness and whom our hero depicts as having unfairly seized Odysseus’s war booty. These elemets closely parallel elements from the opening of the Iliad, which describes a bitter quarrel between Achilles, also famed for his swiftness (his epithet is “swift-footed”) and his commander in chief, Agamemnon, who outraged Achilles by seizing one of his prizes of war, a female slave called Briseis. In the later Cretan Tales, however—the one he tells to the swineherd Eúmaios in Book 14 and the one he tells to Penelope in Book 19—Odysseus presents himself as having close ties to the Cretan king: in the story he tells to Eúmaios, he asserts that he was an intimate of Idomeneús, and in the tale he tells to Penelope he claims to have been the Cretan king’s brother. Which is to say that, with each tale, the narrator claims an ever-higher social status, reflecting the ascending status of his interlocutors.

          	275 Êlis . . . where the Epeíans wield their power: Êlis was a region located on the northwest coast of the Peloponnese, and hence to the south and east of Ithaka. The early inhabitants of Êlis were the Epeíans and the Kaúkones, mentioned at 3.366 (where Athena, disguised as Mentor, tells Nestor that she can’t stay any longer in Pylos because she has to go to the land of the Kaúkones).

          	285 Sidonia: = Sidon, an ancient Phoenician city that was an important center of trade until about the tenth century BCE, when another Phoenician city, Tyre (never mentioned in Homer), rose to prominence.

          	322ff. Until that moment when . . . / You spoke those encouraging words: A marvelous scene of teasing repartee between the goddess and her favorite mortal. Odysseus’s reply to Athena’s claim that he had “failed to recognize” her despite the aid she has given him makes it clear that he had, in fact, recognized her when, disguised as a little girl, she escorted him safely through the city of the Phaiêkians (7.19–77). Of these lines, the Irish classicist W. B. Stanford wrote that “[t]here is no more charming banter than this in Homer. Perhaps none in all classical literature comes closer to the spirit of Shakespeare’s Benedick and Beatrice scenes in Much Ado About Nothing.”

          	345 Phórkys, the Old Man of the Sea: The harbor of Phórkys was mentioned earlier, at 13.97. In this passage, Athena reassures Odysseus that he is indeed on Ithaka by pointing out well-known landmarks, including this harbor and Mount Nêriton, mentioned at 9.22.

          	374 began to address them: A useful example of a case in which a stock formula (“S/he began to address them”) is applied regardless of the sense of the passage: Athena is, of course, addressing only one person, Odysseus, but the meter requires “them” instead of “him”: hence the use of the plural.

          	389 Owl-Eyes: Odysseus’s use of the epithet alone to address Athena—one of only two instances in all of Homer in which a character addresses the goddess in this familiar way—betrays a striking, even startling intimacy. The other occurs at Iliad 8.420, where Zeus chides Athena for disobeying him; but in that case the dialogue is between two gods, a father and a daughter, whereas in this passage a mortal presumes to use this intimate mode of address to a goddess—a telling sign of the nature of the unusually close relationship between Athena and her protégé.

        

      
      
        Book 14

        
          	7 Fine-looking it was and ample: The description of the farmyard and pigsties that Eúmaios has constructed, with its meticulously constructed stockade and sties and its neat regimentation of boars and sows, offers a striking contrast to the disorderly mayhem of Odysseus’s palace. Certain details here remind us of other steadings we have seen: the fifty sows in each pigsty, for instance, recall the fifty cattle and fifty sheep in each of Helios’s herds (12.130). More arresting still, there is also a distinct echo here of a description of Priam’s palace in the Iliad (6.244–49):

        

        
          Inside there were fifty chambers of smoothly polished stone,

        

      
    
  
    
      
        
          Each one built next to the other, and inside the chambers Priam’s

          Sons would sleep beside their lawfully wedded wives;

          For his daughters there were rooms on the opposite side of the courtyard,

          Twelve in all, roofed over, made of smoothly polished stone,

          Each one built next to the other, and inside the chambers Priam’s

          Sons-in-law would sleep beside their respectable wives.

        

        
          	The poet of the Odyssey is almost certainly making a conscious allusion to the Iliadic passage: but why? Some scholars have argued that the echo of the Iliad here is meant as parody—that is, any comparison between a swineherd’s steading and the palace of Asia’s greatest king must be comic. But like certain other details in Homer’s portrayal of Eúmaios and his homestead, which likewise invoke heroic or Iliadic tropes, the point may be to underscore Eúmaios’s authentic nobility and to draw attention to the admirable orderliness of his household (see next note on 14.22).

          	22 the swineherd, that leader of men: The epithet given to Eúmaios has generated controversy. On the one hand, we learn at 15.413 that, although he is now a slave, the swineherd was of noble birth; that fact, together with Eúmaios’s preeminence among the loyal household slaves and his sterling character, could justify the use of an epithet that may strike us as oddly grand. Other scholars have seen a degree of gentle parody in the use of this high military epithet for the keeper of Odysseus’s pigs. Yet the characterization of the swineherd as a quasi-heroic figure is fairly consistent, as for instance when he prepares to go out into the night to sleep with his pigs at the end of this book (528–32), a scene pointedly reminiscent of a stock scene of a warrior’s arming for battle:

        

        
          First, Eúmaios slung his sharp sword around his sturdy shoulders

          Then wrapped himself up in very thick cloak to keep off the wind,

          Then picked up the fleece of a goat that had once been nice and fat

          And took a sharp-tipped lance to keep off dogs and men.

        

        
          	34 letting the ox-hide fall from his hand: This scene of Odysseus’s reunion with the loyal Eúmaios strongly foreshadows the scene of Telémakhos’s reunion with Eúmaios at the beginning of Book 16, with which this earlier scene shares a number of elements. Both scenes begin with the poet remarking on some activity on the part of Eúmaios’s watchdogs (they attack the “stranger” Odysseus at 14.29ff. but fawn silently on Telémakhos, whom of course they recognize, at 16.4–5); both father and son interrupt the swineherd as he goes about a homely task (making himself new sandals at 14.23ff., mixing wine at 16.13); and in each case the appearance of the unexpected guest causes Eúmaios to (literally) drop what he is doing: the shoe leather at 14.34 and the wine- and water-bowls at 16.14). These parallels help to establish a connection between the father and the son before they actually meet.

          	55 Eúmaios my swineherd: Eúmaios is one of only three characters in the Homeric poems whom the poet consistently addresses directly—that is, in the second-person singular. The other two instances of this device occur in the Iliad, where Menelaos and Pátroklos are addressed directly—although notably less frequently than Eúmaios is. The shift from the third-person narrative voice to second-person direct address in these instances has been explained in various ways. Some scholars believe that the device is little more than a convenience designed to meet the demands of the meter, while others believe that the vividness produced when the poet and his characters seem to share the same “narrative space” creates a sense of “immersion” for the audience; still others have argued that the second-person address creates a sense of intimacy between the reader and these particular characters.
            The last explanation raises the question of why creating a sense of such intimacy would serve the poet’s needs—why, that is, these characters in particular would be appropriate objects of the audience’s sympathy and/or identification. One possible explanation is that Pátroklos and Menelaos strike us as characters who are less grandiose and more approachable than the heroes who surround them in the Iliad, and are therefore presumably better suited to a closer identification with them on the part of the audience; so, too, in the Odyssey, whose Eúmaios certainly shares the other two characters’ qualities (“altruistic, loyal, sensitive, vulnerable,” in the words of the scholar Milman Parry). Unlike them, however, Eúmaios is of humble station and lives in a postwar world: qualities that allow him to operate as a kind of idealized double of the audience itself.

          

          	156 For as I loathe the gates of Hades, so do I loathe that man: This is a verbatim repetition of a famous line from Book 9 of the Iliad (9.312), in which Achilles declares to Odysseus how much he hates liars: “As I loathe the gates of Hades, so do I loathe that man / who keeps one thought deep in his mind but utters something else.” There, as here, the irony is that Odysseus is exactly the type of person—an expert liar and fabulist—for whom such loathing is expressed. (Ironically, the pronoun used by Achilles to refer to the kind of person he loathes, keinos, is the very one used consistently throughout the Odyssey to allude to Odysseus: hence Achilles’ generalization could in fact be a coded way of referring specifically to Odysseus. For keinos as the preeminent way of referring to the hero without naming him, see note above on 1.163)
            It is worth noting that by the end of Book 14, Odysseus goes on to do precisely what he says he loathes here: he tells a lie in order to obtain a material comfort for himself (the cloak at 14.495ff.).

          

          	161 In the space of this very day: The precise meaning of the time period referred to by the Greek term lykábas in this line is unclear. The best explanation is that it refers to the moment between the waning of the old moon and the waxing of the new—an astronomical transition marked, furthermore, by a monthly feast of Apollo Neomênios, Apollo of the New Month. This is the holiday on which Penelope decides to hold the Contest of the Bow (20.156; cf. 21.258ff.), which she does soon after Odysseus repeats to her (19.306–7) the prediction he makes here.

          	199 I declare that my people come from Crete’s broad countryside: Despite the rather formal beginning to this, the first of the Cretan Tales, Odysseus declines to furnish his name, a piece of information typically included in this kind of self-introduction. For Odysseus’s reluctance to name himself, even pseudonymously, see note on 1.1.

          	237 they ordered me and illustrious Idomeneús / To lead their ships to Ilion: In the Cretan Tale he had told to Athena in Book 13, Odysseus depicted himself as being in conflict with Idomeneús and his son (13.259ff.); now, however, he claims to have been Idomeneús’s comrade in arms—a lie he will embellish still further in the tale he tells Penelope at 19.180–84, where he claims to be Idomeneús’s brother.

          	264 pillaged them, carrying off their wives and infant children: The sacking and pillaging of the Egyptians by the greedy Greeks, soon followed by a crushing reversal in which they are trounced by their enemy, is one of a number of elements in this Cretan Tale that are clearly culled from Odysseus’s own experiences—in this case, his and his men’s assault on and subsequent defeat by the Kíkones, the first of his adventures following the Fall of Troy (9.39–61). Other elements that this Cretan Tale shares with his actual history include a seven-year stay abroad (Egyptians/Kalypso); an eighth year spent with an deceitful host (the Phoenician trickster/Circe: note the use of the similar formulas at 14.293–94 and 10.467–70); a vividly described storm that begins with the appearance of a “thunderhead of the darkest blue” and goes on to destroy his ship and crew, forcing the tale’s hero to swim desperately for safety (14.301–9 = 12.403–6 + 12.415–19, the shipwreck after the eating of the cattle of the Sun); a generous welcome given to the shipwrecked stranger by the local king’s child (Lord Pheídôn’s son at 14.317/Nausikáa in Book 6) into the land of a kindly people (Thesprotians/Phaiêkians); and the degraded physical appearance of the narrator, who is forced to wear horrible rags and a filthy tunic (cf. 14.342ff. and 13.399ff.).
            The effect of these borrowings is both subtle and disorienting. At first, we may be tempted merely to admire Odysseus’s skills as a fabulist: like those of the best liars, his fabrications “looked like the truth” (19.203) by including elements of his real-life experience. But “real life” is a problematic term here, since much of the material the hero borrows for his Cretan Tale comes from his own stock of narratives—that is, the Apologoi, his account of his adventures as told to the Phaiêkians in Books 9–12. For those stories, there is, in fact, no possibility of independent verification. Which elements are true, then, and which are lies—and which tale is prior to which?

          

          	289 A greedy sort, a knave who did all kinds of harm to people: A subtle example of Odysseus’s rhetorical finesse. In the first Cretan Tale, told to Athena, Odysseus had characterized the Phoenicians as “noble” men who had “no desire to trick” him (13.272, 277); here, however—because he of course knows that Eúmaios had been kidnapped as a boy by Phoenician pirates—he casts himself, too, as a victim of a dastardly Phoenician’s deceit in order to win the swineherd’s sympathy.

          	315 Thesprotians: Thesprotia was a region on the western coast of Greece, slightly north of where Ithaka lies—the home of the River Acheron, said to be the entrance to Hades. The name of the Thesprotian king, Pheídôn, means “he who spares.”

          	327 Dodôna: Located in the region inhabited by the Thesprotians, the oracle of Zeus at Dodôna was the oldest of oracles in Greece. The messages from the king of the gods were thought to be conveyed through the rustling of the leaves of the god’s sacred oak tree.

          	379 an Aitolian: Aitolia is a mountainous region in central Greece, immediately north of the Gulf of Corinth.

          	397 Off to Doulíkhion, which had been my heart’s desire: Cf. 335: In Odysseus’s Cretan Tale, Doulíkhion was the original destination of the Phoenicians’ ship before he was kidnapped and it took him to Ithaka instead.

          	406 And then earnestly said my prayers to Zeus, the son of Kronos: Although some scholars have argued in favor of adopting an alternate reading of this line (“and eagerly gave offense to Zeus the son of Kronos”), which occurs in certain manuscripts, the tart irony of Eúmaios’s comment here is wholly in keeping with the swineherd’s penchant for sarcasm (e.g., 14.327ff., 16.27ff.). Throughout his exchange with the disguised Odysseus, Eúmaios has been bitterly dismissive of anyone who claims that his master is still alive; the entire conversation is marked by a caustic cynicism on his part.

          	440 Eúmaios: Odysseus appears to slip up in using Eúmaios’s name, which the swineherd has not, in fact, told him yet. He repeats the slip at 15.307, 341, and 381, where the swineherd seems not to notice.

          	449 The bread was passed by Mesaúlios the Yardman: That a humble swineherd would have his own servant strikes us as odd—as does the detail that Eúmaios bought Mesaúlios on the sly. However, both these facts fit with a piece of information we get in the next book, when Eúmaios, narrating his life story, reveals that he was originally of royal birth (15.413), the son of a king. In his modest hut, the swineherd has attempted to re-create, on a very small scale, his once-elevated status.
            The word mesaulios means “having to do with the farmyard”; I have translated it as if it were an epithet.

          

          	495 a dream from the gods has come to me tonight: This line is a verbatim repetition from a passage in the Iliad (2.56) in which both dreams and cloaks make an appearance. In that passage, Agamemnon summons the other Greek leaders in order to report a dream in which, he asserts, a messenger from Zeus commanded him to arm his troops, since Troy will soon fall. Agamemnon, however, decides to second-guess Zeus and test (peirêsomai) his troops’ loyalty by announcing that they can sail home if they so desire. To his great consternation, the Greek warriors rush en masse to the ships, showing little inclination to stay and fight: his “test” has failed miserably. Odysseus, urged on by Athena, attempts to hold back the fleeing troops, and as he rushes out to meet them, he tosses away his cloak.
            The repetition of the line from the Iliad in the present tale announces a subtle Odyssean riff on the passage from the other epic. For the exchange between Odysseus and Eúmaios features another kind of “test,” one in which dreams and cloaks again figure importantly. Here, the disguised Odysseus—who, we remember, has claimed to be a highborn Cretan who had fought at Troy—pretends to recall an incident during the Trojan War in which he had appealed to the great hero Odysseus (!) to help him find a cloak after “some Power” deluded him into showing up for duty clad only in a light tunic. Sympathetic to this plight, the Odysseus of the tale concocts an elaborate ruse that fools a soldier named Thóas (“swift”) into racing off to see Agamemnon; in his hurry, he leaves behind his cloak, which the “Cretan” then appropriates for his own use. We must remember that Odysseus’s narration, which so pointedly alludes to the Iliad, is itself a ruse designed to test the charity of Eúmaios and his companions: Will one of them get the point of the “pointed tale” (508) and lend Odysseus his cloak? As it turns out, Eúmaios is not quite duped: he declares that he can only lend his guest someone else’s cloak for the night, but will need it back the next morning (510–12). The end of Book 14 shows him very much still in possession of his own “very thick cloak” (529) when he leaves his hut to sleep with his boars in their styes.

          

          	499 Andraímôn’s son, Thóas: Odysseus has crafted his cloak fable with an eye to appealing to Eúmaios: Thóas, the dupe of Odysseus’s ruse within this tale, is an Aitolian (he is mentioned at Iliad 15.281 as being “by far the best of the Aitolians”), and we remember that Eúmaios himself had been once been “bamboozled” by an Aitolian (14.379), a man who had long ago assured him that Odysseus would be returning home imminently.

          	508 the pointed tale you have told: The word Eúmaios uses of Odysseus’s story, aînos, has interesting resonances. In the Iliad (23.652, 795), it refers to an encomium that is often accompanied by the giving of a prize, and indeed the only other time this word occurs in the Odyssey is during the Contest of the Bow, when Telémakhos refers to his mother—the “prize” of the contest—as a woman whose value is so evident that her praise (aînou) need hardly be sung (21.110). Whatever else Odysseus hopes to achieve by telling the story, Eúmaios interprets it, correctly, as a parable about Odysseus’s own cleverness.

          	510 You shall feel no want of clothes: A significant repetition: Eúmaios repeats verbatim Nausikáa’s words to Odysseus at 6.192–93, when she assured the shipwrecked hero that she would provide him with clothing and shelter.

        

      
      
        Book 15

        
          	1 But Pallas Athena went off to Lakedaímôn’s spreading plains: After an interval of ten books, the poem picks up Telémakhos’s narrative where it had left off, toward the end of Book 4: Menelaos, having concluded the lengthy tale of his voyages, invites Telémakhos and his traveling companion, Nestor’s son Peisístratos, to remain as guests in the royal palace at Sparta. Telémakhos, however, politely declines, citing the need to return to his ship and his crew. The two men agree to exchange guest-gifts while people begin arriving at the palace for a great feast (4.594–624). Hence it is to Sparta that Athena must now go in order to bring the young prince back to Ithaka and reunite him with his father at last.

          	20ff. You know what kind of notions lurk in a woman’s heart: Athena’s ostensible denigration of Penelope’s character in fact displays a rhetorical cunning as sharp as that of her protégé, Odysseus. The goddess knows full well that Penelope has remained faithful to Odysseus and has no intention of abandoning her home and child; but here, she artfully plays on the youth’s combative relationship with his mother (cf. 1.358ff.)—and, perhaps, on his uneasy relationship with women in general (see note below on 22.426)—in order to goad him into returning home and taking charge of affairs there.

          	47 steeds with their solid hooves: The adjective used of the horses here, mônyx, refers to the fact that the hooves of horses are not cloven, unlike the hooves of many farm animals mentioned in the epic. The formulaic phrase “steeds with their solid hooves” is extremely common in the Iliad, in which warriors often ride into battle on horse-drawn chariots, but occurs only here in the Odyssey.

          	223 And then a man approached him: The presence in the epic of the seer Theoklýmenos, introduced at considerable length in these lines, has been regarded with suspicion by some commentators, who have argued that the material pertaining to him, both here and later in the poem, is the work of a poet other than the “main” poet of the Odyssey. These commentators have objected that the elaborate introduction that we get in this passage, complete with a lengthy family history, is oddly disproportional to the role that the seer actually plays in the action. For these scholars, the Theoklýmenos material is evidence of an earlier strain of the Odysseus tradition that has found its way, not entirely seamlessly, into the poem.

          	230 Who had seized Melámpous’s wealth and kept it for one full year: The story of Theoklýmenos’s ancestor Melámpous and his courtship of Neleús’s daughter Pêró has already been related in Book 11 (281–97), when Odysseus sees the shade of Khlôris, Neleús’s wife, in the Underworld.

          	242 And begat Antiphátes and Mántios: The names are significant: “Antiphátes” can be taken to mean the “denier” or “contradicter,” and “Mántios” recalls the word for “prophet.”

          	247 all because of a woman’s gifts: The reference is to the mythic episode of the “Seven Against Thebes,” the war between Oedipus’s two sons, Eteokles and Polyneikes. Illegally deprived of his share of the kingship of Thebes following their father’s death, Polyneikes and six allies attacked his home city of Thebes; one of those “seven” was Amphiáraos, who, like his descendant Theoklýmenos, was a seer: his prophecies of victory gave heart to the attackers (“rouser of troops”). The story goes that Amphiáraos was reluctant at first to join the expedition and only relented at the urging of his wife, Eríphylê, who had been bribed by Polyneikes with the gift of a golden necklace (“a woman’s gifts”).

          	295 So they sailed right past Krounoí and Khalkís: These two streams are located near the mouth of the Álpheios (Alpheus) River, which flows southeast to northwest through the western half of the Peloponnese, emptying into the Gulf of Kyparissia, through which Telémakhos’s ship is heading north toward Ithaka. The river-god Álpheios was the grandfather of Dioklês of Phêraí, who had hosted Telémakhos and Peisístratos on their journeys to and from Sparta.

          	299 Sharp Islands: The identity of these islands is not certain, although a likely candidate is the Echinades, a small archipelago south of Ithaka, one of whose islands is now called Oxia (“Sharp”).

          	329 the iron vault of the heavens: The Greeks sometimes imagined the sky as a “roof” made of metal—sometimes iron, as both here and 17.565, and sometimes bronze.

          	386ff. Or did some enemy men take you aboard their ship . . . / To sell you: Lines 386–88 do in fact give a rough sketch of what happened to Eúmaios: Odysseus, of course, already knows Eúmaios’s life story, and here slyly coaxes the swineherd into repeating it.

          	403 an island they call Syría: As often, it is difficult to know whether a given tale’s geography—in this case, Eúmaios’s homeland—corresponds to a real place. Both Delos and a site in Syracuse, on Sicily, were referred to as Ortygíê (“Quail Island”); the Aegean island of Syros has also been proposed as the counterpart of Syría. Given the eastern geography of his tale, it is not impossible that Eúmaios is referring to somewhere corresponding to present-day Syria, since there were Mycenean settlements at the mouth of the Orontes.

          	414 Ktêsios: The name of Eúmaios’s father means “propertied”: the swineherd pointedly refers to his own wealthy background.

          	427 But some Taphian men, pirates, kidnapped me: It is no accident that the Phoenician woman’s tale is uncannily parallel to that of Eúmaios. The Odyssey expresses a sustained interest in the stories of people who, buffeted by fate, lose their wealth and status—not least, because such characters serve as doubles of Odysseus himself.

          	478 Artemis the archer struck the woman down: Here as elsewhere, the premature death of a woman is imagined as being the work of the virgin goddess Artemis (cf. 5.123, 11.172, 11.324, etc.), while the deaths of young men are attributed to the arrows of her brother, Apollo.

          	479 With a thunderous thud she fell: This phrase, which occurs frequently in the Iliad to mark the deaths of warriors on the battlefield, occurs only here and in two other passages in the Odyssey: at 22.94, when Antínoös is felled by Odysseus’s arrow, and at 24.595, when Antínoös’s father, Eupeíthes, is slain by Odysseus’s father, Laërtes, during the epic’s climactic battle. Its use here of a woman’s death is therefore highly unusual.

          	542 Take this stranger now and bring him back to your house: Telémakhos’s change of plans is significant. Earlier, he had instructed Theoklýmenos to find lodging with the Suitor Eurýmakhos (518ff.); however, after the appearance of the good omen—which prompts Theoklýmenos to declare his faith in the royal house of Ithaka—he decides to send the seer to the house of his loyal crewmate.

        

      
      
        Book 16

        
          	17 As a father might embrace the child he loves so dearly: This unusual simile derives its wrenching power less from the vividness of what it describes—the emotions of a father on being reunited with his son—than from the wrenching displacement of that description from the actual father in this scene, Odysseus, to the man who has replaced him in Telémakhos’s life: Eúmaios. Our sense that Eúmaios has become a parental figure to Telémakhos is further underscored by the fact that the swineherd’s welcome—the kissing of the boy’s head and eyes—is repeated verbatim in the next book, when Penelope welcomes Telémakhos back home (17.39).
            That Odysseus is able to restrain his own profound emotions while witnessing the emotional scene between Eúmaios and Telémakhos is a testament to his powers of self-control—powers he will have to exercise again and again throughout the second half of the epic. We see it here, when he must retain his incognito at the moment he sees his son again for the first time in twenty years; in Book 17, when he sees his faithful old dog, Argos, again but can’t betray his emotion for fear of giving himself away; in Book 19, when, still in disguise, he has a long conversation with Penelope; and, finally, in Book 24, when—always maintaining the persona of his disguise—he confronts his aged father once more without (at least at first) betraying his emotions.

          

          	31 Poppa: The Greek word that Telémakhos uses here, atta, is child’s talk for “father”: along with the simile above (17), this affectionate nickname indicates the extent to which Eúmaios has become a surrogate father to Odysseus’s son.

          	101 Or he himself would return from his wanderings! For there’s always room for hope: This line was considered spurious by some ancient commentators on the grounds that, as one of them put it, it is “superfluous and destroys the entire sense of the passage.” At this point, the commentator argued, the disguised Odysseus would never have revealed that he himself might imminently return. But as Eustathius and some subsequent scholars argued, the line appears genuine. After very nearly giving himself away at 16.100 (although Odysseus is posing as a total stranger, he somehow knows Telémakhos is the son of Odysseus: “if only I myself were a son of faultless Odysseus”), Odysseus immediately changes the subject by means of a generic wish (“Or he himself would return from his wanderings”). Note how he slips again at 106 (“I would prefer by far to be cut down in my own halls”).

          	138 Should I make the same journey and bring the message to Laërtes: The description of Laërtes that follows is, wrenchingly, the first thing that the disguised Odysseus hears about his father; even more, the apparently imminent demise of the old man, who stopped eating and drinking when Telémakhos went to Pylos and Sparta, adds to the growing sense of urgency as the plot moves toward its climax.

          	194 No! You can’t be Odysseus: The poet’s treatment of the reunion between Odysseus and Telémakhos, artfully orchestrated by Athena, is psychologically acute. The hero’s recognition by other characters—Eurykleía in 19, Penelope in 23, Laërtes in 24—is, in each case, predicated on some item of shared history (the scar, the secret of the construction of the marriage-bed, the scar and the orchard). But precisely because Odysseus had no shared history with his son, who was an infant when he left for Troy, this recognition scene is more fraught: Telémakhos simply has to take this stranger’s word for it that he is his father. In this light, the youth’s incredulity strikes a persuasive note—he’s been dreaming about his father so long (cf. 1.114ff.) that the reality is bound to be a disappointment. When he does finally accept the stranger as his father, their bitter weeping, eerily compared to the cries of birds of prey whose nest has been plundered of their young (216–18), wrenchingly conveys their awareness of the years that have been stolen from them.

          	375 While the people show no desire to honor us any more: Aware that the Suitors have lost the favor of the local population by now, Antínoös urges his comrades to murder Telémakhos before he has a chance to air his grievances—and thereby reveal the details of their plot against him—at the Assembly. This reference to the preemptive coup d’état that Antínoös proposes, in the context of his having lost the favor of the people, is especially interesting given what we learn later about his family’s political past: at 16.424–30, Penelope reveals that Antínoös’s father, Eupeíthes, had once alienated his own people, who then turned on him, forcing him to flee his land and beg Odysseus for help.

          	422 Why do you show no respect for supplicants: It is not clear which supplicants Penelope is referring to, since no formal act of supplication has taken place at this point. The likeliest explanation is that Penelope is alluding to the story that she will now go on to tell, about how Antínoös’s father was once saved from an angry mob by Odysseus, to whom he had turned as a supplicant for help. It is worth noting that Odysseus’s rescue of Eupeíthes would have established a sacred bond between the two men and their families, a bond that Antínoös is now breaking through his treatment of Odysseus’s wife and child.

        

      
      
        Book 17

        
          	31 Long before anyone else, the nurse Eurykleía saw him: This line closely echoes 1.113, when Telémakhos welcomes the disguised Athena to Ithaka, having seen her “[l]ong before anyone else”: both the youth and his beloved nurse may be thought of as guardians of the Ithakan threshold, linked by a shared alertness to new arrivals at the palace door.

          	37 Looking like Artemis or like golden Aphrodite: The comparison of Penelope, a woman who has been married for over twenty years, to Artemis, virgin goddess of the hunt, might strike us as ill-suited. Yet the analogy is pointed: on the one hand, it recalls Penelope’s fidelity and the fact that she has remained untouched by the hand of any man, while on the other hand it emphatically recalls the last female character who was compared to Artemis, one who was simultaneously characterized as a potential bride for Odysseus: Nausikáa, the Phaiêkian princess, who in Book 6 is twice compared to Artemis (6.102, 6.149ff.). Unlike Nausikáa, however, Penelope is also an Aphrodite type: a beautiful, mature married woman who knows how to excite the admiration of men, as she does in Book 18 when, after anointing herself with the same “beautifying balm” used by the goddess of love, she emerges from her chamber and goes down to the Great Hall specifically in order to dazzle the Suitors with her beauty and elicit gifts from them (18.187–213).

          	39 And kissed him all over—his head, both his shining eyes: Penelope greets her son in exactly the same manner as Eúmaios in the previous book (16.15, “Kissing him all over—his head, both his shining eyes”). The effusiveness of the reactions of these two characters—the mother, the surrogate father—stand in stark contrast to the willed impassivity of Odysseus.

          	53 A guest-friend: That is, Theoklýmenos, the fugitive seer to whom Telémakhos had offered refuge in Book 15.

          	111 Welcoming me most warmly, as a father would a son: Telémakhos’s description of the welcome he received from Nestor on Pylos (Book 3) is noteworthy because, in fact, nowhere in Book 3 is Nestor described as greeting Telémakhos as if he were a child returning home: Telémakhos seems to be projecting his own feelings here. Even more to the point, the father-son analogy recalls the language of the simile used to describe Eúmaios’s emotional welcome of the returning Telémakhos (which is compared to a father’s greeting of a son who has been long away from home: 16.17). In each case, a “surrogate” father is depicted as welcoming the youth home just as a real father would—a device that lends even greater poignancy to our appreciation of the reunion of Telémakhos and Odysseus, the psychological complexity of which is discussed above in the note on 16.194.

          	124–41 For shame! / . . . will I keep from you or conceal: This passage is a verbatim repetition of Menelaos’s speech at 4.333–50.

          	134 rose in response to a challenge by Philomêleḯdes to wrestle him: For Philomêleḯdes and his wrestling match with Odysseus, see above on 4.343.

          	142 He said he’d seen him on an island suffering harsh pains: Like lines 124–41 (see above), lines 142–46 reproduce a passage from Menelaos’s recitation of his adventures in Book 4 (4.556–60), although in this case the citation is not quite verbatim: whereas Menelaos had said that he had seen Odysseus with “his eyes brimming over with tears,” Telémakhos edits out that phrase, claiming instead that Odysseus was “suffering harsh pains,” a description that the youth presumably considers more fitting for the absent father he has long idealized.

          	160 the meaning of that bird, which I divined as I sat / On the ship: Because lines 160–61 ostensibly contradict 15.499ff. (according to which the omen appeared to Theoklýmenos after he and Telémakhos had disembarked from the ship), ancient commentators questioned the authenticity of these lines. But minor inconsistencies of fact are not unheard of in the epics; the main point here is to remind Penelope—and the audience—of the omen, and thereby to enhance the sense of Odysseus’s imminent return to the action. Some ancient commentators doubted the authenticity of the entire passage from 150–65.

          	207 It had been built by Íthakos and Nêritos and Polýktor: These three heroes, belonging to the original ruling house of the island (to which Íthakos gave his name), may represent three generations of a royal family, as some scholars have argued, or (as one fifth-century BCE commentator attests) were three brothers.

          	212 tricky Dolíos’s son: All the members of the disloyal goatherd’s family have significant names: the adjective dolios means “tricky,” and the root of the names of both Melánthios and his equally vicious and disloyal sister, Melanthô, is melas, “black.”

          	222 never for swords or cauldrons: Melánthios contemptuously contrasts the “beggar” (= Odysseus) and a typical noble visitor to a royal house, who would request (and be sent off with) expensive gifts such as bronze armor or vessels in precious metals. An example of the latter is the silver washing-basin referred to in the banquet scene at 1.137.

          	251 Apollo Silver-Bow: References to the god of archery start to accumulate in the final third of the epic, a development motivated in part because Odysseus is especially adept at the use of the bow, which will become evident during the Contest of the Bow—which, as we have already been told (14.161), will take place on a feast-day of Apollo. The association between the epic’s hero and Apollo goes back at least as far as Book 9, where Odysseus recounts how he had spared the life of Márôn, a priest of Apollo, during the raid on the Kíkones (9.197ff.).

          	287 That accursed organ, which brings countless ills on mankind: The line reads like a parodic echo of the Iliad’s opening lines, where the adjective ouloménên, “ruinous” or “devastating,” is used to describe Achilles’ wrath:

        

        
          Rage! Sing the rage, O goddess, of Peleus’ son, Achilles—

          Ruinous rage, which thrust countless pains upon the Greeks . . .

        

        
          	The reference in the next line to armadas being launched against enemies similarly recalls the Iliad’s backstory.

          	301ff. Now, though, as soon as he sensed that Odysseus was close by / . . . he wagged his tail: The recognition of his master by the faithful dog Argos is one of the best-loved and most wrenching moments in the epic. The episode is especially suggestive for the way in which it introduces, for the first time, the question of what the vehicle for “recognition” might be and how it takes place. The Greek verb enóêsen, which I translate here as “sensed,” can mean both “observed” (implying a visual event: the dog saw Odysseus) and “comprehended” (the dog somehow understood that he was near); either way, what’s interesting is that Argos is able to “see through” Odysseus’s beggar disguise, which makes him as decrepit-looking as the dog himself is. This suggests, in turn, that there is some immutable quality in Odysseus that has remained recognizable after twenty years of hardship and suffering—a core identity more profound than any external feature, such as his scar. The profound poignancy of this scene stands in stark contrast to the oddly unemotional moment of recognition between Odysseus and Telémakhos in Book 16 (194ff.), in which there is no possibility of “recognition” because the father and son never knew each other.
            Also worthy of note in this passage is Odysseus’s remarkable self-restraint: because to reveal his emotion on seeing his beloved pet after so many years would betray his identity, he cannot allow himself to react visibly and simply brushes away his furtive tear in silence.

          

          	397 Antínoös, you’re just like a father: Telémakhos’s sarcastic words represent a kind of sour climax to a sequence of scenes in which other men have been described as being like a father to Odysseus’s son: first Eúmaios (16.17) and then Nestor earlier in this book (17.111, on which see the note above).

          	407 If all of the Suitors offered as much as you ordered us to: “as much” refers to the stool that Antínoös is about to hurl at Odysseus. The sarcasm is typical of Antínoös.

          	427 The ships, curved at stem and stern, I moored in the River Egypt: The Cretan Tale that Odysseus proceeds to tell Antínoös contains a lengthy verbatim repetition of a passage from the Cretan Tale he had told to Eúmaios in Book 14 (17.427–41 = 14.258–72). Here again, Odysseus means to impress his listener with his past exploits while hinting that Zeus punishes the overconfident.

          	501 An ill-fated stranger: The sympathy Penelope feels for the mysterious stranger—whom, we must keep in mind, she has not actually met yet—is striking. Together with the indignation she displays at his treatment (503–4) and her subsequent command to Eúmaios to bring the stranger to her (508ff.), this clear sympathy for the stranger has suggested to some scholars that the queen already senses that the “beggar” is in fact Odysseus—not unlike the way in which the dog Argos sensed his presence earlier. Whatever the case may be, Penelope’s unusually heightened awareness of the disguised Odysseus’s presence introduces a note of suspense and anticipatory excitement that will increase over the course of the next books.

          	518 As a man might gaze in awe at a minstrel: Here Eúmaios repeats a comparison between Odysseus and a professional bard that was first made by Alkínoös as he reacted to Odysseus’s description of his encounters with the shades of famous women in Hades (see note on 11.367). Scholars have pointed out that epic similes such as the one that begins here typically represent the poet’s point of view; in this case, however, a character within the poem is fashioning an epic simile in order to convey the poetic prowess of another character.

          	541 But Telémakhos sneezed loudly: As Penelope’s reaction suggests, the Greeks could react to an ill-timed sneeze—an “uncanny” event—with laughter, just as we might; but they also took sneezes seriously, as omens, as Penelope’s later remark to Eúmaios indicates (546). Telémakhos’s sneeze is in fact the first of a number of increasingly explicit signs that some great event is about to take place, these signs adding to the mounting tension as Odysseus comes ever closer to his revenge.

          	600 the beautiful beasts for the rite: That is, the sacrificial victims for the next morning’s meal.

        

      
      
        Book 18

        
          	6 yet all the young men would always call him Íros: Both the beggar’s given name and his nickname are slyly humorous. Arnaîos closely resembles arneiós, the Greek word for a ram or a flock’s bellwether—an animal with which Odysseus himself happens to be closely associated in both the Iliad and the Odyssey. In the third book of the Iliad, Helen and Priam, standing atop the walls of Troy, observe the battlefield below as Helen points out the various Greek warriors to the Trojan king, who remarks of the burly Odysseus that “I myself would compare him to a ram with deep, thick fleece / As he moves through a vast flock of gleaming white sheep” (3.197–98). The Cyclops episode in Book 9 of the Odyssey seems to wink at this description in the earlier epic: Odysseus finally escapes from the Cyclops’s cave by clinging, upside down, to the thick belly wool of the giant’s favorite bellwether ram. In the present passage, then, “Arnaíos,” the name of Odysseus’s foe in the boxing match that follows these introductory lines, ironically calls to mind Odysseus himself—who, by contrast, has not revealed his own name.
            As for “Íros,” Arnaíos’s humorous nickname could be read as a masculine version of the name Iris, the goddess of the rainbow and—the basis of the young men’s joke—a messenger for the Olympian gods.

          

          	85 To Ékhetos the king, Mutilator of Mortals: Ancient commentators believed that the cruel Ékhetos was a historical figure. Whatever the case may be, it is clear that he was invoked as a kind of bogeyman in order to terrify listeners: the name, derived from the verb “to have” or “to get,” could be translated as “gonna getcha.”1 The threat is repeated verbatim at 18.116 and at 21.308.

          	98 down he fell in the dust, shrieking: Significantly, this formulaic line is elsewhere used only to describe the death-throes of animals: the stag that Odysseus kills after arriving on Circe’s island (10.163), and the boar that Odysseus had killed as a youth, narrated in an extended flashback at 19.454. The use of this line to describe the defeat of Íros suggests the contempt in which this character is to be held.

          	100 dying with laughter: The Greek expression (géloi ékthanon) mirrors our own exactly.

          	121 he toasted him with these words: Amphínomos’s kindly behavior toward the “beggar” is wholly in character. This, after all, was the Suitor who spoke against Antínoös’s plan to murder Telémakhos (16.361ff.), and it will be he whose protection the disguised Odysseus seeks when Eurýmakhos violently threatens him later in this book (394ff.). Along with the omens and uncanny signs that have begun to accumulate (see note above on 17.541 and note below on 20.346), Odysseus’s futile attempt to warn this most sympathetic of the Suitors to leave the palace—and Amphínomos’s own sense of an impending doom that, the narrator takes care to point out, he cannot avoid (154)—contribute to our sense of the nightmare-like inevitability of the vengeance that will soon be enacted.

          	193 richly crowned Kythéreia: That is, Aphrodite: for the epithet, see note above on 8.288.

          	246 Iásian Argos: That is, the entire Peloponnese peninsula. The precise meaning of the Greek phrase Íason Argos remains unclear. It could refer either to the “land of Iásos,” Iásos being either the father or a child of Io, the Argive princess whom Zeus turned into a cow, or to “Ionian Argos,” because, according to some, the region had once been inhabited by the Ionian tribe, which was later driven out.

          	321 Melanthô of the lovely cheeks upbraided him shamelessly: Melanthô is the sister of the cruel goatherd Melánthios (for the significance of the siblings’ names, see note above on 17.212). Homer takes pains to portray her—as he does her brother—as someone who violates religious and social proprieties by being abusive toward guests and strangers (she will repeat her abusive behavior toward the “beggar” at 19.66–69). Her indifference toward Penelope’s plight is particularly galling, given the detail in this passage about the unusual kindness with which the queen had treated her: Penelope had raised Melanthô as if she were her own child, much as Odysseus’s mother had raised Eúmaios as one of her own children (cf. 15.363ff.). Despite their similar treatment at the hands of their masters, the contrast between the two slaves could not, however, be starker: the swineherd repays his mistress’s kindness with enduring loyalty, while Melanthô turns on Penelope and betrays her.

          	390 So brazen among all these men: Eurýmakhos repeats Melanthô’s abusive words to Odysseus verbatim (390–93 = 330–33). It is no surprise that both the Suitor and the woman he is sleeping with express themselves in identical terms.

        

      
      
        Book 19

        
          	4 we must store the weapons of war inside: Odysseus here repeats the instructions he had earlier given Telémakhos (16.281–98) about how to dispose of the weapons; in particular, the part about using a cover story so as not to arouse the Suitors’ suspicions is repeated virtually verbatim from the earlier book (19.5–13 = 16.286–94, with the exception of the substitution of “some Power” at 19.10 for “Kroníôn” in 16.191). An additional command that appeared in the earlier passage—that Telémakhos must reserve two swords, two spears, and two shields, for him and his father to use—is not mentioned here.

          	57 the craftsman Ikmálios: A character invented by Homer; his name is possibly derived from the word for the glue used in the inlaying process.

          	75 For I myself once lived in a house, a man among men: Odysseus repeats to Melanthô the exact words he had earlier addressed to Antínoös (19.75–80 = 17.419–24), but both his listeners fail to appreciate the implication of his tale about sudden and unpredictable reversals of fortune.

          	107 My wi— lady: Odysseus addresses Penelope as gynai, which—like the French femme or German Frau—can mean either “woman” or “wife,” depending on the context. Here, the potential double meaning seems worth suggesting in the translation—the hero catches himself in time to say “lady” so as not to reveal himself.

          	114 All through his good governance, as the people thrive under him: As at 9.11 with Alkínoös (see note at 9.2ff. above), Odysseus hems and haws for a time before addressing Penelope’s question about his identity—a shrewd tactic that allows him to organize his “material” before launching into his tale.

          	124 the immortals destroyed what worth I once had: Penelope repeats verbatim her words to Eurýmakhos in the previous book (18.251–56), but here, the wish that her husband would return and take care of her has a tremendously poignant effect, given that this time it is Odysseus himself whom she addresses.

          	139 I set up an enormous loom in my chamber: Lines 139–52 are virtually a verbatim repetition of Antínoös’s account, during the Assembly in Book 2, of Penelope’s ruse (see note above on 2.94). The only differences are a handful of grammatical adjustments to account for the narrative shifts from the third person in Antínoös’s account to the first person in Penelope’s. The same passage will be repeated in Book 24 (129–47), when the ghost of the Suitor Amphimédôn, now in Hades, tells Agamemnon the story of how the queen tricked the Suitors.

          	154 good-for-nothing bitches: The intensity of Penelope’s bitterness at the betrayal by her women is particularly evident when we compare her words in this passage to Antínoös’s description of the same event in Book 2: “It was then that one of her women, who knew the whole story, spoke up” (2.108).

          	163 you were hardly born from an oak or a rock: Like our “as old as the hills,” a reference to “oaks and rocks” may have been a proverbial way of referring to the most ancient era of history or the most distant branch in one’s family tree. Penelope’s point here is that Odysseus must have real human parents somewhere. The phrase occurs elsewhere in Homer (Il. 22.126ff.) and in Hesiod’s Theogony (35).

          	170 After roaming among many cities of men: The strong echoes of the Proem here (“cities of men,” “suffering much pain”: cf. 1.3–4) give special weight and dignity to the account on which Odysseus now embarks: we sense here, more than in any of the other Cretan Tales—and with far greater stakes—that he is narrating his own “epic.”

          	172 There is a land called Crete: This passage, along with seven lines in the Iliad’s Catalogue of Ships, constitutes the earliest known description of Crete. Given that Crete was a great trading nation, it comes as no surprise that it was both populous, with many cities, and multiethnic. Achaeans, as often in Homer, refers to the Mycenaean Greeks; the “True-Born Cretans” (Eteókrêtes) were the island’s native inhabitants. The Kydonians (already mentioned in Nestor’s account of his homecoming at 3.292), inhabited the western part of Crete, according to ancient geographers, who also asserted that the Dorians (who indeed divided themselves into three “tribes”) inhabited the eastern part. The precise identity of the Pelasgians remains open to question. Herodotus (1.56) distinguished between the Pelasgians and the Greek races: the former he describes as a people who “never left its home” while the latter, he writes, “wandered often and far.”

          	179 In cycles of nine full years: During Odysseus’s sojourn in Hades, he witnesses the Cretan king Minos, who was celebrated for his just ways, handing out judgments among the dead in Hades (11.568). The exact meaning of ennéôros, the word I have translated here as “[i]n cycles of nine full years,” has been the object of some controversy. It can mean “nine years old” (as, for instance, when used of animals—e.g., of an ox at 10.19 and of pigs at 10.390), but it is highly unlikely that we are meant to think of Minos as a nine-year-old king. Plato, in the Laws, understands the word to refer to Minos’s friendship with Zeus, imagining that the human king visited the god every nine years, returning each time with just laws for mankind. I am persuaded by the arguments of scholars who believe that nine-year-long cycles had ritual significance in Crete, alluded to here.

          	181 Deukalíôn fathered both me and the lord Idomeneús: Earlier, to Eúmaios, Odysseus had identified himself as being the son of a Cretan nobleman (see note above on 14.199); now, in conversation with the queen of Ithaka, he claims to be a prince of the royal house, thereby suggesting that he is her social equal and hence a person to be trusted—and, possibly, a suitable match.

          	183 Aíthôn: The word aithôn usually means “gleaming” and is often used of metals. But it can also mean “reddish brown,” as in the color of a fox’s coat, and some commentators suggest that the fictitious name that Odysseus gives himself here means something like “Foxy.” It could, on the other hand, simply refer to either his complexion (“swarthy”) or hair color (“tawny”). This is the first of the Cretan Tales in which Odysseus gives himself a name.

          	185 Odysseus I saw there: The Greek text, which emphatically places the name Odysseus (in the form it takes as the direct object of the verb “saw”) adjacent to the pronoun ego, “I” (Odysêa egôn), teasingly suggests a revelation of the speaker’s identity: “I, Odysseus.”

          	187 drove him off course past Cape Málea: Odysseus’s fictitious claim to have been driven off course on his way to Troy, past Cape Málea and all the way to Crete, would have struck Greek ears as a likely story: to round Málea was notoriously difficult (cf. above on 3.287, where Nestor recounts how Menelaos, trying to sail home after the Trojan War ended, was driven past Málea to Crete.)

          	188 Eileithuía’s cave: Eileithuía was the goddess of childbirth (whose role was eventually appropriated by Artemis, the virgin goddess of the hunt, and by Hera); caves were important sites in Cretan religion. The cave referred to here, located on the northern coast of Crete on the island’s eastern half, was excavated in the early twentieth century and showed signs of use as a cultic site as far back as the third millennium BCE.

          	254 You’ll be cherished and honored by me: Once again, we see Odysseus use his rhetorical finesse to effect a remarkable transformation in his status. As with the Phaiêkians, among whom he went from being a naked non-entity to an honored guest considered worthy of the hand of the king’s daughter, so, too, with Penelope, to whom he first appeared as a lowly beggar and by whom he is now treated as a dear friend and equal.

          	260 Evil-Ilion: Penelope bitterly coins a new name for Troy (one of whose Greek names is Ilion): Kakoïlion, “Evil-Ilion.” She repeats her striking invention later in Book 19, at line 597, and at 23.19.

          	275 for Odysseus had grown odious: Odysseus here employs the same pun on the verbal root of his name, odyssomai, “to suffer/cause vexation,” that appears in Athena’s speech to Zeus at 1.62 (“Yet you now find Odysseus odious?”). Later in this book (19.407) we will hear the story of how the hero got his name (see note below on 19.409).

          	287 That’s what Pheídôn told me: This king of the Thesprotians has already been mentioned by Odysseus in the Cretan Tale he tells to Eúmaios, at 14.316ff., where he claims to have enjoyed Pheídôn’s hospitality gratis. Several other elements in the tale Odysseus tells Penelope here are cribbed almost verbatim from the story he had told to Eúmaios: Pheídôn’s pouring of libations and his promise that his men would bring Odysseus home; his showing of the riches Odysseus had accumulated; and his assertion that Odysseus had gone to Dodôna to consult the oracle.

          	346 Unless there’s some old woman: Critics both ancient and modern have suspected 345–46 of being interpolations, but the lines make eminent sense both practically and psychologically. Having already been exposed to the contempt of the beautiful young Melanthô (18.321ff.), Odysseus asks to be bathed by someone who, familiar herself with old age and suffering, will be sympathetic to his decrepitude; as he does so, he (unconsciously?) creates the conditions for a reunion with the female slave most likely to be an ally, his old nurse Eurykleía.

          	363 Alas for you, my child: Eurykleía’s speech marks a moment of great dramatic tension that is heightened by a confusion—one intended by the poet—as to whom she is referring to throughout this speech. Unaware that Odysseus is right in front of her, she begins with a rhetorical address to the (she thinks) absent Odysseus, whom she addresses in the second person, “you,” which initially suggests that she is speaking to the “beggar” (they are, of course, one and the same person). She subsequently shifts to the third person (370–71) as she imagines what might have befallen the long-absent Odysseus during his travels, but then abruptly addresses the “beggar” directly at lines 374ff., wholly oblivious to the irony of her comparison of the “beggar” to Odysseus himself. The dramatic irony is thus mirrored by a linguistic irony: there is, in fact, no difference between the second-person addressees and the third-person subjects in her speech, since the beggar and Odysseus are one and the same. This tantalizing series of conflations between the beggar and the “absent” Odysseus contributes to our sense that the truth about Odysseus’s identity is about to be revealed at last; but Homer will, in fact, agonizingly delay that revelation by means of the extended flashback about Odysseus’s scar, which begins at line 393.

          	393 The scar, which a boar long ago had gored: The lengthy digression that begins with the repetition of the word “scar,” oulên, as the first word of the line (cf. 391) constitutes the most famous example of “ring composition” in ancient literature, running for seventy-four lines until a final iteration of “scar” at line 467 brings the narrative back to where it began: i.e., Eurykleía’s recognition of this telltale physical attribute. It is typical of ring composition for both the beginning and the conclusion of the digressive narrative to be marked by the same word or phrase.
            The flashback triggered by “scar” at line 393 is a complex one, consisting of three sections spread across two historical moments. First, there is the beginning of the story of the boar hunt on Mount Parnássos, at which the teenaged Odysseus received the scar (393–98); second, there is the account—concerning an even more remote past and sandwiched between the two uneven parts of the boar-hunt story—of how the newborn Odysseus got his name (399–412; see note below on 409); and then there is the resumption of the boar-hunt story (413–66). Each of these two tales constitutes a discrete “ring” that is opened up within the primary-level narrative—i.e., the foot-bath; the nested structure of the scene as it unfolds and as the stories go further backward in time remind us of Russian dolls or Chinese boxes. Within the primary narrative of the foot-bath given by Eurykleía to Odysseus is nested the secondary narrative (the boar hunt), in which a further, tertiary narrative (Odysseus’s birth and naming) is itself nested. This embedded quality creates an almost “spatial” feeling: we first proceed “down” (or “backward”) in time, from the foot-bath to the first reference to the boar hunt, then to the birth-and-naming scene, only to “ascend” again from the naming scene to the fuller description of the boar hunt to, finally, the resumption of the foot-bath at line 467.

          

          	394 Autólykos: The name of Odysseus’s maternal grandfather—Autólykos is the father of Antíkleia, whose shade Odysseus meets in Hades (11.84ff.)—means something like “lone wolf” (or “the very wolf”), an appropriate name for a figure who, by his own admission, has always caused trouble for other people. There are a number of mythic tales about this dark character, all of which suggest that he is the source of Odysseus’s talent for trickery and deception. In the Iliad (10.266) he is mentioned, significantly, as having once stolen a cap sewn with boar tusks, which Odysseus inherits and later wears during a dangerous night mission; other authors refer to him as a cattle thief, cheat, and sorcerer.

          	398 Hermes cared for him and stood by him: A natural-enough affinity, since Hermes was himself a trickster-god; according to some ancient authors, he was in fact the father of Autólykos.

          	404 he has long been prayed for: See note above on 7.54 (the meaning of the name of the Phaiêkian queen, Arétê, as “prayed for” or “prayed to”) for a discussion of the string of associations among names and phrases derived from the verb araomai, “to pray.” Eurykleía here suggests that the long-awaited male child of the couple should be named Polyárêtos, “much [or ‘long’] prayed for.”

          	409 It is fitting that his name be Odysseus: This passage gives the fullest explanation of the etymology of the hero’s name, which has already been the subject of a pun (see note on 1.62). Autólykos grandiosely names his grandson after an unpleasant quality for which he, the grandfather, is famous: his tendency “to make people angry/vexed/irritated/pained,” which is the meaning of the Greek verb used here, in its participial form odyssamenos. Over the centuries, commentators and scholars have advanced various theories concerning the etymological root of the verb (as being derived either from a word meaning “anger” or from odynê, a word meaning “pain” [which survives in the English word “anodyne,” “not causing pain”]). There is further debate as to whether—as the context here suggests—the verb has a strictly active meaning (“causing pain to others”) or both an active and a passive meaning: both “causing pain” and “suffering pain”; the latter is attractive, given the many references to the hero’s great sufferings. No English translation, of course, can capture all these shadings, but “odious” comes very close to describing both how Autólykos’s victims feel about him and the nature of the sufferings Odysseus endures.

          	440ff. Never did a gust of wind . . . / Never did the blazing sun . . . / Never did the rain ever pierce it: The description of the boar’s lair (440–42) is an almost-verbatim repetition of the lines describing the shelter in which Odysseus takes refuge after arriving, shipwrecked, on the island of the Phaiêkians (5.478–80). The repetition gestures to a suggestive identification between the hero and the animal that gave him his famous scar, which identifies him so importantly in the present passage.

          	447 Odysseus rushed out first: The passage, with its portrait of the young hero-to-be as an impetuous youth eager to show off to his older relatives, is suggestive when contrasted with what we know of the adult Odysseus, whose talent for self-restraint is admiringly presented throughout the epic (see above on, e.g., 4.284, 11.88, and 16.17). It is tempting to think of this early near-disaster with the boar as representing a key moment in the development of Odysseus’s personality, one that taught him the virtue of hanging back—of evaluating a situation before rushing into it. If this is the case, then there is a certain irony in the fact that the scar acts an indelible mark of Odysseus’s identity in Book 19, since it is the trace of a behavior that he has long since outgrown. Hence the scar identifies a past, rather than the present, Odysseus.

          	454 down it fell in the dust, shrieking: its spirit flew off: The third instance of this formulaic line, which is used first to describe the death of the giant stag Odysseus brings down to feed his men after landing on Circe’s island (10.163) and then to describe the defeat of Íros, who is thereby compared to an animal (18.98). The repetition of the formula connects Odysseus’s successful slaying of two animals: the boar, when he was an untried adolescent, and the stag, when he is an adult leader. Both are important markers of the hero’s prowess at key moments.

          	473 After clasping him by the chin: As tender as this gesture may seems to us today, this was in fact the standard gesture of supplication and respect for the Greeks: Eurykleía is displaying her reverence for the man who has turned out to be her lord and master.

          	480 Felt for the old woman’s throat: The violence of Odysseus’s reaction to the old nurse’s near-revelation of his identity provides context for the threat he makes at 489 (“even though you’re my nurse I won’t spare you”): however dear she may be to him, he would sacrifice her to his larger plan were she to give him away.

          	518 Just as Pandáreos’s daughter: Penelope seems to be alluding here to a version, not otherwise known, of a myth that was often invoked in Greek poetry and drama. The more familiar version is a harrowing tale of violence and human-to-animal transformation: in it, the Thracian king Tereus rapes his wife Prokne’s sister, Philomela, and cuts her tongue out afterward to prevent the girl from disclosing his crime. Philomela, however, weaves a tapestry that illustrates what she has suffered, and Prokne avenges her sister by killing her son by Tereus, Itys, and serving the butchered child to Tereus at dinner. When Tereus discovers the crime, he tries to murder the sisters, but the gods turn all three of them into birds: Tereus becomes a hoopoe, Philomela a swallow, and Prokne a nightingale, whose trilling song is a lament for the son she murdered.
            The tale Penelope tells in this passage is parallel but rather different: here, Aëdôn, the jealous wife of the king Zêthos, seeks to kill a rival’s child but accidentally kills her own. (Her name is the word for “nightingale” and may be related to aeidô, “to sing.”) Whether Homer is invoking a separate mythic tradition or simply inventing a parallel that suits his needs here, the themes of Penelope’s story—marital infidelity, violent revenge, a woman’s use of weaving to get the better of a tormentor—are clearly relevant to the Odyssey.

          

          	535 But come now, hear my dream: We hardly need be Sigmund Freud to interpret Penelope’s dream: the geese are the Suitors and the eagle, Odysseus. What is striking here is the scene’s dense nesting of interpretations within interpretations: first a character within the dream—the eagle, who obviously represents Odysseus—interprets it for the dreamer, Penelope; and then a character outside the dream—Odysseus himself, in the flesh—interprets it “again” for Penelope. The fact that Penelope is saddened by the fate of the geese might slyly suggest that she has, albeit unconsciously, enjoyed the Suitors’ attentions.

          	558 All of them: not one will escape: Odysseus here repeats verbatim Penelope’s line to Eúmaios at 17.547, when she (correctly) interprets the omen of Telémakhos’s sneeze as meaning that the Suitors’ destruction is imminent. This kind of repetition is part of a series of signs, portents, omens, and oracles that heighten the sense of anticipation and suspense as the action reaches its climax with the Contest of the Bow and the slaughter of the Suitors.

          	562 For two are the gates: Penelope’s description of the Gates of Horn and the Gates of Ivory has excited considerable scholarly comment at least since Eustathius, who dryly remarked that “many a scholar has worn out those doors of dreams” with their various theories. One that Eustathius mentions has to do with the alleged etymologies of the words for horn and ivory: horn, kéras, resembles the verb kraínô, “to bring to accomplishment,” and ivory, eléphas, resembles the verb elephaíromai, “to deceive with empty hopes.” Another ancient theory connected horn to the eye and ivory (for obvious reasons) to the mouth, the implication being that what we can see with our own eyes is more reliable than mere hearsay; while yet another suggests that the meaning of the gates resides in the fact that horn is somewhat transparent whereas ivory is opaque. Modern scholars have continued the debate: One argues that Homer here preserves a memory of actual structures connected to Egyptian and Mesopotamian mythologies (a western “Gate of Horns” that led to the Underworld and a “Gate of Ivory” that opened onto the rising sun), while another sees Penelope’s gates as part of a consistent pattern associating Odysseus with horn/the truth and Penelope with ivory/deception. Whatever the case may be, Penelope’s description of the two gates is certainly consistent with an ethos that is by now familiar in the Odyssey: that appearances are not to be trusted. For the true dreams pass through the gate that is made of the humbler material, horn, whereas the false dreams come through the gate made of the costlier luxury material, ivory.
            The notion of the discrete gates for true and false dreams was borrowed by Plato (Charmides 173A, where a character asks someone to hear his dream and determine which gate it has come from) and, most famously, by Virgil in the Aeneid, 6.893ff.

          

          	568 my harrowing dream: Whether true or false, the dream has harrowing implications for Penelope. If it is true and Odysseus’s return is imminent, there will be horrific violence in the palace and the Suitors—for some of whom, we should remember, Penelope feels affection—will be slaughtered; if it is false and Odysseus is fated never to return, she will be forced to marry one of the Suitors.

          	575 and shoot an arrow straight through them: Scholars have offered various theories about what the axes in question might have looked like and what the contest consisted of. A certain kind of ceremonial axe, meant to be hung on walls as a dedication, had handles that ended in a ring from which the axe was hung. If Homer had this sort of axe in mind, we can imagine the axes positioned so that their blades are planted in the ground, thereby exposing a line of such rings to the archer’s view (see top figure). An alternate theory is that the axe-heads were separated from the handles and then partially buried, with the arrow meant to pass through the holes into which the handles were normally inserted (see bottom figure). That the axes were made of iron is indicated at 587.

        

        
          [image: A line drawing shows twelve ax heads buried in a straight line with the ringed end of the blade pointing up.]

          [image: A line drawing shows twelve axes buried head down in a straight line with the handles, each with a ring at the end, pointing up.]

        
      
      
        Book 20

        
          	5 Odysseus lay, wide awake: An elegant symmetry characterizes the behavior of the two spouses in this book, suggesting a rhythm that binds the couple together. Penelope slumbers after sleep “[w]as poured onto her eyelids by Athena” at the end of the previous book (19.604); meanwhile, Odysseus lies in bed, unable to sleep because of his many worries. At the moment he finally falls asleep, again as the result of Athena’s intervention (“she poured down sleep upon his eyelids,” 54), Penelope wakes up, weeping in despair (57–58). Then, when Odysseus finally wakes with the dawn at 92, both husband and wife seem to be telepathically connected, “appearing” to each other in their thoughts: Penelope senses that he had been at her side through the night, while Odysseus, hearing her voice, is convinced that she knows who he is now and is standing by the head of his bed (88–94).

          	66 the daughters of Pandáreos: As she had done in the previous book (19.518–23), Penelope invokes a story about the sad fate of the daughters of Pandáreos as an analogy for her own suffering. The myth she relates here, unlike the one to which she alludes in Book 19, is not known outside of this passage.

          	77 Harpies: The Harpies, from the Greek harpuiai, “snatchers,” are personifications of violent storm-winds, often depicted as birds with the heads of women. Elsewhere I have translated harpuiai simply as “storm-winds,” but in this passage it seems that we are meant to think of them as fully personified characters.

          	100 some word of omen: Omens can typically be either visual or verbal: Odysseus asks for—and receives—both kinds, a reduplication that underscores the divine support for his return to Ithaka.

          	156 since it’s a feast-day for all of them: This is the feast of Apollo of the New Month, first referred to at 14.161 (see note above), when Odysseus assures Eúmaios that his long-absent master will finally return on this very day, “[b]etween the waning of this moon and the waxing of the next” (14.162): a prediction he repeats to Penelope at 19.306–7.

          	185 Philoítios, that leader of men: With the appearance of the cowherd, the last of the loyal household slaves to be introduced, the little troupe of those who will assist Odysseus and Telémakhos in their scheme is now complete. Note that Philoítios (“kindly fate”), like the equally humble Eúmaios, is rewarded by the grandiose epithet “leader of men,” seemingly so disproportionate to his actual station in life.

          	187 It was ferrymen who had brought them: The cattle are ferried over from Kephallênía (see note below on 210), the largest of the cluster of islands that includes Ithaka, because the island of Ithaka itself is too rocky and mountainous for anything but sheep and goats to graze there; only the big island has grassy expanses suited to grazing cattle.

          	199 Greetings, venerable stranger: Like the kindly Suitor Amphínomos, whose words he quotes verbatim here (199–200 = 18.122–23), Philoítios reacts to the bedraggled stranger in a way that conforms to the dictates of xenia, the code of hospitality.

          	210 In the Kephallêníans’ country when I was but a boy: That is, the island where the herds belonging to Odysseus graze; see note above on 187. Philoítios’s speech is crucial to the action since it reveals to the disguised Odysseus that the cowherd, like Eúmaios, can be relied on for the upcoming ordeal: he has remained loyal to his absent master, tending his herds as if he were still alive despite the Suitors’ deprivations, and has been kept from leaving only by his affection for Odysseus and the thought that he might one day return.

          	242 a bird appeared to them on the left—unlucky: Yet another in the growing series of signs and portents announcing the Suitors’ imminent downfall. The eagle here recalls the eagle in Penelope’s dream (19.535ff.), which clearly represented Odysseus.

          	257 But Telémakhos served his own purpose: In anticipation of the attack that he and his father are planning, Telémakhos makes sure that the “beggar,” who until now has roamed the Hall asking for handouts from the various Suitors, is seated beside him, at the threshold between the outer courtyard and the Hall, from which he will begin shooting down the Suitors (22.2).

          	278 grove that belonged to Apollo the Far-Shooter: We are reminded that this is the feast-day of Apollo of the New Month, celebrated between the waning of the old moon and the waxing of the new: cf. 19.306–7 and note above on 14.161.

          	299 he hurled the foot of a cow: The “guest-gift” to which Ktêsippos sarcastically refers is one of the less appetizing parts of the slaughtered animal, which would have been passed around in a basket, presumably to guests of lower status; both Ktêsippos’s taunting manner and his violence recall Antínoös’s treatment of the “beggar” in Book 17. Each physical assault against the disguised Odysseus is progressively less effective: Antínoös, provoked by Odysseus, throws a stool at him, which hits his right shoulder (17.462); Eurýmakhos, after arguing with Odysseus, throws a stool at him but misses, hitting a servant instead, after Odysseus takes refuge at Amphínomos’s feet (18.394ff.); and Ktêsippos, wholly unprovoked, misses altogether (20.302).

          	307 a funeral, not a wedding: The line will turn out to be prophetic: after the slaughter of the Suitors, Odysseus instructs Telémakhos to have the bard, Phêmios, play festive dance music, as if a wedding were taking place, so that anyone passing outside the palace walls would remain unaware of what had happened inside (23.133–36).

          	321 Agélaos, son of Damástor: The first reference to this character, who becomes the leader of the Suitors after the deaths of Antínoös and Eurýmakhos and proves to be a formidable warrior in the climactic battle in Book 22.

          	346 A fit of unstoppable laughter: This is the last and most unsettling of the series of uncanny physical irruptions that function as presages of doom in the second half of the epic, following Telémakhos’s sneeze in Book 17 and Penelope’s surprising laughter at 18.163. Followed as it is by Theoklýmenos’s horrific supernatural vision (351–57), this demented laughter is one of the creepiest moments in Homer.

          	357 a foul mist covers all: An Iliadic echo: the word for “mist” here, akhlús, is the same one used in the Iliad of the darkness that descends on the eyes of warriors at the moment of their death.

          	383 And send them to the Sicilians: Possibly a proverbial expression meaning “to get someone out of the way,” although the suggestion here is that they will be sold into slavery.

          	392 no supper could ever be less delightful: In these concluding lines, Homer adopts the sarcastic tone of Antínoös and Ktêsippos (for whom see note above on 299) while turning the rhetorical tables on them, referring to the coming slaughter as a “supper” that will be served to the Suitors.

        

      
      
        Book 21

        
          	11 There lay the bow, its limbs stretched backward: Odysseus’s bow is described as being palintonon, “backward-stretched”: a “recurve bow,” in modern parlance. In a recurve bow, the tips of the limbs curve away from the archer when the bow is not yet strung. This type of bow thus requires far more energy to string than does a straight-limbed bow—and, therefore, delivers a great deal more energy and speed to its arrows when shot (see illustration).

        

        
          [image: A line drawing shows the three positions of a bow: unstrung, strung, and drawn.]

          
            a) the unstrung bow

            b) the bow when strung

            c) the bow when drawn

          
        
        
          	13 Íphitos, Eúrytos’s son: For the story of Eúrytos, a grandson of Apollo who challenged the gods themselves in skill with the bow, and who met a violent death as punishment for his own deviousness, see note above on 8.219: this bow has a dark history. The lengthy backstory of the bow that is given here in Book 21 is designed to explain an apparent anomaly: why would Odysseus not have taken this great weapon with him to Troy? The answer is that the bow was given to him by a guest-friend who was subsequently murdered by another famous archer, Herakles, and in whose memory he kept the bow safely stored away at home. It is significant that the murder in this tale represents a gross violation of the norms of hospitality, all in the service of greed: Herakles murdered his guest in order to get his beautiful mares. Hence the bow that will slay the Suitors, those notoriously gluttonous violators of xenia, is a memento of someone who was himself the victim of a violation of xenia.

          	47 taking careful aim: The Greek participle tityskoménê—used here of Penelope as she carefully inserts the key into the lock of the storeroom where the bow is kept, thereby setting in motion the Contest of the Bow—will reappear later in this book to describe Odysseus taking careful aim, tityskémenos (421), before he successfully shoots the arrow through the axe-heads, thereby winning the contest and bringing it to a close. The entire narrative of the contest is subtly framed by the two appearances of this crucial word, which further links the wife and her husband—who have not yet been reunited—in a shared action.

          	128 And indeed, his strength would have strung it: This confirmation from the poet that Telémakhos would have been able to string the bow, had Odysseus not signaled to him to stop, marks the completion of the young man’s coming-of-age narrative. The revelation that he is now his father’s equal in strength represents a remarkable transformation from the helpless young man whom we meet in Book 1, forlornly wishing that his father would return and sweep away the Suitors (1.114ff.). This demonstration of a physical prowess on a par with that of Odysseus, along with the disingenuous speech Telémakhos makes (131–35) in order to throw the Suitors off the scent, suggests that the son is now worthy to succeed Odysseus both as a warrior and as a crafty manipulator.

          	179 once we have warmed it up and smeared the bow with grease: Scholars disagree as to whether Antínoös is referring to the bow or the bowstring here: as the bow is made of a pair of horns, which presumably would not be pliable even with the application of grease and heat, it is possible that Antínoös means to stretch the bowstring itself in order to make it easier to string the stiff bow.

          	259 Who would try to bend a bow today of all days?: The excuse Antínoös offers for deferring the contest is surely disingenuous. There is no reason why an archery contest would be inappropriate on the feast-day of Apollo, the “Glorious Archer”; and for Antínoös, of all people—the most irreverent of the Suitors, constantly leading his companions in flagrant violation of the laws of hospitality sacred to Zeus Xenios—to use a religious observance as an excuse is hypocritical, to say the least.

          	275 You who are courting a queen who is far-famed in glory: An ironic repetition: only moments before his identity is revealed, Odysseus addresses the Suitors with the very words Melánthios had addressed to them in Book 17 (468), when he invited them to join him in jeering at the lowly “beggar” who had just arrived in the Hall.

          	295 It was wine that addled the centaur Eurytíôn: Antínoös alludes to the myth of the battle between the Lapiths and Centaurs. Peiríthoös, king of the Lapiths, invited his distant kinsmen, the tribe of Centaurs, to his wedding. The Centaurs, however, were unused to wine and unable to hold their liquor; one of them, Eurytíôn, attempted to rape the bride as she was being escorted by her husband to the marriage-chamber, and soon all the Centaurs were attacking the Lapith women. A great battle ensued that resulted in a victory for the Lapiths, who drove the Centaurs from their lands. It is not clear whether Homer thought of the Centaurs as half-human, half-horse, as we do, although he seems to make some distinction between humans and Centaurs in line 303.

          	308 To Ékhetos the king, Mutilator of Mortals: For the rhetorical use of this bogeyman figure, see note above on 18.85.

          	347 the islands facing Êlis, where horses graze: The cluster of islands to which Ithaka belongs “faces” Êlis (the region occupying the northwest corner of the Peloponnese: see note above on 13.374), across the Gulf of Patras.

          	350 So now go back to your rooms: Telémakhos’s aggressive reproof of his mother at 350–52 is a near-verbatim repetition of his rebellious words to her at 1.356–58 (a single word is different: here “bow” replaces the word “talk” in the earlier passage). This scene as a whole closely follows the pattern of the earlier one, from which it borrows a number of lines (21.350–58 = 1.356–64 apart from the one-word exception noted above). There, Telémakhos had told his mother off after she asserted herself (by ordering the bard Phêmios to stop singing his song about the heroes’ returns from Troy, 1.337–44); here, he tells her off after she assertively intervenes with Eurýmakhos (21.331–42). In both cases, moreover, Penelope has exactly the same “dumbfounded” reaction and retires to her bedchamber to weep and then sleep (21.354–58 = 1.360–64). The repetition, however, calls attention to a salient difference between the two scenes: unlike the youth we meet in Book 1, the Telémakhos who asserts himself in Book 21 has evolved into a man who could reasonably claim to be able to “rule over this house” (cf. note above on 21.128).

          	370 I can still drive you into the fields: Telémakhos’s harshness to his beloved mentor may well be an act he puts on for the Suitors in order to throw them off the scent of the close bond between the two. On the other hand, it may be that this explosion of immature aggressiveness is genuine, foreshadowing the youth’s treatment of the disloyal slave women in Book 22, whom he executes in a particularly cruel manner, against his father’s express orders (22.465ff.).

          	390 rope that was made from Byblos plant: That is, papyrus. The fibers of this plant could be twisted to make cables (as here), or laid crosswise in overlapping layers to make sheets used for writing (the English word “paper” is derived from papyrus). Byblos was a Phoenician city central to the trade in papyrus; hence the reference to papyrus as “byblos plant.”

          	415 Kronos, that crooked counselor: The epithet of Zeus’s father suggests at once his underhandedness (he plotted against his own father, Ouranos, whom he castrated with a sickle) and the inscrutability of his thoughts.

        

      
      
        Book 22

        
          	5 this fateful contest of yours is well and truly over: Here Odysseus ironically quotes Antínoös, who in the previous book had ordered the tearful Eúmaios and Philoítios out of the house so that the Suitors could enjoy their “fateful contest” in peace (21.91).

          	79 he pulled out his sharpened sword: This and other phrases in this scene (“With a terrifying shout,” 81; “and hit his chest next to the nipple,” 82; “dropped / The sword from his hand,” 83–84; “Then the mist crept over his eyes,” 88) would be familiar to the audience from battle scenes in the Iliad; cf. also notes on 203 and 286, below. The climactic scene of violence in the Odyssey is an Iliadic battle scene.

          	84ff. Sprawled across the table . . . spilling food all over the ground— / The two-handled cup as well: Eurýmakhos’s violent death among the accoutrements of the feast vividly recalls Agamemnon’s description of his own murder during the feast that had been prepared for him on his return from Troy (11.410–20).

          	154 I was the one who made this mistake: Telémakhos’s admission of responsibility for this potentially fatal mistake is another important marker of his newly achieved maturity (despite his lapses into temperamentality: see note above on 21.370). Given Odysseus’s willingness in the past to chastise his comrades for their various lapses, the lack of any reply from him here is noteworthy.

          	197 the Morning-Born one: That is, Dawn. This line is unusual in a number of ways. First, the epithet êrigéneia, “born of morning,” or “early-born,” typically joined to the goddess’s name, Êos, stands alone here, without the name. Second—as Eustathius pointed out in his commentary—this is the only time that a character, rather than the poet himself, refers to Dawn using both of her standard epithets, “morning-born” and “throned in gold.”

          	203 breathing fury: The phrase is a slight variation on an expression common in the Iliad’s battle scenes: another indication that we are to understand the Odyssey’s climactic violence as an Iliadic moment.

          	203–4 The men upon the threshold / Were four: That is, Odysseus, Telémakhos, Eúmaios, and Philoítios.

          	206 Having taken the likeness of Mentor: The final books of the epic are marked by Athena’s reappearance in the form of Mentor—whose manner of speaking she also mimics—a disguise that she keeps until the last line of the poem (24.548).

          	271 While the others darted after them and pulled the spears from the bodies: Odysseus and his three comrades must dash into the melee in order to retrieve their weapons.

          	286 He stood over him, vaunting, and said: Yet another distinctly Iliadic echo: The exultant boasting over the body of a slain enemy, signaled by the word epeukhómenos, “vaunting,” is a common motif in the Iliad but occurs only here in the Odyssey.

          	297 the man-destroying aegis: For this terrifying battle-garment, see note above on 3.42.

          	309 The whole floor was oozing blood: A verbatim repetition of Agamemnon’s description of his murder at the hands of Aigisthos (11.420), this line cements the strong and ongoing parallelism between the tale of Agamemnon’s homecoming and that of Odysseus’s return—with the difference, here, that Odysseus’s slaughter of the impious Suitors, intent on sleeping with his still-faithful queen, inverts and “corrects” the slaughter of Agamemnon and his men by the adulterous queen Klytaimnêstra and her lover, Aigisthos.

          	335 Zeus of the Courtyard: Zeus was worshipped as protector of the hearth and the courtyard—that is, of the precincts of the house. Even modest houses would have had small outdoor altars to Zeus in his role as protector of the home.
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            The Great Hall at the Beginning of Book 22

          
        
        
          	376 famous Phêmios: In this, the one moment of humor during the slaughter of the Suitors, Odysseus allows himself a pun, which I have tried to suggest. What Odysseus actually says is “you and the fame-bringing bard,” polyphêmos aoidós. “Bard” is aoidós and the adjective polyphêmos can mean “who confers great fame” or “of many songs” (poly = “much” and phêmê = “fame” or “song”); both meanings would be appropriate for a professional minstrel, who confers fame on his subjects by recalling their deeds in the songs he performs. The second element of the adjective, phêmê, is, in fact, the root of the minstrel Phêmios’s own name, which could be translated as “Renown Giver” or “Song-Man.” (The name of the Cyclops, Polyphêmos, is, in fact, this very adjective; for its significance in that episode, see note on 9.403.) Hence for Odysseus to call Phêmios polyphêmos is simultaneously to describe what he does and to say his name.

          	411 Rejoice in your heart, old woman, but hold back: Odysseus’s instructions to Eurykleía reveal his characteristic preoccupation with suppressing the emotions—in this case, out of piety. A little later on (431ff.), he will similarly restrain Eurykleía from impetuously informing Penelope about the slaughter of the Suitors, since he still intends to test his wife.

          	426 his mother / Would never allow him to order the female slaves around: Eurykleía’s comment is meant to explain why the female slaves were allowed to run amok: there was not yet a man of the house with enough authority to control them. The comment also looks forward to the motive Telémakhos will give for his cruelty toward the twelve disloyal slave women (“For they poured upon my head an endless stream of insults,” 463): having been forced to witness the disobedient women’s humiliation of his mother over the past years while being powerless to do anything about it, Telémakhos, when he is finally in a position to act, displays an excessive savagery toward them that is commensurate with his pent-up rage.

          	475 they sliced his nose and ears off: Melánthios’s punishment is almost identical to the gruesome punishment Antínoös had threatened to inflict on Íros, the public beggar, were he to lose the boxing match with Odysseus (22.475ff. is a near-verbatim quote of 18.86–87). Here, however, his hands and feet are cut off as well as his nose and ears, an extremity of violence in keeping with the excesses characteristic of this book (see note above on 426).

          	498 They swarmed around Odysseus: The welcome given Odysseus by the female slaves is nearly identical to the scene of his reunion with Eúmaios and Philoítios after he reveals his identity to them at 21.224ff. The loyal members of the household feel the same emotions toward him.

        

      
      
        Book 23

        
          	19 Evil-Ilion: For the name Penelope uses for Troy, see note above on 19.260.

          	59 don’t gloat so loudly, cackling away: It is significant that Penelope’s reproach to Eurykleía so closely echoes that of Odysseus in the previous book (22.411ff.), where he had forbidden the old nurse to boast over the deaths of the Suitors (both husband and wife use the same word for “gloat,” epeúkhomai): as the moment of the couple’s reunion approaches, their homophrosynê, “like-mindedness,” is foregrounded. The parallel between the two is further underscored a few lines later, where Penelope’s description of the Suitors’ wickedness (“For they never showed respect . . . ,” 65ff.) repeats verbatim Odysseus’s words at 22.414–15; and the stony restraint Penelope exhibits when she is finally reunited with Odysseus (which Telémakhos finds incomprehensible: “Why on earth do you stay so far from Father?” [98]), is, as we know, a characteristic often associated with Odysseus.

          	73 an unmistakable sign: These are the words Odysseus had used of the scar when revealing himself to Eúmaios and Philoítios (21.217), and he will use them again when he points to the scar in revealing himself to his father (24.329). As the epic reaches its climax and Odysseus must prove his identity to a widening circle of people, the word “sign,” sêma (as well as its plural, sêmata), proliferates markedly (nine times in the last two books, as opposed to seven in all the previous books taken together).

          	118 if someone were to slay just one man in his country: Some critics have found fault with the lengthy apparent digression (118–72), in which Odysseus and Telémakhos discuss how to handle the Suitors’ relatives, at the very moment when the hero and his wife finally confront each other. But the digression is surely deliberate: it ingeniously ratchets up the suspense as the recognition scene between husband and wife approaches, even as it allows the last two books to address the question of Ithaka’s political stability and thereby come full circle to the crisis with which the epic began: the security of the ruling family.

          	157ff. Taller to look at, more solidly built: This description of Odysseus’s transformation, with the simile of the goldsmith, is borrowed verbatim from the scene in Book 6 (230–35) in which Athena beautifies the hero in order to make him more appealing to the Phaiêkian princess Nausikáa. The parallel established by this repetition is suggestive: Nausikáa, unlike the other erotic temptations Odysseus encounters during his adventures (i.e., Kalypso and Circe), would have been a suitable choice for Odysseus in certain important ways, as Penelope is: both are mortal females who are at once intelligent and sympathetic.

          	182 Grew angry at his wife: One of the rare moments in the epic when the hero loses control: Odysseus’s outburst indicates that Penelope has gotten the better of him. The bed, as we soon learn, is immovable because it is made out of a living tree (189ff.). Penelope’s command to move the bed into the hallway provokes Odysseus into revealing that he knows the secret (the “great sign,” mega sêma, 188) of its construction, thereby proving his identity, just as her ruse proves once and for all that she is every bit a match for her husband—indeed, the only character in the epic who outsmarts him. (Cf. her comment below, 209–10, “in all other things / You were always so sensible.”)

          	185 not unless some god were to come: The moment at which Odysseus proves his identity to his wife is tied, by means of the repetition of this phrase, to the moment at which he had revealed his identity to his son: Odysseus here repeats the incredulous words with which Telémakhos had greeted the apparition of the mysteriously rejuvenated “beggar” in Eúmaios’s hut at 16.197–98 (“not unless a god were to come / And easily, just by willing it, make him young or old”).

          	198 Then I drilled it all over with holes: Like Telémakhos’s bed (1.440) and the bed provided to Odysseus by Alkínoös (6.345), the marriage-bed that Odysseus constructs would have been “cord-strung”: that is, the bedding was supported by leathern cords strung through holes drilled in the bedstead’s wooden frame.

          	218 Not even Argive Helen: Although the train of thought is not clear-cut here (critics both ancient and modern have doubted the authenticity of the passage), the point Penelope makes is valid: Penelope has managed to keep strange men who tell beguiling tales at bay, and so, too, would Helen have kept Paris—who had come to her house a beguiling stranger—at bay, had she known the misery that her elopement with him would bring. Penelope’s defense of Helen as a victim of divine manipulation (222) seems gratuitous, although it does help to keep the focus of the moral censure on Klytaimnêstra, who in the next book will be held up as the exemplum of female perfidy par excellence (24.199–202).

          	233 Just as the sight of land is welcome to swimmers at sea: This remarkable passage is noteworthy not only because it is one of the most striking of the epic’s “reverse similes” (cf. note above on 5.394: this one compares a female character to a male), but because it establishes yet again the strong parallel between Odysseus and Penelope. The swimmer to whom the queen is compared here, desperately making for land after being shipwrecked by Poseidon, vividly recalls the description of Odysseus as he struggles to swim onto the shore of Skhería at 5.338–450.

          	244 kept that golden-throned goddess down by Ocean: That is, Athena prevents Dawn from rising up into the sky from the stream of Ocean, which encircles the earth.

          	246 Bright Lámpos and gleaming Phaëthôn: The Greek word lampos is an adjective meaning “bright” or “shining,” and phaëthôn is a participle meaning “gleaming” or “radiant.” These two names are, in fact, the masculine forms of Lampetíê and Phaëthousa, the names of the daughters of Helios Hyperion, who watch over his cattle (12.132).

          	248 the end of all our trials: The word Odysseus uses here, aethlon, can mean “trial” (in the sense of a “test” or “contest”) or “prize” or “game” (it is the root of the words “athlete” and “athletic”). It is used for the athletic contests staged by the Phaiêkians (8.100ff.) and for the Contest of the Bow (19.572), as well as for the prizes offered by Thetis at the funeral games of her son, Achilles, described by the ghost of Agamemnon at 24.91.

          	267 go to many cities / Of mortals: The diction here strongly recalls line 3 of the Proem, “Many the peoples whose cities he saw”: what Odysseus describes as being “the end of all our trials” therefore recapitulates the epic’s opening description of his many trials: an ending that is also a recommencement.

          	269 Until I encounter people who have no knowledge of the sea: Odysseus repeats the instructions he had received from Teiresias in Hades (11.121–37).

          	293 The maid of the bridal chamber: The Greek word is a compound noun, thalamêpólos, literally a “chamber-servant.” But Homer is playing on a secondary meaning of the word thálamos (“chamber”), which is “bridal chamber”: Odysseus and Penelope’s reunion is figured as a second wedding night.

          	296 And welcomed the sight of the place where the familiar bed stood firm: A line that has provoked enormous controversy since ancient times. Two notes in the ancient commentaries on the epic record that the most distinguished of the ancient scholars of Homer, Aristophanes of Byzantium and Aristarchus of Samothrace, believed that this line represented the “end,” telos (or “limit,” péras) of the poem. It is not clear whether this meant that they thought the “authentic” version of the Odyssey ended here or (more likely) that the physical reunion of the royal couple marked the “culminating point”—another possible translation of the words in question—of the plot.

          	310 He began with how he first overcame the Kíkones: Odysseus’s recapitulation of all that happened to him since the war ended (310–42) neatly summarizes the impressively lengthy story he had told to the Phaiêkians in Books 9–12. Both the first and second halves of the epic are capped by a recitation of his adventures by the hero.

        

      
      
        Book 24

        
          	1 Hermes of Kyllênê: Mount Kyllênê in Arcadia was the birthplace of Hermes and a center of his worship.
            The way in which Hermes takes the lead in the epic’s final book is appropriate in a number of ways. The trickster-god (who, according to certain ancient sources, was in fact Odysseus’s grandfather: see notes above on 19.394 and 19.398), has appeared at key moments in the epic: transmitting Zeus’s warning to Aigisthos in Book 1 (38ff.; see note above on 1.29), ordering Kalypso to let Odysseus go in Book 5, and providing the magic herb môly to the hero before his encounter with Circe in Book 10. Here, then, he makes his last appearance, one which finally shows him fulfilling his duties as “guide” for the shades of the dead.

          
            But there is a larger appropriateness to Hermes’ prominence in this final book of the Odyssey, one that Homer’s audience would immediately have appreciated. For Hermes makes an equally startling appearance in the Iliad’s final book, where he is shown guiding the grief-stricken Trojan king, Priam, in secret to the camp of the Greeks, where he meets with Achilles and ransoms the body of his fallen son, Hector. Hence both epics end with Hermes acting as “guide” in passages having to do with the treatment of the dead: an elegant parallelism that unites the two great poems.

          

          	11ff. along the stream of Ocean, the Rock of Whiteness / . . . the Gates of Helios . . . the Country of Dreams: The geography described here has features that were not included in the description of Hades in Book 11, although the field of asphodel is mentioned twice in that book, once in connection with Achilles, who strides through the field (11.539) and once in connection with the hunter Orion, described as inhabiting the field of asphodel, where he perpetually rounds up the game he had hunted in life (11.573–74). The Gates of Helios, on the western horizon, are the ones through which the sun-god drives his horses at the end of the day.

          	15ff. Achilles . . . Pátroklos . . . Antílokhos . . . Aías: The final appearance of the quartet of distinguished Greek warriors who fell at Troy: see notes above on 3.109ff. and 11.467ff.

          	24ff. we always thought that . . . / You were the one who’d remain dear to Zeus: The final gathering of the shades of the great Greek heroes sets the stage for the Odyssey’s climactic confrontation with the Iliad; that epic’s action may, indeed, be said to come to a long-delayed resolution here, in the final book of its sequel, the Odyssey. The Iliad, we remember, begins with the terrible quarrel between Agamemnon and Achilles, which triggers the latter’s enraged withdrawal from the fighting; hence by including this long and quite respectful exchange between the same two heroes in its own final book (24.24ff.), the Odyssey gestures to the event that set its predecessor’s plot in motion while offering a new, “revised” presentation of the earlier epic’s two great antagonists, showing that the feud between them has long since been brought to a satisfying conclusion. Agamemnon’s lengthy and detailed descriptions of the aftermath of Achilles’ death and of his magnificent funeral (36–94) also contribute to our sense that Book 24 of the Odyssey is intended to tie up a number of loose ends with respect both to the Trojan War in general and to the Iliad specifically. (The death of Achilles does not fall within the action of the Iliad.)
            In this sense, the present scene acts similarly to the charged exchange between Odysseus and the shade of Achilles in Hades (see note above on 11.489ff.), suggesting once again that the Odyssey enjoys having the “last word” with respect to the earlier epic.

          

          	103 Amphimédôn: The Suitor who had wounded Telémakhos during the climactic battle (22.277), and who was subsequently killed by Telémakhos. The guest-friend relationship (xenia) between Amphimédôn and Agamemnon provides a natural context for a conversation between the two.

          	109 Did Poseidon overwhelm you: Agamemnon asks Amphimédôn the exact same questions that Odysseus, in Hades, had asked Agamemnon (109–13 are a near-verbatim repetition of 11.399–403). The difference is that Amphimédôn and the other Suitors were, in fact, “waging a war for a city and its women”—that is, for Ithaka and Penelope.

          	129 She set up an enormous loom: The third time and final time that the story of Penelope’s ruse is told in the Odyssey: see notes above on 2.94 (when Antínoös relates it to the Ithakans at the Assembly, 2.94–107) and on 19.139 (when Penelope recounts the tale to the disguised Odysseus, 19.139–52).

          	185 The whole floor was oozing blood: The first occurrence of this phrase was in Agamemnon’s description of his and his men’s slaughter at the hands of Aigisthos and his accomplices (11.420); its repetition here, used of the Suitors’ slaughter at the hands of Odysseus and his accomplices, is one of a number of details in Book 24 that suggest that the Oresteia Narrative (see note above on 1.29) has reached its culmination. In contrast to Agamemnon, who was unjustly killed through the devious schemes of his unfaithful queen and her lover, the would-be lovers of the faithful queen Penelope are rightfully slaughtered for their crimes against both human and divine law. The same symmetrical inversion is characteristic of Agamemnon’s ecstatic exclamation about the two contrasting wives a few lines later (192ff.), which represents the climax of the epic’s ongoing contrast between his and Odysseus’s homecomings: as justly renowned as Penelope’s virtue will be in the future (196ff.), so will Klytaimnêstra’s infamy live on into the future, casting a shadow on all womankind (201ff.).

          	205 But those others went out of the city: Another pointed allusion to the conclusion of the Iliad: this line is a near-verbatim repetition of a line from the final book of that epic (Il. 24.329), which describes how Priam and a companion left Troy for the Greek camp in order to ransom the body of Hector (see note above on 24.1). Each epic ends with a major character’s departure from the city on a culminating mission.
            “Those others” refer to Odysseus, Telémakhos, Eúmaios, and Philoítios. At the end of the previous book (23.367ff.), Odysseus orders his son and the two slaves to bring their weapons along as they go off to Laërtes’ farm.

          

          	208 lean-tos: The word here translated as “lean-to,” klisíon, occurs only here in all of Greek literature, and its meaning has been debated since ancient times, when a scholar called Dorotheos of Askalon is said to have written an entire book about it (!). It is derived from the verb klinein, “to lean,” and clearly refers to the outbuildings surrounding Laërtes’ farmhouse.

          	240 he would test his father, provoking him: Scholars and readers over the years have been troubled by Odysseus’s desire to test and goad his aged father; following his triumph over the Suitors and reunion with Penelope, the encounter, in which the hero starts to launch into yet another lying tale, long after the need for these “smoke screens” has vanished, does strike us at first as gratuitous. But it is possible to see here, with some critics, a more benevolent agenda on Odysseus’s part: that is, his long and probing exchange with Laërtes is designed to draw the solitary old man out of his shell and gently prepare him for the otherwise too-shocking news that his son, long presumed dead, is in fact alive (259–79ff., 311ff.).

          	304ff. Alýbas . . . Apheídas . . . Polypêmôn . . . Epêritos: All of these invented names are significant, although scholars have debated the derivations of some of them. Alýbas is either “the wanderer” or “the distraught one”; Apheídas could mean either “the one who does not spare” (i.e., Odysseus, who did not spare the Suitors; cf. note above on Lord Pheídôn, 14.315) or “the generous one”; Polypêmôn, “the man of many travails” or “the man of many possessions”; Epêritos, either “the chosen one” or “the brawler” (from eris, “brawl”).

          	318 Odysseus’s heart was moved: a spasm of violent emotion: The hero’s reunions with both his wife and his father are both marked by an uncharacteristic loss of emotional control. Just as he erupts with dismay in the face of Penelope’s ruse about the marriage-bed in Book 19 (see note above on 23.182), so here is he unable to persist in his “testing” of Laërtes; for the first time in the epic, Odysseus is unable to keep up a false façade and continue with a lying tale. Instead, both father and son dissolve in weeping. It is also noteworthy that in the recognition scenes with both his wife and his father, it is they who test him, rather than he who tests them: although he undertook his mission to the orchard to test and draw out his father, it is Laërtes, in fact, who tests him (329), demanding that he provide an “unmistakable sign” of his identity. The parallelism reminds us of the preeminent status of the husband-wife and father-son relationships, while Odysseus’s failure to remain in command of himself during these twin climaxes suggests that the hero is finally letting go of the behaviors that enabled him to survive for so long (lying, deception, “iron-like” self-command) and is finally being reintegrated into domestic life in peacetime.

          	336 I will also tell you of the trees: Another element that links the husband-wife and father-son recognition scenes in the final books is that, in both cases, the ultimate proofs of recognition involve living trees—which is to say, symbols of enduring memories and shared knowledge of the past: the marriage-bed, anchored to a live olive tree that grows into the bridal chamber, and the orchard that Laërtes had given to Odysseus when he was a boy (336ff.).

          	353 what if all / The men of Ithaka were to descend on us: Now that the epic’s culminating reunion has taken place, the Odyssey can tie up a final loose end: the vengeance that the relatives of the Suitors will inevitably demand, and which will threaten to lead Ithaka into civil strife at the very moment its rightful king returns to retake his throne.

          	377 Nêrikos’s strong-built citadel: Presumably, this refers to a city on the island of Leukás (present-day Lefkada), about five miles north of the northernmost tip of Ithaka. Although now completely surrounded by water, in the Bronze Age Leukás was still connected to the west coast of Greece by a narrow peninsula.

          	431 where the Epeíans wield their power: For Êlis and the Epeíans, see note above on 13.275.

          	439 the godlike bard and Médôn: Phêmios the bard and Médôn the herald had successfully begged for their lives during the slaughter of the Suitors (22.344ff., 361ff.).

          	451 that aged fighter, Halithérses: The appearance of this elderly seer brings the end of the Odyssey full circle to its beginning: the elderly seer, “full of kindly concern,” now addresses this culminating public Assembly of the Ithakans, just as he had spoken at the Assembly called by Telémakhos in Book 2 (24.451ff. = 2.157ff.; 24.453 = 2.160).

          	472 Now Athena addressed a word to Zeus: Another repetition that signals narrative closure: The epic concludes as it began, with a conversation between Athena and Zeus in which Odysseus’s divine patroness urges her father to settle the fate of her favorite mortal (cf. 1.44ff.).

          	489 when his men had put aside their craving for honeyed food: That is, Odysseus, Laërtes, Telémakhos, Eúmaios, Philoítios, and Dolíos and his sons, whom we last saw celebrating together after Odysseus and his father returned to Laërtes’ cabin (24.408–12).

          	525 With a thunderous thud he fell: The rejuvenated Laërtes receives an “Iliadic” rehabilitation, marked by the repetition here of a line that occurs frequently in the Iliad but only here and twice elsewhere in the Odyssey (cf. note above on 15.479, and see 22.94). The restoration of Odysseus’s father to the youthful vigor for which he had earlier prayed (24.375ff.) thus completes another thematic arc that began in Book 1: just as Telémakhos matured from the helpless boy victimized by the Suitors in Book 1 into a competent fighter by the end of the epic (see note above on 21.128), so, too, has Laërtes gone from being a feeble old man “creeping about in the vineyard” (1.189ff.) to a youthful warrior who triumphs in a military encounter.

          	539 the son of Kronos hurled a sulfurous bolt: Although it represents a departure from the self-control he usually displays, Odysseus’s apparent inability to restrain himself from fighting, even in the face of Athena’s dire warning, is consistent with similar losses of self-control evident in the poem’s final books (see notes above on 23.182 and 24.318). This excessive behavior raises the possibility that the end of the Odyssey could well turn into the beginning of the Iliad, with one man’s ongoing grudge threatening to erupt into widespread bloodshed. And so Zeus himself must intervene. Even so, the final line of the poem belongs, appropriately, to the hero’s protectress, Athena, still in disguise: a final nod—or perhaps a wink?—at that all-important theme.

        

      
    
  
    
      
        Variants from Allen

      
      The following is a list of passages in which I have departed from the readings of the Oxford Classical Texts edition by T. W. Allen (Vol. 1. Oxford, 1908, 1917; Vol. 2, Oxford, 1908, 1919).

      
        
          	
            3.391 

          
          	
            τὸν ἐν δεκάτῳ ἐνιαυτῷ, “in the tenth year,” for Allen’s τὸν ἑνδεκάτῳ ἐνιαυτῷ, “in the eleventh year.” The former is more attractive: a ten-year-old vintage would make the age of the wine equal to the duration of Odysseus’s homecoming voyage.

          
        

        
          	
            9.33

          
          	
            ἔπειθον for ἔπειθεν. The plural is preferable to the singular: Odysseus is summarizing his experiences with both of the goddesses whom he had rejected.

          
        

        
          	
            9.387

          
          	
            Heubeck’s ἔχοντες for Allen’s ἑλόντες.

          
        

        
          	
            9.445

          
          	
            West’s λαχμῷ is preferable to Allen’s λάχνῳ: the bellwether is weighed down by his new “chore” now (= carrying the hidden Odysseus), not by his fleece.

          
        

        
          	
            9.484

          
          	
            Moving 483 to 540–41, where it makes more sense, per various editors.

          
        

        
          	
            10.10

          
          	
            αὐλῷ for αὐλῇ.

          
        

        
          	
            10.130

          
          	
            οἱ δ’ ἅλα πάντες ἀνέρριψαν with Rhianus and Callistratus is preferable to ἅμα of codd.; cf. 7.328.

          
        

        
          	
            10.220

          
          	
            εἰνὶ θύρηισι for ἔσταν δ’ ἐν προθύροισι. The former suggests a simpler structure: see Heubeck’s arguments for the relative simplicity of the dwellings of mythic figures as compared to those of heroes and gods, and his argument for parallelism with 3.310.

          
        

        
          	
            10.455

          
          	
            Heubeck’s arguments for retaining 456 are persuasive; West deletes it.

          
        

        
          	
            10.482

          
          	
            The line is missing from most mss. and Eustathius; Heubeck and West delete it.

          
        

        
          	
            12.140ff.

          
          	
            These lines of Circe’s, which repeat Teiresias’s warning to Odysseus at 11.113–14 verbatim, were rejected by Aristarchus. But the repetition is pointed because, despite Odysseus’s subsequent claim (12.165) to be repeating Circe’s instructions, he here omits something that both Teiresias and she had mentioned in the earlier passages: that it will be impossible for him to avoid losing men during the next leg of the voyage, no matter what route they take.

          
        

        
          	
            17.296

          
          	
            Following Leumann (Wörter, 64–65) on apothestos = a- + *pothestos < potheô.

          
        

        
          	
            18.402

          
          	
            Retaining, per Russo, the μεθέηκε of the codd.

          
        

        
          	
            20.138

          
          	
            Reading μιμνήσκοντο with West et al., instead of μιμνήσκοιτο.

          
        

        
          	
            24.402

          
          	
            Reading μέγα χαῖρε for Allen’s μάλα χαῖρε.

          
        

      

    
  
    
      
        Glossary of Proper Nouns

      
      Each description is followed by a citation of the passage in which the name appears for the first time in the text. An o with a macron (ō) is pronounced long, like the o in “most.”

      
        Achaea (ah-KEY-ah). A region in the northwestern Peloponnese: 3.104.

        Achaeans (ah-KEY-ans). One of the names used of the Greek people, derived from the name of the region of Achaea: 1.61.

        Achilles (ah-KILL-eez). The greatest of the Greek warriors who fought at Troy and the hero of the Iliad: 3.106.

        Adréstê (ah-DRESS-tay). One of Helen’s attendants: 4.123.

        Æthiops (EYE-thee-ops). A people who enjoy the favor of the gods; some live at the easternmost ends of the earth, others at the westernmost: 1.22.

        Agamemnon (ah-gah-MEM-non). King of Mycenae, son of Atreus, brother of Menelaos; commander in chief of the Greek expedition against Troy, murdered upon his return by his wife, Klytaimnêstra, and her lover, Aigisthos: 3.143.

        Agélaos (ah-GEH-lah-oss). One of the Suitors, killed by Odysseus: 20.321.

        Aiaíê (eye-EYE-ay). The island dwelling of the nymph Circe: 10.135.

        Aiakídes (eye-ah-KEE-deez). An epithet of Achilles indicating descent from Aiakós, his grandfather, king of the island of Aigina and a son of Zeus: 11.471.

        Aías (EYE-ahss). One of the greatest of the Greek warriors who went to Troy, renowned for his brute strength; committed suicide after losing the contest for Achilles’ armor to Odysseus (more commonly known by the Latinized form of his name, Ajax): 3.109.

        Aiëtes (eye-EH-teez). Son of Helios, the sun-god, and brother of Circe: 10.137.

        Aigaí (eye-GUY). A place on the island of Euboia where the palace of the sea-god Poseidon was located: 5.381.

        Aigisthos (eye-GISS-thoss). Agamemnon’s first cousin and the lover of Klytaimnêstra, Agamemnon’s wife; the adulterous couple murdered Agamemnon on his return from Troy: 1.29.

        Aigýptios (eye-GIHP-tee-oss). An old man of Ithaka whose son went to Troy with Odysseus and was killed by the Cyclops: 2.15.

        Aiolía (eye-oh-LEE-ah). The island inhabited by Aíolos, the god of the winds, and his twelve children: 10.1.

        Aíolos (EYE-oh-loss). The god of the winds, he gives Odysseus a bag of winds to help speed him home: 10.2.

        Aísôn (EYE-sōn). One of the sons of Tyro, a queen whose shade Odysseus sees in Hades: 11.259.

        Aíthôn (EYE-thōn). One of the false names taken by Odysseus: 19.183.

        Ákastos (AH-kah-stoss). King of Doulíkhion: 14.336.

        Akhérôn (ah-KHER-ōn). One of the rivers in Hades, the Land of the Dead: 10.514.

        Akróneôs (ah-CROW-neh-ōs). One of the Phaiêkians: 8.111.

        Aktorís (ahk-tor-EESS). One of Penelope’s female slaves, the only person beside Odysseus and Penelope who knows the secret of the construction of the couple’s marriage-bed: 23.228.

        Aléktôr (ah-LEHK-tore). The father of the bride who is being married to Helen and Menelaos’s son at the beginning of Book 4: 4.10.

        Alkándrê (al-KAHN-dray). An Egyptian woman, wife of Pólybos, who gave lavish gifts to Helen while she was in Egypt: 4.125.

        Álkimos (AHL-kih-moss). Father of Mentor, the trusted adviser of Odysseus: 22.234.

        Alkínoös (ahl-KIH-noh-oss). King of the Phaiêkian people, husband of Arétê, father of the princess Nausikáa: 6.12.

        Alkíppê (al-KIH-pay). One of Helen’s attendants: 4.124.

        Alkmaíôn (alk-MY-ōn). An ancestor of the seer Theoklýmenos: 15.248.

        Alkmênê (alk-MAY-nay). The mother of the great hero Herakles: 2.120.

        Álpheios (AHL-fay-oss). A river-god; the River Álpheios (modern Greek Alfeiós) flows northwest from the central Peloponnese, past Olympia, and into the Gulf of Kyparissia: 3.489.

        Aloeús (ah-low-YOOSS). Husband of Iphimédeia, a woman whose shade Odysseus sees in Hades; he was the putative father of the giants Otos and Ephiáltes (the real father was Poseidon): 11.306.

        Alýbas (ah-LEE-bahss). A place that Odysseus claims to come from in the tale he tells his father in Book 24: 24.304.

        Amnisós (ahm-nih-SOSS). A port on the north shore of Crete that figures in a tale told by the disguised Odysseus to Penelope: 19.188.

        Amphíalos (ahm-FEE-ah-loss). One of the Phaiêkians; his name means “sea-girt”: 8.114.

        Amphiáraos (ahm-fee-AH-ray-oss). An ancestor of the seer Theoklýmenos: 15.244.

        Amphílokhos (ahm-FIH-loh-khoss). An ancestor of the seer Theoklýmenos: 15.248.

        Amphimédôn (ahm-fih-MEH-dōn). One of the Suitors; in Book 24, his shade gives a report of the slaughter of the Suitors to the shade of Agamemnon: 22.242.

        Amphínomos (ahm-FIH-noh-moss). Penelope’s favorite among the Suitors, described as a “man of good sense”: 16.351.

        Amphithéê (ahm-fih-THEH-ay). Maternal grandmother of Odysseus: 19.416.

        Amphitríte (ahm-fih-TRY-tee). Consort of the sea-god, Poseidon: 3.91.

        Amphitrýon (ahm-fih-TREE-ōn). King of Troizen and husband of Alkmênê, the mother of Herakles: 11.266.

        Amphíon (ahm-FEE-ōn). A son of Zeus and Antiópê; he and his brother Zêthos built the city of Thebes: 11.262.

        Amytháön (ah-myth-AH-ōn). A son of Tyro, queen of Iolkós, whose shade Odysseus sees in Hades: 11.259.

        Andraímôn (ahn-DRY-mōn). Father of Thóas, a character who features in a tale that the disguised Odysseus tells to the swineherd, Eúmaios: 14.499.

        Ankhíalos (an-KHEE-ah-loss). The father of Odysseus’s old friend Mentes: 1.180.

        Antíkleia (ahn-TIH-clay-ah). Odysseus’s mother, whose shade the hero sees in Hades: 11.85.

        Ántiklos (AHN-tih-kloss). One of the Greek soldiers who took part in the Trojan Horse mission: 4.286.

        Antílokhos (ahn-TIH-loh-khoss). A son of Nestor, companion of Achilles after the death of Pátroklos, killed in the Trojan War: 3.112.

        Antínoös (ahn-TIH-noh-oss). The leader of the Suitors: 1.383.

        Antiópê (ahn-tee-OH-pay). One of the women whose shades Odysseus sees in Hades; mother of Amphíon and Zêthos: 11.260.

        Antiphátes (ahn-tih-FAH-teez). (1) The king of the Laistrygónians: 10.106; (2) an ancestor of the seer Theoklýmenos: 15.242.

        Ántiphos (AHN-tih-foss). An old friend of Odysseus who appears at the Assembly in Book 2: 2.19.

        Apheídas (ah-FAY-dahss). A man whose son Odysseus claims to be in the lying tale he tells his father in Book 24: 24.305.

        Aphrodite (a-froh-DIE-tee). The goddess of love, whose adulterous affair with the war-god Ares is the subject of a long poem recited by the Phaiêkian bard Demódokos: 4.14.

        Apollo (a-POLL-oh). One of the twelve Olympian gods, a son of Zeus and Leto, twin brother of the goddess Artemis, he presides over the arts, poetry, and music and is associated with archery: 3.279.

        Ares (AIR-eez). The god of war, son of Zeus and Hera, one of the twelve Olympian gods, lover of the goddess Aphrodite: 8.115.

        Arétê (ah-RAY-tay). Queen of the Phaiêkians, niece and wife of Alkínoös, mother of Nausikáa: 7.54.

        Arethoúsa (ah-reh-THOO-sah). The name of a fountain on Ithaka: 13.408.

        Arétias (ah-REH-tee-ahss). Grandfather of the Suitor Amphínomos: 16.395.

        Árêtos (ah-REH-toss). One of the sons of Nestor: 3.114.

        Argives (AHR-guyvs). One of the names of the Greek people, derived from the name of the region of Argos in the Peloponnese: 1.211.

        Argo (AHR-go). The name of the ship in which the legendary hero Jason sailed in pursuit of the Golden Fleece: 10.70.

        Argos (AHR-goss). (1) the name of both a city and a region in the northeast Peloponnese: 1.344; (2) the name of Odysseus’s dog: 17.292.

        Ariádnê (ah-ree-AHD-nay). A Cretan princess, lover of the Athenian hero Theseus; Odysseus sees her shade in Hades: 11.321.

        Arkeisiádes (ahr-kay-see-AH-deez). A patronymic of Odysseus’s father, Laërtes, meaning “son of Arkeísios”: 4.755.

        Arkeísios (ahr-KAY-see-oss). Father of Laërtes, paternal grandfather of Odysseus: 14.181.

        Arnaíos (ahr-NIGH-oss). The real name of the Ithakan beggar known as Íros, with whom the disguised Odysseus has a boxing match: 18.5.

        Artakíê (ahr-tah-KEE-ay). A stream in the land of the Laistrygónians: 10.108.

        Artemis (AHR-teh-miss). One of the twelve Olympian gods, daughter of Zeus and Leto, twin sister of Apollo, the virgin goddess of the hunt: 4.122.

        Arýbas (ah-REE-bahss). The father of the Phoenician woman who kidnapped the swineherd Eúmaios when he was a child: 15.426.

        Asôpós (ah-so-POHSS). Father of Antiópê, whose shade Odysseus sees in Hades: 11.260.

        Asphalíôn (ahss-fah-LEE-ōn). A steward in the palace of Menelaos: 4.216.

        Asterís (ah-stair-EESS). An island off Ithaka where the Suitors set an ambush for Telémakhos: 4.846.

        Atlas (AT-las). One of the Titans, father of the nymph Kalypso; Atlas holds up the columns that separate the heavens from the earth: 1.52.

        Atreḯdes (ah-treh-EE-deez). A patronymic meaning “son of Atreus,” used of both Agamemnon and Menelaos: 1.36; the plural is Atreḯdai (ah-treh-EE-day): 5.307.

        Atreus (AY-tree-uhss). The father of Agamemnon and Menelaos; Atreus’s brother, Thyestes, was the father of Aigisthos: 4.235.

        Atrytône (ah-trih-TOE-nay). An epithet of Athena: 4.762.

        Autólykos (aww-TAH-lih-kohss). Odysseus’s maternal grandfather, a notorious trickster: 11.85.

        Autonóê (aw-toe-NO-ay). One of Penelope’s serving-women: 18.182.

        Athena (ah-THEE-na). Also referred to as Pallas Athena, the daughter of Zeus and of Mêtis (= the personification of cunning intelligence), associated with intellectual ability and skilled handicrafts, divine patroness of Odysseus: 1.44.

        Athens: the city in Attica whose patron god was Athena: 3.278.

        Boêthoös (boh-AY-thoh-oss). The father of Menelaos’s steward Eteoneús: 4.31.

        Boötes (boh-OH-teez). The name of a constellation (= “the Plowman”): 5.272.

        Boréas (boh-REH-ahss). The North Wind: 5.331.

        Circe (SIR-see). A nymph who lives on the island of Aiaíê, a granddaughter of the Sun and a niece of Medea: 8.448.

        Crete (creet). The largest island in the Mediterranean and center of a great empire, famous for its liars; the lying tales told by the disguised Odysseus upon his return to Ithaka are known as the “Cretan Tales”: 3.191.

        Cyclops (SIGH-clops); plural, Cyclopes (SIGH-cloh-peez). Any one of the race of one-eyed giants whom Odysseus encounters in Book 9; used mostly to refer to Polyphêmos, the cannibalistic Cyclops who holds Odysseus and his men captive: 1.69.

        Cyprus (SIGH-pruss). A large island in the eastern Mediterranean: 4.83.

        Damástor (da-MAH-store). Father of Agélaos, one of the Suitors: 20.321.

        Danáäns (da-NAY-ans). Along with Achaeans and Argives, one of the names of the Greek people: 4.278.

        Deïphobos (day-IF-oh-bohss). A son of the Trojan king Priam and a warrior whose deeds are described in the Iliad; after the death of his brother Paris, he married Helen: 4.276.

        Delos (DEE-loss). An island in the Aegean Sea, birthplace of Apollo and Artemis: 6.162.

        Demódokos (deh-MOH-doh-koss). The blind bard at the royal court of the Phaiêkians: 8.44.

        Demoptólemos (day-mop-TOH-leh-moss). One of the Suitors: 22.242.

        Deukalíôn (dyoo-kah-LEE-ōn). The father of the Cretan hero Idomeneús: 19.180.

        Día (DEE-ah). An island north of Crete where the princess Ariádnê dies: 11.325.

        Dioklês (dee-oh-KLEEZ). King of Phêraí, he plays host to Telémakhos: 3.488.

        Diomêdes (dye-oh-MEE-deez). Son of Tydeús, one of the greatest of the younger generation of warriors in the Iliad: 3.180.

        Dionysos (dee-ON-nih-soss). One of the twelve Olympian gods, son of Zeus and Semelê, the god of wine and ecstatic revels, associated with the fecundity of the natural world, lover of the Cretan princess Ariádnê: 11.325.

        Dmêtor (DMAY-tore). A character in the lying tale that Odysseus tells to Antínoös: 17.442.

        Dodôna (doh-DOE-nah). The site of an important oracle of Zeus: 14.327.

        Dolíos (doh-LEE-oss). An elderly slave belonging to Penelope; father of the disloyal goatherd Melánthios and of the disloyal maidservant Melanthô: 4.735.

        Dorians (DOOR-ee-ans). The name of a people described by Odysseus as living on Crete: 19.177.

        Doulíkhion (doo-LIH-khee-on). A city on the west coast of Greece, across from Ithaca; the home of a number of the Suitors: 1.246.

        Dymas (DEE-mahss). The father of a girl whose form Athena takes when she appears to the Phaiêkian princess Nausikáa: 6.22.

        Eidothéê (ay-doh-THEH-ay). A daughter of the Old Man of the Sea, she assists Menelaos on his homeward journey from Troy: 4.366.

        Eileithuía (ay-lay-THWEE-ah). Goddess of childbirth; a cave on Crete that was sacred to her figures in one of Odysseus’s lying tales: 19.188.

        Ekhénêos (eh-KHEH-nay-oss). A wise elder among the Phaiêkians: 7.155.

        Ekhéphrôn (eh-KHEH-frōn). One of the sons of Nestor: 3.413.

        Ékhetos (EH-kheh-toss). A king famed for his sadistic cruelty: 18.85.

        Élatos (EH-lah-toss). One of the Suitors, killed by Eúmaios: 22.267.

        Elatreús (eh-lah-TREOOSS). One of the Phaiêkians; his name means “the rower” or “the paddler”: 8.129.

        Êlis (AY-liss). A region on the northwest coast of the Peloponnese: 4.635.

        Elpênor (el-PAY-nor). The youngest member of Odysseus’s crew, he falls and breaks his neck during the crew’s stay with Circe: 10.552.

        Elýsion (ay-LEE-see-on). An Edenic region where the shades of certain distinguished mortals go after death: 4.563.

        Enipeús (eh-nih-PYOOSS). A river-god: 11.238.

        Êos (AY-oss). The dawn, personified as a goddess: 4.188.

        Epeíans (eh-PAY-ans). The name of the people who inhabit the region of Êlis: 13.275.

        Epeíos (eh-PAY-oss). One of the Greeks at Troy, he constructed the Wooden Horse: 8.493.

        Epêritos (eh-PAY-rih-toss). The false name Odysseus gives himself in the tale he tells his father in Book 24: 24.306.

        Ephiáltes (eh-fee-AHL-teez). A giant, son of Poseidon and Iphimédeia, brother of Otos; the two brothers attempted to storm Olympos but were slain by Apollo: 11.308.

        Ephýrê (eh-FEE-ray). A place on the mainland opposite Ithaka: 1.259.

        Epikástê (eh-pee-KAH-stay). The mother of Oedipus, king of Thebes; Odysseus sees her shade in Hades (more commonly known as Jocasta): 11.271.

        Erekhtheús (eh-rekh-THYOOSS). A legendary king of Athens: 7.81.

        Eremboí (eh-rem-BOY). One of the peoples visited by Menelaos during his journey home from Troy: 4.84.

        Eretmeús (eh-ret-MYOOSS). One of the Phaiêkians: 6.112.

        Eríphylê (eh-RIH-fee-lay). One of the famous women whose shades Odysseus sees in Hades, she betrayed her husband in exchange for gold during the war between the sons of Oedipus: 11.326.

        Erýmanthos (eh-REE-mahn-thoss). A mountain range in the Peloponnese: 6.103.

        Eteoneús (eh-tee-oh-NYOOSS). A squire in the retinue of Menelaos: 4.22.

        Euánthes (yoo-AHN-theez). The father of Márôn, a priest of Apollo in the land of the Kíkones: 9.197.

        Euboia (you-BOY-ah). The long island that lies off the coast of east-central Greece: 3.175.

        Euênor (you-AY-nor). Father of the Suitor Leiókritos: 2.42.

        Eúmaios (YOU-my-oss). Odysseus’s loyal swineherd: 14.55.

        Eúmêlos (YOU-may-loss). A son of Admetos, king of Pheraí, and Alkéstis: 4.798.

        Eupeíthes (you-PAY-theez). Father of Antínoös, the leader of the Suitors: 1.383.

        Eúros (YOU-ross). The East Wind: 5.332.

        Euryádes (you-ree-AH-deez). One of the Suitors: 22.267.

        Eurýalos (you-REE-ah-loss). One of the Phaiêkians: 8.115.

        Eurybátes (you-ree-BAH-teez). A herald in the retinue of Odysseus: 19.247.

        Eurydámas (you-ree-DAH-mahss). One of the Suitors: 18.297.

        Eurydíkê (you-ree-DEE-kay). The wife of Nestor, king of Pylos: 3.452.

        Eurykleía (you-ree-CLAY-ah). Daughter of Ops; the loyal housekeeper in the palace of Odysseus: 1.429.

        Eurýlokhos (you-RIH-loh-khoss). A member of Odysseus’s crew and his second-in-command: 10.205.

        Eurýmakhos (you-RIH-mah-khoss). One of the leaders of the Suitors: 1.399.

        Eurymédôn (you-ree-MEH-dōn). The father of Períboia, the mother of the Phaiêkian king Alkínoös: 7.58.

        Eurymédousa (you-ree-MEH-doo-sah). An elderly serving-woman of the Phaiêkian princess Nausikáa: 8.8.

        Eúrymos (YOU-ree-moss). Father of Têlemos, a seer among the Cyclopes: 9.509.

        Eurynómê (you-ree-NOH-may). One of Penelope’s serving-women: 17.495.

        Eurýnomos (you-RIH-noh-moss). One of the Suitors, a son of the Ithakan elder Aigýptios: 2.22.

        Eurýpylos (you-RIH-pih-loss). A warrior slain at Troy by Achilles’ son, Neoptólemos: 11.519.

        Eurytíôn (you-ree-TEE-ōn). A centaur who features in the tale of the Battle of the Lapiths and the Centaurs: 21.295.

        Eúrytos (YOU-ree-toss). King of Oikhalía, a famous bowman: 8.224.

        Eustathius (you-STAY-thee-uss). Eustathius of Thessalonica (ca. 1115–1195/6 CE), archbishop of Salonica, author of the most important Byzantine commentaries on the Iliad and the Odyssey. His extensive commentaries on the epics are valuable not least because they contain lengthy citations of Alexandrian and other earlier commentaries now lost to us.

        Geraistós (geh-rye-STOSS). A cape on the southern tip of the island of Euboia: 3.178.

        Gerenian (geh-REE-nee-an). An epithet of Nestor: 3.68.

        Gorgon (GORE-gon). A female monster whose face, according to legend, petrified anyone who beheld it; the head of the Gorgon adorns the breastplate worn by Athena: 11.635.

        Gortyn (GORE-tin). A city located on the southern coast of Crete: 3.294.

        Gyraían Rocks (ghee-RYE-an). The name of a rocky headland in the Aegean Sea where the Greek warrior Aías, son of Oileús, drowns: 4.501.

        Hálios (HAH-lee-oss). One of the Phaiêkians: 8.119.

        Halithérses (ha-lih-THUR-seez). An Ithakan elder and seer: 2.157.

        Harpies (HAR-peez). Literally “the Snatchers,” a personification of violent storm-winds: 20.77.

        Hêbê (HAY-bay). Goddess of youth, daughter of Zeus and Hera and wife of Herakles: 11.603.

        Helen (HELL-en). A daughter of Zeus and Leda, wife of the Spartan king Menelaos, mother of an only daughter, Hermiónê. Her adulterous elopement with Paris, prince of Troy, triggered the Trojan War; after the Fall of Troy, she returned home with Menelaos: 4.12.

        Helios (HEE-lee-oss). The sun, personified as a god: 8.271.

        Hellas (HELL-ahss). The Greek name for Greece: 4.276; also the name for a part of the region of Phthía, the kingdom of Achilles: 11.496.

        Hellespont (HELL-ess-pont). The strait that separates Europe from Asia, known today as the Dardanelles; Troy stood on a rise overlooking the Hellespont: 24.82.

        Hephaístos (heh-FIE-stoss). The blacksmith god, son of Zeus and Hera, husband of Aphrodite: 4.617.

        Hera (HEH-rah). One of the twelve Olympian gods, sister and wife of Zeus: 4.513.

        Herakles (HEH-rah-kleez). The greatest of all Greek heroes, son of Zeus and Alkmênê: 8.224.

        Hermes (HER-meez). One of the twelve Olympian gods, son of Zeus and the mortal Maía, the messenger of the gods, associated with trickery and thievery: 1.38.

        Hermiónê (her-me-OH-nay). Daughter and only child of Menelaos and Helen: 4.14.

        Hippodámeia (hip-poh-DAH-may-ah). A serving-woman of Penelope: 18.182.

        Híppotas (HIP-poh-tahss). Father of Aíolos, ruler of the Island of the Winds: 10.2.

        Hylax (HEE-lax). A character in a tale told by Odysseus: 14.204.

        Hypereía (hee-pair-AY-ah). The name of the original homeland of the Phaiêkians: 6.4.

        Hyperêsía (hee-pair-ay-SEE-ah). A town in the northwest Peloponnese: 15.254.

        Hyperion (hie-PEER-ee-on). Another name for the sun-god, Helios: 1.8.

        Iárdanos (YAR-dah-noss). A river in Crete: 3.292.

        Iasíôn (yah-SEE-ōn). A mortal lover of the goddess Demeter: 5.125.

        Iásos (YAH-soss). An ancestor of Nestor: 11.283.

        Idomeneús (ih-doh-meh-NYOOSS). King of Crete and ally of the Greeks at Troy: 3.191.

        Ikários (ih-CAH-ree-oss). The father of Penelope: 1.329.

        Ikmálios (ick-MAH-lee-oss). A craftsman who constructed Penelope’s throne: 19.57.

        Ilion (ILL-ee-on). One of the names of the city of Troy: 2.18.

        Ilos (IH-loss). A king of Ephýrê who hosted Odysseus: 1.259.

        Ino (EYE-noh). A princess of Thebes who, after her suicide, became a sea-goddess named Leukothéa: 5.333.

        Iolkós (yoll-KOSS). A city in the east-central region of Thessaly: 11.256.

        Íphiklos (IF-ih-closs). A Thessalian, owner of a legendary herd of cattle stolen by the seer Melámpous: 11.290.

        Iphimédeia (ih-fih-MEH-day-ah). Mother, by Poseidon, of the giants Otos and Ephiáltes: 11.305.

        Íphitos (IF-ih-toss). A friend of Odysseus and son of the famous archer Eúrytos, king of Oikhalía: 21.13.

        Iphthímê (if-THIH-may). Sister of Penelope: 4.797.

        Íros (IH-ross). The nickname of Arnaíos, the town beggar in Ithaka: 18.6.

        Ísmaros (IZ-mah-ross). A city in Thrace sacked by Odysseus on his way home from Troy: 9.40.

        Ithaka (IH-thah-kah). An island off the west coast of Greece, home of Odysseus: 1.18.

        Íthakos (IH-thah-koss). One of the founders of the Ithakan nation: 17.207.

        Ítylos (IH-tee-loss). Child of the Thracian queen Prokne, also known as Itys: 19.522.

        Jason (JAY-son). Legendary hero and adventurer, leader of the Argonauts’ expedition to find the Golden Fleece: 12.72.

        Kadmos (CAD-moss). Founding king of the city of Thebes: 5.333.

        Kalypso (kah-LIP-so). A nymph, daughter of the Titan Atlas; enamored of Odysseus, she kept him prisoner on her island, Ogygía, for seven years: 1.14.

        Kassandra (kah-SAN-drah). A princess of Troy, taken as a war prize by Agamemnon and murdered along with him on their return to Greece by Aigisthos and Klytaimnêstra: 11.422.

        Kástor (CASS-tore). (1) A son of Leda and Tyndareús, brother of Polydeúkes, Klytaimnêstra, and Helen: 11.300; (2) a character in a tale told by Odysseus: 14.204.

        Kaúkones (COW-cō-nehs). A people of the western Peloponnese: 3.366.

        Kephallênía (keh-fah-lay-NEE-ah). An island off the west coast of Greece, close to Ithaka: 20.210.

        Keteíans (keh-TAY-ans). A people inhabiting the region just east of Troy: 11.520.

        Khalkís (khal-KEESS). A stream near the mouth of the Álpheios River, in the western Peloponnese: 15.295.

        Kharybdis (kah-RIB-diss). A vast and deadly whirlpool, lying opposite the cave of Skylla, which Odysseus encounters toward the end of his adventures: 12.104.

        Khíos (KHEE-oss). Modern-day Chios, a large island in the eastern Aegean: 3.170.

        Khlôris (KLOR-iss). Wife of Neleús and mother of Nestor, king of Pylos: 11.281.

        Khrónios (CROW-nee-oss). Son of Neleús and Khlôris, brother of Nestor: 11.286.

        Kíkones (KICK-oh-nays). Inhabitants of Thrace whose city is sacked by Odysseus at the beginning of his journey home from Troy: 9.39.

        Kimmérians (kih-MARE-ee-ans). A people who dwell in the misty land near the entrance to Hades: 11.14.

        Kleítos (CLAY-toss). An ancestor of the seer Theoklýmenos: 15.249.

        Klyméne (clih-MEH-nay). Mother of Íphitos, the owner of a famous herd of beautiful cattle: 11.326.

        Klýmenos (CLIH-meh-noss). Father of Eurydíkê, the wife of Nestor: 3.452.

        Klytaimnêstra (klih-tie-MNAY-strah). Daughter of Leda and Tyndareús; sister of Helen, Kástor, and Polydeúkes; wife of Agamemnon; mother of Orestes; and lover of Aigisthos, with whom she slays Agamemnon upon his return from Troy: 3.266.

        Klýtios (KLIH-tee-oss). Father of Peíraios, one of Telémakhos’s companions: 15.540.

        Klytónêos (klih-TOH-nay-oss). A son of Alkínoös, king of the Phaiêkians: 8.119.

        Knossós (knoh-SOSS). The greatest city of Crete and capital of its empire: 19.178.

        Kókytos (KOH-kee-toss). A branch of the River Styx, the river of Hades: 10.513.

        Kreíôn (CRAY-ōn). King of Thebes, father-in-law of Herakles: 11.269.

        Krêtheús (cray-THYOOSS). A son of Aíolos and husband of Tyro, a woman whose shade Odysseus sees in Hades: 11.237.

        Kronídes (kroh-NIH-deez). An epithet of Zeus meaning “son of Kronos”: 1.45.

        Kroníôn (kroh-NEE-ōn). An epithet of Zeus meaning “son of Kronos”: 3.119.

        Kronos (KROH-noss). One of the Titans, father of Zeus, referred to by the epithet “he of the crooked counsels”: 3.88.

        Krounoí (crew-NOY). A stream near the mouth of the Álpheios River, in the western Peloponnese: 15.295.

        Ktêsios (KTAY-see-oss). The father of the swineherd Eúmaios: 15.414.

        Ktêsippos (KTAY-sih-poss). One of the Suitors: 20.288.

        Ktiménê (ktih-MEH-nay). Sister of Odysseus: 15.364.

        Kydonians (kih-DOE-nee-ans). One of the peoples who inhabit Crete: 3.292.

        Kyllênê (kih-LAY-nay). A mountain in Arcadia, birthplace of Hermes: 24.1.

        Kýthera (KIH-theh-rah). An island in the Aegean that was sacred to Aphrodite: 9.81.

        Kythéreia (kih-THEH-ray-ah). An epithet of Aphrodite, derived from the name of her island: 8.288.

        Laërkes (lah-AIR-keez). A goldsmith in Pylos: 3.425.

        Laërtes (lah-AIR-teez). Son of Arkêsios and father of Odysseus: 1.188.

        Laistrygónians (lie-strih-GO-nee-ans). The giant cannibalistic inhabitants of Telépylos: 10.82.

        Lakedaímôn (lack-eh-DIE-mōn). Another name for Sparta and the region around it: 3.326.

        Lámos (LAH-moss). A name referring either to the king of the Laistrygónians or to their main city: 10.81.

        Lampetíê (lahm-peh-TEE-ay). A daughter of Helios, the sun-god, whose cattle she tends: 12.132.

        Lámpos (LAHM-poss). One of the immortal colts who draw the chariot of Dawn: 23.246.

        Laodámas (lah-oh-DAH-mahss). A Phaiêkian prince, son of Alkínoös and Arétê: 7.170.

        Lapiths (LA-piths). The name of a people inhabiting Thessaly, best known for their battle with the Centaurs: 21.297.

        Leda (LEE-dah). Wife of the Spartan king Tyndareús and mother of Helen, Klytaimnêstra, Kástor, and Polydeúkes: 11.298.

        Leiôdes (lay-OH-deez). A Suitor who serves as the priest for the rest of the Suitors: 21.144.

        Leiókritos (lay-OH-krih-toss). One of the Suitors: 2.242.

        Lémnos (LEM-noss). A large island in the northern Aegean, lying west of Troy: 8.283.

        Lesbos (LEZ-boss). An island in the Aegean Sea close to Asia Minor: 3.169.

        Leto (LEE-toe). Mother of the twin gods Artemis and Apollo: 6.106.

        Leukothéa (lyoo-koh-THAY-ah). A sea-goddess, once a mortal named Ino; she saves Odysseus after his ship is wrecked after he leaves Kalypso’s island: 5.334.

        Libya (LIH-bee-ah). A land in North Africa: 4.85.

        Maía (MY-ah). The mother of the god Hermes: 14.435.

        Maíra (MY-rah). A nymph whose shade Odysseus sees in Hades: 11.326.

        Málea (MAH-lay-ah). A cape in the southern Peloponnese: 3.287.

        Mántios (MAN-tee-oss). An ancestor of the prophet Theoklýmenos: 15.242.

        Márôn (MAH-rōn). A priest of Apollo among the Kíkones; he gives Odysseus the potent wine that the hero later uses to inebriate the Cyclops: 9.197.

        Mastor (MASS-tor). The father of the Ithakan elder Halithérses: 2.158.

        Médôn (MEH-dōn). The herald in the palace of Odysseus: 4.677.

        Megapénthes (meh-gah-PEN-theez). Son of Menelaos by an enslaved woman: 4.11.

        Megárê (meh-GAH-ray). Daughter of the Theban king Kreíôn and wife of Herakles: 11.269.

        Melámpous (meh-LAHM-pooss). A famous seer who courted Nestor’s sister Pyro: 11.296.

        Melaneús (meh-lah-NYOOSS). The father of Amphimédôn, one of the Suitors: 24.103.

        Melánthios (meh-LAHN-thee-oss). Son of Odysseus’s loyal retainer, Dolíos; the keeper of Odysseus’s goats, he becomes an accomplice of the Suitors: 17.212.

        Melanthô (meh-lahn-THŌ). Daughter of Odysseus’s loyal retainer Dolíos and one of Penelope’s maidservants; she is abusive to the disguised Odysseus: 18.321.

        Mémnôn (MEM-nōn). Son of Dawn and king of the Æthiop people: 11.522.

        Menelaos (meh-neh-LAY-oss). King of Sparta, husband of Helen, comrade in arms of Odysseus at Troy: 1.285.

        Menoítios (men-OY-tee-oss). The father of Pátroklos, Achilles’ beloved companion: 24.77.

        Mentes (MEN-teez). A chieftain of the Taphian people; Athena disguises herself as him in Book 1: 1.105.

        Mentor (MEN-tor). A trusted aide of Odysseus; Athena disguises herself as him at various points in the epic: 2.225.

        Mérmeros (MARE-meh-ross). Father of Ilos, a king of Ephýrê: 1.259.

        Mesaúlios (MESS-ow-lee-oss). A slave belonging to the swineherd Eúmaios: 14.449.

        Messênê (mess-AY-nay). The name of a city in the eastern Peloponnese and its surrounding region: 21.15.

        Mímas (MEE-mahss). A headland on the coast of Asia Minor, lying east of Chios: 3.172.

        Minos (MY-noss). A legendary king of Crete, father of Ariádnê and Phaídra: 11.322.

        Minyai (MIN-yai). A people of central Greece; their chief city was Orkhomenós: 11.284.

        Moúlios (MOO-lee-oss). An attendant of the Suitor Amphínomos: 18.423.

        Muse (MYOOZ). Any one of the daughters of Zeus and Mnemosynê (= Memory) who preside over music, art, and literature: the muse of epic poetry, Kalliopeía (more commonly known as Calliope), is presumably the addressee of the first verse of the epic, to whom Homer appeals for inspiration: 1.1.

        Mykênê (mih-KAY-nay). A daughter of a legendary king of Argos named Inákhos: 2.120.

        Myrmidons (MYRRH-mih-dons). The name given to Achilles’ warriors: 3.188.

        Naúbolos (NOW-boh-loss). The father of one of the Phaiêkians: 8.116.

        Nausikáa (now-sih-KAY-ah). Princess of the Phaiêkians, daughter of Alkínoös and Arétê: 6.17.

        Nausíthoös (now-SIH-thoh-oss). A son of Poseidon, king of the Phaiêkians, father of Alkínoös, and grandfather of Arétê: 6.7.

        Nauteús (now-TYOOSS). One of the Phaiêkians: 8.112.

        Néaira (NEH-eye-rah). Consort of Helios: 12.133.

        Neion (NAY-ōn). A mountain on Ithaka: 1.186.

        Neleús (nail-YOOSS). The father of Nestor, king of Pylos: 3.4.

        Nêrikos (NAY-rih-koss). A town on the island of Leukás, which lies north of Ithaka: 24.377.

        Nêriton (NAY-rih-ton). The name of a mountain on Ithaka: 9.22.

        Nêritos (NAY-rih-toss). One of the founders of Ithaka: 17.207.

        Nestor (NESS-tore). The elderly king of Pylos, a major figure in the Trojan War: 1.284.

        Nísos (NIH-soss). A man of Doulíkhion, father of the Suitor Amphínomos: 16.395.

        Noêmôn (no-AY-mōn). A man of Ithaka who lends Telémakhos a ship: 2.386.

        Nótos (NOH-toss). The South Wind personified: 5.331.

        Ocean (OH-shun). When capitalized, this name always refers to the vast river that, Homer believed, encircles the known world: 4.567.

        Odysseus (oh-DISS-ee-us, oh-DISS-yuss). King of Ithaka, son of Laërtes and Antíkleia, husband of Penelope, father of Telémakhos, favorite mortal of the goddess Athena: 1.21.

        Oedipus (EE-dih-puss). A king of Thebes who unwittingly fulfilled a prophecy that he would slay his father and marry his mother, and whose shade Odysseus sees in Hades: 11.271.

        Ogygía (oh-gih-GEE-ah). The remote island inhabited by the nymph Kalypso: 1.85.

        Oikhalía (oy-khah-LEE-ah). A town in the southern Peloponnese: 8.224.

        Oïklês (oh-ih-KLEEZ). An ancestor of the prophet Theoklýmenos: 15.243.

        Oínops (OYN-ops). The father of the priest Leiôdes: 21.144.

        Okýalos (oh-KEE-ah-loss). One of the Phaiêkians: 8.111.

        Olympos (oh-LIM-poss). A mountain in northeastern Greece, home of the gods: 1.102.

        Onêtor (oh-NAY-tore). The father of Phróntis, a steersman on Menelaos’s ship: 3.282.

        Ops (ŌPS). Father of Eurykleía, the loyal housekeeper in Odysseus’s palace: 1.429.

        Orestes (aw-REST-eez). Son of Agamemnon and Klytaimnêstra, he avenges his father’s murder by slaying the killers, his mother and her lover, Aigisthos: 1.30.

        Orion (aw-RYE-on). A mythical hunter, beloved by Dawn, who became the constellation that bears his name: 5.122.

        Orkhomenós (or-khoh-meh-NOSS). The chief city of the Minyai people, located near Thebes in central Greece: 11.284.

        Orménos (or-MEH-noss). Grandfather of the swineherd Eúmaios: 15.414.

        Orsílokhos (or-SIH-loh-khoss). A son of the Cretan king Idomeneús: 13.260.

        Ortílokhos (or-TIH-loh-khoss). Father of Dioklês, the king of Phêraí who hosts Telémakhos: 3.489.

        Ortygíê (or-tih-GHEE-ay). The name of a place featured in a tale told by Eúmaios: 5.124.

        Ossa (OSS-ah). A mountain in Thessaly, a region in central Greece: 11.315.

        Otos (OH-toss). A giant, son of Poseidon and Iphimédeia, and the brother of Ephiáltes; the two brothers attempted to storm Olympos but were slain by Apollo: 11.308.

        Paiêôn (pie-AY-ōn). The healer of the gods: 4.232.

        Pallas (PAL-ass). One of Athena’s epithets: 1.125.

        Pandáreos (pan-DAH-ray-oss). A mythic king whose daughters, after being orphaned, were raised by the gods: 19.518.

        Panopeús (pan-oh-PYOOSS). A city in the region of Phocis, in central Greece: 11.581.

        Paphos (PAH-foss). A city on Cyprus sacred to Aphrodite: 8.363.

        Parnássos (par-NAH-soss). A mountain range in central Greece, associated with the god Apollo and his oracle at Delphi: 19.394.

        Pátroklos (PAH-tro-kloss). Son of Menoítios, beloved companion of Achilles, a major figure in the Iliad: 3.110.

        Peíraios (PAY-rye-oss). A loyal friend of Telémakhos: 15.539.

        Peiríthoös (pay-RIH-thoh-oss). King of the Lapiths, a tribe of Thessaly, close friend of the Athenian king Theseus: 11.631.

        Peísandros (PAY-sahn-dross). One of the Suitors: 18.299.

        Peisênor (pay-SAY-nor). Grandfather of the loyal housekeeper Eurykleía: 1.429.

        Peisístratos (pay-SIS-trah-toss). A son of Nestor, Telémakhos’s companion during his journeys in Pylos and Sparta: 3.36.

        Pelasgians (pell-AHS-jee-ans). The name of a tribe on Crete: 19.177.

        Pelion (PEE-lee-on). A mountain in Thessaly, a region in north-central Greece: 11.316.

        Peleus (PEEL-ee-ooss). Father of Achilles, king of Phthía, a region of Thessaly: 5.310.

        Pelías (peh-LEE-ahss). King of Iolkós, son of Poseidon by Tyro, and brother of Nestor’s father, Neleús: 11.254.

        Penelope (peh-NEH-loh-pee). Daughter of Ikários and Amphithéê, wife of Odysseus, mother of Telémakhos, queen of Ithaka: 1.223.

        Períboia (peh-REE-boy-ah). Grandmother of the Phaiêkian king Alkínoös: 7.57.

        Periklýmenos (peh-ree-KLIH-meh-noss). A brother of Nestor, the king of Pylos: 11.286.

        Perimêdes (peh-ree-MAY-deez). A member of Odysseus’s crew: 11.23.

        Pêró (pay-ROE). Daughter of Neleús and Khlôris, sister of Nestor: 11.287.

        Pérse (PER-say). A daughter of Ocean, consort of Helios, mother of Circe and Aiëtes: 10.139.

        Persephone (per-SEH-foe-nee). Daughter of Zeus and Demeter, consort of Hades, queen of the Land of the Dead: 10.491.

        Perseus (PER-see-uhss). One of the sons of Nestor: 3.414.

        Phaëthôn (fah-EH-thōn). One of the immortal colts who draw the chariot of Dawn: 23.246.

        Phaëthousa (fah-EH-thoo-sah). A daughter of the sun-god, Helios, whose cattle she tends: 12.132.

        Phaídimos (FIE-dih-moss). King of the Sidonians: 4.617.

        Phaídra (FIE-drah). A Cretan princess, daughter of Minos, wife of the Athenian king Theseus: 11.321.

        Phaiêkians (fie-AY-kee-ans). The people of Skhería; famed for their seamanship, they host Odysseus and bring him home to Ithaka: 5.35.

        Phaistós (fie-STOSS). A city on Crete: 3.296.

        Pharos (FAR-oss). An island off the coast of Egypt: 4.355.

        Pheídôn (FAY-dōn). King of the Thesprotians: 14.316.

        Phêmios (FAY-me-oss). Son of Térpios, he is the resident bard at the court of Ithaka: 1.154.

        Pheraí (feh-RYE). A city in Thessaly, a region in northeastern Greece: 4.798.

        Phêraí (fay-RYE). A city in the southern Peloponnese where Telémakhos is given hospitality during his travels: 3.488.

        Phéres (FEH-reez). A son of Tyro, one of the famous women whose shades Odysseus sees in Hades; legendary founder of the city of Pheraí in Thessaly: 11.259.

        Philoítios (fill-OY-tee-oss). Odysseus’s loyal cowherd: 20.185.

        Philoktêtes (fill-ock-TAY-teez). A hero renowned for his skill with the bow, companion of Herakles: 3.190.

        Philomêleḯdes (fill-oh-may-leh-EE-deez). A king of Lesbos who would challenge any newcomer to a wrestling match: 4.343.

        Phoenicia (foe-NEE-sha). A land on the Mediterranean coast of present-day Syria; the Phoenicians were famed for seafaring and trading: 4.83.

        Phoibos (FOY-boss). An epithet of Apollo: 3.279.

        Phórkys (FOR-kiss). The name of the sea deity known as the Old Man of the Sea: 1.72.

        Phrónios (FRO-nee-oss). An Ithakan whose son, Noêmôn, lends Telémakhos a ship: 2.386.

        Phróntis (FRON-tiss). The helmsman on Menelaos’s ship: 3.282.

        Phthía (f-THEE-ah). The area in the central Greek region of Thessaly that was home to Achilles, Peleus, and the Myrmidons: 11.496.

        Phylákê (fee-LAH-kay). A city in Thessaly: 11.290.

        Phýlakos (FEE-la-koss). Founder of the city of Phylákê; father of Íphiklos, whose famed herd of cattle are stolen during the courtship of Nestor’s sister: 15.231.

        Phylô (fee-LOW). A maidservant of Helen: 4.125.

        Piería (pee-air-EE-ah). A mountainous region in the north of Greece: 5.50.

        Pleiades (PLAY-ah-deez). A constellation by which Odysseus navigates: 5.272.

        Poías (POY-ahss). The father of Philoktêtes, a hero famed for his skill with the bow: 3.190.

        Polítes (poh-LEE-teez). The comrade whom Odysseus holds most dear: 10.224.

        Pólybos (POH-lee-bohss). (1) The father of the Suitor Eurýmakhos: 1.399; (2) a wealthy Egyptian who played host to Menelaos during his return from Troy: 4.126; (3) a Phaiêkian craftsmen: 8.373; (4) one of the Suitors: 22.243.

        Polýdamna (poh-LEE-dahm-nah). An Egyptian woman, wife of Pólybos; she gives Helen gifts of magical drugs: 4.228.

        Polydeúkes (poh-lee-DYOO-keez). Son of Leda, brother of Kástor, Helen, and Klytaimnêstra: 11.300.

        Polykástê (poh-lee-KAH-stay). The youngest daughter of Nestor: 3.464.

        Polýktor (poh-LICK-tor). (1) One of the founders of the Ithakan royal line: 17.207; (2) the father of the Suitor Peísandros: 18.299.

        Polypêmôn (poh-lee-PAY-mōn). A character in the lying tale Odysseus tells to his father: 24.305.

        Polypheídes (poh-lee-FAY-deez). An ancestor of the seer Theoklýmenos: 15.249.

        Polyphêmos (poh-lee-FEE-moss). A Cyclops, son of Poseidon; he imprisons Odysseus and his men: 1.70.

        Polythérses (poh-lee-THAIR-seez). Father of the Suitor Ktêsippos: 22.287.

        Ponteús (pon-TYOOSS). One of the Phaiêkians: 8.113.

        Pontónöos (pon-TOH-noh-ohss). The herald in the court of the Phaiêkian king Alkínoös: 7.179.

        Poseidon (poh-SIGH-don). The god of the sea, brother of Zeus; he thwarts Odysseus’s homecoming because the hero had wounded the god’s son, the Cyclops Polyphêmos: 1.20.

        Pramnian wine (PRAM-nee-an). A dark wine noted for its medicinal powers: 10.235.

        Priam (PRY-am). The king of Troy, father of Hector and Paris, slain by Achilles’ son Neoptólemos during the Sack of Troy: 3.107.

        Prókris (PROH-kriss). An Athenian princess, daughter of Erekhtheús, whose fidelity was tested by her husband, Képhalos: 11.321.

        Proteus (PRO-tee-uss). The Old Man of the Sea, a shape-shifter god with whom Menelaos wrestles during his return from Troy: 4.365.

        Psyría (psih-REE-ah). A small island in the eastern Aegean, lying west of Khíos: 3.171.

        Pythô (pee-THŌ). The region where the oracle of Apollo was located: 8.80.

        Pylos (PIE-loss). The kingdom of Nestor, located at the southwestern tip of the Peloponnese: 1.93.

        Pyriphlegéthôn (pih-ree-fleh-GEH-thōn). One of the rivers in Hades: 10.513.

        Rhadamanthos (rah-dah-MAN-thoss). A son of Zeus and Europa, judge among the dead in Hades: 4.564.

        Rheíthron (RAY-thron). A harbor on Ithaka: 1.186.

        Rhêxênor (ray-KSAY-nor). Brother of the Phaiêkian king Alkínoös and father of the queen, Arétê: 7.63.

        Salmoneús (sal-mon-YOOSS). A king famed for his arrogance, struck down by Zeus: 11.236.

        Sámê (SAH-may). An island near Ithaka, home of the Kephallêníans: 1.246.

        Sidon (SIGH-don). One of the principle cities of the Phoenicians: 15.425.

        Sidonians (sih-DOE-nee-ans). The inhabitants of the Phoenician city of Sidon: 4.84.

        Sintians (SIN-tee-ans). Early inhabitants of the island of Lémnos: 8.294.

        Sísyphos (SIS-sih-foss). A figure whom Odysseus sees in Hades; as punishment for trying to escape death, he was doomed to keep rolling a rock up a steep hill without ever pushing it over the summit: 11.593.

        Skhería (skeh-REE-ah). The home of the Phaiêkians: 5.34.

        Skylla (SKILL-ah). A man-eating monster whom Odysseus and his crew encounter: 12.85.

        Skyros (SKEE-ross). An island in the Aegean: 11.509.

        Sólymoi (SO-lee-moy). The inhabitants of Lycia, a region in southwestern Asia Minor: 5.284.

        Soúnion (SOON-yon). A cape at the southern tip of Attica, the region where Athens is located; sacred to Poseidon: 3.278.

        Sparta (SPAR-tah). The kingdom of Menelaos, located in the central Peloponnese: 1.93.

        Styx (STICKS). The river of Hades; the most powerful oath a god could take was to swear by the Styx: 5.185.

        Syría (sih-REE-ah). An island that features in a tale told by Eúmaios: 15.403.

        Tantalos (TAN-tah-loss). King of Phrygia in Asia Minor and an ancestor of Agamemnon and Menelaos; Odysseus witnesses his punishment in Hades: 11.582.

        Taphians (TAH-fee-ans). A seafaring people who engage in piracy: 1.181.

        Táphos (TAH-foss). The island home of the Taphians, situated north of Ithaka: 1.417.

        Taÿgetos (tay-EE-geh-toss). A mountain range in the Peloponnese: 6.103.

        Teiresias (tie-REH-see-ahss). A legendary Theban prophet whose shade Odysseus consults in Hades: 10.492.

        Telémakhos (teh-LEH-mah-khoss). The son and only child of Odysseus and Penelope: 1.113.

        Telamôn (tell-ah-MŌN). Father of the great warrior Aías: 11.543.

        Têlemos (TAY-leh-moss). A prophet of the Cyclopes: 9.509.

        Têlephos (TAY-leh-foss). King of Mysia, a region in Asia Minor; son-in-law of Priam: 11.519.

        Telépylos (tay-LEH-pee-loss). The city of the Laistrygónians: 10.82.

        Temésê (teh-MEH-say). A port city where the Taphians engage in trade: 1.184.

        Ténedos (TEN-eh-doss). An island lying off the coast of Asia Minor, near Troy: 3.159.

        Térpios (TAIR-pee-oss). The father of Phêmios, the bard at the Ithakan court: 22.330.

        Thebes (theebz). (1) A city in Egypt famed for its opulence, known as the “hundred-gated Thebes”: 4.126; (2) the principal city of the Greek region of Boiotia, known as “seven-gated Thebes”: 11.263.

        Themis (THEH-miss). The principle of cosmic justice, personified as a goddess: 2.68.

        Theoklýmenos (thee-oh-KLIH-meh-noss). A seer who joins the retinue of Telémakhos: 15.256.

        Theseus (THEE-see-uhss). Legendary king of Athens: 11.322.

        Thesprotia (thess-PRO-shah). A region on the west coast of Greece, opposite Ithaka: 14.315.

        Thessaly (THESS-ah-lee). A region in the northeast of Greece.

        Thetis (THEH-tiss). A sea-nymph, mother of the hero Achilles: 24.92.

        Thóas (THOE-ahss). A Greek warrior at Troy who figures in one of Odysseus’s tales: 14.499.

        Thôn (thōn). An Egyptian whose wife, Polýdamna, gives Helen a powerful drug as a gift: 4.228.

        Thóösa (THOE-oh-sah). A sea-nymph, mother of the Cyclops Polyphêmos: 1.71.

        Thrace (thrayss). The far northeastern region of Balkan Greece: 8.361.

        Thrasymêdes (thrah-see-MAY-deez). A son of Nestor: 3.39.

        Thrinakía (thrih-nah-KEE-ah). The island where the sun-god, Helios, keeps his immortal herds of cattle and sheep: 11.106.

        Thyestes (thigh-ESS-teez). Father of Aigisthos and uncle to Agamemnon and Menelaos: 4.517.

        Tithonós (tih-thō-NOSS). The mortal consort of Êos, the dawn goddess: 5.1.

        Tityós (tih-tee-OSS). A giant punished in Hades for attempting to rape Leto, the mother of Apollo and Artemis: 7.324.

        Troy (troy). The city located on the coast of Asia Minor, home of the Trojan people, capital of a great empire, defeated and sacked by the Greeks in the Trojan War: 1.2.

        Tydeús (tih-DYOOSS). Father of Diomêdes, who was one of the great warriors in the Trojan War: 3.167.

        Tyndáreos (tin-DAH-ray-oss). A legendary king of Sparta whose wife, Leda, was mother to Helen, Klytaimnêstra, Kástor, and Polydeúkes: 11.298.

        Tyro (TIE-roe). Mother, by Poseidon, of Nestor’s father, Neleús: 2.120.

        Zákynthos (ZAH-kin-thoss). An island to the south of Ithaka, home to a number of the Suitors: 1.246.

        Zéphyros (ZEH-fee-ross). Personification of the West Wind: 2.402.

        Zêthos (ZAY-thoss). A son of Zeus and Antiópê; with his brother, Amphíon, he built the walls of Thebes: 11.262.

        Zeus (zyoos). “The father of gods and of men,” ruler of the Olympian gods, all of whom are either his siblings or children: 1.10.
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        Footnotes

      
      
        Introduction

        
          	          
            1 There is archaeological evidence that a major city on the site where Troy once stood, at Hissarlik in present-day Turkey, was violently destroyed around 1180 BCE—that is, within a decade of the date given by some ancient historians for the Fall of Troy. Were the heroic tales told by Homer based, then, on historical reality? The question, and the issues it raises, go back to the last decades of the nineteenth century, when Heinrich Schliemann, a wealthy German businessman and lover of the Homeric epics, pioneered the field of Homeric archaeology, digging at the sites of Troy, Mycenae, Ithaka, and other cities in search of evidence of Homer’s events and characters. Until Schliemann, few took seriously the idea that the epics were grounded in historical reality. But Schliemann’s excavations at Hissarlik, which began in 1870, indeed revealed traces of a major Bronze Age city that could only be Troy. His dig, which went on intermittently for the next twenty years, ultimately showed that there had been several successive Troys on the site over a period of millennia. (The one that was violently destroyed around the traditional date for the Fall of Troy is known as “Troy VIIa.”) The German archaeologist proudly displayed the most lavish of his finds in a way intended to leave no doubt as to their Homeric provenance: “Priam’s Treasure,” “the Jewels of Helen.”

                    
            Schliemann’s activities paved the way for others who believed that archaeology could shed light on the Homeric texts. The work of some of those successors, it must be said, disproved some of his cherished theories: among other things, Priam’s Treasure and Helen’s jewels turned out to antedate the period traditionally assigned to the Trojan War by over a thousand years, while the so-called “Mask of Agamemnon” that he later discovered at Mycenae is even older. Since then, scholars have been far more judicious about making grand claims for the historicity of the poems, although it’s clear that both the Iliad and the Odyssey do preserve memories of the Hellenic past; digs at sites mentioned by Homer, such as Pylos and Mycenae, have provided evidence for a number of practices depicted in the poems. (See, for instance, the note on 3.6, p. 462.) But much of that evidence indicates that the world depicted in the epics—its social and political institutions, courtship customs and military tactics, household objects and weapons of war, its burial practices and religious rituals—is an amalgam of elements from different periods. Many of those elements belong to the culture of the Iron Age (ca. 1100–800 BCE)—which is to say, a period closer to Homer’s own time than to that of the Late Bronze Age.

                  

          	          
            2 The text of the present translation does not feature asterisks or other marks to alert readers to the presence of an endnote; but readers can rest assured that when they encounter material about which they may have questions, there will be a note on it. Readers are encouraged to peruse the notes for each book before reading, in order to have a sense of what to look out for.

                  

          	          
            3 Scholars who adhere strictly to the oralist theory of the epics’ composition argue that there is no way to determine which epic came first; in this view, lines common to both epics are the inheritance of a shared tradition and precedence cannot be determined. My own view, which informs my interpretations in the “Notes and Commentary,” is that the Iliad preceded the Odyssey, and hence that when the significant lines, phrases, and words that appear in the Iliad also appear in the Odyssey, the latter work is self-consciously quoting the former.

                  

        

      
      
        A Note on the Translation

        
          	          
            1 C. P. Cavafy: Collected Poems (Alfred A. Knopf, 2009) and C. P. Cavafy: The Unfinished Poems (Alfred A. Knopf, 2009), now collected in one volume as C. P. Cavafy: Complete Poems (Alfred A. Knopf, 2012).

                  

          	          
            2 Anthony Verity’s admirably precise 2016 translation for Oxford World Classics follows the text line for line, but eschews attempts to render the text’s literary qualities—“it does not attempt to be poetic,” as the translator puts it. Emily Wilson’s 2017 version has the same number of lines as the original, but does not adhere to a line-for-line schema and strips away many of the subtleties of the original, as I discuss below. Only in a few instances, where the syntax of Greek makes a strict equivalence impossible, do I depart from the line-for-line rule.

                  

          	          
            3 A “long” syllable is one featuring either a vowel that is naturally long—long o, say, or the drawn-out ay sound of the Greek letter eta; a diphthong or combination of two vowels, such as ai or ou or ei; or a syllable with a naturally short vowel that is followed by a combination of consonants, slowing down the pronunciation of that syllable and making it “long.” Think of the difference between “hat” and “lamp”: both are monosyllabic words featuring short a’s, but the second takes longer to say because of the stoppage caused by the m and p. In Greek meter, “hat” would be considered a short and “lamp” a long syllable.

                    
            The poet could, at his discretion, substitute a long syllable for two shorts, resulting in a foot consisting of two long syllables, known as a spondee. Such manipulation could yield significant aesthetic effects: a line consisting of mostly dactyls moves quickly, whereas a line consisting of mostly spondees feels heavy. The final syllable of the line, called the “anceps” (from the Latin for “uncertain” or “undetermined”), could be either long or short.

                  

          	          
            4 The Greek moi, “to me,” is in fact a diphthong and therefore long, but in certain cases long syllables were treated as short for the purposes of the meter.

                  

          	          
            5 So, too, Verity: “Many were the men whose cities he saw, and learnt their minds, / many the sufferings on the open sea he endured in his heart.”

                  

          	          
            6 John Byron Kuhner, “A Coat of Varnish,” https://kirkcenter.org/reviews/a-coat-of-varnish/.

                  

        

      
      
        Notes

        
          	          
            1 I am grateful to Richard Martin for suggesting this delicious translation.
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