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Odysseus 
&  

the land of the Cyclopes 
 

After the Trojan War 

was ended by the 

burning of Troy, the 

Greeks filled their ships 

with precious things 

which they had gathered 

and set sail for home. It 

was not a long journey 

back to Greece, and 

some of the princes 

returned quickly and 

happily to their own 

land. But one prince, 

named Odysseus, had 

more adventures on the 

journey back than he 

had met with before the city of Troy itself; and it was not until ten long 

years had passed that he succeeded in reaching his native land again. 

 

Odysseus had been one of the wisest and bravest men in the battles about 

Troy, and he proved himself wise and brave in his long and perilous journey 

home. It would be too much to tell of all the adventures that he had, 
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though some time you may read them in a book composed by a great Greek 

poet named Homer. Here we can tell only a few of the wonderful things 

that happened to him. 

 

 

Book IX of The Odyssey  

Odysseus reveals his name and homeland to Alcinous, and says Calypso held 

him against his will prior to his arrival. He traces his route after Troy. After 

his crew plundered Ismaros, a coastal town of the Kikones, they fought the 

army of the Kikones. They lost many men by the time his twelve ships 

sailed away and suffered a great storm the next few days at sea. On their 

tenth day, they reach the island of the Lotos Eaters, a peaceful people who 

eat the sweet, pleasure-producing plant, the Lotus. Three of Odysseus' men 

eat the Lotus and wish to remain there, but Odysseus forces them back on 

to the ship and sails off again. 

They next reach the land of the Cyclopes, a race of lawless, hermit-like, 

one-eyed giants. The next day, Odysseus' men feast on the plentiful goats 

on the deserted, fertile island across from the mainland of the Cyclopes. The 

day after, Odysseus and his crew cross to the mainland to meet the 

Cyclopes. They spot a huge brute of a man in a field, and Odysseus brings a 

goatskin full of sweet liquor as a gift. They reach his cave - he is still in the 

pasture - and Odysseus' men want to steal his cheeses and livestock. 

Odysseus refuses, wanting to meet the owner. They wait for him, then hide 

when he comes in and does his chores. 

The Cyclops, named Polyphemus, notices them and asks who they are, and 

Odysseus introduces themselves and asks for any help he can provide, 

warning him not to offend Zeus, the god of hospitality. Polyphemus ridicules 

this idea; he does not care about the gods. Instead, he asks where Odysseus' 

ship is; the crafty leader lies and says it was wrecked and that they are the 

only survivors. Polyphemus grabs two of Odysseus' men, beats them dead, 

and eats them whole while the other men watch, powerless. Polyphemus 

then goes to sleep in his doorway, preventing Odysseus from killing him, as 

they would not be able to move aside his huge dead body to escape. 

https://www.gradesaver.com/the-odyssey/study-guide/character-list#odysseus
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In the morning, Polyphemus eats some more men, then leaves and blocks 

the cave's entrance with a large stone. Odysseus hatches a plan to defeat 

Polyphemus. He chops a six-foot section out of the Polyphemus' large club, 

then hews it to make a sharp, pointed end, and finally holds it in the fire to 

toughen it. At night, Polyphemus returns and eats two more men.  

Odysseus offers him some of his wine; 

Polyphemus asks for more and for his name, 

promising him a gift. Odysseus says his name is 

"Nobody," and Polyphemus says his gift will be 

eating him next. But Polyphemus falls asleep, 

drunk, and Odysseus and four men reheat their 

spike in the fire and ram it in Polyphemus' one 

eye. They blind him and he howls for his fellow 

Cyclopes, who come to the outside of his cave 

and ask him if a man has tricked him. "Nobody," 

says Polyphemus, has ruined him. The other 

Cyclopes believe he means "nobody" has ruined 

him, and they leave him, telling him to pray to 

his father, Poseidon.  

Polyphemus opens the cave door, hoping to 

catch anyone who tries to escape. Odysseus 

comes up with another idea. He ties the rams in the cave together and 

creates a sling under each ram in which the men can ride.  

 

 

https://www.gradesaver.com/the-odyssey/study-guide/character-list#poseidon
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They stay in their ram-carriages until morning, when Polyphemus lets the 

rams pass through the entrance. Odysseus' ram, the leader, goes last, and 

Polyphemus asks why it is not in its customary leading position. Once they 

are in the clear, the men drop out of their slings and drive the rams to their 

ship. Safely on the sea again, Odysseus shouts insults at Polyphemus. 

Polyphemus breaks off a hilltop and throws it near the ship, tossing it off 

balance with a giant wave. Despite the pleas of his crew not to give away 

their position by again taunting Polyphemus, Odysseus gives the Cyclops 

the name and homeland of the man who blinded him. Polyphemus says he 

was once given a prophecy that someone named Odysseus, presumably a 

giant, would blind him; now he asks Odysseus to come back, as he will treat 

him well and pray for him to his father, Poseidon. 

 

Odysseus rejects his offer, and Polyphemus prays to Poseidon that Odysseus 

lose his companions and never return home. Immediately, Poseidon sends a 

huge stone that nearly hits the ship. The crew rushes to meet its waiting 

fleet, and the men make a sacrificial offering of the rams to Zeus. However, 

Zeus has destruction and death in mind for the unwitting men. They feast 

that day, and the next morning they continue their journey home. 

Odysseus has shown tremendous resourcefulness, and not a little restraint, in 

getting free. Another Homeric hero might have gone ahead and killed the 

Cyclops, entombing them all within the cave; another might have failed to 

consider the other Cyclopes coming to his aid. But this demonstrated a lot of 

forethought and cleverness. 

Now we’ll re-tell the story of  

Sinbad’s escape from the Island of the Giants… 
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FROM  

The Third Voyage 
of  

Sinbad the Sailor 
 

extracts from 

 “The 1001 ARABIAN NIGHTS” 

 

Turning away from the sea we wandered miserably inland, finding as we 

went various herbs and fruits which we ate, feeling that we might as well 

live as long as possible though we had no hope of escape. Presently we saw 

in the far distance what seemed to us to be a splendid palace, towards 

which we turned our weary steps, but when we reached it we saw that it 

was a castle, lofty, and strongly built. Pushing back the heavy ebony doors 

we entered the courtyard, but upon the threshold of the great hall beyond 

it we paused, frozen with horror, at the sight which greeted us. On one side 

lay a huge pile of bones–human bones, and on the other numberless spits 

for roasting! Overcome with despair we sank trembling to the ground, and 

lay there without speech or motion. The sun was setting when a loud noise 

aroused us, the door of the hall was violently burst open and a horrible 

giant entered. He was as tall as a palm tree, and perfectly black, and had 

one eye, which flamed like a burning coal in the middle of his forehead. His 

teeth were long and sharp and grinned horribly, while his lower lip hung 

down upon his chest, and he had ears like elephant’s ears, which covered his 

shoulders, and nails like the claws of some fierce bird.  

At this terrible sight our senses left us and we lay like dead men. When 

at last we came to ourselves the giant sat examining us attentively with 

his fearful eye. Presently when he had looked at us enough he came 

towards us, and stretching out his hand took me by the back of the neck, 

turning me this way and that, but feeling that I was mere skin and bone he 

set me down again and went on to the next, whom he treated in the same 

fashion; at last he came to the captain, and finding him the fattest of us 

all, he took him up in one hand and stuck him upon a spit and proceeded to 
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kindle a huge fire at which he presently roasted him. After the giant had 

supped he lay down to sleep, snoring like the loudest thunder, while we lay 

shivering with horror the whole night through, and when day broke he 

awoke and went out, leaving us in the castle. 

When we believed him to be really gone we started up bemoaning our 

horrible fate, until the hall echoed with our despairing cries. Though we 

were many and our enemy was alone it did not occur to us to kill him, and 

indeed we should have found that a hard task, even if we had thought of it, 

and no plan could we devise to deliver ourselves. So at last, submitting to 

our sad fate, we spent the day in wandering up and down the island eating 

such fruits as we could find, and when night came we returned to the 

castle, having sought in vain for any other place of shelter. At sunset the 

giant returned, supped upon one of our unhappy comrades, slept and snored 

till dawn, and then left us as before. Our condition seemed to us so frightful 

that several of my companions thought it would be better to leap from the 

cliffs and perish in the waves at once, rather than await so miserable an 

end; but I had a plan of escape which I now unfolded to them, and which 

they at once agreed to attempt. 

“Listen, my brothers,” I added. “You know that plenty of driftwood lies 

along the shore. Let us make several rafts, and carry them to a suitable 

place. If our plot succeeds, we can wait patiently for the chance of some 

passing ship which would rescue us from this fatal island. If it fails, we 

must quickly take to our rafts; frail as they are, we have more chance of 

saving our lives with them than we have if we remain here.” 

All agreed with me, and we spent the day in building rafts, each capable 

of carrying three persons. At nightfall we returned to the castle, and very 

soon in came the giant, and one more of our number was sacrificed. But the 

time of our vengeance was at hand! As soon as he had finished his horrible 

repast he lay down to sleep as before, and when we heard him begin to 

snore I, and nine of the boldest of my comrades, rose softly, and took each 

a spit, which we made red-hot in the fire, and then at a given signal we 

plunged it with one accord into the giant’s eye, completely blinding him. 

Uttering a terrible cry, he sprang to his feet clutching in all directions to 

try to seize one of us, but we had all fled different ways as soon as the deed 

was done, and thrown ourselves flat upon the ground in corners where he 

was not likely to touch us with his feet. 
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After a vain search he fumbled about 

till he found the door, and fled out of it 

howling frightfully. As for us, when he 

was gone we made haste to leave the 

fatal castle, and, stationing ourselves 

beside our rafts, we waited to see what 

would happen. Our idea was that if, when 

the sun rose, we saw nothing of the 

giant, and no longer heard his howls, 

which still came faintly through the 

darkness, growing more and more 

distant, we should conclude that he was 

dead, and that we might safely stay upon 

the island and need not risk our lives 

upon the frail rafts. But alas! morning 

light showed us our enemy approaching 

us, supported on either hand by two 

giants nearly as large and fearful as 

himself, while a crowd of others followed 

close upon their heels. Hesitating no 

longer we clambered upon our rafts and 

rowed with all our might out to sea. The giants, seeing their prey escaping 

them, seized up huge pieces of rock, and wading into the water hurled them 

after us with such good aim that all the rafts except the one I was upon 

were swamped, and their luckless crews drowned, without our being able to 

do anything to help them. Indeed, I and my two companions had all we 

could do to keep our own raft beyond the reach of the giants, but by dint of 

hard rowing we at last gained the open sea. Here we were at the mercy of 

the winds and waves, which tossed us to and fro all that day and night, but 

the next morning we found ourselves near an island, upon which we gladly 

landed. 

 
 

Sinbad was wonderfully resourceful just as Odysseus was; in mind he was 

resilient and wise, physically he was brave, cool when pressurised, as well as 

being and witty! 

 

      So good to read about these old heroes, are they not still with us? 

 

Next time will be on February 7th,  

we’ll continue Odysseus’ adventures. 
 


