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“FATHER, HELP!” she cried. “Let your waters change this beauty of mine into something the god will despise.”


In an instant her limbs became numb and her skin began to harden. Her hair sprouted green leaves and her arms turned into branches. The legs that had run so fast became fixed in the earth and her head became the top of a laurel tree.









A MAIDEN


is stolen away by the
god of the dead to be the queen
of the underworld . . .


A swift-footed


WARRIOR


WOMAN


challenges suitors to
a race for her hand . . .


To save a kingdom,


A PRINCE


seeks out a terrifying Minotaur
in the heart of a labyrinth . . .


From the triumphs of Theseus to the adventures of Atalanta, from the great romance of Orpheus and Eurydice to the trials of Hercules, Greek and Roman myths have captured our imagination. Readers of all ages still thrill at the heroic escapades of Jason and the Argonauts in pursuit of the Golden Fleece and are moved by the tragic story of Hades and Persephone.


Based on scholar Philip Freeman’s Oh My Gods, a lively retelling of the classic myths, Heroes of Olympus is Laurie Calkhoven’s entertaining adaptation of the beloved stories for a new generation of fans.
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Introduction


I love stories about ancient gods and heroes. Magical stories set in strange and ancient worlds were my favorite bedtime reading when I was young, and they still are today. What could be better than Zeus wielding his mighty thunderbolt or Hercules slaying monsters?


When we use the word “myth” today, we usually mean a story that isn’t true. The ancient Greeks used the word “mythos” to mean anything spoken—tales told by great bards and poets in story and song. The Greek and Roman myths were traditional tales that held important meanings, whether they were true or not.


The Greeks had their own stories, but they were also a people of the wine-dark sea. Everywhere Greek colonists settled, the stories of their gods and heroes flourished. They were quick to adopt new tales, and stories flowed into Greece from places like Asia Minor, the Nile valley, and Mesopotamia. When Phoenician traders introduced their alphabet to the area around the Aegean Sea, the Greeks adapted the symbols to their own language and began to write their stories down.


Sometime around the year 750 BC, a poet named Homer recorded the greatest of all the Greek stories: the story of the Trojan War. Others wrote down other tales as well, and throughout Greece, festivals were devoted to tragedies and comedies about the gods, goddesses, heroes, and monsters of ancient times.


Far to the west, a small village on the banks of the Tiber River in Italy had begun to expand beyond its seven hills. The Romans inherited a rich mythology from their own ancestors, but they added many of the Greek stories and made them their own. As Rome grew and its power extended across the Mediterranean and beyond, the Romans spread the ancient myths throughout their empire.


In this book you’ll find modern retellings of all the major Greek and Roman myths. These stories are so full of beauty and magic and disturbing twists that today’s readers can still find truths in the ancient tales.


May you never lose your love for old stories.




Creation


In the beginning there was Chaos—a great, bottomless pit in a dark universe. Out of Chaos came the green Earth and the black hole of Tartarus below. Eros, or love, also sprang from Chaos, followed by Erebus, the underworld, and his sister, Night.


The family of Chaos bore untold sons and daughters. Some were children of beauty and hope, but most were of darkness and despair.


Earth gave birth to starry Sky who became her husband. Their twelve children were the first gods and goddesses. The youngest, Cronus, was the most stubborn and clever of them all.


Earth also gave birth to creatures like the violent and brutal Cyclopes with a single eye in the middle of their foreheads. Three of Earth’s children were huge monsters with a hundred arms and fifty heads each.


Father Sky hated his children. As soon as they were born, he shoved them into a hole in the ground and would not let them see the light of day. Mother Earth groaned in pain. She missed her children, and she wanted revenge on Father Sky. She made a sharp sickle, a curved knife, out of the hardest rock and showed it to her children.


“Who will dare strike back against Sky?” she asked.


Only the youngest of the gods, Cronus, spoke: “Mother, I will do it. I am not afraid of Sky.”


Mother Earth gave her son the sickle with its jagged teeth. When night drew near, and Sky stretched himself across the Earth, Cronus sprang from his hiding place. With a single swing of the sickle, he slashed Sky’s flesh. Blood spattered across Earth.
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Spiteful Furies, wicked giants, and nymphs rose from the bloody Earth.


Pieces of Sky sailed through the air and landed in the sea. They floated to the island of Cyprus. The pounding waves created a white foam on the beach. Inside the foam, Aphrodite, the goddess of love, was born.


Now it was Father Sky who groaned in pain. He cursed his children and called them Titans. He swore that one day Cronus would pay for his wicked deed.


Now that Cronus had defeated his father, the young Titan ruled all of heaven and earth. He married his sister, Rhea, and fathered five children. Like their parents, the children were immortal, which means they will never die. There was Hestia, goddess of home and hearth, then Demeter who ripens the fruits of the earth, and Hera, goddess of marriage and women. Rhea also gave birth to mighty Hades, ruler of the underworld, and Poseidon, shaker of the Earth.


Cronus had learned from his parents that he would lose his power to one of his children. When each child was born, he snatched it from Rhea and swallowed it whole.


Rhea suffered from losing her children. She went to her parents, Earth and Sky, and asked how she might punish Cronus. They told her what they had told Cronus: that he would one day lose his throne to a son. They also told Rhea to go to the island of Crete to give birth to her sixth child. Alone in a cave high on a mountain, she gave birth to Zeus. Earth took her grandson away to hide in a secret place.


Cronus arrived and demanded his newborn child. Earth had given Rhea a stone wrapped in cloth. Rhea handed the stone to Cronus. He snatched the bundle and shoved it down his throat. He never suspected that he had been fooled.


As the years passed, Earth raised Zeus on Crete, hidden from the eyes of his father. The boy grew wise and strong. One day he left his hiding place and hatched a plan with Metis, the daughter of Ocean. She offered Cronus a potion for his health. It made him vomit up his children. The children banded together with Zeus and challenged their father in the greatest battle the world will ever see.


For ten long years the younger gods battled their elders. It seemed as if Zeus would never be able to defeat his father. Then Zeus’s grandmother, Earth, came to him with wise advice. Cronus and the other Titans were afraid of the Cyclopes and the hundred-armed monsters and had left them imprisoned in Tartarus, which was both a place and the god who ruled this black hole. Earth told her grandson that with the help of the Cyclopes and these three monsters, he might be able to defeat his father.


Zeus sped to Tartarus and brought them all back to Mount Olympus, the home of the gods. He fed them nectar and ambrosia, the food and drink of the gods. Then he spoke to them: “Children of Sky and Earth, for ten long years we have been fighting the Titans. Neither side can win. I call on you to help us, to remember who it was who freed you from the darkness of Tartarus.”


One of the hundred-armed monsters, Cottus, answered for all of them: “Son of Cronus, we know that you are wiser than your father and his brothers and sisters. We will fight with you and crush the Titans into dust.”


The Cyclopes forged lightning bolts for Zeus and joined the young Olympians in war. They fought until the sky roared, the sea rolled, and the earth quaked. Zeus raged with all his might. He threw lightning bolts down on his enemies from the sky. Forests burst into flame and smoke rose to the heavens. At last, the tide of the battle turned. Cronus and the Titans tried to run, but they were captured and sent down into gloomy Tartarus. There they are guarded by the Cyclopes and will never again see the light of day. Except for Atlas. Zeus punished Atlas for siding with the Titans by forcing him to bear the weight of the heavens on his shoulders.


Just when Zeus thought the war was over, Typhon, son of Tartarus, rose against the young immortals. He was a horrible creature with a hundred snake heads. He bellowed like a bull as he climbed Mount Olympus. The young gods panicked. Zeus took his weapons—thunder and lightning—down to face the creature and struck him again and again. Then Zeus picked up Typhon’s broken body and cast him down into Tartarus to live forever with the Titans. He rages there still, bellowing typhoons across the sea.


Zeus was now the leader of the immortals from the shining heights of Mount Olympus. He was careful not to be overthrown like his father and grandfather before him. He took the stone Cronus had swallowed and set it up at the holy valley of Delphi beneath Mount Parnassus, in the center of the earth, as a monument to himself.


Zeus was the most powerful of all the gods, but he knew he could not rule alone. He gambled with his brothers Poseidon and Hades to divide the world between them. Poseidon won the sea. Hades won the underworld, and Zeus, the sky. Earth and Mount Olympus belonged to all three brothers, but all the gods knew that Zeus was their king.


The king of the gods decided he should marry. Earth and Sky had told Zeus that a son born to Metis would be more powerful than Zeus. So, Zeus chose Metis as his first wife. When she was pregnant, Zeus swallowed her whole. He thought he had seen the last of his bride and her child, but he had a terrible headache. He ordered Prometheus, a nephew of Cronus, to split open his head with an ax. Prometheus did, and out came the goddess Athena. She was the wisest of Zeus’s children. Her mother remained trapped inside Zeus as a source of good advice.


Zeus’s second wife was Themis, goddess of order and justice. Some say she is the mother of the Fates, the rulers of human destiny. Eurynome, daughter of Ocean, was his next bride. She gave birth to the Graces, goddesses of beauty.


When Zeus married Demeter, he fathered Persephone. Zeus’s next wife, Leto, gave birth to Apollo, the god of archery, and Artemis, the goddess of the hunt. Finally, he married his sister Hera and became the father of Hebe, Eileithyia, and Ares, the god of war. Some say Hephaestus was also their son.


The earth below Mount Olympus was beautiful but empty except for wild animals and green plants. The gods looked down from Olympus and saw no one who could worship them. A few tales say it was Zeus who solved the problem, but most say it was clever Prometheus who first had the idea of creating mortals to serve the gods.


Prometheus took clay from the earth and mixed it with water and then shaped it into men. They were formed in the image of gods with two legs so that they would walk upright and gaze at the stars. There were no women.


Prometheus taught men to build houses and to track the movements of the stars across the night sky. He taught them mathematics, arts, medicine, how to work with metals, how to tell the future, and even how to write. He showed them how to grow food and tame wild horses. At last he led them to the shore and taught them how to build ships to sail across the seas.


Men lived at peace with the gods and feasted with them. One day Zeus was invited to join a celebration in a seaside town. At such festivals the gods always chose the best portion of meat, leaving the mortal men skin and bones. Prometheus decided to play a trick on Zeus. He killed an ox for the feast. Then he roasted the animal over the fire and put the best meat inside the ox’s ugly stomach. He wrapped the bones in rich, juicy fat and laid both choices on the table.


When Zeus took his seat at the head of the table, he was surprised at how Prometheus had divided the portions. “My good friend, great among the immortals, this doesn’t seem a fair choice.”


Prometheus smiled. “Zeus, greatest of all the gods, please choose whichever part you desire.”


Zeus suspected a trick, but the smell of the rich fat was too much to resist. He chose that portion only to discover that he had chosen a bag of bones. He was furious at Prometheus and at man. He stormed away from the feast and decided to take back the fire that he had given men to roast their food and keep themselves warm.
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Prometheus stole fire from heaven and, hiding it in the stalk of a fennel plant, brought it back to men.


Zeus was angrier than ever. He punished Prometheus in a most terrible way. He ordered Power and Strength, sons of the goddess Styx, to take Prometheus to a cliff in the Caucasus Mountains and bind him to a pillar of stone. Then he sent an eagle to tear the god open and eat his liver. Because he was immortal, Prometheus could not die. His liver grew again each night, only to be eaten by the same eagle the next day. Prometheus was chained for eternity on a cold mountain at the end of the world.


Zeus was still angry with men and decided to punish them. He told Hephaestus to mix together clay and water in the shape of a goddess and give her life and speech. Zeus ordered Aphrodite and the Graces to give this new creature, a mortal woman, beauty. He also asked that she be given the pain of heartbreak and the sorrow of love. Athena taught her weaving and all the gods gave her gifts to make her irresistible to men.


Her name was Pandora, which means “bearer of all gifts.” Zeus told Hermes to take the woman down to earth and give her to Prometheus’s brother, Epimetheus. Epimetheus and all mortal men gazed on her in wonder.


Until that time, men had lived free from care, but Zeus gave Pandora a tightly sealed jar. Unable to resist her curiosity, Pandora opened the jar. Out flew every kind of evil, so that from that day forward the earth was full of pain, sickness, and woe. Pandora slammed the lid back on, but it was too late. Only Hope remained in the jar, unable to escape.


Zeus had given the evils of the world to humanity, but he still believed men and women could live lives of honest labor and worship. One day he left Mount Olympus to walk the earth. Everywhere he went, he saw wickedness. He came upon the kingdom of a savage ruler named Lycaon. Zeus appeared before his palace and asked to spend the night. He showed the people of the town that he was no ordinary traveler and they began to worship him. But Lycaon did not believe a god had come to visit, so he tested Zeus.
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Lycaon took a hostage from a nearby kingdom and slit his throat. He roasted the body and served it to Zeus for dinner. Zeus knew what Lycaon had done. He destroyed the palace with lighting bolts and killed all the people inside except for the king. The king’s skin turned into shaggy gray hair and his arms turned into legs. Then Lycaon began to howl like the wolf he had become.


Lycaon was the last straw for the king of the gods. Zeus told the gods he was going to destroy the human race. Some of the gods wondered who would worship them, but Zeus promised to create a better race of humans. Then he called down all the waters of the heavens on the earth and ordered Poseidon to raise the ocean waves. The river gods flooded the dry ground. No creature, animal or human, was able to survive the flood.


Zeus looked on the waters covering the earth and spotted a chest floating on the waves. Inside were a man and a woman—Deucalion, son of Prometheus, and his wife Pyrrha, daughter of Pandora. Prometheus had warned his son of the coming flood. For nine days and nights the couple floated on the waters until they came to rest on the peaks of Mount Parnassus above Delphi.


Zeus was furious at first, but he knew that Deucalion and Pyrrha honored the gods and treated strangers with kindness. He ordered the waters to return to the seas. When the couple left their chest, they saw that the world was empty. They made their way to a temple of Themis, goddess of order and justice, and fell to their knees. They begged for help.


Themis took pity on the pair. “Leave here with your heads veiled and your robes undone. As you go, throw behind you the bones of your mother,” she said.


Deucalion turned the oracle over and over in his mind. At last he realized that the bones Themis spoke of must be the stones of Mother Earth.


Pyrrha and her husband picked up rocks from around the altar and did as they were told. As soon as the stones hit the ground, they began to grow. The stones thrown by Deucalion took the form of men. Those tossed behind Pyrrha became women. From these stones the entire human race is descended, tough and enduring like the rocks our ancestors sprang from.




Gods


ZEUS


Of all the gods on Mount Olympus, Zeus was the most powerful. He shared some of his power, but he warned his fellow gods not to threaten him: “Learn how much stronger I am than the rest of you immortals. Drop a golden cord from the heavens. Grab the end and all you gods and goddesses pull with all your might. It won’t budge me an inch. I am Zeus, the highest and the wisest.”


No one challenged Zeus after he defeated the Titans and Typhon. The other gods knew they could not win against him.


Zeus was the god of the sky and the raging thunder. He used lightning bolts against anyone, mortal or immortal, who stepped out of line. He was especially concerned with justice and the care of strangers. No human ever knew if the beggar at his door might be Zeus in disguise.


One mortal who tested Zeus was Salmoneus, a king in western Greece. Salmoneus told his subjects that he was Zeus. He attached bronze kettles to his chariot and claimed he made thunder when they clattered. He threw torches into the sky and called them lightning bolts. Zeus grew tired of the foolish king and destroyed him and his city in a blaze of real lightning.


Another Greek king named Ixion refused to pay his father-in-law, Eioneus, the promised bride price for his daughter. When Eioneus came to collect the money, Ixion threw him into a burning pit. Everyone was horrified at the murder, but Zeus had a soft spot for the king—and for his beautiful bride. He invited Ixion to come to Mount Olympus. While he was there, Ixion behaved badly. Zeus chained the king to a fiery wheel that revolves forever in the sky.


Zeus’s anger didn’t just fall on kings. He discovered that the physician Asclepius, a son of Apollo, was using drops of the snake-haired Gorgon’s blood to bring people back to life. Zeus could not allow mortals to learn the secret of eternal life and become gods. He killed the physician with a lightning bolt.


Zeus was concerned with justice, but he was often wicked himself. He had created women as a punishment for men, but he fell under their spell too. Zeus fathered numerous children with mortal women. Many of them became heroes of Greek mythology. But mortal women often paid for the god’s attentions with punishment from Zeus’s wife, Hera. She was the god’s chief wife and very jealous of the other women in his life.


One of the first unlucky women to catch Zeus’s eye was Io, a priestess at the temple of Hera. Every night he came to Io in a vision and tried to charm her. “Most blessed maiden. I am on fire with love for you and would give anything to enjoy your company. Go out to the wild meadows of the river among the flocks and cattle of your father. I will come to you.”
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Io was tormented by these visions. She went to her father for help, and he sent messengers to the oracles at Delphi and Dodona to learn what he should do. Their advice was confusing. Finally, Zeus’s oracle told Io’s father to cast his daughter out of the house to wander the land. If he did not obey, Zeus would kill his entire family with a thunderbolt.


Io’s father had no choice. It didn’t take long for Zeus to find Io. He surrounded her with a mist and forced himself upon her. Hera noticed the strange cloud and swept down from Olympus. Zeus quickly turned Io into a white cow and claimed he had done nothing wrong. Hera didn’t believe him. She demanded the white cow as a gift, and Zeus agreed.


Hera placed Io under the guard of Argus, a monster with a hundred eyes. Argus tied the cow to an olive tree and watched over her. By this time, Zeus was starting to feel guilty. He sent Hermes, the god of thieves, to steal Io away. Hermes had a difficult time. Some of the monster’s eyes were always open and awake. At last the god played a lullaby on his flute until all of Argus’s eyes closed. The god then cut off the monster’s head so that Io, still in the form of a cow, could escape.


Hera was furious. She placed the hundred eyes of Argus onto the tail of the peacock and set off after Io. She found her wandering and sent a gadfly to sting her until she went mad. Io fled across Greece to the sea—named Ionian after her—then beyond the mountains to Macedonia to escape Hera’s fury. She trekked to the waters that separated Europe from Asia and swam across them. At last she came to the Caucasus Mountains near the end of the earth. There she found Prometheus chained to a rock.


Io begged Prometheus for news about how long she would have to suffer. In between having his liver eaten by Zeus’s eagle, Prometheus told Io of her fate. She had far to go, over mountains and across deserts. She would narrowly avoid the Graeae, three gray-haired hags who lived in darkness and shared one eye and one tooth between them. She would also find their sisters, the snake-haired Gorgons, at the ends of the earth. But at last she would find rest in Egypt.


Prometheus also told Io that she would be the ancestor of a man who would at last free Prometheus from his chains, and that Zeus would be defeated by one of his own sons. The only one who could save Zeus from this was Prometheus, and he had no plans to help.


Io took heart from the punishment that would one day fall on the head of Zeus. She roamed Europe, Asia, and Africa until she collapsed on the banks of the Nile River in Egypt. Zeus found her there and made her pregnant with a touch of his finger. Then he restored Io to human form. Io gave birth to a son she named Epaphus, meaning, “touched by the god.”


Hera was still watching. She sent spirits to kidnap the baby and take him to Syria. Io found him there and returned with him to Egypt. She married an Egyptian king and finally settled down to a peaceful life.


It is said that Io brought the worship of Demeter to the Egyptians, who called the Greek goddess of grain Isis. She was worshiped in the form of a woman with the horns of a cow in memory of Io’s struggles.


One of Io’s great-great-great-granddaughters, Europa, was a princess in Lebanon. She was troubled by dreams just like Io. In a vision she saw two women fighting over her. One was a woman of her own country. The other was from across the sea. The foreigner was trying to steal Europa away and said she was sent by Zeus.


When Europa woke, she went to her friends to ease her mind. They ran to a seaside meadow and chased each other across the grass and gathered flowers.


Europa was every bit as beautiful as Io had been and Zeus’s heart was overcome with desire. He transformed himself into a handsome white bull and flew down to the seashore. He walked toward the young women as gentle as a lamb. They had never seen such a lovely animal. The bull inched toward the girls and stood before Europa. He licked her neck. Europa laughed and kissed the bull’s cheek. The bull knelt before her and urged her with its eyes to mount its back.
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The other maidens were frightened, but Europa climbed onto the bull. Suddenly the animal began to move toward the sea. Before Europa could jump off, the bull charged into the waves. He swam until the shore of Europa’s homeland was far behind. Dolphins swam at their sides like wedding guests as the bull made its way toward Crete, the island where Zeus had been raised as a child.


“Who are you?” Europa cried.


“I am Zeus, king of the gods, and I can take any form I wish,” the bull bellowed.


The girl was too frightened to say anything more. She clung to the bull’s horns until they made their way to land. Zeus took on human form and forced himself upon Europa. Then he left her, alone and pregnant, in a foreign land. But he did give her three gifts. The first was a hound that always caught its prey. The second was a spear that never missed its mark, and the third was a giant bronze man who ran around the island throwing rocks at any ship that tried to land. In time, Europa had three sons by Zeus. The king of Crete then married Europa and raised her sons as his own.


Europa’s father, Agenor, was heartbroken when his daughter disappeared. He sent his wife and his three sons to search for her in every land and warned them not to come home without her. After endless searching, the brothers settled down to found their own kingdoms. One brother, Cadmus, took his mother all the way to Greece and founded the city of Thebes on a new continent. It was named Europe, after his lost sister.


Zeus’s favorite place on earth was Arcadia, a rich land of forests, springs, and mountains in southern Greece. One day Zeus saw a young woman hunting in the woods there. She carried a spear and had a bow and arrows slung over her shoulder. She was Callisto, a virgin dedicated to Artemis, the goddess of the hunt.


Zeus watched Callisto remove her weapons and lie down in the soft grass. He couldn’t resist such a beautiful young woman. “Hera will never see me in these thick woods,” Zeus said to himself. He took on the form of Artemis and approached Callisto.


The maiden ran to the goddess.


“Callisto, loveliest of all my maidens,” Zeus said in his Artemis disguise, “where have you been hunting?”


“Here in these woods, my lady, greatest of all the gods,” Callisto said. “I would call you that even if Zeus were here to hear my words.”


Zeus laughed and kissed her. Before Callisto knew it, Artemis had become Zeus. Callisto was no match for the god. He forced himself on her and then he left. The young woman struggled to her feet and wandered away in shock, barely remembering to take her weapons.


A few days later, the true Artemis and her band of virgin hunters appeared and called to Callisto to join them. The young woman obeyed, but followed Artemis with downcast eyes. Artemis saw Callisto’s sadness, but didn’t know the cause. Nine months came and went. One hot day Artemis and her maidens came to a pool in the woods. They undressed to swim in the cool water. Callisto made excuses not to join them, but Artemis insisted. When Callisto removed her robelike garment, Artemis saw that she was pregnant.


“Get out of here,” the goddess demanded. “You are no longer one of my followers.”


Callisto ran away in disgrace and gave birth alone to a son she named Arcas.


Hera saw this and realized what had happened. She couldn’t take out her anger on Zeus, and so she went after Callisto.


“Did you really think you could get away with this?” Hera asked her. “You think you’re so pretty, do you?”


Hera caught Callisto by the hair and threw her to the ground. Callisto stretched out her arms to beg for mercy, but they were already covered with black, shaggy fur. Her fingers were replaced with claws, and her face with rough jaws and a large nose. Hera replaced Callisto’s voice with a low growl so that she could not call on Zeus for help. Callisto’s human mind was unchanged, but her body had become a bear.


Callisto left her son to be raised by the local king. She wandered the mountains and forests in misery, always fearful of hunters. One day Arcas, who was now a man, was hunting in the forest with his friends. They saw a bear watching them. It moved toward Arcas as if to speak. Arcas was about to plunge a spear into his mother’s breast when Zeus snatched Callisto up into the heavens. He made her a constellation of stars.


That was too much for Hera. She asked Tethys, goddess of the sea, and her husband, Ocean, for a favor. “Grant me that she may not bathe in your waters. Let her forever circle the sky without rest.”


Tethys and Ocean granted her request. To this day Callisto revolves around the North Star. The great bear never vanishes below the horizon.


After Europa’s brother Cadmus founded the city of Thebes, rule of the town passed in time to a Greek named Nycteus. He had a beautiful daughter named Antiope. Antiope caught Zeus’s eye as he looked down from the heavens. He came to her in the form of a satyr, a half-man, half-goat creature, and left her pregnant. When Nycteus found out his daughter Antiope was pregnant, he was furious. She fled to the city of Sicyon where she married the king.


Nycteus learned of Antiope’s marriage and was angrier than ever. He made his brother Lycus promise to punish Antiope and her king for disgracing the family. Then Nycteus killed himself. Lycus marched on Sicyon and destroyed the city. He killed the king and dragged Antiope out of the town in chains.


Antiope was nine months pregnant. She struggled to walk the rough roads back to Thebes with the army. On the slopes of Mount Cithaeron, she crawled into the bushes to give birth. Lycus left her twin sons, Amphion and Zethus, to die on the mountainside. The army marched on, with Antiope chained behind them. A local shepherd found the babies and raised them secretly as his own sons.


Lycus’s wife Dirce punished Antiope every day for many years. Every night, she chained her in a filthy hut.


Meanwhile, Amphion and Zethus grew into fine young men, unaware of who they were or their mother’s fate. Zethus became a master herdsman and cattle breeder. Amphion excelled at playing the lyre. The brothers were opposites, but they were devoted to each other.


One night, the chains holding Antiope in her hut mysteriously fell away, perhaps by the power of Zeus. Antiope ran as fast as she could out of Thebes and into the forest below Mount Cithaeron. She found a shepherd’s hut and knocked on the door. Two young men answered and invited the poor woman inside to sit by the fireplace. They gave her food and drink and asked how she came to be in such a miserable state. Antiope told the young men her sad story and her sorrow at being forced to abandon her children near the very spot where they sat.


The young men realized they were the sons she spoke of. It was a happy reunion, but Zethus and Amphion wanted revenge. They attacked the city of Thebes, killing the king who had been so cruel to their mother and taking his throne. They tied Dirce to the horns of a bull and dragged her through the streets until she was dead.


The brothers ruled Thebes in peace and harmony. Together they strengthened the city walls. Zethus used his great strength to carry enormous stones. Amphion played his lyre and charmed the stones of the earth to follow him to the walls of Thebes.


Near Sicyon, there is a river that runs from the mountains to the blue waters of the Corinthian Gulf. The god of this river was named Asopus and he had a beautiful daughter named Aegina. Zeus fell in love with her and came to her one night in the form of a flame. Then he carried her to an island near Athens where she gave birth to a son named Aeacus.


Asopus searched everywhere for his daughter. As last he came to Sisyphus, king of Corinth, who said that it was Zeus who had stolen Aegina away. In thanks, Asopus created a stream of fresh water for Sisyphus on the top of a dry fortress overlooking his city. The river god then set out to take back his daughter, but Zeus wounded him with a thunderbolt and he was forced to return home without Aegina.


Zeus punished Sisyphus for betraying his secret. He sent Sisyphus to Hades to forever roll a boulder up a hill, only to have it roll down again when it reached the top.


Hera was furious at the latest woman to catch her husband’s fancy. This time, instead of changing the girl into an animal, she poisoned the water of Aegina’s island and killed her. Her son Aeacus named the island after his mother. When he grew to manhood and became king of Aegina, Hera struck again. She killed everyone on the island with a horrible plague except for Aeacus and his son, Telamon.


King Aeacus prayed beneath an oak tree to his father, Zeus. Zeus sent a flash of lightning across the sky with a peal of thunder. Aeacus then saw a column of ants carrying grain, and he prayed again to Zeus: “O most excellent father, grant me as many subjects as there are ants here beneath your sacred oak tree.” The branches of the tree swayed even though there was no wind. Aeacus shivered and continued to wait. At last he fell asleep. He dreamed that the ants grew in size and took on human form. When he awoke he found his island full of men and women working to build homes and farms.


Aeacus became known throughout Greece for his fairness. Kings came to him to be judged and cities asked him to help them appeal to Zeus to restore fertility to their lands. After a long life, Zeus appointed him guardian of Hades, where he kept the keys to the kingdom of the dead.


Atlas, one of the Titans, had seven daughters known as the Pleiades. One of them, Electra, lived on the island of Samothrace. Zeus saw her there and took her to Mount Olympus. Electra clung to the Palladium, a sacred statue of Athena next to Zeus’s throne, for safety, but Zeus only cast the statue out of Olympus. He forced himself on Electra and then returned her to Samothrace. She gave birth to twin sons, Iasion and Dardanus. Some say that Iasion become a god. Dardanus became the ancestor of the Trojans.


Electra’s sister, Taygete, was a nymph living in the mountains to the west of Sparta. Like Callisto, she was devoted to Artemis. Zeus fell in love with Taygete, but Artemis tried to protect her. She turned the nymph into a doe. Zeus wasn’t fooled. He found Taygete and fathered a son by her named Lacedaemon, who became the ancestor of the Spartans.


Taygete was still grateful to Artemis. She dedicated a doe with golden horns to the goddess. Hercules searched for the sacred deer in one of his labors.


Zeus placed all seven daughters of Atlas in the sky as the constellation called the Pleiades. Except for the sharpest eyes on the darkest nights, only six stars are visible. Some say that the seventh star, Electra, covered herself in mourning when the city of Troy fell to Sparta.


As the years went by, the descendants of Taygete’s son Lace-daemon grew into the powerful kingdom of the Spartans. A son of this royal house named Tyndareus was driven from his home. He traveled to Aetolia near Mount Parnassus and married a beautiful princess named Leda. Then he returned to Sparta with Leda as his queen.


Zeus was taken with Leda’s beauty. Hoping that Hera wouldn’t notice, he went to Leda one night in the form of a swan and left her pregnant. That same night, Tyndareus shared his wife’s bed. Some stories say that Leda then laid two eggs. From one came twins fathered by Zeus, Helen and Pollux. From the other came Clytemnestra and Castor, fathered by Leda’s mortal husband.


Castor and Pollux grew into brave men who one day would sail with Jason on the Argo. They rescued their sister Helen from King Theseus of Athens long before Paris stole her away to begin the Trojan War. When Castor was killed in a cattle raid, his immortal brother Pollux prayed to Zeus that he might give up half his immortality so that he and Castor could spend alternate days on Olympus and in Hades. In time Zeus made them into the stars that became the twins of the constellation Gemini.


Zeus also fell in love with a young Trojan prince named Ganymede. Ganymede was watching over his flocks on Mount Ida near Troy when Zeus first saw him. Most stories agree that Zeus came down from Olympus in a whirlwind and snatched the boy. Other stories say that the god sent an eagle to grab Ganymede, or that the eagle was Zeus himself.


Ganymede’s father, Tros, searched everywhere for his son. Zeus took pity on the father and sent Hermes to Troy to comfort him. Hermes told Tros that he should be happy because Ganymede was now cupbearer to the king of the gods. He would live forever in the halls of Olympus. Zeus gave Tros a pair of the finest horses and a golden grapevine crafted by the god Hephaestus. Tros took comfort in these words and gifts, glad that his son had found such favor with Zeus.
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POSEIDON


Poseidon was best known as the god of the wine-dark sea. He also ruled over earthquakes and stallions racing across the plains. An ancient hymn told his story:


I first sing of the great god Poseidon, shaker of
the earth and lord of the deep. The gods gave you
two privileges—to be tamer of horses and savior of
ships. Hail to you, Poseidon, dark-haired rider of
the earth. Be gentle in your heart and protect those
who sail the seas.


The ancient Greeks prayed for Poseidon’s mercy. As a people of the sea, they knew that a peaceful voyage could suddenly turn deadly. The god who shook the land and whose horses thundered over the fields could also calm the waves and let them live another day.


Poseidon himself cared little for the problems of men. He lived in the depths of the sea, and rose to the surface only to create terrible storms or to turn cities into ruins.


Poseidon was jealous of his little brother, Zeus. In one of the rare uprisings against Zeus, Poseidon joined Hera and Athena and tried to overthrow his brother. The goddess Thetis called upon a hundred-armed creature from Tartarus called Briareus to end the revolt. Some said Briareus was Poseidon’s own son, but he stopped the sea god and Zeus remained king.


 


After Zeus divided the world and Poseidon won control of the sea, Poseidon fought with other gods to be patron, or ruler and protector, of the most important Greek cities.


First there was Corinth, where Poseidon had a contest with the sun god Helios for control of the town. Briareus was again called upon. He gave Poseidon the isthmus and nearby lands, but to Helios he gave the heights of the city.


Next the sea god fought with Hera to rule Argos. Three river gods—Inachus, Cephisus, and Asterion—were called in to judge. They awarded the town to Hera. Poseidon was so angry that he dried up all three rivers.


The most famous story was of the contest between Poseidon and Athena to see who would be in charge of Athens. Zeus told the city’s king, a man who had the tail of a snake and was named Cecrops, to judge the contest. To prove his powers to the king, Poseidon struck his trident on the top of the rocky Acropolis above the town and created a spring of salt water. Athena made an olive tree grow from the hill, bringing a new food to the city. Cecrops decided that olives were more useful than seawater, and Athena won. Poseidon was furious and flooded the countryside for revenge.


Poseidon was married to Amphitrite, the daughter of Ocean and Tethys. At first, she wanted nothing to do with the god of the wine-dark sea. She fled to the Titan Atlas to hide. Poseidon sent spies to find her. At last, one of them named Delphinus came upon Amphitrite on an island and convinced her to marry Poseidon. Poseidon was so grateful that he placed Delphinus among the stars as a constellation shaped like a dolphin.


After he married, Poseidon—like his brother Zeus—pursued other goddesses and mortal women. The goddess Demeter changed herself into a mare and hid in a herd of horses to escape him, but Poseidon turned himself into a stallion. Demeter was no match for the sea god. She gave birth to two children. The first was a daughter named Despoina. The second was a famous stallion called Arion.


Poseidon also forced himself on Medusa when she was a young maiden instead of a monstrous Gorgon. The story says that Medusa was the most beautiful girl in the world and had many human suitors. Poseidon came to the girl as she worshipped at the temple of Athena and forced himself upon her. Athena, who had always been jealous of Medusa’s beauty, blamed the girl. She turned Medusa’s flowing hair into snakes so horrible that they turned anyone who looked at them into stone.


Like Medusa, the beautiful virgin Theophrane had many suitors. Poseidon kidnapped the girl and took her to an island. The suitors tried to rescue her. To confuse them, Poseidon changed Theophrane into an ewe and the rest of the people on the island into goats. The suitors searched the island, but found only goats. They began to kill the animals for food. Poseidon turned them into wolves, and the bloodshed continued. Then Poseidon changed himself into a ram and made Theophrane pregnant. She gave birth to a ram with a golden fleece. Many years later, Jason and the Argonauts would search for the remarkable ram.


One of Poseidon’s granddaughters, Iphimedia, was in love with the sea god. She would often sit on the shore and cup the waters in her hands, then pour them into her lap. Poseidon must have been surprised to find a woman who was actually in love with him. Iphimedia bore him two sons who were also his great-grandchildren. Otus and Ephialtes were powerful and handsome. By the time they were nine years old, they were more than fifty feet tall. They ripped mountains from their roots and piled them on top of one another to build a tower to the heavens and attack the gods. They captured Ares, one of Zeus’s sons, and stuffed him into a bronze jar.


If the giants had been full-grown, they might have conquered heaven and earth, but the gods used tricks to defeat the boys. The boys were great hunters, so Apollo sent a deer between them. Otus and Ephialtes threw their spears at the same instant and struck each other dead. Zeus punished them in Hades by binding the brothers back to back with snakes. They spent eternity facing away from each other, watched over by an owl.
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Zeus never forgot that Poseidon had once joined Hera and Athena in rebelling against him. As punishment, he sent his brother to Troy to serve King Laomedon along with Apollo. The two gods were disguised as mortals, and Laomedon put them to work. Poseidon directed the building of Troy’s walls, while Apollo herded the city’s cattle.


At the end of a year, Laomedon sent the gods away without pay and threatened to cut off their ears. Apollo sent a plague to destroy the city while Poseidon sent a sea monster to snatch Trojans off the beach. Laomedon agreed to sacrifice his own daughter to satisfy the monster. Hercules rescued the girl and slew the sea monster just in time. Then Laomedon refused to give Hercules his reward—Laomedon’s daughter for his wife. So Hercules killed the king and took the girl.


Poseidon swore that one day the walls of Troy would fall.


HADES


The Greeks feared Hades even more than Zeus and Poseidon. They tried never to say his name out loud and draw his attention. They called him “the god below,” or “the invisible one.” Mortals were frightened of him and of the end of life.


Prayers did not move him. All mortals, good and bad, eventually went down to the house of the dead where Hades ruled.


There are few myths about Hades. Almost all we know about him comes from descriptions of the home that shared his name. It is a dark place of endless sighs and hopeless, hazy existence. Hades ruled this land, while Death lived there along with his brother Sleep.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/bm.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
HEROES

 OLYMPUS

By PhiIip Freeman

Adapted by Laurie Calkhoven
I[[ustmtedby Drew Willis

Simon & Schuster
Books for Young Readers

New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi







OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0016-01.jpg












OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0028-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00ii-01.jpg







OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00iv-02.jpg
FIRST

EDITION





OEBPS/images/f0019-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781442417328_cover.jpg
+OLYMPUS:

Phlhp Freeman
Adapted by Laurie Calkhoven





OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg





