
HOMER IN BOOK 9 OF THE

A summary of Book 9 in Homer's The Odyssey. Learn exactly Book 9. Summary . Reluctantly, Odysseus tells the
Phaeacians the sorry tale of his wanderings.

Seized by terror we shrank back, as he wrenched the stake, wet with blood, from his eye. I took a goatskin
filled with this fine wine, and a pouch of food. Moral of the story: don't drink until you blackout. From Troy,
the winds sweep him and his men to Ismarus, city of the Cicones. For indeed what then is not bad, but might
bear all things in season in fact in it are meadows by the shores of the gray sea and rather they are never failing
and always vines. Wherefore is not some mortal driving off your flocks although you are unwilling? Each kind
was penned separately: by themselves the firstlings, by themselves the later lambs, and by themselves again
the newly weaned. But the men were foolish. We took the red-hot stake and twisted it round and round like
that in his eye, and the blood poured out despite the heat. He was the only one, other than his wife and one
house steward. But I had second thoughts. It fell not far behind our blue-prowed ship, narrowly missing the tip
of the steering oar, and the sea surged up around the falling stone, and its wave carried the ship forward and
drove it to the far shore. And my well greaved comrades gave me the ram after the flock was divided. Cruel
man, how shall any one of all the multitudes of men ever come to thee again hereafter, seeing that thou hast
wrought lawlessness? And they have neither agoras for councils nor laws, but they live on the summits of high
mountains in hollow caves, and each one gives the laws of his children and wives, and nor do they care
anything for each other. It landed in front of the dark prowed ship, and the sea surged up, coming down over
the rock. They drank the wine, and slaughtered many sheep and shambling cattle with twisted horns. He told
me that all these things should be brought to pass in days to come, that by the hands of Odysseus I should lose
my sight. Through that morning, while the sacred light grew stronger, we held our ground and kept their
greater force at bay. Such a big rock he placed in the doorway, and sitting down, he milked the sheep and the
bleating goats, all according to lot, and to each mother he placed her young. Filling the great wineskin, I
carried it and also in a wallet I put provisions. This was the plan that seemed best. Ah, Ancient Greece: when
men were raging jerks and women were chattel. Analysis Books 9 through 12 are told as flashbacks, as
Odysseus sits in the palace of the Phaeacians telling the story of his wanderings. After the sun went down and
darkness fell, we lay down on the shore and went to sleep. And the rain of Zeus increases all for them. He
arrived bearing a huge weight of dry wood to burn at suppertime, and he flung it down inside the cave with a
crash. Then he curdled half of the white milk, collecting it in the plaited baskets. Meanwhile the Cyclops ,
groaning and in pain, groped around and laboured to lift the stone from the door. Click the summary
infographic to download. But when indeed the stake, charred in the fire was going to catch aflame, quickly, as
it was green, I heartily took it away and then I bore it near from the fire and both my men stood. But thy heart
is turned to ask of my grievous woes, that I may weep and groan the more. His lids and brows were scorched
by flame from the burning eyeball, and its roots crackled with fire. Odysseus and his men then sail through the
murky night to the land of the Cyclopes, a rough and uncivilized race of one-eyed giants. As they twisted it,
pushing the fired stake into his eye, and out flowed hot blood. For this island is by no means poor, but would
carry any crop in due season. Thereupon I took in my hands the long pole and pushed us away, and urging my
companions I ordered them to apply themselves to the oars so that we might flee the danger, motioning to
them vigorously. Then the Cyclops lifted an even larger rock, swung it in the air, and hurled it, with all his
strength. Two he seized and dashed to the ground like whelps, and their brains ran out and stained the earth.
Drawing up their ranks by the swift ships, they fought us, each side hurling bronze-tipped spears at the other.


