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When getting the publication The Odyssey (Penguin Classics) By Homer by on the internet, you can read
them any place you are. Yeah, even you are in the train, bus, hesitating checklist, or various other places, on-
line book The Odyssey (Penguin Classics) By Homer could be your excellent friend. Every time is a great
time to review. It will improve your expertise, fun, entertaining, lesson, and experience without investing
more money. This is why online e-book The Odyssey (Penguin Classics) By Homer ends up being most
wanted.

Review
“[Robert Fitzgerald’s translation is] a masterpiece . . . An Odyssey worthy of the original.” –The Nation

“[Fitzgerald’s Odyssey and Iliad] open up once more the unique greatness of Homer’s art at the level above
the formula; yet at the same time they do not neglect the brilliant texture of Homeric verse at the level of the
line and the phrase.” –The Yale Review

“[In] Robert Fitzgerald’s translation . . . there is no anxious straining after mighty effects, but rather a
constant readiness for what the occasion demands, a kind of Odyssean adequacy to the task in hand, and this
line-by-line vigilance builds up into a completely credible imagined world.”
–from the Introduction by Seamus Heaney

About the Author
Homer was probably born around 725BC on the Coast of Asia Minor, now the coast of Turkey, but then
really a part of Greece. Homer was the first Greek writer whose work survives.

He was one of a long line of bards, or poets, who worked in the oral tradition. Homer and other bards of the
time could recite, or chant, long epic poems. Both works attributed to Homer – the Iliad and the Odyssey –
are over ten thousand lines long in the original. Homer must have had an amazing memory but was helped
by the formulaic poetry style of the time.

In the Iliad Homer sang of death and glory, of a few days in the struggle between the Greeks and the Trojans.
Mortal men played out their fate under the gaze of the gods. The Odyssey is the original collection of tall
traveller’s tales. Odysseus, on his way home from the Trojan War, encounters all kinds of marvels from one-
eyed giants to witches and beautiful temptresses. His adventures are many and memorable before he gets
back to Ithaca and his faithful wife Penelope.

We can never be certain that both these stories belonged to Homer. In fact ‘Homer’ may not be a real name
but a kind of nickname meaning perhaps ‘the hostage’ or ‘the blind one’. Whatever the truth of their origin,
the two stories, developed around three thousand years ago, may well still be read in three thousand years’
time.



E. V. Rieu was a celebrated translator from Latin and Greek, and editor of Penguin Classics from 1944-1964.
His son, D. C. H. Rieu has revised his work.

D. C. H. Rieu is the son of E. V. Rieu, celebrated translator from Latin and Greek and Editor of Penguin
Classics from 1944-1964.

Peter Jones is former lecturer in classics at the University of Newcastle upon Tyne.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
 ‘”Strangers!” he cried. “And who are you? Where do you come from over the watery ways? Is yours a
trading venture; or are you cruising the main on chance, like roving pirates, who risk their lives to ruin other
people?”

‘Our hearts sank. The booming voice and the very sight of the monster filled us with panic. Still, I managed
to find words to answer him. “We are Achaeans,” I said, “on our way back from Troy – driven astray by
contrary winds across a vast expanse of sea – we’re making our way home but took the wrong way – the
wrong route – as Zeus, I suppose, intended that we should. We are proud to say that we belong to the forces
of Agamemnon, Atreus’ son, who by sacking the great city of Ilium and destroying all its armies has made
himself the most famous man in the world today. We find ourselves here as suppliants at your knees, in the
hope that you may give us hospitality, or even give us the kind of gifts that hosts customarily give their
guests. Good sir, remember your duty to the gods; we are your suppliants, and Zeus is the champion of
suppliants and guests. He is the god of guests: guests are sacred to him, and he goes alongside them.”

‘That is what I said, and he answered me promptly out of his pitiless heart: “Stranger, you must be a fool, or
must have come from very far afield, to order me to fear or reverence the gods. We Cyclopes care nothing
for Zeus with his aegis, nor for the rest of the blessed gods, since we are much stronger than they are. I
would never spare you or your men for fear of incurring Zeus’ enmity, unless I felt like it. But tell me where
you moored your good ship when you came. Was it somewhere along the coast, or nearby? I’d like to
know.”

‘His words were designed to get the better of me, but he could not outwit someone with my knowledge of the
world. I answered with plausible words: “As for my ship, it was wrecked by the Earthshaker Poseidon on the
borders of your land. The wind had carried us on to a lee shore. He drove the ship up to a headland and
hurled it on the rocks. But I and my friends here managed t o escape with our lives.”

‘T this the gruel brute made no reply. Instead, he jumped up, and reaching out towards my men, seized a
couple and dashed their heads against the floor as though they had been puppies. Their brains ran out on the
ground and soaked the earth. Limb by limb he tore them to pieces to make his meal, which he devoured like
a mountain lion, leaving nothing, neither entrails nor flesh, marrow nor bones, while we, weeping, lifted up
our hands to Zeus in horror at the ghastly sight. We felt completely helpless. When the Cyclopes had filled
his great belly with this meal of human flesh, which he washed down with unwatered milk, he stretched
himself out for sleep among his flocks inside his cave.
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“[Robert Fitzgerald’s translation is] a masterpiece . . . An Odyssey worthy of the original.” –The Nation

“[Fitzgerald’s Odyssey and Iliad] open up once more the unique greatness of Homer’s art at the level above
the formula; yet at the same time they do not neglect the brilliant texture of Homeric verse at the level of the
line and the phrase.” –The Yale Review

“[In] Robert Fitzgerald’s translation . . . there is no anxious straining after mighty effects, but rather a
constant readiness for what the occasion demands, a kind of Odyssean adequacy to the task in hand, and this
line-by-line vigilance builds up into a completely credible imagined world.”
–from the Introduction by Seamus Heaney

About the Author
Homer was probably born around 725BC on the Coast of Asia Minor, now the coast of Turkey, but then
really a part of Greece. Homer was the first Greek writer whose work survives.



He was one of a long line of bards, or poets, who worked in the oral tradition. Homer and other bards of the
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are over ten thousand lines long in the original. Homer must have had an amazing memory but was helped
by the formulaic poetry style of the time.

In the Iliad Homer sang of death and glory, of a few days in the struggle between the Greeks and the Trojans.
Mortal men played out their fate under the gaze of the gods. The Odyssey is the original collection of tall
traveller’s tales. Odysseus, on his way home from the Trojan War, encounters all kinds of marvels from one-
eyed giants to witches and beautiful temptresses. His adventures are many and memorable before he gets
back to Ithaca and his faithful wife Penelope.

We can never be certain that both these stories belonged to Homer. In fact ‘Homer’ may not be a real name
but a kind of nickname meaning perhaps ‘the hostage’ or ‘the blind one’. Whatever the truth of their origin,
the two stories, developed around three thousand years ago, may well still be read in three thousand years’
time.

E. V. Rieu was a celebrated translator from Latin and Greek, and editor of Penguin Classics from 1944-1964.
His son, D. C. H. Rieu has revised his work.

D. C. H. Rieu is the son of E. V. Rieu, celebrated translator from Latin and Greek and Editor of Penguin
Classics from 1944-1964.

Peter Jones is former lecturer in classics at the University of Newcastle upon Tyne.
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trading venture; or are you cruising the main on chance, like roving pirates, who risk their lives to ruin other
people?”

‘Our hearts sank. The booming voice and the very sight of the monster filled us with panic. Still, I managed
to find words to answer him. “We are Achaeans,” I said, “on our way back from Troy – driven astray by
contrary winds across a vast expanse of sea – we’re making our way home but took the wrong way – the
wrong route – as Zeus, I suppose, intended that we should. We are proud to say that we belong to the forces
of Agamemnon, Atreus’ son, who by sacking the great city of Ilium and destroying all its armies has made
himself the most famous man in the world today. We find ourselves here as suppliants at your knees, in the
hope that you may give us hospitality, or even give us the kind of gifts that hosts customarily give their
guests. Good sir, remember your duty to the gods; we are your suppliants, and Zeus is the champion of
suppliants and guests. He is the god of guests: guests are sacred to him, and he goes alongside them.”

‘That is what I said, and he answered me promptly out of his pitiless heart: “Stranger, you must be a fool, or
must have come from very far afield, to order me to fear or reverence the gods. We Cyclopes care nothing
for Zeus with his aegis, nor for the rest of the blessed gods, since we are much stronger than they are. I
would never spare you or your men for fear of incurring Zeus’ enmity, unless I felt like it. But tell me where
you moored your good ship when you came. Was it somewhere along the coast, or nearby? I’d like to
know.”

‘His words were designed to get the better of me, but he could not outwit someone with my knowledge of the
world. I answered with plausible words: “As for my ship, it was wrecked by the Earthshaker Poseidon on the
borders of your land. The wind had carried us on to a lee shore. He drove the ship up to a headland and
hurled it on the rocks. But I and my friends here managed t o escape with our lives.”



‘T this the gruel brute made no reply. Instead, he jumped up, and reaching out towards my men, seized a
couple and dashed their heads against the floor as though they had been puppies. Their brains ran out on the
ground and soaked the earth. Limb by limb he tore them to pieces to make his meal, which he devoured like
a mountain lion, leaving nothing, neither entrails nor flesh, marrow nor bones, while we, weeping, lifted up
our hands to Zeus in horror at the ghastly sight. We felt completely helpless. When the Cyclopes had filled
his great belly with this meal of human flesh, which he washed down with unwatered milk, he stretched
himself out for sleep among his flocks inside his cave.

Most helpful customer reviews

260 of 269 people found the following review helpful.
Not the best adaptation for the Kindle
By T. Simons
This is Alexander Pope's verse translation of the Odyssey, first published in 1726, glommed into a kindle
edition. It is not formatted for the Kindle and is thus very difficult to read -- instead of stanzas, it's all oddly-
broken chunks that vaguely resemble paragraphs, presumably an artifact of whatever software was used to
scan the original text. To add to that, it's poetry *by Alexander Pope*, and thus largely in heroic couplets,
deliberately archaic even to the ear of Pope's 18th-century contemporaries, with "thou"s scattered throughout
-- there's a reason that William Wordsworth thought Pope's poetry archaic and artificial.

As this is a "kindle bestseller" but there aren't any other listed reviews, I suspect a lot of people are (like
myself) downloading this for their kindles because it shows up readily in a search for "Odyssey", and then
getting stymied by the five-hundred-"location" introductory essay (written, as best I can tell, in the early
1800's, and thus hopelessly outdated by little things like two hundred year's worth of Homerian scholarship,
Schliemann's discovery of Troy, etc.) and the near-impenetrable arrangement of the text. If anyone can find a
better-formatted free-download kindle version of the Odyssey (perhaps a prose translation?) please link me
to it in a comment. Thanks.

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful.
Making the grade, text meets the assignments specific as a required part of the course curriculum.
By The Great White North
This classic title was purchased for a summer reading assignment prior to beginning the high school
freshman year. It meets all of the expectations of the assignment.

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful.
Classic
By KLenox
Good book. Classic for a reason.

See all 156 customer reviews...
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