“All but Eurylochus––who feared a snare––the innocents went after her.” – Circe (Fitzgerald 673)

“I mounted Circe’s gorgeous bed…” – Circe (Fagles 241)

“She pressed me to eat. I had no taste for food. I just sat there, mind wandering, far away…lost in grim forebodings.” – Circe (Falges 242)

“Only Eurylochus tried to hold my shipmates back, his mutinous outburst aimed at one and all: ‘Poor fools, where are we running now? Why are we tempting fate?––why stumble blindly down to Circe’s halls? She’ll turn us all into pigs or wolves or lions made           to guard that palace of hers––by force, I tell you––just as the Cyclops trapped our comrades in his lair with hotheaded Odysseus right beside them all––thanks to this man’s rashness they died too!’” –Circe (Fagles 243)

“So he declared and I had half a mind to draw the sharp sword from beside my hip and slice his head off, tumbling down in the dust, close kin that he was.” – Circe (Fagles 244)

“And there we sat at ease, day in, day out, till a year had run its course, feasting on sides of meat and drafts of heady wine…But then, when the year was gone and the seasons wheeled by and the months waned and the long days came round again, my loyal comrades took me aside and prodded, ‘Captain, this is madness! High time you thought of your own home at last…’” – Circe (Falges 245)

“…but I went up to that luxurious bed of Circe’s, hugged her by the knees and the goddess heard my winging supplication…” –Circe (Falges 245)

“Come, sheathe your sword, let’s go to bed together, mount my bed and mix in the magic work of love––we’ll breed deep trust between us.” – Circe (Falges 241)
“A rocky isle, but good for a boy’s training; I shall not see on earth a place more dear…” – I am Laertes’ Son (Fitzgerald 656)

“But in my heart I never gave consent.” – I am Laertes’ Son (Fitzgerald 656)

“I stormed that place and killed the men who fought. Plunder we took, and we enslaved all the women to make division, equal shares to all…” – I am Laertes’ Son (Fitzgerald 657)

“My men were mutinous, fools, on stores of wine. Sheep after sheep they butchered by the surf, and shambling cattle, feasting…” – I am Laertes’ Son (Fitzgerald 657)

“…I saw through this, and answered with a ready lie…” The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 663)

“My heart beat high now at the chance of action, and drawing the sharp sword from my hip I went along his flank to stab him where the midriff holds the liver. I had touched the spot when sudden fear stayed me: if I killed him we perished there as well, for we could never move his ponderous doorway slab aside.” – The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 663)

“As luck would have it, the men I would have chosen won the toss––four strong men, and I made five as captain.” – The Cyclops  (Fitzgerald 664)

“Three bowls I brought him, and he poured them down. I saw the fuddle and flush come over him, then I sang out in cordial tones: ‘Cyclops, you ask my honorable name? Remember the gift you promised me, and I shall tell you. My name is Nobody: mother, father, and friends, everyone calls me Nobody.” – The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 665)

“But I kept thinking how to win the game: death sat there huge; how could we slip away? I drew on all my wits, and ran through tactics, reasoning as a man will for dear life, until a trick came––and it pleased me well.” – The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 666)

“How do you like the beating we gave you, you damned cannibal? Eater of guests under your roof!” – The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 668)

“I heard the crew in low voices protesting: ‘Godsake, Captain! Why bait the beast again? Let him alone!’” – The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 669)

“I would not heed them in my glorying spirit, but let my anger flare and yelled…” – The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 669)

“…if ever mortal man inquire how you were put to shame and blinded, tell him Odysseus, raider of cities, took your eye: Laertes’ son, whose home’s on Ithaca!” – The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 669)

“Always I had in mind some giant, armed in giant force, would come against me here. But this, but you––small, pitiful, and twiggy––you put me down with wine, you blinded me.” – The Cyclops (Fitzgerald 669)

“…what good can come of grief?” – Circe (Fagles 248)

“There was a man, Elpenor, the youngest in our ranks, none too brave in battle, non too sound in mind. He’d strayed from his mates in Circe’s magic halls and keen for the cool night air, sodden with wine he’d bedded down on her roofs. But roused by the shouts and tread of marching men, he leapt up with a start at dawn but still so dazed he forgot to climb back down again by the long ladder––headfirst from the roof he plunged, his neck snapped from the backbone, his soul flew down to Death.” – Circe (Falges 247)

“I’m wonderstruck––you drank my drugs, you’re not bewitched!” – Circe (Falges 240) 

