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Dedicated to everyone who has felt
like a misfit or monster—but who trusted
themselves enough to never give up!
“My darkness has been filled
with the light of intelligence,
and behold, the outer day-lit
world was stumbling and
groping in social blindness.”
— Helen Keller
Chapter 1
Early Lessons With Hermes
Don’t sit there poking your scrawny finger into my chest. All high and mighty, acting like I’m some kind of prehistoric slime, some horrid monster, some savage creature who doesn’t deserve to breath the same air you do. I’ve heard your stories. Making me out to be loathsome and terrible. Who are you to look down your pimply nose at me? I don’t need eyes to see that self-contented, holier than thou expression on your face. I know that look even without looking. Give me a break. You don’t know anything about me.
If only you took the time to understand what someone has been through before you start pointing fingers, maybe you’d make a fair judgment. But that’s asking way too much. I know better than to expect to be treated decently, much less compassionately, by creatures who invade homes, torture innocent creatures, and then claim some sort of victory in their cruelty. I could tell you stories that would make your pitiful trials in life seem like picnics in fields full of daffodils compared to what I’ve been through in my life.
What do you really know about me anyway? Do you know where I came from? Or how I was raised? No, you only talk about my reputation for devouring sailors and throwing boulders at passing ships. That’s enough for you to judge me. Right? Hey, get a clue before you start calling names and spreading gossip. Don’t blaspheme that which you are too ignorant to comprehend.
I don’t know why I should bother, but I’m going to tell you my story—beginning to present. It won’t take long so just sit down, open your ears, and shut your mouth a while.
Oh, but really, I shouldn’t sound so angry. It’s just that you caught me by surprise, stopping here at my island without me expecting you. If only I’d known company was coming, I’d be in a better mood. Let me get you a cool drink of water or maybe some buttermilk—it’s goat milk, of course. Yeah, right! Okay, never mind that. Let me tell you my story.
I’ll even tell it in your own vernacular so you’ll be able to understand it. I have an amazing knack for languages so I’ll speak in words even you can follow. More about that later.
Actually, I’m toying with you here. I’m not really this bitter and sarcastic. I used to be, but I’ve changed. This opening is put into the story to give you a better feeling for the way I felt and acted when I was much younger—a couple thousand years younger. I’ve been through a lot of painful experiences in my life, and I want you to feel some of what I’ve gone through. So there are going to be places in this story where I’ll let you know what it feels like to live as a Cyclops. Naturally, I’m not going to tell you how everything turns out until the end. First, I want you to really get to know me. Put yourself in my huge sandals and clomp around the rugged hills of Crete for a few hours.
As you’ve probably heard, I was born the runt of a litter of one-eyed misfits to a sea-nymph named Thoosa. Don’t ask me about her because I haven’t a clue about her looks or personality or how she got mixed up with a cruel maniac like Poseidon. No, my sweet mother spawned my brothers and me in a shallow bay off the northern coast of Crete. There were eight of us, giant squirming hairy tadpoles, with one big round eye pasted like a day-old donut on the center of our foreheads. The expression “Not even a mother could love them” was appropriate for us. Our mother rejected us quicker than a mongrel dog spits out a mouthful of rancid skunk meat.
And my old man, the great god of the sea Poseidon, wasn’t he the compassionate father figure? Why he took one look at my brothers and me, wriggling cold, wet globs on the beach, and he let out a mighty bellow that shook the earth and leveled trees.
“Oh hideous day!” He screamed. “What foul joke of nature has produced these loutish creatures? Pray my purple waters may wash them into the dark depths of my bowels or bash them senseless against the rocky cliffs of Sicily.” Again he slammed his golden trident against the ground, sending tremors across the land. “Don’t let these freakish mutants humiliate me, the Glorious Lord of the Sea! Oh, hideous day!”
It was only the mercy of my Uncle Zeus that saved us. He looked down on his tortured brother and saw the pitiful targets of his anguish. My brothers and I reminded the Mighty Cloudgatherer of our uncles the three Cyclops brothers who worked the giant anvils in our cousin Vulcan’s underground workshop. Or maybe it wasn’t mercy. Maybe Zeus saved us as a cruel joke on his brother.
“Piteous one-eyed wretches,” sighed Zeus, “Would it be kinder to let you drown in your father’s sea or to rescue you and condemn you to a life of rejection and abuse? How well I remember your one-eyed uncles sweating over Vulcan’s blazing forge, crafting razor-sharp thunderbolts and impenetrable shields for my brothers and me in our great battle with my cruel father Cronos. I can’t let you die here, piteous nephews. Here, let me at least lift you on to dry land and deliver you to a tame she-goat who can nurse you and keep you warm. If you survive a year, I’ll send my son Hermes to guide you in your growth. I hope you don’t curse me later for letting you live.”
And that was our ignominious beginning. For a full year we lived like goat-kids, fed and kept warm by Zeus’s kindly flock. Our only language was the imitated b-a-a-h-ing we learned from the goats. We crawled about on all fours, copying the manners and habits of our hosts. We lived that way until Hermes made the promised visit. We were just over a year old when our famous cousin arrived.
He, of course, was the wing-footed messenger of the gods, and he was better known for his pranks and mischief than he was for kindness. Nevertheless, it was the carefree Hermes who rescued us from goat-hood and allowed us to claim our intended identities.
“Whoa, look at you guys. Aren’t you a funny sight? Big ugly giants crawling around bleating like goats. Oh, if only someone would invent a camera.” Hermes chuckled to himself. As a god he was, of course, able to see the future and was quite aware that Earthlings wouldn’t have cameras for thousands of years. Gods are strange creatures when you really think about it. They live forever, they see the future, they live atop a huge magical mountain, and they visit Earthlings when they want amusement or when they are trying out some new charm or trick. Later in this story, I’ll tell you the truth about the Greek gods. But you’re not ready for that yet, and we’re only discussing Hermes’s first visit now, so you’ll just have to be patient.
I should tell you that by the time we were a year old my brothers weighed between five and six hundred pounds each. I, being the runt, scaled in at just under four hundred. So you can imagine the sight we must have made crawling around on all fours, naked except for the scraps of hide we had taken from the elder goats in the flock who had died during the year.
I suppose you’d like to know what we looked like then. Well, as I said, we were quite large in spite of our exclusive diet of goat milk and occasional nuts and berries. You’d probably call us flabby. Our skin was pasty white and loose-fitting on our frames. Our hands and feet were thick and strong with short, stout fingers and toes. Patchy red hair covered most of our hunched backs though the rest of our bodies was essentially hairless—except of course for our big melon-shaped heads. Our heads were huge in proportion to our bodies. Coarse reddish-brown hair covered our skulls and came down low on our foreheads making us resemble apes wearing rust colored stocking caps. Our ears were big and fleshy and jutted out from the sides of our heads like big cabbage leaves. Our noses were broad and flat with nostrils as round as apples. Our lips were puffy and red. They drooped over our upper chins like weathered cushions on an old sofa. Our teeth were short and wide like yellowed birch stumps after a wind storm. Of course, our outstanding feature was that huge circular orb in the middle of our forehead. This bulging bloodshot eye was canopied by a shaggy brow that stretched from temple to temple. I have to admit we were disgusting to look at.
“What wickedness prompted my father Zeus to put me in charge of this crew? Oh well, I know better than to disobey the King of Gods.” Hermes was speaking more to himself than to us. “Now I certainly don’t have time to stay here to watch you grow to maturity. That could take fifty to a hundred years. Who knows the length of childhood of such odd creatures? No, I’m going to speed up this process.” He looked us all over, rubbing his chin and shaking his head.
One of my brothers baahed pleadingly, trying to tell our royal cousin that we somehow understood his words and begging him to hurry up and make us adults already. Two other brothers bleated their support.
“Yeah, hold on,” scolded the impatient Hermes. “Let me think about the best way to do this.” He scratched his head and bent his eyebrows down over his two beautiful eyes. “Yeah, this should work,” he mumbled. He slapped each of us on the back of the head and repeated the words, “By the power of Zeus alone, make these silly creatures grown!” One by one my brothers swelled to heights taller than most of the trees on our island. I was last. I felt a sharp rap on the back of my head, heard Hermes chant, and felt myself inflating like a huge water-balloon until I was nearly as tall as the rest of my clan. Regretfully, Hermes didn’t change the fact that I was still the runt. The top of my head only reached the height of my brothers’ shoulders when I stood beside them. Still I felt powerful, and mighty as a god as I stood there flexing my new muscles.
My brothers and I looked from face to face exchanging joyous baahs. Within minutes my now post-adolescent siblings sprouted thick, ruddy beards on their chins. Suddenly, my face started to itch and as I scratched my chin with my stubby fingers, I felt coarse hair budding from my pores. A scruffy beard covered my face. The Cyclops brothers had come of age.
Now don’t get the idea that it was a great advantage for my brothers and me to grow up without all the trials of childhood. Think about how much we missed. Most of the valuable lessons about life are amassed during the growing years, lessons shared by nurturing parents, or grandparents, or teachers, or friends. We had none of that. Abra-cadab-ra-abra-ca-dace-take-these-strange-creatures-put-hair-on-their-face! And there we were, twenty feet tall without a clue about ourselves or about the world. Tell me that was a blessing.
“Okay, we got childhood out of the way,” muttered Hermes, “Now what else do I have to teach you in order to get Dad off my back. Let’s see.” He scowled as he watched us strutting on two legs, baahing manfully at each other, “Yes, yes, you need language. You can’t walk around bleating like hungry sheep all your lives. Now, you are the sons of a god, so I guess I could give you the ability to understand and speak any human language. After all, who knows who might stop at your island here for a chat? Actually . . .” he mumbled to himself under his breath, “. . . I know one guy who’ll be stopping, but I’d better not mention that right now.” So Cousin Hermes tweaked us each on the cheek and chanted, “God of the gods, lord of the lords, give these boys power to understand words!” And suddenly, my brothers and I were conversing fluently. It was the greatest gift I ever received.
“Now, boys,” Hermes said, “Maybe I can get your great uncle Prometheus to send you down some of his precious fire, and we can build a campfire and I can tell you stories and prepare you for your destinies.” He had barely finished speaking when a nearby bush burst into beautiful orange and blue flames. Hermes sat us in a circle around the magic fire and proceeded to speak.
“Well, boys, why don’t we get started with your education. We won’t get it all done in one session, but let’s get as much done as we can tonight. I have a lot of important business to take care of on Olympus, so I can’t spend all of my time here with you.”
“What kind of business, Cousin Hermes?” My brother Porkymeus interrupted. He really didn’t care about the question, but he wanted to try out his newly acquired language.
“Just business, Porkymeus. You just worry about your lessons.” Hermes responded sharply. “Now let’s talk about where you fellas came from. You know that your father is an important god. Only my father Zeus is more powerful than your father Poseidon. He is a very busy god watching over the seas and all the creatures who live and travel there. If your father is harsh with you or spends little time with you, it’s because he has a lot of work to do.”
“Our father only visited us once,” said Porkymeus, our apparent spokesman. “He didn’t like us because we’re ugly. So he never came back.”
“Well, he is an important god. Besides, he has hundreds of children to keep track of. You can’t expect him to worry about all of them. Just be glad your Uncle Zeus cares enough to send me here to look out for you. Now, no more interruptions. Let me talk.
“Your father is the son of cruel Cronos who ruled the Earth for hundreds of years. Yes, your Grandfather Cronos was a mean, selfish god. He was jealous of his own father’s power so he waged war and overthrew his dad.”
“Who was Cronos’s father?” I asked shyly, wanting to try out my new talent for conversation. “Who was our great grandfather?”
“His name was Uranus,” Hermes said tersely. “Now I’ll tell you all about him at the next session. I’ll even tell you where he lived before he came to Earth. But that’ll come later. Now just sit quietly and listen. If you can’t pay attention, then I’ll leave you here to live like the goats. Now, no more interruptions.”
Hermes adjusted his position on the goat-hide he was sitting on. He was obviously annoyed by our questions. “Now where was I?” He continued his lesson. “Oh yeah, I was telling you about cruel Cronos. After he took the throne away from his father, Cronos started to worry about his own power. If he could steal the crown from his dad, what was to stop his own sons—if he ever had any—from stealing his crown? This worried him immensely. Power-hungry people are usually very paranoid you know. Oh, that’s right you wouldn’t know would you? You’ve been raised by goats. Oh my, what a huge task Father has given me.”
Hermes fidgeted in his seat. Then he stirred the fire and stacked three more logs onto the glowing embers. Even a stupid lug like me could see he was greatly agitated. Finally, he spoke again. “Well, anyway, as it turned out, Cronos did have children, six of them, three sons and three daughters. Our fathers, of course, were two of the sons. Uncle Hades was the third. Well, to get back to Cronos. He had decided that he wasn’t going to lose his power to his sons, so when his wife Rhea gave birth to a child, mean old Cronos swallowed them whole. This happened five times. Needless to say your grandmother was not tickled by this arrangement so when her sixth child was born, she tricked her husband. She let the baby cry out to get Cronos’s attention, and then she quickly wrapped a young, squirming piglet in a blanket and handed it to the impatient king. He quickly swallowed what he thought was his child—blanket and all. Then he went back to his chair by the fire. Rhea wrapped the real child—the one she’d named Zeus—and slipped out the back door and down the side of the mountain. She gave the child to a kindly Titan shepherd who promised to raise the boy. Rhea returned to Cronos who never suspected and treachery. Nothing was said about Zeus for twenty years.” Hermes stopped abruptly, leaned forward, and tossed a wedge of firewood at my brother Philoketemus who had fallen asleep by the fire. “Wake up, you lunkhead. Do you think I’m here because I want to be? Now either you pay attention or I’ll leave you here on your own. I won’t warn you again.”
“I’m sorry,” Philoketemus said, “But never I’ve before had a fire. It feels so warm I dozing off just can’t help . Mad don’t get at us, Hermes, we can’t help it if we’re lunkheads. Nobody ever taught us . . .”
“Yeah, well save the sad songs. You won’t see much pity from me. There are hundreds of places I’d rather be than here, believe me. You snuggle up and take your cozy snooze. I’m out of here.” And as soon as the last word left his lips, he rose to his feet, the wings on his heels fanning furiously, and he was gone. We didn’t see him again for two full weeks.
After Hermes left, my brothers were busy trying out their new gift of language. I ran into their circle and shouted, “Let me talk too. I want a turn using words.”
“Get away, runt,” one brother grunted, “We need no pit-squeak us bothering when talking we do. So go on, get lost!”
So I headed back toward our cave that was located near the top of the hill. I entered and found my spot on the ragged sheepskins that served as bedding. I lay down and started to practice talking with myself. “Hello, my name is Polyphemus. How are you? I am well. Today is cold. I have one eye.”
My solo conversation was interrupted by the arrival of my brothers. They were laughing and teasing, shoving their massive shoulders in to one another. They were powerful creatures and loved testing their strength against each other. I noticed that none of my brothers was very adept at using our new gift of words.
“See where lies our young brother. Silly he is to himself to talk,” said my brother Tyrrelamos. “No one listens to his words.” My other brothers laughed.
“You do not even put your words in the correct order,” I said. “I may be small, but at least I know how to use the wonderful gift that Hermes gave us. I don’t scramble their meanings.”
“Thinks he is better than us does Polyphemus.” Porkymeus spoke bitterly. “He is perhaps too good with us to live. His own cave to go should he.” My other brothers grunted their agreement.
“This is my cave too,” I protested. “Our father the Earthshaker carved it with his mighty trident. I have as much right to live here as any of you.”
“Might is Right!” Porkymeus bellowed. “Bigger and stronger than you are we. We will say the words to know who can live this cave with us. Go you must, runt, before we on you pile and bash on to the floor your brains.”
“But this is my home too,” I protested, “We have always lived here together. It is the heat of our large bodies that warms our cave. You can’t throw me out.”
“Kick out you we have done!” Tyrrelamus announced. “Now, go another cave find you. And where the bedding is leave it there. Go, now!” He swung his big hairy foot back like a huge pendulum and aimed a kick at me. I dodged out of the way before it landed.
“But I’ll freeze on my own,” I whined as I moved toward the entrance. On my way out of the cave I managed to grab my shepherd’s crook and my milking stool. Tools of my trade. I also snagged the extra goats skins I draped over my shoulders when my cousins the wind gods hurled cruel tempests at our island. My brothers chuckled to themselves as they watched my retreat.
“Go, use clever your words in a cave of yours alone,” said a brother. “The small cave will be your house lonely and cold.”
I plodded sluggishly down the path toward the small dank cave where we bedded down our flock when driving rains chased away the sun and when cold sleet pelted our island. This cave was only a fraction of the size of our large dwelling. The walls were damp, and the floor was littered with the droppings of goat and sheep. I crawled through the narrow opening and felt my way into the dark, smelly room. I bumped my head against a gang of sleeping bats, and they fluttered noisily toward the cave opening. My heart pounded at the unexpected commotion. I huddled sadly into the corner of the musty cave. Why had I spoken so rudely to my brothers? How could I sleep in this horrible place?
Suddenly, I remembered the second gift that Hermes had given us. Fire. With fire I could warm and brighten my dreary cave. I quickly felt my way to the entrance and squeezed out of my new cave. I loped down the trail toward Hermes’ dying fire. When I got there, I found the flames gone, but there was a great pile of glowing embers. I stretched my hand to gather a fistful of the burning rocks but quickly retrieved it when I sensed the incredible heat from the coals. Actually, I heard the sizzle and smelled the burning flesh even before I felt the awful pain. I shook my hand violently trying to chase out the agony. I had never experienced such torture. I staggered across the beach and stuck my throbbing hand into my father’s cool water. The water relieved the burning, but the salt bit the raw skin with a second rush of pain. I groaned and asked for help, but nobody responded.
As the burning spasm subsided, I returned to the fire. “Now how do I move this creature?” I moaned. “Must I make my bed down here and sleep under an open sky?” After a few minutes, I scoured the area for something that might help me moved the fire. I saw a good sized branch from an old olive tree, picked it up, and carried it to the fire. I thrust the branch into the embers trying to use it as a scoop to pick up the burning coals. But the coals started to eat the twig ends of my branch. I jerked the smoldering wood from the fire. I shook the branch rapidly trying to chase out the sparkling teeth that chewed at the branch, but the more I fanned the stick, the faster the fire spread. The fiery teeth ate faster and brighter. Soon the entire end of the branch was flaming. Frightened, I was about to rush to the water to douse the flames when a new thought hit me. If I carried the burning branch to my cave and then fed it more twigs and branches, I wouldn’t have to move the embers. I could build my own campfire. “Pretty good thinking for a lunkhead,” I said to myself.
Once I moved the flaming stick into my cave, the fire blazed hungrily. I smiled at my cleverness and crawled along the damp floor to make a nest of pilfered goatskins next to the fire. I lay there soaking in the warmth. Soon, however, I found myself hunched over coughing from the smoke my new friend was producing. I panicked and rushed toward the cave opening. I gasped in the fresh cold air and tried to solve my new problem. I noticed a trickle of smoke streaming out the cave entrance. Then it hit me. If I moved my fire closer to the entrance, the smoke would go out the door but most of the heat and light would be trapped in the cave. I went out into the night and felt around until I found another branch. With it I was able to push the existing flames and budding embers closer to the cave opening. I gathered extra wood to feed the hungry fire. I crawled behind the fire and remade my simple bed. The cave quickly filled with heat, and I was soon feeling sweat building on my forehead and under my arms. My discovery was a success.
Lying beside the fire, I thought about going to my brothers’ cave and telling them about my great discovery. But then I remembered how badly they had treated me and decided to wait until morning.
When I awoke in the morning, my cave was warm and dry. Though there was a smoky aroma in the air, I had no trouble breathing. I was pleased with my new home. It was warm and dry, and I had privacy—away from that crew of belching, grunting brothers. I decided to share my secret with them. Eventually they’d probably figure it out by themselves, so I might as well get credit for doing them a favor.
Next day I scrubbed the walls and floors of the cave and made it quite comfortable. The bats never returned. They must have been frightened of Hermes’ gift of fire. I was pleased with my new home.
Over the next few weeks I kept pretty much to myself, practicing my skill with words, making my new cave more comfortable, tending my flock of goats and sheep, and turning creamy goat milk into sharp tasting cheese. After two weeks Hermes returned for another tutoring session.
~
It was just after sunset when he arrived, and Hermes was in a much lighter mood during his second visit. He flew in wildly, buzzing over our heads like a pesky mosquito. Then he zipped back and forth like a kite in a hurricane frightening our flocks and churning the sand into an abrasive rainstorm.
When he finally settled on the beach, my brothers and I cautiously circled around him wondering if he was finished with his mischief. Among the gods, Hermes had a reputation for playing pranks on mortals and gods, but, of course, we didn’t know about that yet at that point.
“Hark, my fine one-eyed cousins,” he shouted. “Here’s a riddle for you: what has one eye, a pointed head, and is very useful to have in your house?”
My brothers looked at each other, scratched their chins and sighed. It was Porkymeus, the largest of our clan, who finally responded. “Is it a Cyclops?”
“No, it’s not a Cyclops, you lunkhead. It’s a needle. Needles are useful. Cyclops are useless.” He laughed loudly and poked his thumb into Porkymeus’s ribs. “Just kidding, guys. You know we gods think you fellas are just swell.”
Next the playful messenger god turned toward me and spoke in a low voice only I could hear. “So, Poly old boy, I hear you figured out how to use my fire to heat your cave. I’m impressed. Here I thought all you guys were dumber than stumps. Maybe I underestimated you.” Then he turned to the group and spoke in a louder voice. “Now, let me ask you a question: if a goat, a hog, and a Cyclops were eating dinner together, how could a blind man tell which one was the goat?”
“I don’t know,” I mumbled stupidly.
“Oh, it’d be easy,” chuckled Hermes. “The goat would be eating over in the corner with the hog because he couldn’t stand the smell of the Cyclops.” He put his hands on his hips, leaned back, and let out a loud laugh. “Don’t you get it? The goat thought the hog smelled better than the Cyclops.” He let out another mighty chuckle. “I can tell you lads have no sense of humor. Go on, stir up the fire and gather around for your next lesson in life.” He was still laughing to himself as he took his spot in the center of the group.
“Now where did I leave off during our first session?” His tone had turned more serious now.
“You were about to tell us about our grandparents and great-grandparents and how they came here from the stars.” I reluctantly volunteered. I was afraid he’d make fun of me again, but I was curious about the story he’d started the last time, and I wanted him to get back to it.
“Yes, yes,” said the agitated Hermes, “So you want to learn more about your ancestors. Okay, let’s see, where should I start? I’ve already told you about your father the Mighty Poseidon. I don’t know much about your mother. Her name is Thoosa. She is a sea nymph who is destined to swim and play forever in your father’s great sea. She is a decent enough kid, but she’s really never had much of a chance in her life. Her parents gave her as a gift to Poseidon in return for some trivial favor. You really shouldn’t blame her, you know. Think about it. A pretty young nymph being relentlessly pursued by a powerful god. What chance did she have?”
My brothers and I were silent trying to digest Hermes’s words. Three brothers stared into the fire. Two picked their toenails trying to avoid eye content with our visitor while another sat idly picking his nose. I gazed up at the stars. Porkymeus rubbed his hairy forearm across his eye. I wasn’t sure if it was the smoke that bothered him or if a reluctant teardrop had escaped his hideous orb. One of the brothers sniffled quietly.
“He had so many romantic affairs you see.” Hermes continued his lecture. “Thoosa was just one of hundreds on his list of victims, or as he called them conquests. You really shouldn’t be angry at her. True, she did abandon you, but what was a young girl supposed to do with eight giant freakish offspring? She was a victim too. She didn’t know what to do with you. But enough of that. Let’s talk about your great grandparents, the first gods to arrive on this planet. It’s time you heard the truth about your heritage.”
Hermes paused and my brothers and I got comfortable around the fire. After a few minutes our clever cousin continued. “Now, boys, what I’m going to tell you is kind of hard to believe—but trust me, it is all true. Your great grandparents came to Earth from a planet millions of miles away. It would take you years, moving a thousand times faster than the swiftest falcon, to travel there. Of course, they had a better way to get here than flying like a falcon. I’ll try to explain it to you when you’re brain is a little better developed. Their purpose in coming was to see how advanced the inhabitants of this planet were. Unfortunately, the creatures here were very backward. So the leaders on the home planet ordered Uranus and Gaea to stay and spread culture and learning to these primitive life forms. They have since produced hundreds of offspring who help them in their task. It has been a long, torturous process, but the gods, as we are called, have come close to actually establishing a civilization here. I have heard from my father Zeus that many of the gods who now live here will be allowed to return to their native planet soon. For all but our grandparents, this will be our first expedition to our real home. Regretfully, you boys are not on the list of chosen travelers making the journey. You will stay here and watch over the human species. Eventually, all of the descendants of our race will disappear—not die exactly but withdraw from the human environment. There are dimensions on this planet that Earthlings—they refer to themselves as humans—will never discover. You will live safely for thousands of years. At some point maybe you’ll be allowed to return to the home base. Our society, of course, learned how to overcome death millions of years ago.”
Hermes paused from his lecture and rekindled the fire. My brothers were so overwhelmed with the load of information that they just sat stunned, unable to digest so much data. Porkymeus furiously rubbed his hairy skull as if his head were so crammed with information that it was trying to seep through his hair follicles. I twisted and stretched my neck trying to work out the kinks I’d gotten from sitting focused on Hermes for so long.
“What are humans?” A brother reluctantly asked. “Are we humans?”
“No, your not human, melon-head. You’re a poor excuse for a descendent of the gods. Humans are those puny creatures who live in the villages and who sail about on ships without wings. For the most part, the gods have much superior intelligence over humans. Though I guess that is questionable in your case. But one of my jobs is to teach you enough to bring you up to at least a minimally adequate level of brain power.” He shook his head, rolled his eyes, and spoke to himself. “But, Mighty Father on Olympus, I’m not sure I’m up to the task!”
Just then my brother Tyrrelamus dozed off and fell head first into the fire. Hermes squealed in amusement while my brothers and I scrambled to pull our singed sibling from danger. When we dragged him from the fire, his hair and his giant eyebrow were flickering with small orange sparks. Porkymeus splashed water in his face, and I heard a hissing sound as the sparks died.
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