The Odyssey
By Homer
Penelope

	In the evening, Penelope[image: https://encrypted-tbn0.gstatic.com/images?q=tbn:ANd9GcR98FB7RbNdv3PcSRSyrgaQvKfwaPKY1-_uxA2UeBB4uZ5nCHLO] questions the old man. [image: http://cultured.com/images/image_files/64/327_o_the_old_beggar.jpg]  

	Penelope asks, “Old friend, who are you? Where do you come from? Of what nation are your parents from?” 
	The old man (Odysseus) replies, “My lady, I have heard about you from across the world, like some sweet honor of some god-fearing King, who rules with justice over the strong.  Let me tell you of other things; not of my blood or my home.  My heart is sore [image: http://www.picshunger.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/upload-in-fb-broken-heart.jpg]and I must not cry here in your house.  One of your maids might say that I have become foolishly sentimental [image: http://f9view.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/Beautiful-Tearful-Eyes-Wallpapers.jpg] by drinking wine.”
	Penelope answers, “My looks faded as soon as the Achaeans crossed the sea to Troy with Odysseus, [image: http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-BwDtNX-RWkQ/TXfz4f3P12I/AAAAAAAAACU/fplmxWjSpao/s320/odysseus.jpg] my husband.  If only he came back, I would be happy once more! Instead heaven sent me many suitors (men who want to marry me) [image: Potential Suitors woo waxwork figure of a newly single J-Lo at Madame Tussauds New York on August 2, 2011 in New York City.]who have taken over my house against my wish.  What can I do while I wait for my husband to return?  I use tricks to waste time [image: http://worldofdtcmarketing.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/06/Why-Some-Forecasting-Can-Be-a-Waste-of-Time.jpg].  I had thought of setting up weaving on my loom. [image: http://www.yarnbarn-ks.com/images/sch-highcherry8h.jpg]I told my suitors, ‘Men, my husband is dead.  Let me finish my weaving before I marry.  I must make a blanket [image: https://encrypted-tbn2.gstatic.com/images?q=tbn:ANd9GcSnz12wWQ-RXC73lCwOZVVWyixQFx9l6kzey7jzT_0ltnF4CmB7]to cover him in the after-life.’  The men agreed, and for 3 years I wove [image: https://encrypted-tbn3.gstatic.com/images?q=tbn:ANd9GcT4fXpTd7tK9nOk9hPO07wmKIptPiWZuYuOpTPFSyQU3UNWF84txA]everyday.  Every night, I unwove it[image: https://encrypted-tbn0.gstatic.com/images?q=tbn:ANd9GcR_8_VTZmiEhhNfcLQULuK1QR837EXwvKz06R3I6t3O84owNu2bMg].  One night, the suitors found me, and I had no choice but to finish it.  I cannot avoid marriage any longer.  My parents are urging me, and my son Telemachus is tired of the men using up his food and home.  Please, tell me your story now.  I have told you mine. “

	The old man speaks, [image: http://cultured.com/images/image_files/64/327_o_the_old_beggar.jpg] “Odysseus is now on his way home. I swear it on Zeus, and the moon [image: http://news.bbcimg.co.uk/media/images/51002000/gif/_51002167_vlcsnap-22590.gif]that Odysseus is to return home to you.  
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