
The stories of settlers 

 

On board ship I have kneaded barley bread, onboard ship Ismarian wine,1 and I drink it while 
recliningon board ship. Archilochus F2 

Not many bows will be stretched nor will there benumerous slings, whenever Ares brings 
together thepress of battle on the plain; it will be the woefulwork of swords. This is the 
warfare in which thosespear-famed lords of Euboea are skilled. Archilochus F3 

Some Saian1 exults in my shield which I left—a faultless weapon—beside a bush against my 
will. But I saved myself. What do I care about that shield? To hell with it! I’ll get one that’s just 
as good another time. Archilochus F5 

And the poet Archilochus had great admiration for the land of the Sirites because of its 
prosperity. At any rate, speaking about Thasos as an inferior place, he says: 

for it is not at all a fair, desirable, or lovely land, like that round about the stream of Siris. 

Archilochus F22 

 

Thence we sailed on, grieved at heart, and we came to the land of the Cyclopes, an 
overweening and lawless folk, who, trusting in the immortal gods, plant nothing with their 
hands nor plough; but all these things spring up for them without sowing or ploughing, [110] 
wheat, and barley, and vines, which bear the rich clusters of wine, and the rain of Zeus gives 
them increase. Neither assemblies for council have they, nor appointed laws, but they dwell 
on the peaks of lofty mountains in hollow caves, and each one is lawgiver [115] to his children 
and his wives, and they reck nothing one of another. “Now there is a level4 isle that stretches 
aslant outside the harbor, neither close to the shore of the land of the Cyclopes, nor yet far 
off, a wooded isle. Therein live wild goats innumerable, for the tread of men scares them not 
away, [120] nor are hunters wont to come thither, men who endure toils in the woodland as 
they course over the peaks of the mountains. Neither with flocks is it held, nor with ploughed 
lands, but unsown and untilled all the days it knows naught of men, but feeds the bleating 
goats. [125] For the Cyclopes have at hand no ships with vermilion cheeks,5 nor are there 
ship-wrights in their land who might build them well-benched ships, which should perform all 
their wants, passing to the cities of other folk, as men often cross the sea in ships to visit one 
another— [130] craftsmen, who would have made of this isle also a fair settlement. For the 
isle is nowise poor, but would bear all things in season. In it are meadows by the shores of the 
grey sea, well-watered meadows and soft, where vines would never fail, and in it level 
ploughland, whence [135] they might reap from season to season harvests exceeding deep, so 
rich is the soil beneath; and in it, too, is a harbor giving safe anchorage, where there is no 
need of moorings, either to throw out anchor-stones or to make fast stern cables, but one 
may beach one's ship and wait until the sailors' minds bid them put out, and the breezes blow 
fair. [140] Now at the head of the harbor a spring of bright water flows forth from beneath a 
cave, and round about it poplars grow. Homer Od. 9.105-140 
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