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  Imagine you were born ten thousand years ago. Youre sitting in your cave at night watching the sun set and you feel a sense of dread as the darkness, black and
  impenetrable, stretches out across the land. There are no electric lights, no TV, no books, nothing except a fire which you can light to keep yourself warm and which provides you with a sense of
  safety.


  Where has the sun gone? You have absolutely no idea how the universe works, that the world is spinning and in orbit. You examine the bright lights in the sky and the fact that you are looking at
  a thermonuclear fusion of hydrogen  in other words, a star  escapes you. Theres a storm, and a bolt of lightning suddenly comes crashing down. What has happened? Is there
  somebody up there who has become angry? And as you settle down to sleep, an awful thought crosses your mind. How can you be sure that the sun will rise again in the morning and what
  on earth will you do if it doesnt?


  I cant pretend Im any great expert on this subject, and everything Im writing in this introduction may be quite wrong, but Ive always thought that this is how myths
  must have begun. People needed explanations for the world that was around them, and the most imaginative of them  the shamans or the storytellers  began to weave together stories that
  did just that.


  The ancient Greeks were the most imaginative of all and, perhaps helped by the fact that their country was so beautiful and generally lacking in the extremes that inflicted other parts of the
  world  drought and famine, for example  they created some of the most poetical and enduring myths of all.


  Take the sunrise. They looked at the mountains that soared above them and imagined a place called Olympus, where a family of gods lived. The father of the gods they called Zeus (the name may
  come from the Sanskrit word, dyaus, meaning day) and he had a son called Apollo who had a golden chariot that was pulled by fiery horses across the world. Apollo was, of course, the sun-god,
  and by praying to him and making sacrifices the Greeks ensured that he would continue to do his work and bring light to them every day.


  And as the story was told and retold it became more elaborate  as all stories do. The storytellers saw the sunbeams slanting down, so they gave Apollo a bow and golden arrows. He became a
  shepherd god, a god of music and, perhaps because the truth will always come to light, a god of prophecy with a famous oracle on the island of Delphi.


  Perhaps to make him more real they began to tell stories about his exploits. In one, for example, he was challenged to a musical contest by a satyr (a woodland spirit) called Marsyas, who was a
  great flute player. Apollo played a stringed instrument  a lyre  and won the contest when he challenged Marsyas both to sing and to play his flute at the same time which was, of
  course, impossible. Apollo won and, as a punishment, he tore the skin of Marsyas and nailed it to a tree . . . and the moral of this is that you should never challenge a god (see the ten rules at
  the back of this book).


  There was another reason for the creation of myths, and that was to explain the way human beings behaved. If the gods did it, then it was OK for people to do it too. Look at the way Zeus went
  around chasing women . . . and boys for that matter. Or Dionysius with his drunken banquets. It was often quite convenient for a god to behave badly, because then kings and princes could do exactly
  the same themselves.


  And these stories were so successful that they are with us to this very day. What was the name of the first rocket that went to the moon? The planets are named after gods  as are the days
  of the week. (Thursday, for example, finds its origin in Thor, whom youll meet within these pages). How many constellations can you think of? Here are a few  Orion, Aries, Hercules,
  Pegasus, Cassiopeia. Theyre all named after figures in mythology. Heroes of mythology turn up in everything from chocolate bars to new automobiles.


  One interesting question I sometimes wonder about is: Where do myths end and modern religions begin? Nobody believes in Zeus or Apollo any more, but millions believe in a God (with a capital G)
  of one sort or another. Look at the Bible. Most people would agree that the Garden of Eden with its apple and its talking snake didnt really exist. Does that make it a myth? But what about
  the stories of the miracles of Christ? I think youd be on very dangerous ground if you used the word myth in that context.


  Anyway, thats the end of this unusually serious introduction. In this collection you will find answers to all sorts of questions that taxed those ancient but very creative minds. How was
  mankind invented? How was the first fire made? Why are there so many bad things in the world? How did the terrible war of Troy begin? Im not sure what the story of Senda is all about 
  but I hope you enjoy it anyway.


  The Wrath of the Gods is quite a good title, I think. Whenever the gods got angry, the entire world changed, usually for the worse and I hope that if any of them happens to read this,
  they wont take offence.


  Anthony Horowitz
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  A long, long time ago there was a great battle between the gods and a race of giants who were known as Titans. From the very start, this was an unequal struggle.


  The gods, of course, were incredibly powerful, quick-witted and skilled in the art of war. First there was Zeus, the king of Olympus, armed with lethal thunderbolts. Then there was Poseidon (the
  sea god) with his trident, Apollo (the sun god) with his golden arrows and Hermes (the messenger god) who could turn himself invisible. Together they were an invincible army as anyone with any
  sense would have been able to see.


  Unfortunately the Titans  though very large and immensely strong  had the same problem that afflicts many of the giants who turn up in stories like this. They just werent
  very bright. A Titan might tear up a mountain instead of going round it, but he would probably forget where he was going in the first place. A Titan might be able to hurl a rock the size of
  Gibraltar a hundred miles or more, but he would always miss what he was aiming for. When two Titans met, they might shake hands or tear each others arms off. It all depended on their
  mood.
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  By far the smartest of the Titans was a giant called Prometheus, and it is with him that this story begins. He realized pretty quickly that the battle couldnt be won and refused to take
  part. Sure enough the other Titans were defeated so quickly that the entire war was over by lunchtime and all of them were sent to a dark, rat-infested prison in the depths of Tartarus. Prometheus
  alone was spared. And to show just how much he admired the gods, he took a little clay and water and created a whole tribe of strange little creatures who looked just like them.
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  These creatures were the first men.


  Prometheus loved his creations in the same way parents love their children. He was immensely proud of everything they did, boasted about them to almost anyone who would listen and generally
  fussed over them as if they could do no wrong. One thing he never gave them though was food. Instead, he fed them knowledge  scraps of information which he picked up from Athene (the goddess
  of wisdom), who happened to be his closest friend. One day she would tell him about mathematics and straight away he would rush down to earth to pass it on. The next day it might be art or
  architecture or even quantum physics. Its strange to think that our entire civilization could have been handed down to us rather in the manner of dog biscuits  but that was how it
  was.
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  As the years passed and mankind became more intelligent, Zeus, who had been watching all this from his celestial throne, grew uneasy.


  Im a little worried about these human beings, he remarked to his wife, the goddess Hera, as they shared a goblet of wine.


  What about them? Hera asked.


  Well, I just wonder if theyre not getting a bit . . . above themselves. Where will it all lead to? Today the basics of maths and science, tomorrow they could be flying to the
  moon!


  I hardly think so, Hera laughed. But what are you going to do about it?


  I dont know. But Im keeping my eye on them . . . !


  Zeus was a jealous god, but he wasnt cruel enough to destroy the newly formed human race, so mankind continued to flourish. But everything went wrong one day in a place called Sicyon. The
  trouble was all down to a question of sacrifice, and it was Prometheus who was entirely to blame.


  There had been a feast at Sicyon and, as usual, a special sacrificial bull had been chosen to honour Zeus. But as he looked at the magnificent animal, Prometheus began to wonder why all the best
  bits were reserved for the gods. After all, it was man who had worked hard to raise the animal in the first place so why should he have to give it all away?


  So, very unwisely, Prometheus decided to play a trick on the gods. When the bull had been killed and cut up, he took two sacks. Into one of these he put all the most delicious cuts of meat
   rump steak and fillet steak, the sirloin and the rub. But he concealed them underneath the stomach bag which was all white and rubbery and generally unpleasant to look at. Then he took a
  second sack and put all the most disgusting parts of the bull into it  the bones, the gristle, the eyeballs and the hoofs. But he covered these with a layer of fat to make them look as
  delicious as possible.


  Finally, he took both the sacks and knelt before Zeus.


  O mighty king, he said. I would like your opinion on the question of sacrifice. Nobody can decide which parts of the animal should go the gods and which parts should remain
  to be enjoyed by humans. Why dont you choose?


  It never occurred to Zeus that a Titan could be so devious and he was completely deceived. He chose the bones and the fat, and ever since, the gods have been given nothing else from the
  sacrifice. However, when he found out how Prometheus had tricked him, he was furious.
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  Very well! he thundered. Mankind can have his steak. But he will eat it raw!


  And with those words he reached out with one hand and snatched all the fire from the world.


  Mankind had got the worst deal after all. Without fire they could take no pleasure in their food, and once the sun had gone down they could only stay indoors, huddled under animal skins for
  warmth. But Prometheus was willing to do anything to help his creation, and one day, while Zeus was away, he stole up to Olympus. Athene was still his friend and she let him in through
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