
Need something to do? Virtual Tours: British History Museum, The Louvre, or Sistine Chapel. 

Lesson Plan for 3/30 and 3/31: 

Have students go into the SharePoint in 

the “Greek Myths” folder. Inside will be a 

collection of stories. Students can choose 

one story from the folder to read and 

answer the questions associated with the 

story. The different questions for each 

story can be found “here”. 

 

Lesson Plan for 4/1: 

Now that you have read a couple of different 

Greek Myths. I want you to think about 

things a little more deeply. What can we 

learn about the Greeks from these stories? 

Here is a link to “Three Critical Thinking” 

questions. 

 

 
Lesson Plan for 4/2: 

I am no longer going to ask you to journal 

every day… Your welcome!  

However, I would still like you to journal at 

least once a week. One of my most prized 

possessions is a leather-bound journal I 

kept when traveling abroad in school and I 

wish I had more journals from other 

important parts of my life. Being able to go 

back and reflect later in life can be 

extremely powerful. This week you will 

have a new list of questions you can 

choose from “here.” 

 

Lesson Plan for 4/3: 

It’s Friday! You survived! Greek Myths not 

only explained the way of the world and 

taught lessons they were also great stories. 

Myths were often turned into plays for 

entertainment. I am asking you to research a 

myth story from any culture and create an 

advertisement for why I should read that 

story. I have created a guideline for your 

advertisement “here.” 

Week Two: 6th Grade Social Studies Schedule 

Hi Everyone! Hopefully this finds you all in good health. I’ve been working hard to try and 

find new ways to streamline learning despite the distance. This week we will be examining 

Greek Myths in order to better understand Greek Culture and more specifically how did the 

Greeks view the world around them. Due date for all assignments is due: April 4th - 5th.  

Zachary Stringham - 6th Grade Social Studies 

zstringham@northmasonschools.org 

1st Period –  remind.com/join/eag8dag6c9 

2nd Period – remind.com/join/47c79h3k69 

3rd Period – remind.com/join/bh2fg29h97 

5th Period – remind.com/join/k3efd96ke4 

6th Period – remind.com/join/4hbag6ae83 

I will have virtual office hours Monday – 
Friday from 11am to 3pm. 

 

 

 

MK Plas - 6th Grade Social Studies 
mplas@northmasonschools.org 
Remind Code: 3e9369db8h 

 
Zoom: History/Social Studies 

Ms. Plas’ History Class: Meeting ID 
945307602 and Code 027277  
Meetings will be each Monday at 2 p.m. 
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The Competition, Athena & Poseidon  

As the story goes .... Every town in ancient Greece hoped a god would choose to look after the 

townspeople. Towns rarely had more than one god to keep an eye on their best interests because 

most gods did not share well. At this time in history, not every village had a god. Things were 

just getting started in ancient Greece.  

Poseidon loved watching over towns. He usually picked coastal towns since he was the Lord of 

the Sea. Poseidon was a very powerful god. He was a moody fellow, but he loved his wife and 

children and he loved attention. He liked having people build temples in his honor and bring 

him gifts. They were not very useful gifts for a god of the sea, but he enjoyed getting them 

anyway. As Greece grew and developed, new towns sprang up all the time. Poseidon was 

always on the lookout for new coastal towns.  

He was not the only god who loved to be in charge. Athena, along with other gods, enjoyed that 

role as well. One day, on the same day, both Athena and Poseidon noticed a new coastal village. 

They both claimed this village as their own.  

Most of the time, humans were grateful when they were selected to be under the care of a god. 

But two gods? That was one too many. Poseidon wanted the townspeople to chose which god 

they wanted - himself, or his niece, Athena. But the people did not want to choose. They could 

see only trouble ahead if they did.  

Athena, goddess of wisdom, daughter of Zeus, understood their worry. She challenged her 

uncle Poseidon to a contest. Both gods would give the town a gift. The townspeople could 

decide which gift was the more useful.  

Poseidon laughed his mighty laugh and accepted her challenge. He slapped his specter against 

the side of the mountain. A stream appeared. The people were excited. A source of fresh water 

was so important! But when they tried to drink the water, they discovered it was not fresh at all. 

It was salt water!  

Athena waved her arm and an olive tree appeared. The people nibbled at the olives. They were 

delicious! The people were excited. The olive tree would provide wood for building homes. 

Branches would provide kindling for kitchen stoves and fireplaces. The olives could be used for 

food. The fruit could be pressed to release cooking oil. It was wonderful.  

But theirs was a coastal village. The people could not risk angering the Lord of the Sea, the 

mighty Poseidon. As it turned out, they did not have to choose. Poseidon chose for them. His 

laugh sent waves crashing against the shoreline. Poseidon proclaimed his niece the winner!  

That's how a small village gained a most powerful and wise guardian, the goddess Athena, a 

guardian who helped them rise to fame. In her honor, they named their village Athens.  

  

The Story of Arachne, the Weaver  
written by James Baldwin, adapted and illustrated by Leanne Guenther -- based on Greek mythology  

There was a young girl in Greece whose name was Arachne.  Her face was pale but fair, and her 

hair was long and dark.  All that she cared to do from morn till noon was to sit in the sun and 

spin; and all that she cared to do from noon till night was to sit in the shade and weave.  

And oh, how fine and fair were the things which she wove on her loom!  Flax, wool, silk—she 

worked with them all; and when they came from her hands, the cloth which she had made of 

them was so thin and soft and bright that people came from all parts of the world to see it.  And 

they said that cloth so rare could not be made of flax, or wool, or silk, but that the warp was of 

rays of sunlight and the woof was of threads of gold.  



Then as, day by day, the girl sat in the sun and spun, or sat in the shade and wove, she said:  "In 

all the world there is no yarn so fine as mine, and in all the world there is no cloth so soft and 

smooth, nor silk so bright and rare."  

One afternoon as she sat in the shade weaving and talking with passers by, some one asked of 

her, "Who taught you to spin and weave so well?"  

"No one taught me," Arachne replied.  "I learned how to do it as I sat in the sun and the shade; 

but no one showed me."  

"But it may be that Athena, godess of wisdom, taught you, and you did not know it."  

"Athena?  Bah!"  said Arachne.  "How could she teach me?  Can she spin such skeins of yarn as 

these?  Can she weave goods like mine?  I should like to see her try.  I can likely teach her a 

thing or two."  

She looked up and saw in the doorway a tall woman wrapped in a long cloak.  Her face was fair 

to see, but stern, oh, so stern!  And her gray eyes were so sharp and bright that Arachne could 

not meet her gaze.  

"Arachne," said the woman, "I am Athena, the godess of craft and wisdom, and I have heard 

your boast.  Are you certain you still mean to say that you can spin and weave as well as I?"  

Arachne's cheeks grew pale, but she said:  "Yes.  I can weave as well as you."  

"Then let me tell you what we will do," said Athena.  "Three days from now we will both 

weave; you on your loom, and I on mine.  We will ask all who wish to come and see us; and 

great Zeus, who sits in the clouds, shall be the judge.  And if your work is best, then I will 

weave no more so long as the world shall last; but if my work is best, then you shall never use 

loom or spindle.  Do you agree to this?"  

"I agree," said Arachne.  

"Very well," said Athena.  And she was gone.  

When the time came for the contest in weaving, hundreds were there to see it, and great Zeus 

sat among the clouds and looked on.  

Arachne took her skeins of finest silk and began to weave.  And she wove a web of marvelous 

beauty, so thin and light that it would float in the air, and yet so strong that it could hold a lion 

in its meshes; and the threads of warp and woof were of many colors, so beautifully arranged 

and mingled one with another that all who saw were filled with delight.  

"No wonder that the maiden boasted of her skill," said the people and Zeus himself nodded.  

Then Athena began to weave.  And she took of the sunbeams that gilded the mountain top, and 

of the snowy fleece of the summer clouds, and of the blue ether of the summer sky, and of the 

bright green of the summer fields, and of the royal purple of the autumn woods,—and what do 

you suppose she wove?  

The web which she wove was full of enchanting pictures of flowers and gardens, and of castles 

and towers, and of mountain heights, and of men and beasts, and of giants and dwarfs, and of 

the mighty beings who dwell in the clouds with Zeus.  And those who looked upon it were so 

filled with wonder and delight, that they forgot all about the beautiful web which Arachne had 

woven.  And Arachne herself was ashamed and afraid when she saw it; and she hid her face in 

her hands and wept.  

"Oh, how can I live," she cried, "now that I must never again use loom or spindle?"  

And she kept on weeping and saying, "How can I live?"  



Then, when Athena saw that the poor maiden would never have any joy unless she were 

allowed to spin and weave, she took pity on her and said:  

"I would free you from your bargain if I could, but that is a thing which no one can do.  You 

must hold to your agreement never to touch loom or spindle again.  And yet, since you will 

never be happy unless you can spin and weave, I will give you a new form so that you can carry 

on your work with neither spindle nor loom."  

Then she touched Arachne with the tip of the spear which she sometimes carried; and the 

maiden was changed at once into a nimble spider, which ran into a shady place in the grass and 

began merrily to spin and weave a beautiful web.  

I have heard it said that all the spiders which have been in the world since then are the children 

of Arachne.  Perhaps Arachne still lives and spins and weaves; and the very next spider that you 

see may be she herself.  

  

The Story of Medusa and Athena  
© written and illustrated by Leanne Guenther  

Once upon a time, a long time ago there lived a beautiful maiden named Medusa.  Medusa lived 

in the city of Athens in a country named Greece -- and although there were many pretty girls in 

the city, Medusa was considered the most lovely.  

Unfortunately, Medusa was very proud of her beauty and thought or spoke of little else.  Each 

day she boasted of how pretty she was and each day her boasts became more outrageous.  

On Sunday, Medusa bragged to the miller that her skin was more beautiful than fresh fallen 

snow.  On Monday, she told the cobbler that her hair glowed brighter than the sun.  On 

Tuesday, she commented to the blacksmith’s son that her eyes were greener than the Aegean 

Sea.  On Wednesday, she boasted to everyone at the public gardens that her lips were redder 

than the reddest rose.  

When she wasn’t busy sharing her thoughts about her beauty with all who passed by, Medusa 

would gaze lovingly at her reflection in the mirror.  She admired herself in her hand mirror for 

an hour each morning as she brushed her hair.  She admired herself in her darkened window for 

an hour each evening as she got ready for bed.  She even stopped to admire herself in the well 

each afternoon as she drew water for her father's horses -- often forgetting to fetch the water in 

her distraction.  

On and on Medusa went about her beauty to anyone and everyone who stopped long enough to 

hear her -- until one day when she made her first visit to the Parthenon with her friends.  The 

Parthenon was the largest temple to the goddess Athena in all the land.  It was decorated with 

amazing sculptures and paintings.  Everyone who entered was awed by the beauty of the place 

and couldn’t help but think of how grateful they were to Athena, goddess of wisdom, for 

inspiring them and for watching over their city of Athens.  Everyone, that is, except Medusa.  

When Medusa saw the sculptures, she whispered that she would have made a much better 

subject for the sculptor than Athena had.  When Medusa saw the artwork, she commented that 

the artist had done a fine job considering the goddess's thick eyebrows -- but imagine how much 

more wonderful the painting would be if it was of someone as delicate as Medusa.  

And when Medusa reached the altar she sighed happily and said, “My this is a beautiful 

temple.  It is a shame it was wasted on Athena for I am so much prettier than she is – perhaps 

some day people will build an even grander temple to my beauty.”  



Medusa’s friends grew pale.  The priestesses who overheard Medusa gasped.  Whispers ran 

through all the people in the temple who quickly began to leave -- for everyone knew that 

Athena enjoyed watching over the people of Athens and feared what might happen if the 

goddess had overheard Medusa’s rash remarks.  

Before long the temple was empty of everyone except Medusa, who was so busy gazing 

proudly at her reflection in the large bronze doors that she hadn't noticed the swift departure of 

everyone else.  The image she was gazing at wavered and suddenly, instead of her own features, 

it was the face of Athena that Medusa saw reflected back at her.  

“Vain and foolish girl,” Athena said angrily, “You think you are prettier than I am! I doubt it to 

be true, but even if it were -- there is more to life than beauty alone.  While others work and 

play and learn, you do little but boast and admire yourself.”  

Medusa tried to point out that her beauty was an inspiration to those around her and that she 

made their lives better by simply looking so lovely, but Athena silenced her with a frustrated 

wave.  

“Nonsense,” Athena retorted, “Beauty fades swiftly in all mortals.  It does not comfort the sick, 

teach the unskilled or feed the hungry.  And by my powers, your loveliness shall be stripped 

away completely.  Your fate shall serve as a reminder to others to control their pride.”  

And with those words Medusa’s face changed to that of a hideous monster.  Her hair twisted 

and thickened into horrible snakes that hissed and fought each other atop her head.  

“Medusa, for your pride this has been done.  Your face is now so terrible to behold that the 

mere sight of it will turn a man to stone,” proclaimed the goddess, “Even you, Medusa, should 

you seek your reflection, shall turn to rock the instant you see your face.”  

And with that, Athena sent Medusa with her hair of snakes to live with the blind monsters -- the 

gorgon sisters -- at the ends of the earth, so that no innocents would be accidentally turned to 

stone at the sight of her.  
  

   

The Magic Rocks: A Myth About Ares, God of War  

As the story goes .... Ares, the Greek God of War, did not care who won or lost a battle. He just 

liked war.  

Once upon a time, a long time ago, Ares, the Greek god of war, was fighting against the Greeks 

in a field in the northernmost tip of ancient Greece. The field was on the border of Macedonia, a 

country to the north. The Macedonians were forever crossing the line, trying to conquer the 

Greek city-states, one at a time. Ares kept a close eye on that field as a many a battle had been 

fought there. Ares did not wish to miss a good battle. Athena, goddess of wisdom, saw her half 

brother, screaming and shouting happily, as the Greeks died around him. Athena believed the 

Greeks cause was just, as they were simply defending their home. She picked up a rock and 

threw it as hard as she could at Ares. Ares wasn't paying attention as usual. He was busy 

enjoying the bloodshed. The rock knocked him out cold. When he woke up, the battle was over. 

The Greeks had won! Ares never knew it was his sister, Athena, who had knocked him out of 

the battle!  

After that, nobody knows how but somehow, a rumor started that the great god Ares had been 

attacked by a magical rock! Nobody listened to the rumor, nobody that is except two young 

brothers. The brothers owned the field where battles kept happening. It was very hard to grow 
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crops while men were fighting. The boys had grown into giants! Well, not giants perhaps, but 

certainly tall and manly and strong. The boys quietly collected a huge stack of heavy rocks, 

hoping one of them would be a magical rock. Their neighbors thought they were building a wall 

to help protect their field from the Macedonians. But actually, they were waiting for Ares. They 

knew Ares would show up sooner or later, because Ares loved bloodshed, and many a battle 

had been fought in their field. Ares was bound to keep checking. Sure enough, one day, they 

spotted the great god Ares in their field! They threw rocks at him. They were very fortunate that 

one of their rocks hit Ares and knocked him out cold before Ares noticed what they were doing. 

The boys quickly stuffed Ares into a huge vase and plugged the top securely.  

Ares was stuck in that vase for a very long time. And for a very long time, the brothers lived a 

peaceful life. No battles were fought in their field. Their crops flourished. Their neighbors to the 

north became their friends. Ares might still be in that vase today if one of the brothers had not 

bragged to a neighbor about what they had done. The god Hermes heard about it. (Sooner or 

later, Hermes heard about everything.)  

Hermes rescued his brother, not that Ares said thank you. But Ares never came back to that 

field, thinking perhaps that the tale of magical rocks was true! The brothers were able to live in 

peace.  
  

Theseus and the Minotaur  
As the story goes ...  

Once upon a time, a long time ago, there lived a king named Minos. King Minos lived on a 

lovely island called Crete. King Minos had everything a king could possibly want. Now and 

then, King Minos sent his navy to the tiny village of Athens, across the sea.  

The king of Athens did not know what to do. He was desperate. He figured if he had some time, 

he could build a strong navy, strong enough to send King Minos packing the next time he 

attacked Athens. The king of Athens offered King Minos a deal. If he would not attack Athens 

for 9 years, Athens would send 7 boys and 7 girls to the island of Crete to be eaten by the awful 

monster that King Minos kept as a pet, the dreaded minotaur.  

The minotaur lived in the heart of a maze on the island of Crete. King Minos loved that old 

monster. King Minos only attacked Athens when he was bored. He really didn't want anything. 

This way, his beloved monster could look forward to a special treat every 9 years or so. King 

Minos took the deal.  

Although Athens did build a navy, King Minos did not attack as the king of Athens had 

expected. In fact, King Minos kept his word. And now it was time for Athens to keep 

theirs.  Everyone in Athens was crying.  

Prince Theseus of Athens knew the importance of keeping your word. He knew that a deal was 

a deal. But, he was also quite sure that it was wrong to send small children to be eaten by a 

monster. Prince Theseus told his father (the king) that he was going to Crete as the seventh son 

of Athens. He was going to kill the Minotaur and end the terror.  

"The Minotaur is a terrible monster! What makes you think you can kill it?" cried his father.  

"I'll find a way," Theseus replied gently. "The gods will help me."  

His father begged him not to go. But the prince took his place as the seventh Athenian boy. 

Along with six other Athenian boys and seven Athenian girls, Prince Theseus sailed towards 

Crete.  
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When the prince and the children arrived on the island of Crete, King Minos and his daughter, 

the Princess Ariadne, came out to greet them. The Princess Ariadne did not say anything. But 

her eyes narrowed thoughtfully. Late that night, she wrote Prince Theseus a note and slipped it 

under his bedroom door.  

Dear Theseus (Ariadne wrote)  

I am a beautiful princess as you probably noticed the minute you saw me. I am also a very 

bored princess. Without my help, the Minotaur will surely gobble you up. I know a trick or 

two that will save your life. If I help you kill the monster, you must promise to take me away 

from this tiny island so that others can admire my beauty. If interested in this deal, meet me 

by the gate to the Labyrinth in one hour.  

Yours very truly,  

Princess Ariadne  

Prince Theseus slipped out of the palace and waited patiently by the gate. Princess Ariadne 

finally showed up. In her hands, she carried a sword and a ball of string.  

Ariadne gave the sword and the ball of string to Prince Theseus. "Hide these inside the entrance 

to the maze. Tomorrow, when you and the other children from Athens enter the Labyrinth, wait 

until the gate is closed, then tie the string to the door. Unroll it as you move through the maze. 

That way, you can find your way back again. The sword, well, you know what to do with the 

sword," she laughed.  

Theseus thanked the princess for her kindness.  

"Don't forget, now," she cautioned Theseus. "You must take me with you so that all the people 

can marvel at my beauty."  

The next morning, the Athenian children, including Prince Theseus, were shoved into the maze. 

The door was locked firmly behind them. Following Ariadne's directions, Theseus tied one end 

of the string to the door. He told the children to stay by the door and to make sure the string 

stayed tied so the prince could find his way back again. The children hung on to the string 

tightly, as Theseus entered the maze alone.  

Using the sword Ariadne had given him, Theseus killed the monstrous beast. He followed the 

string back and knocked on the door.  

Princess Ariadne was waiting. She opened the door. Without anyone noticing, Prince Theseus 

and the children of Athens ran to their ship and sailed quietly away. Princess Ariadne sailed 

away with them.  

On the way home, they stopped for supplies on the tiny island of Naxos. Princess Ariadne 

insisted on coming ashore. There was nothing much to do on the island. Soon, she fell asleep. 

All the people gathered to admire the sleeping princess. Theseus sailed quietly away with the 

children of Athens and left her there, sleeping.  

After all, a deal is a deal.  

  
   
  

Icarus & Daedalus: Wings   

  

Once upon a time, a long time ago, there lived a talented artist. His name was Daedalus. He 

used his art to make buildings and temples. He was probably the finest architect of his time.  



King Minos invited Daedalus to the lovely island of Crete. The king wanted Daedalus to build a 

maze, a Labyrinth, as a home for the king's beloved pet, the Minotaur. The Minotaur was a 

horrible monster, with the head of a bull on a human body. The king loved that awful monster 

and wanted him to have a lovely home.  

Daedalus was a bit amazed at the king's choice of pet, but a job was a job. Daedalus planned to 

make the maze a challenge, so complicated that anyone who entered it would be lost until 

rescued. That way, the king would be happy, the monster would be contained, and the people 

would be safe. Daedalus had no doubt he could design such a maze. He really was a fine 

architect.  

Daedalus brought his young son Icarus with him. He was sure the child would enjoy swimming 

and playing with the other children on the island. Both Daedalus and Icarus were happy they 

had come. King Minos was happy with his maze. It was peaceful and pleasant on the island. 

Daedalus was in no hurry to leave.  

One day, a group of Greek children sailed to the island. The next day, they sailed safely away, 

taking with them the king's lovely daughter, and leaving behind them one dead Minotaur.  

King Minos was beside himself with grief. He did not believe anyone could have entered the 

maze and escape alive without help from someone, most probably help from the man who had 

designed the maze in the first place. (Actually, the children did have help, and not from 

Daedalus, but that's another myth.) King Minos punished the innocent Daedalus by keeping 

Daedalus and his young son Icarus prisoners on the island of Crete.  

Daedalus tried to think of ways to escape. One day, Daedalus noticed birds flying overhead. It 

gave him an idea. Wings. He needed wings. Daedalus began to gather all the bird feathers he 

could find. He glued them together with wax. When two pairs of wings were ready, he warned 

his young son not to fly too close to the sun or the wax would melt.  

Daedalus fastened the wings to their arms. They flapped their wings and took to the sky. They 

left the island of Crete far behind them. Water sparkled beneath them as far as they could see. 

The sky was blue. The breeze was brisk, more than enough to keep them in the air. It was 

glorious!  

Icarus flew higher and higher. He flew so high that before he knew what was happening, the sun 

had begun to melt the wax on his wings. Icarus felt himself falling. He flapped his arms faster 

and faster. But it was no use. Poor Icarus plunged into the water and drowned.  

Sadly, Daedalus continued on alone.  

  

Dionysus and Ariadne  
  

  

Dionysus was the Greek god of wine, comedy, and tragedy. Like all Greeks, he loved drama 

and contests. His special talent was that he could shape shift into looking like any living thing 

he wanted. For example, he could shape shift into a little mouse or a dangerous animal or a 

fierce pirate. His favorite shape was that of a handsome young man, dripping in jewels. He had 

quite sense of humor, and a great deal of fun shape shifting.  

As the story goes ...  

One day, when Dionysus was in the form of his favorite shape, a handsome young man, 

dripping with jewels, he was spotted by some pirates. They thought they had stumbled across a 
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rich prize, someone they could sell for a lot of money as a slave. Laughing cruelly, they grabbed 

what they thought was a rich young man (who was really the god, Dionysus), and carried him 

off to their pirate ship. They tied him tightly to the mast.  

Dionysus found this all rather amusing. He might have waited a bit longer to see what these 

stupid mortals would do next, but the rope was rubbing his skin uncomfortably. Dionysus used 

his magical powers to push the rope away. It landed in a heap at his feet.  

One of the pirates noticed the young man was no longer tied to the mast. The pirate gasped in 

surprise. He strongly suspected that he and his fellow pirates had made a terrible mistake. This 

was no ordinary mortal. Things would not go well for them if they did not quickly return the lad 

to shore. He pleaded with the other pirates to turn the ship about. But they tied Dionysus to the 

mast even more tightly than before and headed out to sea.  

Dionysus waited until the ship had reached very deep water. He pushed the ropes off his body. 

At the same time, he waved his arm, and thick vines surged from the sea and entangled the ship. 

Dionysus shape shifted into a roaring lion. He sprang on the terrified pirates. Some jumped 

overboard to avoid his sharp claws and teeth. Soon, the only pirate left alive on board was the 

pirate who had begged for his release. That pirate would have gladly jumped overboard with his 

mates, but Dionysus used his magic to make sure that pirate's feet were stuck firmly in place.  

"Is that the island of Naxos?" Dionysus asked casually, peering ahead.  

The pirate nodded, too terrified to speak.  

"You can drop me off there," Dionysus decided. The vines fell away. With no one at the wheel, 

the ship moved smoothly forward, sailing calmly towards the island of Naxos.  

When they arrived at the island, Dionysus leaped nimbly onto the seawall. He gave the pirate a 

friendly wave goodbye, and gave the ship a magical shove out to sea. No one knows if the 

pirate was able to pilot the ship alone, and no one (except the pirate of course) much cared.  

It was there, on the island of Naxos, that Dionysus first saw the lovely Ariadne. (Abandoned by 

Theseus, Ariadne spent her days curled on the seawall, staring out to sea.) That day, she was 

fast asleep, worn out with weeping. She took his breath away, she was that beautiful. He waited 

patiently until Ariadne opened her eyes. She saw a handsome young man, gazing admiring at 

her. Ariadne felt better immediately. She told Dionysus  about her noble efforts to save Theseus 

and the children of Athens.  

"And look where it got me," she sniffed.   

"You poor thing," Dionysus said with great sympathy. He immediately asked the lovely young 

Ariadne to marry him. (As often as the gods did that kind of thing, it's no wonder that so many 

of their marriages ended in disaster.)  

Ariadne, no longer feeling forsaken or friendless, and delighted to be admired by this handsome 

young man, who was obviously wealthy - only look at his garments! - consented to be his wife.  

  

Side note: Believe it or not, Ariadne and Dionysus lived happily ever after! Ariadne and 

Dionysus were so happy, in fact, that their love story inspired a 20th century opera, Ariadne auf 

Naxos, written by the famous composer, Richard Strauss.  

  

King Midas and the Golden Touch  

  

https://greece.mrdonn.org/theseus.html


Once upon a time, a long time ago in ancient Greece, there lived a king named Midas. King 

Midas loved three things more than anything else in the world - his little daughter, his rose 

garden, and gold. Nothing gave him more pleasure than seeing his little daughter picking roses 

in the garden, roses she placed in a golden vase to decorate the castle.  

One night, while strolling through his rose garden, the king stumbled over a satyr. A satyr was 

half man, half goat. This satyr looked half starved and very ill. King Midas brought the satyr 

into his castle. He made sure the satyr was washed and fed and tucked into bed for a good 

night's sleep. When the satyr woke up the next morning, his fever was gone. The king and the 

satyr had quite a nice chat over breakfast. King Midas was surprised to hear that the satyr 

belonged to the powerful god Dionysus, the god of wine and truth. That very day, the king 

personally took the satyr home in his very best chariot. The satyr might only be a servant, but he 

was the servant of a god, and deserved the very best treatment, which is something the king 

would have done anyway, because the king had a very kind heart.  

As it turned out, the satyr was more than a servant. To Dionysus, the satyr was his teacher and 

good friend. Dionysus told the king he would grant any one wish the king made to thank him 

for taking such good care of his friend. The king did not wish anything for his daughter because 

he had given her everything she wanted and a whole bunch more besides. He did not wish 

anything for his rose garden because everyone knew he grew the finest roses in all the world. 

That left gold. King Midas wished that everything he touched would turn to gold.  

The king did not have much hope that his wish had been be granted, because if it had been 

granted, his chariot would have turned to gold when he climbed aboard to go home, and it had 

not. Still, he was happy he had helped the satyr, and not just because the satyr was the servant 

of a god. Satyrs were not always treated kindly in the ancient Greek world because they looked 

rather different, being half man and half goat. When the king arrived back at his castle, he 

pulled out a chair to sit down at his table. The minute he touched it, the chair turned to gold. He 

touched the table. He touched a vase. As soon as he touched them, they turned to gold. King 

Midas raced though his castle. Everything he touched turned to gold! He was so happy. He 

shouted to his servants to cook him a feast in celebration!  

His servants were very fond of King Midas. They knew he was foolish, but he was rather a 

dear. So they cooked and cooked and served him a feast. That's when the trouble started. 

Everything looked and smelled so good that King Midas did not wait for his daughter to show 

up for lunch. He reached out and grabbed a fistful of food. The food made quite a clatter when 

he dropped it back on the table in shock. It had turned to gold in his fist. He touched other food. 

Whatever he touched turned to gold. He tried leaning over and ripping a piece of meat with his 

teeth, but that did not help. The meat turned to gold in his mouth. The king's eyes filled with 

fear. He knew if he could not eat, he would starve. This was terrible. The king did not know 

what to do.  

King Midas wandered sadly out to his rose garden. His little daughter was in the garden, 

picking roses. When she saw her father, she ran into his arms for a hug and turned to gold. King 

Midas hung his head and cried. As his tears fell on his precious roses they turned to gold, but 

the king did not care. He did not care about his roses or his gold or himself. Dionysus, hear my 

prayer, the king begged. Take my wish back! Please, take my wish back and save my daughter!  

  

Zeus, Hera, and Little Io  



  

Once upon a time, a long time ago ...  

Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades were the three sons of Cronos. When Cronos retired, the boys 

divided the world up between them. Zeus took the sky, Poseidon took the sea, and Hades ruled 

under the earth, the home of the dead. At first, it was great fun. But things had been just a bit 

slow lately.  

Zeus thought about what he could do.  

He could turn himself into an octopus and visit his brother Poseidon under the sea, but he didn't 

feel much like a swim.  

He could visit Hades under the earth, but Hades was such a gloomy fellow.  

He could hurl thunderbolts, but it wasn't much fun without a target.  

He could hunt up one of the other gods. But the truth was, all the other gods were terrified of 

Zeus. He did have a terrible temper, but only when someone lied to him. Since the gods often 

lied, they mostly avoided Zeus.  

He could call for his wife, Hera. But the truth was, Zeus was a little frightened of his wife, 

Hera.  

He could find a beautiful woman. But he couldn't let Hera catch him. His wife Hera was very 

very jealous.  

Zeus flew down to earth and looked around for something to do. He spotted two men walking 

along a lane. Zeus cast his voice to make it sound like somebody else was speaking. He was 

very good at that.  

"Hey stupid," Zeus cast his voice loudly, hoping to start a fight.  

One man turned to the other angrily. "What did you say?" And before you could say Zeus, fists 

were flying. Zeus found that very funny.  

A glint on the river caught his eye. It was Io, a lovely river nymph.  

"What a lovely young woman," Zeus said. He promptly fell in love.  

Hoping to hide himself from the eagle eye of his jealous wife, Zeus covered the world with 

some really thick clouds. Then he flew down to Io. But Hera was not stupid. The thick coat of 

clouds made her suspicious immediately.  

Zeus looked up. "It's Hera!" he gulped.  

Quickly, Zeus changed Io into a cow. When Hera landed, all she found was an innocent looking 

Zeus standing next to a little white cow.  

"This little cow appeared out of nowhere," he told his wife, acting surprised.  

Hera was not fooled. "What a beautiful cow," she gushed admiringly. "May I have it as a 

present?"  

Not knowing what else to do, Zeus had to agree. Hera sent the cow away under guard.  

Zeus arranged for Io to be rescued and set free. He sent his son Apollo to sing the guard asleep. 

When the guard closed his eyes, Io ran away.  

When Hera heard about it, she sent a gadfly after Io. A gadfly is a fly that bites.  

"Moo moo," Io screamed, when the gadfly found her.  

Io swam across a sea, hoping the gadfly would drown on the trip. No such luck, although Hera 

did name the sea between Greece and Rome after Io. Perhaps you've heard of it - the Ionian 

Sea? No matter.  

Feeling very sorry for herself, a dispirited Io traveled next to Egypt.  



It was then that Hera decided that Io had suffered enough. First, she made Zeus promise that he 

would never see Io again. Then she changed Io back into human form, and left her in Egypt.  

Egypt was a dismal place for a river nymph. There are crocodiles in the Nile.  

Back in Greece, Zeus gave a big sigh. Surely there was something he could do ....  
  
  

The Reason for Seasons - Demeter & Persephone  

  

Zeus, the king of all the gods, had two brothers and three sisters. All the gods had jobs, but his 

sister Demeter had one of the most important jobs - she was in charge of the harvest. There 

were many temples in ancient Greece dedicated to Demeter. Nearly everyone, gods and mortals, 

did their best to keep Demeter happy. If Demeter did not do her job, the crops would die and 

everyone would starve. The gods did not want the ancient Greek people to starve. They were 

having too much fun interfering in their lives.  

As the story goes ....  

Demeter loved her little daughter, Persephone. They played together in the fields almost every 

day. As Persephone smiled up at her mother, Demeter's heart swelled with happiness, and the 

crops grew high and healthy. Flowers tumbled everywhere. As time passed, Persephone grew 

into a lovely goddess. That's when the trouble started.  

Hades, the king of the underworld, was a gloomy fellow. He normally hung out in the 

Underworld.  

One day, Hades felt restless. He decided to take his three-headed dog out for a chariot ride. 

Cerberus, his dog, usually stood guard at the gate to Underworld. But Hades gave his pup a 

break now and then. He scooped up Cerberus, and left a couple of spirits in charge instead.  

Hades flew his chariot up to earth. Cerberus leaped out of the chariot and ran around, sniffing 

flowers with all three of his heads. The dog ran up to a lovely young woman, the goddess 

Persephone. Some people might have been startled if a three-headed dog came tearing up. But 

Persephone only laughed and scratched his heads.  

Hades loved that old dog. He watched his dog playing happily with Persephone. He heard 

Persephone's delighted laugh. Hades fell deeply in love. Before anyone could stop him, he 

grabbed his niece, his dog, and his chariot and dove deep into the darkest depths of the 

Underworld.  

Hades locked Persephone in a beautifully decorated room in the Hall of Hades. He brought her 

all kinds of delicious food. Persephone refused to eat. She had heard if you ate anything in 

Hades, you could never leave. She had every intention of leaving as soon as she could figure 

out how to do so.  

Over a week went by. Finally, in desperate hunger, Persephone ate six pomegranate seeds. She 

promptly burst into tears.  

She was not the only one crying. Demeter, her mother, missed her daughter terribly. She did not 

care if the crops died. She did not care about anything except finding her daughter. No one 

knows who told Zeus about it, but it was clear this could not go on. Zeus sent his son Hermes to 

work a deal with Hades.  

This was the deal Hermes worked out: If Persephone would marry Hades, she would live as 

queen of the Underworld for six months each winter. In the spring, Persephone would return to 



earth and live there for six months. No one especially liked the deal, but everyone finally 

agreed.  

Every spring, Demeter makes sure flowers are blooming and crops are growing and the fields 

are green with welcome. Every fall, when Persephone returns to the underworld, Demeter 

ignores the crops and flowers and lets them die. Each spring, Demeter brings everything to life 

again, ready to welcome her daughter's return.  

To the ancient Greeks, that was the reason for seasons - winter, spring, summer, fall.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Comprehension Questions   

Greek Mythology  

There are three major reasons Ancient Greeks wrote myths: to explain something in nature, to 

teach a lesson, or to celebrate hero stories. Below are questions that go with the stories that you 

have read. Please answer the questions in complete sentences.  

  

The Competition  

Why was it important for the village to have a god or goddess to watch over them?  

Why do you believe Poseidon proclaimed Athena the winner?   

Would you have chosen the mountain stream or the tree? Why?  

  

Arachne the Weaver  

Do you think that Athena was cruel or merciful to Arachne? Why, be specific.  

Think of another common animal like the spider. Make up a short story of how it came to be,  

  

Medusa and Athena  

Medusa was punished by Athena and made ugly. What lesson is this myth supposed to be 

teaching?  

Does this myth still matter today? If you had to rewrite the myth for 2020, how would you 

change it?  

  

Magic Rocks  

Why did the brothers throw rocks at Ares?  

Do you think that Ares should have punished them? How?  

What lesson is this myth supposed to teach?  

  

The Minotaur  

Why does Theseus want to kill the minotaur?  

What deal did Theseus make with Ariadne?  

What do you think the string symbolized?  

  

Icarus and Daedalus  

Why do you think Icarus kept flying higher and higher?   

What characteristic (trait or quality) about Icarus might this action symbolize?   

Do you think this myth still matters today?  

  

Dionysus and Ariadne  

What lesson do you think the pirates learned?  

How would you have responded if you were Ariadne?  

  

King Midas  

What was theme of this story? 

What did King Midas learn by the end of this story? 
 

 



Zeus, Hera, and Little Io 

What can you learn about the gods from this story? 

How do you think Io feels in this story? 

 

Reason for the Seasons 

How did the Greeks explain the changing of the seasons? 

What is Hades relationship with the other gods? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



These are the Three Critical Thinking Questions for Lesson 4/1  

  

Below are three questions I would like you to think about and respond to:  

 
1. Modern humans often have a positive relationship with their God whether they 
are Christian, Sikh, or Muslim. What kind of relationship did the Greeks have with 
their Gods? Was it positive or negative?  

   

2. In most Greek Mythology is a huge universe of creatures, gods, and magic. 
Oddly however though most Greek Myths center around a human main character. 
Why do you think this is?  

  

3. Unlike a lot of modern religions Greek Gods do not work in mysterious ways 
according to the Greeks they were part of everyday life and interacted with 
humans almost daily. How do the Greek Gods view the humans?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Question Bank: Below is a bank of questions you can choose to explore 
in your journal on any given day: 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

1. What was something you did today? 

2. Talk about one time you felt nervous today? 

3. Did you leave your house today? If so, what did you see? Was 

anything unusual? 

4. What was something you saw on the news? Or on social media? 

5. Did you do something fun today? If so, what was it and who did 

you do it with? 

6. Do you have a book you are reading? Tell me what happened in 

the section you read? 

7. What predictions do you have about the future? What makes 

you think this might come true? 

8. What was your favorite moment from today? 

9. How are you feeling about not being able to go to school? 

10. What is one thing you miss about life before going into 

isolation? 

11. Have you felt scared since school closed? 

12. How are you feeling about everything going on? 

 

 

 

 



Greek Myths 

One-Pager Guide 

What is a One-Pager? It is a single-page response to your reading. It connects the ideas in the book to your thoughts in a 

creative way. You will create your One-Pager so your audience will understand the big ideas, themes, or connections 

within the section you read. Each section should have its own color in order to easily distinguish between the two. 

 You will have the choice of making your poster about any myth you can find from ancient cultures or if you do 

not have a computer/internet access. You can use a different story from the list provided at the beginning of the week. 

What to do: 

• Your One-Pager needs to be on a piece of copy paper. 

• Your One-Pager should use the whole page and color. 

• The One-Pager should be visually appealing, legible, and organized. 

• Write the name of your Myth (spelled correctly) and your name on the page. 

• Select three vocabulary words that are important to understanding this myth. Write what they are and 

a definition for them in your own words. (Choose a color to represent this) 

• Write three meaningful quiz questions about this story you would expect to see on a test. (New Color) 

• Write three significant facts you learned from your section. (New Color) 

• Draw or create three images that represent, depict, or convey some knowledge about your Myth. 

(Sword = Military strength) 

• Include a key or legend on the back of the One-Pager indicating what each color represents and explain 

what your pictures symbolize. 

 


