Extracts from The Sack of Winds (The Adventures of Odysseus) for Readers Theatre

I lay on the foredeck and fell into a deep sleep.
Under the sea Poseidon saw his moment. He lifted his hand. His gesture caused a huge wave which our ship had to climb to overcome. As the prow of the ship rose the sack slid and landed in the lap of one of the crew.
‘Did you hear what Odysseus told that king? He said that sack contained the finest gift he had ever received. Everything else he has shared with us. He ought to share this too. After all we’ve risked our lives as often as he has. Where’s the justice in that?’

He untied the silver thong. He pushed his thumbs into the mouth of the sack and as he did so he was blasted from his bench on to the deck! He saw a thousand wriggling snakes of smoke rising from the sack into the sky!

Poseidon had all the weapons he needed now. The sky darkened. The waves rose up around us. The sail was torn to shreds. The ship was spinning. The spinning woke me. I sat up. Poseidon spat brine into my eyes. I looked for Ithaca but already she was so vague that she might have been just the edge of a cloud.

I reached out across the side of the ship and tried to clutch at her, as if to pull her towards me but she was gone. I was so seized with despair it was all I could do to hold back from hurling myself into the waves. 
The north wind tossed us for the south wind to catch. The west and east winds fought over us. Sometimes we were climbing mountains of water. Sometimes we were sinking into valleys and the sky could not be seen. It was clear that Poseidon wanted us dead. 
How would we ever see our homes, our hearths, our fields and farms and families again?

