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Typhon 
 

Olympus, as we all know, was the home of Zeus, king and most powerful of all the Greek 
gods. What you might not know, however, is that Zeus’ life wasn’t always so easy. He’d 
had to fight to get where he was, and some of the other gods were not too happy to have 
him in charge. This is the story of Zeus’ greatest battle, and the worst danger he ever 
faced. This is the story of the deadly, inhuman monster Typhon, who almost defeated 
Zeus… 

*** 

High up on Mount Olympus, looking out over his wide kingdom and all the wealth and 
offerings those mortals had sent up to buy some favour or another, Zeus was feeling 
pretty pleased with himself. He had, after all, overthrown his tyrannical excuse for a 
father, rescued his mother, rounded up his many unruly brothers and sisters, and had 
just defeated the many titans who had always had it in for him. Now it was time to put 
his feet up, hang up his thunderbolts, and settle down to be adored by all those mortals. 
Things were going very well indeed.  

‘ANOTHER DAY IN PARADISE,’ Zeus boomed to no one in particular, helping himself to a 
generous portion of ambrosia, the favourite food of all the gods. ‘Don’t you think so, my 
dear Hera?’ he added, turning to his wife. Hera huffed and stalked away from her 
husband. ‘Humph,’ Zeus muttered angrily, slumping back in his throne, ‘can’t please 
everyone.’ A moment later, however, he brightened as he saw his brother Poseidon 
sweep into the hall. ‘All sorted, brother?’ he called. 

‘Yes, yes,’ Poseidon replied. ‘Every last rebellious Titan accounted for and safely locked 
away at the ends of the earth, as you requested. They won’t be seeing the light of day for 
quite some time! Put the bronze gates over their misty hidey-hole myself. Nothing’s 
getting through them if I have anything to say about it!’ 

The peaceful silence which had lain over the earth ever since the war with the titans 
seemed to confirm Poseidon’s words, and the two brothers sat together for a while to 
celebrate their victory and their new jobs as rulers of the sky and seas. They couldn’t – 
yet – hear the distant rumblings which murmured of future battles. 

Now, whether Hera, in her anger at Zeus, had made a plot against the king of the gods, 
or – as some others say – Zeus’ grandmother, Gaia, the Earth herself, was scheming to 
bring Zeus down, is a matter for another time. The most important thing to note for our 
story is that things were not going quite as smoothly as Zeus believed, as he would soon 
discover. 

At that very moment, deep within the depths of the earth, and far, far beyond Zeus’ 
sight, a terrible creature was born. Like all new-born creatures, this being was tiny and 
helpless at first, and Gaia resolved to protect him from anything that might cause him 
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harm. Gaia wasn’t happy with Zeus, you see, although she had helped to put him on the 
throne. Olympus wasn’t ready for its final ruler, in her opinion: she would make sure 
that this creature sorted the problem out for her. She named him Typhon. 

Typhon quickly and secretly grew in strength over the years, hidden from the world. He 
grew bigger, much bigger even than the Titans, and he had the strength of the gods in 
each of his limbs. That was where the resemblances ended, though, for Typhon had one 
hundred snaky heads, each more horrifying than the last, and all of them breathed fire. 
Fire also lashed out from his glowing eyes as he looked around his lair, consumed by 
anger at the injustice of his situation, while Zeus sprawled happily and carefree up in 
the clouds. The time for his attack had finally come. Over the sounds of crackling fire, 
the monster sang out, roaring a challenge to Zeus in one hundred different voices – each 
one utterly inhuman and alien even to the Olympians.  

The sounds echoed and crashed up through the earth, causing earthquakes and storms, 
and leading cities to crumble in ruin. By the time the racket had died down, Typhon 
stood at the foot of Mount Olympus, huge and terrifying, as Zeus rushed to meet him 
face to face. 

For a long moment, Typhon and Zeus stood opposite one another, each looking upon his 
opponent and assessing the danger, until Typhon suddenly screamed and rushed 
forward, grappling with the king of the gods, while Zeus drew his thunderbolt and 
summoned the storms to assist him. Fire met thunderbolt with a crash that was heard 
all across the earth; even in Tartarus, Hades and the dead shades he ruled over quivered 
in fear. The explosion carried into the earth and the seas, and immediately the whole 
world and even the air between them was boiling as the two giants wrestled over the 
fate of the earth. If Typhon succeeded, Zeus realised with a shock of fear, the course of 
history would be changed forever: monsters would rule on Mount Olympus and no 
humans would exist to provide tribute. Zeus tried to squash down this fear and threw 
himself into the contest with new desperation. 

They were matched perfectly, just as Gaia had wanted it. Each time one of them briefly 
gained the upper hand the other would quickly respond, pushing back and forth across 
the burning ground. The battle went on like this for days, as all the air and water on 
earth churned and boiled, until finally Zeus managed to strike Typhon with his 
thunderbolts and made the monster fall backwards, crashing to the earth even as fire 
and smoke poured out of the monster’s many mouths. Typhon was defeated.  

As Zeus approached to view his destroyed opponent, vicious winds rushed from the 
huge mound where the creature had fallen, blowing fiercely to each part of the world, 
while the fire rushing up into the air slowly died away, leaving a huge mountain that 
remains even today, breathing fire over the land around it. We know it as Mount Etna, 
but for Zeus it was a stark reminder of his near defeat at the hands of Typhon.   


