
METHEIA
AN EPIC OF THE CAUCASUS IN FOUR MOVEMENTS

John Spencer

Author’s Preface 

On Fire and Freedom

Mythology is rarely a static record of the past; it is a living canvas of human transformation. In 
traditional lore, the liberation of Prometheus is often overshadowed by the sheer physical trials of 
Heracles. Metheia—named for the ancient Greek root meaning thought or wisdom—repositions this 
pivotal moment not merely as a battle of muscle, but as the inevitable, painful evolution of 
consciousness.

Structured like a classical symphony in four distinct movements, this poem traces the trajectory of 
human awakening. We begin in the freezing, absolute stillness of divine absolute law, descend into the 
desperate, quiet spark of survival, endure the crushing weight of institutional vengeance, and finally 
witness the cataclysmic shattering of that order. It is a celebration of the mortal spirit rising from the 
dust to challenge the unyielding stone of Olympus.

— John Spencer

༺༻
Prologue

The Shadow Over Caucasus

Long before the axe bit into iron, there was only the wind.

High upon the jagged, frozen spine of the world, where the earth shears into the sky and the clouds 
churn in perpetual mourning, a Titan hung silent. To the gods who watched from the golden heights of 
Olympus, he was a monument of treason—a broken thing bound in unyielding adamantine to serve as 
an eternal warning to the creatures below. To the mortals huddling around their flickering hearths in the
valley depths, he was a quiet memory of warmth, paid for in blood and daily agony.

For ten thousand years, the mountain kept its peace. The sun rose only to bring the tearing beak; the 
night fell only to knit the wound anew. The chains did not stretch. The stone did not yield. The cosmos 
operated on a rigid, immutable clockwork of crime and absolute punishment.

But divine laws, no matter how deeply carved into the granite of heaven, are built on the assumption 
that the dust will always remain blind. They do not account for the steady, heavy thud of mortal-born 
footsteps climbing through the frost. They do not account for the gleam of heavy bronze cutting 
through the stormy dark.
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Before the final strike could echo across the peaks, the universe held its breath. This is the song of the 
silence that came before the snap.

༺༻
METHEIA

An Epic of the Caucasus in Four Movements

Movement I: The Foundation

Before the spark, before the flame,
The heavy pillars split the sky,
And silence had no word or name
To mark the gods who sat on high.

They carved the throne from granite cold,
And built the altar on the clay,
A judgment seat where laws of old
Decreed the night, decreed the day.

Apollo watched with distant eye,
Athena mapped the measured space,
While mortals lived to yield and die
Beneath the stone, without a trace.

༺༻
Movement II: The Theft

He saw the creatures of the dust
Creep blind through winter’s freezing deep,
With hands that had no tool to trust,
And eyes that only woke to weep.

He scaled the heights of brass and gold,
Where hearth-fires of the gods burned high,
To seize the spark the heavens hold
Beneath the cold, Olympian sky.

Hidden within a hollow reed,
He brought the stolen treasure down,
To answer raw and mortal need,
And wake the giants of the ground.

༺༻
Movement III: The Judgment & The Bondage



The hearths of heaven turned to ash,
As fury choked the golden hall,
And through the dark, a sudden crash
Of thunder shook the temple wall.

For Zeus beheld the newfound light
That flickered in the dirt below,
And swore to weave a permanent night
Around the thief who struck the blow.

They dragged him where the vultures wheel,
Above the world, where storms are born,
To bind his flesh in twisted steel
Before the cruel and rising morn.

The anvil rang, the hammers fell,
To forge the links of absolute pain,
A solitary, sky-high hell
Of mountain stone and heavy chain.

And there, bare-chested to the frost,
The Titan paid the mortal toll,
To count the immense and bitter cost
Of bringing fire to the soul.

Each dawn would bring the tearing beak,
Each night would knit the wound anew,
While high upon the jagged peak,
The silent, iron shadows grew.

༺༻
Movement IV: The Shattering of Caucasus

The heavens weep in fractured light,
Where thunder shakes the mountain crest,
And long has lived the cruelest night
Within a Titan’s bleeding breast.

Bound to the stone by wrath divine,
Prometheus bore the endless beak,
Until the mortal-born design
Ascended to the jagged peak.

No common blade, no rusted tool,
Can smash what Olympian malice made—
But raised in combat’s brutal school,
He lifts the heavy, double-blade.



The crescent bronze of Labrys gleams,
A thunderbolt of mortal hand,
To cleave the dark, oppressive schemes
No god or metal could withstand.

With white-hot rage and knuckles raw,
He tears the ancient bounds apart,
Defying Zeus, defying law,
To free a heroic, burning heart.

An explosion breaks the silent cold,
The fetters snap in spark and stone,
As history’s greatest truth is told:
The unbreakable is overthrown.

—John Spencer
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