
 

AESOP’S FABLE:  Pegasus’s Fall to Earth based on The Plane Tree 
A Dramatic Play Written by Connie Frank 

 Narrator on the story The Plane Tree. Just as the Plane Tree, an 

ancient sycamore tree, is abused by the travelers who have enjoyed 

the shade of its branches, Pegasus, from Greek Mythology a winged 

horse belonging to Jupiter (Zeus), is abused by his rider, the arrogant 

Bellerophon, being forced to fly toward Mount Olympus, home of the 

gods, before Jupiter (Zeus) strikes them down with a lightning bolt.  

Pegasus was born by springing from the blood of the Gorgon 

Medusa as she was beheaded by the hero Perseus. Bellerophon had 

tamed Pegasus through the help of Poseidon (Neptune), god of the 

seas and Athena (Minerva), the goddess of wisdom. He used the 

winged horse as a mount to defeat the Chimaera, a monster with the heads of a lion, goat, and snake that 

breathed fire and devoured villagers. Bellerophon’s many heroic deeds were widely praised, and his subjects 

adored him. But in his arrogance Bellerophon attempted to ride Pegasus to Mount Olympus to prove himself 

equal to the gods. Zeus sent a gadfly to distract the winged horse, 

which threw Bellerophon, who fell to the earth. Bellerophon 

survived but was badly crippled, and wandered the earth, 

shunned by mortals for his offense to the gods, until he finally 

died alone. Bellerophon has become a symbol of how arrogance 

and greed can be one's downfall. Although he had accomplished 

great deeds and had the reputation of being a hero, he wasn't 

content and angered the gods. Pegasus made it to the top of the 

mountain, and Zeus gave him the task of carrying his 

thunderbolts for him in battle. 

Characters:  

 Narrator: 

 Bellerophon: 

 Pegasus: 

 Poseidon/Neptune: 

 Athena/Minerva: 

 Zeus/Jupiter: 

 Mother Earth: 

Script:  

Narrator: Bellerophon, the son of Poseidon (Neptune) is sitting next to the fire, watching the 

wondrous Pegasus eating the rich dark green grasses along the Foinikas River’s edge. He 

could see the Gulf of Corinth in his city of Corinth, Greece from where he was sitting.  As he 

gazes out at the picturesque scene, he remembers the fire-breathing Chimera monster he 

and Pegasus have just killed.  The Chimera monster had resembled a lion in the fire part of 

its body, a goat in the middle, and finally a dragon from the middle to the end of its body.  

It had devastated the cities of Caria and Lycia. 

Bellerophon: (Walking up to Pegasus) Well, my friend.  We have killed the great dragon monster, the 

Chimera.  It has been weeks, and I grow tired of not hearing from the gods.  Why does my 

father not notice me?  Why has no one recognized the great deed that we have done for the 

country of Greece? 

Pegasus: (Looking at Bellerophon quizzically):  I do not understand.  Is it not good to go unnoticed?  

We have destroyed something that was bad.   

Bellerophon: (Angrily) Yes, yes, I know.  We must be noble and humble.  But why are we not getting the 

attention we deserve?  Am I not a great demigod?   

  



 

Pegasus: (Looking down):  You are what you wanted to be, a great hero.  It does not matter that you 

do not get recognition.   

Narrator: Bellerophon could not believe it.  The great Pegasus.  The great winged horse.  The most 

powerful of the blessings of the gods not wanting to receive praise for what he has done? 

Pegasus: Why do you want notice for doing something good for the people?   

Bellerophon: Well, I deserve it.  I have worked hard on this.  My father and Athena gave me the ability to 

tame you, and I feel that I am supposed to be more than what I am.  I deserve to be praised.   

Pegasus: You deserve nothing.  You must and always should continue to do good deeds.  That is 

what you are made to do.  Being a hero does not mean being adored by everyone around 

you.  A hero means that you work hard and sacrifice for the sake of others, especially your 

loved ones. 

Narrator: Pegasus became angry.  He had tried to get Bellerophon to release him to go back to his 

herd and live a normal life, but Bellerophon would not let him go.  Now Bellerophon 

wanted sympathy for not receiving enough praise for his accomplishments.   

Bellerophon:  I am a demigod!  I am a great Greek hero!  I deserve to be living in Mount Olympus.  You 

will take me there. 

Pegasus: How dare you!  You will have to find another way to get to Mount Olympus.  I will not take 

you there. 

Narrator: Bellerophon thought back into his past.  Bellerophon had only one consuming passion, 

which was to possess the wonderful, winged horse, Pegasus, that had sprung from 

Medusa's blood. On sound advice from Poseidon (Neptune), he went to sleep in Athena's 

temple, and upon awakening he found a golden bridle beside him. With this bridle he had 

gone into the fields and discovered Pegasus drinking from a spring. Bellerophon had no 

trouble in putting the bridle on the horse and mounting it. In his suit of armor, he and 

Pegasus had glided through the air and performed marvelous stunts. With his new steed he 

felt ready to undertake any exploits that King Iobates had in mind. 

Bellerophon: (Staring at the angry stallion):  Oh, so you do not know how to get there.  You are not as 

great a winged stallion as I thought you were. 

Narrator: Bellerophon thought back again to the first task that King Iobates had given him.  This first 

task had been s to kill the Chimaera, a formidable fire-breathing monster with the front of a 

lion, the body of a goat, and the tail of a serpent. Bellerophon had planned the attack with 

Pegasus.  He attacked the Chimaera from the air, riding Pegasus and shooting arrows at the 

monster. Pegasus had been so fast that day!  It had been Pegasus who had saved his life 

twice.  Finally, he took a lance with a lump of lead on its end and held it to the beast's 

mouth. The flaming tongue melted the lead, which ran down in the belly and killed the 

Chimaera. 

Pegasus: I do not care how many times you insult me or abuse me.  I will not take you to Mount 

Olympus.  If you are this ambitious and arrogant, you do not deserve to live in Mount 

Olympus. 

Narrator: Pegasus had been exhausted from fighting the Chimera, who was the opposite of Pegasus 

and had been a frightening sight to behold.  They had come to this same place to build 

strength for the next endeavor that the King had assigned Bellerophon.   

Bellerophon: We are both just getting fat and lazy.  We need to go to Mount Olympus and take our 

rightful places among the gods. 

Pegasus: No! I have no need to be among the gods.  I only have a need for lush green grass and my 

herd  I miss them. 

  



 

Narrator: After a few days of recuperation from the battle with the Chimera,  Iobates had then sent 

Bellerophon against his enemies, who were no match for Bellerophon's airborne assault 

with boulders. The king sent the hero against the Amazon women as well, and he defeated 

them in the same manner. As a reward Iobates came to admire him for his valor and 

awarded Bellerophon his daughter for a wife. 

Bellerophon: (Putting his fist in front of Pegasus):  You will take me there or I will never let you see your 

herd again.   

Pegasus:   No!  No!  I will not do this!   

Bellerophon: Yes, you will! 

Narrator: Bellerophon pulled out the golden bridle, and despite all of his efforts, Pegasus could not 

resist Bellerophon.  The golden bridle was making him do things he did not want to do, 

and Pegasus resented being treated like a servant to Bellerophon’s every wish. 

Bellerophon: We are going to Mount Olympus right now! 

Narrator: Slapping the golden bridle onto Pegasus and kicking the winged horse in the ribs, 

Bellerophon forced Pegasus to soar into the sky.  Usually, Pegasus loved these moments 

when he was soaring through the blue azure skies and feeling the son on his back.  But 

today, with Bellerophon in his maddened state forcing Pegasus to do the unthinkable was 

infuriating.   

Poseidon/Neptune:   Go home, my son!  Go back to the Earth where you are meant to be!   

Narrator: The voice of his father was loud in his ears, loud enough for Pegasus to hear and tremble.   

Bellerophon:   Go away!  You are just jealous and selfish, Father.  You know I was always meant to live on 

Mount Olympus.  I am a demigod, thanks to you.  I deserve to be with the powerful gods 

and take my place in the clouds. 

Poseidon/Neptune:   Stop and think, Bellerophon!  The king of the gods is very angry.  He has not called you 

here, You will endanger everyone.  You must not do this! 

Athena/Minerva:   Bellerophon! 

Narrator: Pegasus was shaking his head, trying to get the golden bridle off of him, but the connection 

could not be broken.  Pegasus was trapped by the golden bridle into breaking the laws of 

the gods.   

Athena/Minerva:   Be intelligent, Bellerophon.  If the king of the gods wanted you to come to Mount 

Olympus, he would have sent for you.  You are going to get yourself killed along with our 

beloved Pegasus.  Stop before it is too late. 

Narrator: But it was already too late.  Zeus/Jupiter, the king of the gods, could see the tiny Pegasus 

with his rider Bellerophon making their way through the clouds to Mount Olympus. 

Zeus/Jupiter:   How dare you, Boy!  You presume too much!  You think you can force your way to Mount 

Olympus!  

Narrator: As Pegasus grew nearer with Bellerophon on his back, Zeus/Jupiter grew angrier.  His 

anger was directed at this mortal’s presumption that he should claim a place among the 

gods.  His anger included the winged stallion Pegasus, who was flying his master to the 

Heavens without permission.  In his terrible wrath, Zeus/Jupiter sent a large gadfly to 

harass Pegasus and to sting him in his right flank just under his tail, a very tender spot on 

his body.  The wound hurt and shocked Pegasus, The poor stallion bolted upright in pain, 

and the surprised Bellerophon fell.  It was many minutes after being knocked off the 

stallion that Bellerophon landed on the Earth. 

Bellerophon: The pain!  Owww!  The pain! Oh ye gods, that hurts! 

Narrator: Lame now, with his body badly broke, Bellerophon did not thank the gods for being alive.  

He was now cursed by the gods. 

Bellerophon:   Father!  Father!  Come back and fix me!  I am broken and I need your help! 

  



 

Narrator: No matter how many times Bellerophon begged for forgiveness from Zeus/Jupiter and 

from Athena/Minerva, they would not listen.  With their hands to their ears, they refused 

to acknowledge Bellerophon and give any heed to his begging.  Even Poseidon/Neptune, 

his father, refused him, rebuking Bellerophon for making this terrible decision and feeling 

himself above all other mortals.  Lame, with a twisted body and cursed by the gods, the 

hero who had thought himself deserving of being a god found himself completely isolated 

from the company of men.  In fact, mankind avoided him.  Devoured by anguish, 

Bellerophon wanted alone by himself like a fugitive from a battle until the day he died a 

mortal death.   

Pegasus: Help!  Oh great king of the gods, help me! 

Zeus/Jupiter:   Why should I help you, you who tried to come to Mount Olympus without my permission! 

Pegasus: This has been done with no fault of my own.  The golden bridle forced me to do as my 

master asked.   

Zeus/Jupiter: You could have fought him.  Instead, you helped him. 

Pegasus: I did not want to do this!  I am innocent!  Please help me! 

Narrator: Pegasus tumbled down to Mother Earth, who cradled him in her arms. 

Mother Earth: My poor Pegasus!  Look what Zeus/Jupiter has done to you.  This is not fair! 

Zeus/Jupiter:   It is fair and just!  Pegasus deserves to die.  He attempted to enter Mount Olympus without 

my permission.  No one enters Mount Olympus without my permission! 

Narrator: Suddenly, both Poseidon/Neptune and Athena/Minerva entered the palace and stood 

before the great king of the gods. 

Poseidon/Neptune:   Brother, you must help Pegasus!  He has done nothing wrong.  My son, Bellerophon, made 

him come to Mount Olympus.   

Athena/Minerva:   Great Father, I heard his whole conversation with Bellerophon.  Pegasus, this great stallion 

of whom you love so much, is innocent of wrongdoing. 

Poseidon/Neptune: It was the fault of Bellerophon only, Brother.  Give Pegasus lenience.  It is an injustice to 

punish him. 

Narrator: Even as Poseidon/Neptune and Athena/Minerva interceded for him, Pegasus lay in the lap 

of Mother Earth, broken and dying.  Mother Erath comforted him as best as she could, but 

Pegasus could not take the exhausting suffering and pain, and he died. 

Mother Earth:   Zeus/Jupiter!  You have made a very bad mistake here!  I will not forgive you for this! 

Narrator: Seeing what he had done to an innocent Pegasus, the king of the gods reached down to 

Mother Earth and gently picked up the broken body of the beautiful stallion. 

Zeus/Jupiter:   I cannot let a beautiful stallion such as you die in such a state, Pegasus.  You will now be 

my own personal winged stallion.  Should you not agree to this, I will let you go to the 

Underworld. 

Narrator:   The spirit of Pegasus agreed to this, and the stallion was suddenly brought to life with 

even more beauty than he had possessed on Mother Earth. 

Mother Earth:   My precious Pegasus!  You are magnificent1  I am so happy to have you back. You are a 

blessing to me.  (Turning to Zeus/Jupiter).  Thank you, powerful king of the gods.   

Narrator:   Zeus took Pegasus into his own stable and surrounded Pegasus with a beautiful healthy 

herd to enjoy.  Pegasus was given the job of carrying the thunderbolts that Zeus threw 

from the sky when he was angry or in battle.  Eventually, the winged horse became a 

wondrous constellation in the sky, serving the gods as he was meant to do. 

  



 

Narrator:   The motto of the story:  Our best blessings are often the least appreciated. Bellerophon, the son 

of Poseidon/Neptune, was a king in his own mortal land and was given the honor of being 

a Greek hero.  His name would have been respected and remembered for centuries.  

However, he had abused the dutiful, gentle Pegasus whom he had captured with the 

golden bridle and forced Pegasus to commit a atrocious act of flying Bellerophon to Mount 

Olympus.  Bellerophon and Pegasus were punished for this unforgiveable act, but Pegasus 

was innocent of planning any wrongdoing against the gods.  Pegasus was rewarded for his 

loyalty and become the true hero in this story.  It is sad that arrogance does not lend itself 

to appreciate the blessings that life gives freely.   

Narrator: Angry and crying against his own abilities and inventions, Daedalus took the body of his 

young son and buried it on the nearest island, an island now named Icaria.  Just as 

Daedalus had put stones neatly on his son’s grave, a gnat flew up and lit on his nose.  

Daedalus remembered the story told by his son about hearing the gnat talk to the bull, and 

Daedalus was comforted.  Perhaps Greek history would not forget his son.  Perhaps the 

gods would allow his young son to be remembered after all. 

Narrator:   Trying to make others diminish in value does not make your value increase. Despite its 

small place in the world of Greek Mythology, the story of Icarus’s fall into the sea is well 

known, as it is a story about a clever, famous father and his willful son who becomes too 

arrogant with his newfound power to fly.  Icarus is known in Greek Mythology as the god 

of insects and other flying creatures, but he is more well known in this myth of his fall into 

the sea.  The story is relevant to how we grow up and face our own self-importance and 

arrogance, teaching us that power can be dangerous and potentially fatal.  With Daedalus 

giving his son a great power to fly, this would be confusing to a young boy, making him 

feel that he was a superhero.  Icarus needed more guidance as he transitioned from being 

an ordinary boy to a minor god with a superpower.  By flying higher than anyone has 

before, Icarus became the hero he had been striving to be, who would be remembered for 

all time due to his accomplishments and his foolishness in not following his father’s 

directions. 

The moral of the story is:   

“Our best blessings are often the least appreciated.” 

     

   


