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PREFACE

MYTHOLOGY	WAS	AT	THE	HEART	OF	 everyday	 life	 in	Ancient	Greece.
Greeks	 regarded	 mythology	 as	 a	 part	 of	 their	 history,	 using	 myth	 to	 explain
natural	 phenomena,	 cultural	 variations,	 traditional	 enmities	 and	 friendships.	 It
was	 a	 source	 of	 pride	 to	 be	 able	 to	 trace	 the	 descent	 of	 one's	 leaders	 from	 a
mythological	 hero	or	 a	 god.	Few	ever	doubted	 that	 there	was	 truth	behind	 the
account	of	the	Trojan	War	in	the	Iliad	and	Odyssey.
Greek	 myths	 concern	 the	 origin	 and	 the	 nature	 of	 the	 world,	 the	 lives	 and
activities	 of	 deities,	 heroes,	 and	 mythological	 creatures,	 and	 the	 origins	 and
significance	of	the	ancient	Greeks'	own	cult	and	ritual	practices.
The	Greek	myths	were	initially	propagated	in	an	oral-poetic	tradition	most	likely
by	Minoan	 and	Mycenaean	 singers.	Eventually	 the	myths	of	 the	heroes	 of	 the
Trojan	War	and	its	aftermath	became	part	of	 the	oral	 tradition	of	Homer's	epic
poems,	the	Iliad	and	the	Odyssey.
Two	poems	by	Homer's	near	contemporary	Hesiod,	the	Theogony	and	the	Works
and	Days,	contain	accounts	of	the	genesis	of	the	world,	the	succession	of	divine
rulers,	the	succession	of	human	ages,	the	origin	of	human	woes,	and	the	origin	of
sacrificial	practices.
Myths	are	also	preserved	in	the	Homeric	Hymns,	in	fragments	of	epic	poems	of
the	Epic	Cycle,	in	lyric	poems,	in	the	works	of	the	tragedians	and	comedians	of
the	fifth	century	BC,	in	writings	of	scholars	and	poets	of	the	Hellenistic	Age,	and
in	 texts	 from	 the	 time	 of	 the	 Roman	 Empire	 by	writers	 such	 as	 Plutarch	 and
Pausanias.
The	 adaptations	 in	 this	 book	 come	 from	 the	 nineteenth	 century	 tradition	 of
translation	and	interpretation	from	collectors,	notably	such	as	Andrew	Lang	and
Charles	Kinglsey,	amongst	many	others.
As	 ever,	 it’s	 been	 a	 delight	 and	 an	 education	 to	 read	 and	 work	 with	 these
stunning	 texts.	 I	 hope	you	enjoy	 them	 too,	 for	 as	 the	 final	 line	of	The	Golden
Crab	says,	“And	then	they	lived	happily,	and	we	who	hear	the	story	are	happier
still.”
	

Clive
Bath	2019



	



FORTUNATUS	AND	HIS	PURSE

Adapted	from	an	original	attributed	to	Johann	Otmar,	who	was	a	publisher	in
Augsburg	in	and	around	1509.	This	version	taken	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Grey

Fairy	Book,	published	in	1900.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	in	the	city	of	Famagusta,	in	the	island	of
Cyprus,	a	rich	man	called	Theodorus.	He	ought	to	have	been	the	happiest	person
in	 the	whole	world,	 as	 he	 had	 all	 he	 could	wish	 for,	 and	 a	wife	 and	 little	 son
whom	he	loved	dearly,	but	unluckily,	after	a	short	time	he	always	grew	tired	of
everything,	and	had	to	seek	new	pleasures.	When	people	are	made	like	this	the
end	is	generally	 the	same,	and	before	Fortunatus	(for	 that	was	 the	boy's	name)
was	ten	years	old,	his	father	had	spent	all	his	money	and	had	not	a	farthing	left.
But	though	Theodorus	had	been	so	foolish	he	was	not	quite	without	sense,	and
set	 about	 getting	work	 at	 once.	His	wife,	 too,	 instead	of	 reproaching	him	 sent
away	the	servants	and	sold	 their	 fine	horses,	and	did	all	 the	work	of	 the	house
herself,	even	washing	the	clothes	of	her	husband	and	child.
Thus	time	passed	till	Fortunatus	was	sixteen.	One	day	when	they	were	sitting	at
supper,	 the	 boy	 said	 to	Theodorus,	 "Father,	why	 do	 you	 look	 so	 sad.	Tell	me
what	is	wrong,	and	perhaps	I	can	help	you."
"Ah,	my	son,	I	have	reason	enough	to	be	sad.	but	for	me	you	would	now	have
been	enjoying	every	kind	of	pleasure,	instead	of	being	buried	in	this	tiny	house."
"Oh,	 do	 not	 let	 that	 trouble	 you,"	 replied	 Fortunatus,	 "it	 is	 time	 I	made	 some
money	for	myself.	To	be	sure	I	have	never	been	taught	any	trade.	Still	there	must
be	something	I	can	do.	I	will	go	and	walk	on	the	seashore	and	think	about	it."
Very	 soon—sooner	 than	 he	 expected—a	 chance	 came,	 and	 Fortunatus,	 like	 a
wise	boy,	seized	on	it	at	once.	The	post	offered	him	was	that	of	page	to	the	Earl
of	 Flanders,	 and	 as	 the	Earl's	 daughter	was	 just	 going	 to	 be	married,	 splendid
festivities	were	held	in	her	honour,	and	at	some	of	the	tilting	matches	Fortunatus
was	lucky	enough	to	win	the	prize.	These	prizes,	together	with	presents	from	the
lords	 and	 ladies	 of	 the	 court,	 who	 liked	 him	 for	 his	 pleasant	 ways,	 made
Fortunatus	feel	quite	a	rich	man.
But	 though	his	 head	was	 not	 turned	 by	 the	 notice	 taken	 of	 him,	 it	 excited	 the



envy	of	some	of	the	other	pages	about	the	Court,	and	one	of	them,	called	Robert,
invented	a	plot	to	move	Fortunatus	out	of	his	way.	So	he	told	the	young	man	that
the	Earl	had	taken	a	dislike	to	him	and	meant	to	kill	him.	Fortunatus	believed	the
story,	and	packing	up	his	fine	clothes	and	money,	slipped	away	before	dawn.
He	went	to	a	great	many	big	towns	and	lived	well,	and	as	he	was	generous	and
not	wiser	 than	most	 youths	 of	 his	 age,	 he	 very	 soon	 found	 himself	 penniless.
Like	his	father,	he	then	began	to	think	of	work,	and	tramped	half	over	Brittany	in
search	of	it.	Nobody	seemed	to	want	him,	and	he	wandered	about	from	one	place
to	 another,	 till	 he	 found	 himself	 in	 a	 dense	wood,	without	 any	 paths,	 and	 not
much	 light.	Here	 he	 spent	 two	whole	 days,	with	 nothing	 to	 eat	 and	 very	 little
water	to	drink,	going	first	in	one	direction	and	then	in	another,	but	never	being
able	to	find	his	way	out.	During	the	first	night	he	slept	soundly,	and	was	too	tired
to	fear	either	man	or	beast,	but	when	darkness	came	on	for	the	second	time,	and
growls	were	 heard	 in	 the	 distance,	 he	 grew	 frightened	 and	 looked	 about	 for	 a
high	tree	out	of	reach	of	his	enemies.	Hardly	had	he	settled	himself	comfortably
in	one	of	the	forked	branches,	when	a	lion	walked	up	to	a	spring	that	burst	from
a	 rock	 close	 to	 the	 tree,	 and	 crouching	 down	 drank	 greedily.	 This	 was	 bad
enough,	but	after	all,	lions	do	not	climb	trees,	and	as	long	as	Fortunatus	stayed
up	on	his	perch,	he	was	quite	safe.	But	no	sooner	was	the	lion	out	of	sight,	than
his	place	was	taken	by	a	bear,	and	bears,	as	Fortunatus	knew	very	well,	are	tree-
climbers.	His	heart	beat	fast,	and	not	without	reason,	for	as	the	bear	turned	away
he	looked	up	and	saw	Fortunatus!
Now	in	those	days	every	young	man	carried	a	sword	slung	to	his	belt,	and	it	was
a	fashion	that	came	in	very	handily	for	Fortunatus.	He	drew	his	sword,	and	when
the	bear	got	within	a	yard	of	him	he	made	a	fierce	lunge	forward.	The	bear,	wild
with	 pain,	 tried	 to	 spring,	 but	 the	 bough	 he	 was	 standing	 on	 broke	 with	 his
weight,	and	he	fell	heavily	 to	 the	ground.	Then	Fortunatus	descended	from	his
tree	(first	taking	good	care	to	see	no	other	wild	animals	were	in	sight)	and	killed
him	with	a	single	blow.	He	was	just	 thinking	he	would	light	a	fire	and	make	a
hearty	dinner	off	bear's	 flesh,	which	 is	not	at	all	bad	eating,	when	he	beheld	a
beautiful	lady	standing	by	his	side	leaning	on	a	wheel,	and	her	eyes	hidden	by	a
bandage.
"I	am	Dame	Fortune,"	she	said,	"and	I	have	a	gift	for	you.	Shall	 it	be	wisdom,
strength,	 long	 life,	 riches,	health,	or	beauty?	Think	well,	 and	 tell	me	what	you
will	have."
But	Fortunatus,	who	had	proved	the	truth	of	the	proverb	that	"It's	ill	thinking	on
an	empty	stomach,"	answered	quickly,	 "Good	 lady,	 let	me	have	 riches	 in	 such
plenty	that	I	may	never	again	be	as	hungry	as	I	am	now."
And	the	lady	held	out	a	purse	and	told	him	he	had	only	to	put	his	hand	into	it,
and	 he	 and	 his	 children	would	 always	 find	 ten	 pieces	 of	 gold.	But	when	 they



were	dead	it	would	be	a	magic	purse	no	longer.
At	 this	 news	 Fortunatus	 was	 beside	 himself	 with	 joy,	 and	 could	 hardly	 find
words	to	thank	the	lady.	But	she	told	him	that	the	best	thing	he	could	do	was	to
find	his	way	out	of	the	wood,	and	before	bidding	him	farewell	pointed	out	which
path	he	should	take.	He	walked	along	it	as	fast	as	his	weakness	would	let	him,
until	 a	welcome	 light	 at	 a	 little	distance	 showed	him	 that	 a	house	was	near.	 It
turned	 out	 to	 be	 an	 inn,	 but	 before	 entering	 Fortunatus	 thought	 he	 had	 better
make	sure	of	the	truth	of	what	the	lady	had	told	him,	and	took	out	the	purse	and
looked	 inside.	Sure	enough	 there	were	 the	 ten	pieces	of	gold,	 shining	brightly.
Then	Fortunatus	walked	boldly	up	 to	 the	 inn,	and	ordered	 them	 to	get	 ready	a
good	supper	at	once,	as	he	was	very	hungry,	and	to	bring	him	the	best	wine	in
the	house.	And	he	seemed	to	care	so	little	what	he	spent	that	everybody	thought
he	was	a	great	lord,	and	vied	with	each	other	who	should	run	quickest	when	he
called.
After	a	night	passed	in	a	soft	bed,	Fortunatus	felt	so	much	better	 that	he	asked
the	 landlord	 if	 he	 could	 find	 him	 some	men-servants,	 and	 tell	 him	where	 any
good	horses	were	 to	be	got.	The	next	 thing	was	 to	provide	himself	with	smart
clothes,	 and	 then	 to	 take	 a	 big	 house	 where	 he	 could	 give	 great	 feasts	 to	 the
nobles	and	beautiful	ladies	who	lived	in	palaces	round	about.
In	 this	 manner	 a	 whole	 year	 soon	 slipped	 away,	 and	 Fortunatus	 was	 so	 busy
amusing	himself	 that	he	never	once	 remembered	his	parents	whom	he	had	 left
behind	 in	Cyprus.	But	 though	he	was	 thoughtless,	 he	was	not	bad-hearted.	As
soon	 as	 their	 existence	 crossed	 his	mind,	 he	 set	 about	making	 preparations	 to
visit	them,	and	as	he	was	not	fond	of	being	alone	he	looked	round	for	someone
older	and	wiser	than	himself	to	travel	with	him.	It	was	not	long	before	he	had	the
good	luck	to	come	across	an	old	man	who	had	left	his	wife	and	children	in	a	far
country	many	years	before,	when	he	went	out	into	the	world	to	seek	the	fortune
which	he	never	found.	He	agreed	to	accompany	Fortunatus	back	to	Cyprus,	but
only	on	condition	he	should	first	be	allowed	to	return	for	a	few	weeks	to	his	own
home	before	venturing	to	set	sail	for	an	island	so	strange	and	distant.	Fortunatus
agreed	to	his	proposal,	and	as	he	was	always	fond	of	anything	new,	said	that	he
would	go	with	him.
The	journey	was	long,	and	they	had	to	cross	many	large	rivers,	and	climb	over
high	mountains,	and	find	their	way	through	thick	woods,	before	they	reached	at
length	the	old	man's	castle.	His	wife	and	children	had	almost	given	up	hopes	of
seeing	 him	 again,	 and	 crowded	 eagerly	 round	 him.	 Indeed,	 it	 did	 not	 take
Fortunatus	 five	 minutes	 to	 fall	 in	 love	 with	 the	 youngest	 daughter,	 the	 most
beautiful	creature	in	the	whole	world,	whose	name	was	Cassandra.
"Give	her	to	me	for	my	wife,"	he	said	to	the	old	man,	"and	let	us	all	go	together
to	Famagusta."



So	a	ship	was	bought	big	enough	to	hold	Fortunatus,	the	old	man	and	his	wife,
and	their	ten	children—five	of	them	sons	and	five	daughters.	And	the	day	before
they	 sailed	 the	 wedding	 was	 celebrated	 with	 magnificent	 rejoicings,	 and
everybody	 thought	 that	 Fortunatus	must	 certainly	 be	 a	 prince	 in	 disguise.	 But
when	 they	 reached	 Cyprus,	 he	 learned	 to	 his	 sorrow	 that	 both	 his	 father	 and
mother	were	dead,	and	for	some	time	he	shut	himself	up	in	his	house	and	would
see	 nobody,	 full	 of	 shame	 at	 having	 forgotten	 them	 all	 these	 years.	 Then	 he
begged	that	the	old	man	and	his	wife	would	remain	with	him,	and	take	the	place
of	his	parents.
For	twelve	years	Fortunatus	and	Cassandra	and	their	two	little	boys	lived	happily
in	 Famagusta.	 They	 had	 a	 beautiful	 house	 and	 everything	 they	 could	 possibly
want,	and	when	Cassandra's	sisters	married	the	purse	provided	them	each	with	a
fortune.	 But	 at	 last	 Fortunatus	 grew	 tired	 of	 staying	 at	 home,	 and	 thought	 he
should	like	to	go	out	and	see	the	world	again.	Cassandra	shed	many	tears	at	first
when	he	told	her	of	his	wishes,	and	he	had	a	great	deal	of	trouble	to	persuade	her
to	give	her	consent.	But	on	his	promising	to	return	at	 the	end	of	two	years	she
agreed	to	let	him	go.	Before	he	went	away	he	showed	her	three	chests	of	gold,
which	 stood	 in	 a	 room	 with	 an	 iron	 door,	 and	 walls	 twelve	 feet	 thick.	 "If
anything	should	happen	 to	me,"	he	 said,	 "and	 I	 should	never	come	back,	keep
one	 of	 the	 chests	 for	 yourself,	 and	 give	 the	 others	 to	 our	 two	 sons."	 Then	 he
embraced	them	all	and	took	ship	for	Alexandria.
The	wind	was	fair	and	in	a	few	days	they	entered	the	harbour,	where	Fortunatus
was	 informed	by	a	man	whom	he	met	on	 landing,	 that	 if	he	wished	 to	be	well
received	in	the	town,	he	must	begin	by	making	a	handsome	present	to	the	Sultan.
"That	is	easily	done,"	said	Fortunatus,	and	went	into	a	goldsmith's	shop,	where
he	 bought	 a	 large	 gold	 cup,	 which	 cost	 five	 thousand	 pounds.	 This	 gift	 so
pleased	 the	 Sultan	 that	 he	 ordered	 a	 hundred	 casks	 of	 spices	 to	 be	 given	 to
Fortunatus.	Fortunatus	put	them	on	board	his	ship,	and	commanded	the	captain
to	return	to	Cyprus	and	deliver	them	to	his	wife,	Cassandra.	He	next	obtained	an
audience	 of	 the	 Sultan,	 and	 begged	 permission	 to	 travel	 through	 the	 country,
which	 the	 Sultan	 readily	 gave	 him,	 adding	 some	 letters	 to	 the	 rulers	 of	 other
lands	which	Fortunatus	might	wish	to	visit.
Filled	with	delight	at	feeling	himself	free	to	roam	through	the	world	once	more,
Fortunatus	set	out	on	his	 journey	without	 losing	a	day.	From	court	 to	court	he
went,	astonishing	everyone	by	 the	magnificence	of	his	dress	and	the	splendour
of	 his	 presents.	 At	 length	 he	 grew	 as	 tired	 of	 wandering	 as	 he	 had	 been	 of
staying	at	home,	and	returned	to	Alexandria,	where	he	found	the	same	ship	that
had	brought	him	from	Cyprus	lying	in	the	harbour.	Of	course	the	first	thing	he
did	 was	 to	 pay	 his	 respects	 to	 the	 Sultan,	 who	 was	 eager	 to	 hear	 about	 his
adventures.
When	Fortunatus	had	 told	 them	all,	 the	Sultan	observed,	"Well,	you	have	seen



many	wonderful	things,	but	I	have	something	to	show	you	more	wonderful	still."
and	he	led	him	into	a	room	where	precious	stones	lay	heaped	against	the	walls.
Fortunatus"	eyes	were	quite	dazzled,	but	the	Sultan	went	on	without	pausing	and
opened	a	door	at	 the	 farther	end.	As	 far	as	Fortunatus	could	see,	 the	cupboard
was	quite	bare,	except	for	a	little	red	cap,	such	as	soldiers	wear	in	Turkey.
"Look	at	this,"	said	the	Sultan.
"But	there	is	nothing	very	valuable	about	it,"	answered	Fortunatus.	"I’ve	seen	a
dozen	better	caps	than	that,	this	very	day."
"Ah,"	said	 the	Sultan,	"you	do	not	know	what	you	are	 talking	about.	Whoever
puts	this	cap	on	his	head	and	wishes	himself	in	any	place,	will	find	himself	there
in	a	moment."
"But	who	made	it?"	asked	Fortunatus.
"That	I	cannot	tell	you,"	replied	the	Sultan.
"Is	it	very	heavy	to	wear?"	asked	Fortunatus.
"No,	quite	light,"	replied	the	Sultan,	"just	feel	it."
Fortunatus	 took	 the	 cap	 and	 put	 it	 on	 his	 head,	 and	 then,	 without	 thinking,
wished	himself	back	in	the	ship	that	was	starting	for	Famagusta.	In	a	second	he
was	 standing	 at	 the	prow,	while	 the	 anchor	was	being	weighed,	 and	while	 the
Sultan	was	 repenting	of	his	 folly	 in	 allowing	Fortunatus	 to	 try	on	 the	 cap,	 the
vessel	was	making	fast	for	Cyprus.
When	 it	 arrived,	 Fortunatus	 found	 his	wife	 and	 children	well,	 but	 the	 two	old
people	were	dead	and	buried.	His	sons	had	grown	tall	and	strong,	but	unlike	their
father	had	no	wish	to	see	the	world,	and	found	their	chief	pleasure	in	hunting	and
tilting.	 In	 the	 main,	 Fortunatus	 was	 content	 to	 stay	 quietly	 at	 home,	 and	 if	 a
restless	fit	did	seize	upon	him,	he	was	able	to	go	away	for	a	few	hours	without
being	missed,	thanks	to	the	cap,	which	he	never	sent	back	to	the	Sultan.
By-and-by	he	grew	old,	and	feeling	that	he	had	not	many	days	to	live,	he	sent	for
his	two	sons,	and	showing	them	the	purse	and	cap,	he	said	to	them,	"Never	part
with	these	precious	possessions.	They	are	worth	more	than	all	the	gold	and	lands
I	leave	behind	me.	But	never	tell	their	secret,	even	to	your	wife	or	dearest	friend.
That	purse	has	served	me	well	for	forty	years,	and	no	one	knows	whence	I	got
my	 riches."	 Then	 he	 died	 and	was	 buried	 by	 his	wife	 Cassandra,	 and	 he	was
mourned	in	Famagusta	for	many	years.
	



THE	CURSE	OF	ECHO

Adapted	from	an	original	story	written	by	Elsie	Finnimore	Buckley	that	was
published	in	1921	in	Anna	Cogswell	Tyler’s	anthology	called	Twenty-four

Unusual	Stories	for	Boys	and	Girls.
	

	

IN	 THE	 FLOWERY	GROVES	 OF	 HELICON,	 Echo	 was	 once	 a	 fair	 nymph
who,	hand	in	hand	with	her	sisters,	sported	along	the	green	lawns	and	by	the	side
of	 the	 mountain-streams.	 Among	 them	 all	 her	 feet	 were	 the	 lightest	 and	 her
laugh	the	merriest,	and	in	the	telling	of	tales	not	one	of	them	could	touch	her.	So
if	ever	any	among	them	were	plotting	mischief	in	their	hearts,	they	would	say	to
her,	 "Echo,	 you	 weaver	 of	 words,	 go	 and	 sit	 beside	 Hera	 in	 her	 bower,	 and
beguile	her	with	a	tale	so	that	she	does	not	come	forth	and	find	us.	See	you	make
it	a	long	one,	Echo,	and	we	will	give	you	a	garland	to	twine	in	your	hair."
And	Echo	would	laugh	a	gay	laugh,	which	rang	through	the	grove.	"What	will
you	do	when	she	tires	of	my	tales?"	she	asked.
"When	that	time	comes	we	shall	see,"	said	they.
So	with	another	laugh	she	would	trip	away	and	cast	herself	on	the	grass	at	Hera's
feet.	When	Hera	looked	upon	Echo	her	stern	brow	would	relax,	and	she	would
smile	upon	her	and	stroke	her	hair.
"What	have	you	come	for	now,	you	sprite?"	she	would	ask.
"I	had	a	great	 longing	 to	 talk	with	you,	great	Hera,"	she	would	answer,	"and	I
have	a	tale	-	a	wondrous	new	tale	-	to	tell	you."
"Your	tales	are	as	many	as	the	risings	of	the	sun,	Echo,	and	each	one	of	them	as
long	as	an	old	man's	beard."
"The	day	 is	yet	young,	mother,"	 she	would	say,	"and	 the	 tales	 I	have	 told	you
before	are	as	mud	which	is	trampled	underfoot	by	the	side	of	the	one	I	shall	tell
you	now."
"Go	to,	then,"	said	Hera,	"and	if	it	pleases	me	I	will	listen	to	the	end."
So	Echo	would	sit	upon	the	grass	at	Hera's	feet,	and	with	her	eyes	fixed	upon	her
face	she	would	tell	her	 tale.	She	had	the	gift	of	words,	and,	moreover,	she	had
seen	 and	 heard	many	 strange	 things	which	 she	 alone	 could	 tell	 of.	 These	 she



would	weave	into	romances,	adding	to	them	as	best	pleased	her,	or	taking	from
them	at	will,	for	the	best	of	tale-tellers	are	those	who	can	lie,	but	who	mingle	in
with	 their	 lies	 some	 grains	 of	 truth	 which	 they	 have	 picked	 from	 their	 own
experience.	 And	 Hera	 would	 forget	 her	 watchfulness	 and	 her	 jealousies,	 and
listen	entranced,	while	 the	magic	of	Echo's	words	made	each	scene	live	before
her	eyes.	Meanwhile	the	nymphs	would	sport	to	their	hearts'	content	and	never
fear	her	anger.
But	 at	 last	 came	 the	 black	 day	 of	 reckoning	 when	 Hera	 found	 out	 the	 prank
which	Echo	had	played	upon	her	so	long,	and	the	fire	of	her	wrath	flashed	forth
like	lightning.
"The	 gift	whereby	 you	 have	 deceived	me	 shall	 be	 yours	 no	more,"	 she	 cried.
"Henceforward	you	shall	be	dumb	till	someone	else	has	spoken,	and	then,	even
if	you	want	to,	you	shall	not	hold	your	tongue,	but	must	needs	repeat	once	more
the	last	words	that	have	been	spoken."
"Alas!	alas!"	cried	the	nymphs	in	chorus.
"Alas!	alas!"	cried	Echo	after	them,	and	could	say	no	more,	though	she	longed	to
speak	and	beg	Hera	to	forgive	her.	So	did	it	come	to	pass	that	she	lost	her	voice,
and	could	only	say	that	which	others	put	in	her	mouth,	whether	she	wished	it	or
not.
Now,	 it	 chanced	 one	 day	 that	 the	 young	 Narcissus	 strayed	 away	 from	 his
companions	 in	 the	 hunt,	 and	 when	 he	 tried	 to	 find	 them	 he	 only	 wandered
further,	and	lost	his	way	upon	the	lonely	heights	of	Helicon.	He	was	now	in	the
bloom	of	his	youth,	nearing	manhood,	and	fair	as	a	flower	in	spring,	and	all	who
saw	him	 straightway	 loved	 him	 and	 longed	 for	 him.	But,	 though	 his	 face	was
smooth	and	soft	as	maiden's,	his	heart	was	hard	as	steel,	and	while	many	loved
him	and	sighed	for	him,	they	could	kindle	no	answering	flame	in	his	breast,	but
he	would	 spurn	 them,	 and	 treat	 them	with	 scorn,	 and	 go	 on	 his	way,	 nothing
caring.	When	he	was	born,	 the	blind	 seer	Teiresias	had	prophesied	concerning
him,	"So	long	as	he	sees	not	himself	he	shall	live	and	be	happy."
And	his	words	came	 true,	 for	Narcissus	cared	for	neither	man	nor	woman,	but
only	for	his	own	pleasure,	and	because	he	was	so	fair	that	all	who	saw	him	loved
him	 for	 his	 beauty,	 he	 found	 it	 easy	 to	 get	 from	 them	what	 he	would.	But	 he
himself	knew	naught	of	love,	and	therefore	but	little	of	grief,	for	love	at	the	best
brings	joy	and	sorrow	hand	in	hand,	and	if	unreturned,	it	brings	naught	but	pain.
Now,	when	the	nymphs	saw	Narcissus	wandering	alone	through	the	woods,	they,
too,	 loved	 him	 for	 his	 beauty,	 and	 they	 followed	 him	wherever	 he	 went.	 But
because	he	was	a	mortal	they	were	shy	of	him,	and	would	not	show	themselves,
but	hid	behind	the	trees	and	rocks	so	that	he	should	not	see	them,	and	amongst
the	 others	 Echo	 followed	 him,	 too.	 At	 last,	 when	 he	 found	 he	 had	 really
wandered	astray,	he	began	to	shout	for	one	of	his	companions.



"Ho,	there!	where	are	you?"	he	cried.
"Where	are	you?"	answered	Echo.
When	 he	 heard	 the	 voice,	 he	 stopped	 and	 listened,	 but	 he	 could	 hear	 nothing
more.	Then	he	called	again.
"I	am	here	in	the	wood	-	Narcissus."
"In	the	wood	-	Narcissus,"	said	she.
"Come	here,"	he	cried.
"Come	here,"	she	answered.
Wondering	 at	 the	 strange	 voice	which	 answered	 him,	 he	 looked	 all	 about,	 but
could	see	no	one.
"Are	you	close	at	hand?"	he	asked.
"Close	at	hand,"	answered	Echo.
Wondering	 the	more	at	 seeing	no	one,	he	went	 forward	 in	 the	direction	of	 the
voice.	Echo,	when	 she	 found	he	was	 coming	 towards	her,	 fled	 further,	 so	 that
when	next	he	called,	her	voice	sounded	far	away.	But	wherever	she	was,	he	still
followed	after	her,	and	she	saw	 that	he	would	not	 let	her	escape,	 for	wherever
she	hid,	 if	he	called,	she	had	to	answer,	and	so	show	him	her	hiding-place.	By
now	they	had	come	to	an	open	space	in	the	trees,	where	the	green	lawn	sloped
down	to	a	clear	pool	in	the	hollow.	Here	by	the	margin	of	the	water	she	stood,
with	her	back	to	the	tall,	nodding	bulrushes,	and	as	Narcissus	came	out	from	the
trees	 she	 wrung	 her	 hands,	 and	 the	 salt	 tears	 dropped	 from	 her	 eyes,	 for	 she
loved	him,	and	longed	to	speak	to	him,	and	yet	she	could	not	say	a	word.	When
he	saw	her	he	stopped.
"Are	you	she	who	calls	me?"	he	asked.
"Who	calls	me?"	she	answered.
"I	have	told	you,	Narcissus,"	he	said.
"Narcissus,"	she	cried,	and	held	out	her	arms	to	him.
"Who	are	you?"	he	asked.
"Who	are	you?"	said	she.
"Have	I	not	told	you,"	he	said	impatiently,	"Narcissus?"
"Narcissus,"	she	said	again,	and	still	held	out	her	hands	beseechingly.
"Tell	me,"	he	cried,	"who	are	you	and	why	do	you	call	me?"
"Why	do	you	call	me?"	said	she.
At	this	he	grew	angry.



"Maiden,	whoever	you	are,	you	have	led	me	a	pretty	dance	through	the	woods,
and	now	you	do	nothing	but	mock	me."
"You	do	nothing	but	mock	me,"	said	she.
At	this	he	grew	yet	more	angry,	and	began	to	abuse	her,	but	every	word	of	abuse
that	he	spoke	she	hurled	back	at	him	again.	At	last,	tired	out	with	his	wanderings
and	with	anger,	he	threw	himself	on	the	grass	by	the	pool,	and	would	not	look	at
her	nor	speak	to	her	again.	For	a	time	she	stood	beside	him	weeping,	and	longing
to	speak	to	him	and	explain,	but	never	a	word	could	she	utter.	So	at	last	in	her
misery	 she	 left	 him,	 and	went	 and	hid	 herself	 behind	 a	 rock	 close	 by.	After	 a
while,	when	 his	 anger	 had	 cooled	 down	 somewhat,	Narcissus	 remembered	 he
was	very	thirsty,	and	noticing	for	the	first	time	the	clear	pool	beside	him,	he	bent
over	the	edge	of	the	bank	to	drink.	As	he	held	out	his	hand	to	take	the	water,	he
saw	looking	up	towards	him	a	face	which	was	the	fairest	face	he	had	ever	looked
on,	and	his	heart,	which	never	yet	had	known	what	love	was,	at	last	was	set	on
fire	by	the	face	in	the	pool.	With	a	sigh	he	held	out	both	his	arms	toward	it,	and
the	figure	also	held	out	two	arms	to	him,	and	Echo	from	the	rock	answered	back
his	sigh.	When	he	saw	the	figure	stretching	out	towards	him	and	heard	the	sigh,
he	thought	that	his	love	was	returned,	and	he	bent	down	closer	to	the	water	and
whispered,	"I	love	you."
"I	love	you,"	answered	Echo	from	the	rock.
At	these	words	he	bent	down	further,	and	tried	to	clasp	the	figure	in	his	arms,	but
as	he	did	so,	it	vanished	away.	The	surface	of	the	pool	was	covered	with	ripples,
and	he	 found	he	was	clasping	empty	water	 to	his	breast.	So	he	drew	back	and
waited	awhile,	 thinking	he	had	been	over-hasty.	 In	 time,	 the	ripples	died	away
and	the	face	appeared	again	as	clear	as	before,	looking	up	at	him	longingly	from
the	water.	Once	again	he	bent	towards	it,	and	tried	to	clasp	it,	and	once	again	it
fled	 from	 his	 embrace.	 Time	 after	 time	 he	 tried,	 and	 always	 the	 same	 thing
happened,	and	at	last	he	gave	up	in	despair,	and	sat	looking	down	into	the	water,
with	the	teardrops	falling	from	his	eyes,	and	the	figure	in	the	pool	wept,	too,	and
looked	up	at	him	with	a	look	of	longing	and	despair.	The	longer	he	looked,	the
more	fiercely	did	the	flame	of	love	burn	in	his	breast,	till	at	length	he	could	bear
it	no	more,	but	determined	to	reach	the	desire	of	his	heart	or	die.	So	for	the	last
time	he	leaned	forward,	and	when	he	found	that	once	again	he	was	clasping	the
empty	water,	he	threw	himself	from	the	bank	into	the	pool,	thinking	that	in	the
depths,	 at	 any	 rate,	 he	 would	 find	 his	 love.	 But	 he	 found	 nothing	 but	 death
among	the	weeds	and	stones	of	the	pool,	and	knew	not	that	it	was	his	own	face
he	loved	reflected	in	the	water	below	him.	Thus	were	the	words	of	the	prophet
fulfilled,	"So	long	as	he	sees	not	himself	he	shall	live	and	be	happy."
Echo,	peeping	out	from	the	rock,	saw	all	that	had	happened,	and	when	Narcissus
cast	himself	into	the	pool	she	rushed	forward,	all	too	late,	to	stop	him.	When	she



found	she	could	not	save	him,	she	cast	herself	on	the	grass	by	the	pool	and	wept
and	wept,	 till	her	 flesh	and	her	bones	wasted	away	with	weeping,	and	nothing
but	her	voice	remained	and	the	curse	that	was	on	her.	So	to	this	day	she	lives,	a
formless	voice	haunting	rocks	and	caves	and	vaulted	halls.	No	man	has	seen	her
since	the	day	Narcissus	saw	her	wringing	her	hands	for	 love	of	him	beside	the
nodding	bulrushes,	and	no	man	ever	shall	see	her	again.	But	we	have	all	heard
her	 voice	 repeating	 our	words	when	we	 thought	 that	 no	 one	was	 nearby,	 and
though	now	she	will	say	whatever	we	bid	her,	if	once	the	curse	were	removed,
the	cry	of	her	soul	would	be,	"Narcissus,	Narcissus,	my	love,	come	back	-	come
back	to	me!"
By	the	side	of	the	clear	brown	pool,	on	the	grass	that	Echo	had	watered	with	her
tears,	there	sprang	up	a	sweet-scented	flower,	with	a	pure	white	face	and	a	crown
of	gold.	And	to	this	day	in	many	a	land	men	call	that	flower	"Narcissus,"	after
the	lad	who,	for	love	of	his	own	fair	face,	was	drowned	in	the	waters	of	Helicon.
	



HOW	ALEXANDER	THE	KING	GOT	THE	WATER	OF
LIFE

Adapted	from	an	original	story	written	by	Elsie	Finnimore	Buckley	that	was
published	in	1921	in	Anna	Cogswell	Tyler’s	anthology	called	Twenty-four

Unusual	Stories	for	Boys	and	Girls.
	

	

WHEN	ALEXANDER	THE	KING	HAD	CONQUERED	all	 the	Kingdoms	of
the	world,	and	when	all	the	universe	trembled	at	his	glance,	he	called	before	him
the	most	 celebrated	magicians	 of	 those	 days	 and	 said	 to	 them,	 “You	who	 are
wise,	and	who	know	all	that	is	written	in	the	Book	of	Fate,	tell	me	what	I	must
do	to	live	for	many	years	and	to	enjoy	this	world	which	I	have	made	mine?”
"Oh	King!”	said	the	magicians,	“great	is	your	power!	But	what	is	written	in	the
Book	of	Fate	is	written,	and	no	one	in	Heaven	or	on	Earth	can	efface	it.	There	is
one	thing	only,	 that	can	make	you	enjoy	your	kingdom	and	your	glory	beyond
the	lives	of	men,	that	can	make	you	endure	as	long	as	the	hills,	but	it	is	very	hard
to	accomplish.”
"I	did	not	ask	you,”	said	the	great	King	Alexander,	“whether	it	be	hard,	I	asked
only	what	it	was.”
"Oh	King,	we	are	at	your	feet	to	command!	Know	then	that	he	alone	who	drinks
of	the	Water	of	Life	need	not	fear	death.	But	he	who	seeks	this	water,	must	pass
through	two	mountains	which	open	and	close	constantly,	and	scarce	a	bird	on	the
wing	can	fly	between	 them	and	not	be	crushed	 to	death.	The	bones	 lie	 in	high
piles,	of	the	king's	sons	who	have	lost	their	lives	in	this	terrible	trap.	But	if	you
should	 pass	 safely	 through	 the	 closing	 mountains,	 even	 then	 you	 will	 find
beyond	 them	a	sleepless	dragon	who	guards	 the	Water	of	Life.	Him	also	must
you	slay	before	you	can	take	the	priceless	treasure.'
Then	Alexander	the	King	smiled,	and	ordered	his	slaves	to	bring	forth	his	horse
Bucephalus,	who	had	no	wings	yet	 flew	 like	 a	bird.	The	king	mounted	on	his
back	 and	 the	 good	 horse	 neighed	 for	 joy.	With	 one	 triumphant	 bound	 he	was
through	the	closing	mountains	so	swiftly	that	only	three	hairs	of	his	flowing	tail
were	caught	 in	between	 the	giant	 rocks	when	 they	closed.	Then	Alexander	 the
King	 slew	 the	 sleepless	 dragon,	 filled	 his	 vial	 with	 the	 Water	 of	 Life,	 and



returned.
But	when	he	reached	his	palace,	so	weary	was	he	that	he	fell	into	a	deep	sleep
and	 left	 the	Water	 of	 Life	 unguarded.	 And	 it	 so	 happened	 that	 his	 sister,	 not
knowing	the	value	of	the	water,	threw	it	away.	And	some	of	the	water	fell	on	a
wild	onion	plant,	and	that	is	why,	to	this	day,	wild	onion	plants	never	fade.	Now
when	Alexander	awoke,	he	stretched	out	his	hand	to	seize	and	drink	the	Water	of
Life	 and	 found	 nothing,	 and	 in	 his	 rage	 he	would	 have	 killed	 the	 slaves	who
guarded	his	 sleep,	but	his	 sister	being	of	 royal	blood,	could	not	hide	 the	 truth,
and	she	told	him	what	had	happened,	not	knowing	that	she	had	thrown	the	Water
of	Life	away.
Then	the	king	waxed	terrible	in	his	wrath,	and	he	cast	a	curse	upon	his	sister,	and
prayed	 that	 from	the	waist	downward	she	might	be	 turned	 into	a	 fish,	and	 live
always	 in	 the	 open	 sea	 far	 from	all	 land	 and	habitation	of	man.	And	 the	 gods
granted	his	prayer,	so	it	happens	that	to	this	day	those	who	sail	over	the	open	sea
in	ships	often	see	Alexander's	sister,	half	a	woman	and	half	a	fish,	tossing	in	the
waves.	 Strange	 to	 say,	 she	 does	 not	 hate	 Alexander,	 and	 when	 a	 ship	 passes
close	to	her	she	cries	out,	“Does	Alexander	live?”
And	should	the	captain,	not	knowing	who	it	is	that	speaks,	answer,	“He	is	dead,”
then	the	maid	in	her	great	grief	tosses	her	white	arms	and	her	long	golden	hair
wildly	 about,	 and	 troubles	 the	 water,	 and	 sinks	 the	 ship.	 But	 if,	 when	 the
question	 comes	 up	 with	 the	 voice	 of	 the	 wind,	 “Does	 Alexander	 live?”	 the
captain	 answers	 at	 once,	 “He	 lives	 and	 reigns,”	 then	 the	maid's	 heart	 is	 joyful
and	she	sings	sweet	songs	till	the	ship	is	out	of	sight.
And	this	is	how	sailors	learn	new	love	songs,	and	sing	them	when	they	return	to
land.
	



HOW	THE	DRAGON	WAS	TRICKED

Adapted	from	an	original	by	Johann	Georg	Von	Hahn	in	Griechtsche	und
Albanesische	Märchen,	1894.	This	version	taken	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Pink

Fairy	Book,	published	in	1897.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	man	who	had	two	sons	but	 they	did
not	 get	 on	 at	 all	well	 together,	 for	 the	 younger	was	much	handsomer	 than	 his
elder	 brother	 who	 was	 very	 jealous	 of	 him.	 When	 they	 grew	 older,	 things
became	worse	 and	worse,	 and	 at	 last	 one	day	 as	 they	were	walking	 through	 a
wood	the	elder	youth	seized	hold	of	the	other,	tied	him	to	a	tree,	and	went	on	his
way	hoping	that	the	boy	might	starve	to	death.
However,	it	happened	that	an	old	and	humpbacked	shepherd	passed	the	tree	with
his	flock,	and	seeing	the	prisoner,	he	stopped	and	said	to	him,	"Tell	me,	my	son
why	are	you	tied	to	that	tree?"
"Because	 I	was	 so	 crooked,"	 answered	 the	young	man,	 "but	 it	 has	quite	 cured
me,	and	now	my	back	is	as	straight	as	can	be."
"I	wish	you	would	bind	me	to	a	tree,"	exclaimed	the	shepherd,	"so	that	my	back
would	get	straight."
"With	all	the	pleasure	in	life,"	replied	the	youth.	"If	you	will	loosen	these	cords	I
will	tie	you	up	with	them	as	firmly	as	I	can."
This	was	soon	done,	and	then	the	young	man	drove	off	the	sheep,	leaving	their
real	shepherd	to	repent	of	his	folly.	Before	the	young	man	had	gone	very	far	he
met	with	a	horse	boy	and	a	driver	of	oxen,	and	he	persuaded	them	to	turn	with
him	and	to	seek	for	adventures.
By	 these	 and	 many	 other	 tricks	 he	 soon	 became	 so	 celebrated	 that	 his	 fame
reached	the	king’s	ears,	and	his	majesty	was	filled	with	curiosity	to	see	the	man
who	had	managed	to	outwit	everybody.	So	he	commanded	his	guards	to	capture
the	young	man	and	bring	him	before	him.
And	when	the	young	man	stood	before	the	king,	the	king	spoke	to	him	and	said,
"By	your	tricks	and	the	pranks	that	you	have	played	on	other	people,	you	have,
in	the	eye	of	the	law,	forfeited	your	life.	But	on	one	condition	I	will	spare	you,
and	that	is,	if	you	will	bring	me	the	flying	horse	that	belongs	to	the	great	dragon.



Fail	in	this,	and	you	shall	be	hewn	in	a	thousand	pieces."
"If	that	is	all,"	said	the	youth,	"you	shall	soon	have	it."
So	he	went	out	and	made	his	way	straight	 to	 the	stable	where	 the	flying	horse
was	tethered.	He	stretched	his	hand	cautiously	out	to	seize	the	bridle,	when	the
horse	suddenly	began	to	neigh	as	loud	as	he	could.	Now	the	room	in	which	the
dragon	slept	was	just	above	the	stable,	and	at	the	sound	of	the	neighing	he	woke
and	 cried	 to	 the	 horse,	 "What	 is	 the	matter,	 my	 treasure?	 is	 anything	 hurting
you?"
After	waiting	a	 little	while	 the	young	man	 tried	again	 to	untie	 the	horse,	but	a
second	time	it	neighed	so	loudly	that	the	dragon	woke	up	in	a	hurry	and	called
out	to	know	why	the	horse	was	making	such	a	noise.
But	when	the	same	thing	happened	the	third	time,	the	dragon	lost	his	temper,	and
went	down	into	 the	stable	and	 took	a	whip	and	gave	 the	horse	a	good	beating.
This	offended	the	horse	and	made	him	angry,	and	when	the	young	man	stretched
out	his	hand	to	untie	his	head,	he	made	no	further	fuss,	but	suffered	himself	to	be
led	quietly	away.	Once	clear	of	the	stable	the	young	man	sprang	on	his	back	and
galloped	off,	calling	over	his	shoulder,	"Hi!	Dragon!	Dragon!	If	anyone	asks	you
what	has	become	of	your	horse,	you	can	say	that	I	have	got	him!"
But	the	king	said,	"The	flying	horse	is	all	very	well,	but	I	want	something	more.
You	must	bring	me	the	covering	with	the	little	bells	 that	 lies	on	the	bed	of	 the
dragon,	or	I	will	have	you	hewn	into	a	thousand	pieces."
"Is	that	all?"	answered	the	youth.	"That	is	easily	done."
And	when	night	came	he	went	away	to	the	dragon’s	house	and	climbed	up	on	to
the	roof.	Then	he	opened	a	little	window	in	the	roof	and	let	down	the	chain	from
which	the	kettle	usually	hung,	and	tried	to	hook	the	bed	covering	and	to	draw	it
up.	But	 the	 little	 bells	 all	 began	 to	 ring,	 and	 the	 dragon	woke	 and	 said	 to	 his
wife,	 "Wife,	 you	 have	 pulled	 off	 all	 the	 bed-clothes!"	 and	 drew	 the	 covering
towards	 him,	 pulling,	 as	 he	 did	 so,	 the	 young	 man	 into	 the	 room.	 Then	 the
dragon	flung	himself	on	the	youth	and	bound	him	fast	with	cords	saying	to	his
wife	as	he	tied	the	last	knot,	"To-morrow	when	I	go	to	church	you	must	stay	at
home	and	kill	him	and	cook	him,	and	when	I	get	back	we	will	eat	him	together."
So	the	following	morning	the	dragoness	took	hold	of	the	young	man	and	reached
down	from	the	shelf	a	sharp	knife	with	which	to	kill	him.	But	as	she	untied	the
cords	the	better	to	get	hold	of	him,	the	prisoner	caught	her	by	the	legs,	threw	her
to	the	ground,	seized	her	and	speedily	cut	her	throat,	just	as	she	had	been	about
to	do	for	him,	and	put	her	body	in	the	oven.	Then	he	snatched	up	the	covering
and	carried	it	to	the	king.
The	 king	 was	 seated	 on	 his	 throne	 when	 the	 youth	 appeared	 before	 him	 and
spread	out	the	covering	with	a	deep	bow.	"That	is	not	enough,"	said	his	majesty,



"you	must	bring	me	the	dragon	himself,	or	I	will	have	you	hewn	into	a	thousand
pieces."
"It	 shall	 be	 done,"	 answered	 the	 youth,	 "but	 you	 must	 give	 me	 two	 years	 to
manage	it,	for	my	beard	must	grow	so	that	he	may	not	know	me."
"So	be	it,"	said	the	king.
And	the	first	thing	the	young	man	did	when	his	beard	was	grown	was	to	take	the
road	to	the	dragon’s	house	and	on	the	way	he	met	a	beggar,	whom	he	persuaded
to	change	clothes	with	him,	and	in	the	beggar’s	garments	he	went	fearlessly	forth
to	the	dragon.
He	found	his	enemy	before	his	house,	very	busy	making	a	box,	and	addressed
him	politely,	"Good	morning,	your	worship.	Have	you	a	morsel	of	bread?"
"You	must	wait,"	replied	the	dragon,	"till	I	have	finished	my	box,	and	then	I	will
see	if	I	can	find	one."
"What	will	you	do	with	the	box	when	it	is	made?"	inquired	the	beggar.
"It	is	for	the	young	man	who	killed	my	wife,	and	stole	my	flying	horse	and	my
bed	covering,"	said	the	dragon.
"He	deserves	nothing	better,"	answered	the	beggar,	"for	it	was	an	ill	deed.	Still
that	box	is	too	small	for	him,	for	he	is	a	big	man."
"You	are	wrong,"	said	the	dragon.	"The	box	is	large	enough	even	for	me."
"Well,	the	rogue	is	nearly	as	tall	as	you,"	replied	the	beggar,	"and,	of	course,	if
you	can	get	in,	he	can.	But	I	am	sure	you	would	find	it	a	tight	fit."
"No,	there	is	plenty	of	room,"	said	the	dragon,	tucking	himself	carefully	inside.
But	no	sooner	was	he	well	in,	than	the	young	man	clapped	on	the	lid	and	called
out,	"Now	press	hard,	just	to	see	if	he	will	be	able	to	get	out."
The	dragon	pressed	as	hard	as	he	could,	but	the	lid	never	moved.
"It	is	all	right,"	he	cried,	"now	you	can	open	it."
But	 instead	of	opening	it,	 the	young	man	drove	in	long	nails	 to	make	it	 tighter
still,	then	he	took	the	box	on	his	back	and	brought	it	to	the	king.	And	when	the
king	heard	that	the	dragon	was	inside,	he	was	so	excited	that	he	would	not	wait
one	moment,	but	broke	the	lock	and	lifted	the	lid	just	a	little	way	to	make	sure	he
was	really	there.	He	was	very	careful	not	to	leave	enough	space	for	the	dragon	to
jump	out,	but	unluckily	 there	was	 just	 room	for	his	great	mouth,	and	with	one
snap	the	king	vanished	down	his	wide	red	jaws.	Then	the	young	man	married	the
king’s	daughter	and	ruled	over	the	land,	but	what	he	did	with	the	dragon	nobody
knows.
	



THE	GOLDEN	CRAB

Adapted	from	an	original	by	Bernhardt	Schmidt	in	Griechische	Märchen,	Sagen
and	Volkslieder,	1877.	This	version	taken	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Yellow	Fairy

Book,	published	in	1894.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	 a	 fisherman	who	 had	 a	wife	 and	 three
children.	Every	morning	he	used	to	go	out	fishing,	and	whatever	fish	he	caught
he	sold	to	the	King.	One	day,	among	the	other	fishes,	he	caught	a	golden	crab.
When	he	came	home	he	put	all	the	fishes	together	into	a	great	dish,	but	he	kept
the	Crab	separate	because	it	shone	so	beautifully,	and	placed	it	upon	a	high	shelf
in	the	cupboard.	Now	while	the	old	woman,	his	wife,	was	cleaning	the	fish,	and
had	tucked	up	her	gown	so	that	her	feet	were	visible,	she	suddenly	heard	a	voice,
which	said,	"Let	down,	let	down	your	petticoat	that	lets	your	feet	be	seen."	She
turned	round	in	surprise,	and	then	she	saw	the	little	creature,	the	Golden	Crab.
"What!	You	can	speak,	can	you,	you	ridiculous	crab?"	she	said,	for	she	was	not
quite	pleased	at	the	Crab's	remarks.	Then	she	took	him	up	and	placed	him	on	a
dish.
When	her	husband	came	home	and	they	sat	down	to	dinner,	they	presently	heard
the	 Crab's	 little	 voice	 saying,	 "Give	me	 some	 too."	 They	were	 all	 very	much
surprised,	but	they	gave	him	something	to	eat.	When	the	old	man	came	to	take
away	the	plate	which	had	contained	the	Crab's	dinner,	he	found	it	 full	of	gold,
and	 as	 the	 same	 thing	 happened	 every	 day	 he	 soon	 became	 very	 fond	 of	 the
Crab.
One	day	 the	Crab	said	 to	 the	 fisherman's	wife,	 "Go	 to	 the	King	and	 tell	him	I
wish	to	marry	his	younger	daughter."
The	 old	 woman	 went	 accordingly,	 and	 laid	 the	 matter	 before	 the	 King,	 who
laughed	a	little	at	the	notion	of	his	daughter	marrying	a	crab,	but	did	not	decline
the	proposal	 altogether,	because	he	was	a	prudent	monarch,	 and	knew	 that	 the
Crab	was	likely	to	be	a	prince	in	disguise.	He	said,	therefore,	to	the	fisherman's
wife,	 "Go,	 old	 woman,	 and	 tell	 the	 Crab	 I	 will	 give	 him	 my	 daughter	 if	 by
tomorrow	morning	he	can	build	a	wall	 in	 front	of	my	castle	much	higher	 than
my	tower,	upon	which	all	the	flowers	of	the	world	must	grow	and	bloom."



The	fisherman's	wife	went	home	and	gave	this	message.
Then	the	Crab	gave	her	a	golden	rod,	and	said,	"Go	and	strike	with	this	rod	three
times	upon	the	ground	on	the	place	which	the	King	showed	you,	and	tomorrow
morning	the	wall	will	be	there."
The	old	woman	did	so	and	went	away	again.
The	next	morning,	when	the	King	awoke,	what	do	you	think	he	saw?	The	wall
stood	there	before	his	eyes,	exactly	as	he	had	bespoken	it!
Then	 the	old	woman	went	 back	 to	 the	King	 and	 said	 to	 him,	 "Your	Majesty's
orders	have	been	fulfilled."
"That	is	all	very	well,"	said	the	King,	"but	I	cannot	give	away	my	daughter	until
there	stands	in	front	of	my	palace	a	garden	in	which	there	are	three	fountains,	of
which	the	first	must	pour	gold,	the	second	diamonds,	and	the	third	brilliants."
So	the	old	woman	had	to	strike	again	three	times	upon	the	ground	with	the	rod,
and	the	next	morning	the	garden	was	there.	The	King	now	gave	his	consent,	and
the	wedding	was	fixed	for	the	very	next	day.
Then	the	Crab	said	to	the	old	fisherman,	"Now	take	this	rod.	Go	and	knock	with
it	on	a	certain	mountain.	Then	a	huge	man	will	come	out	and	ask	you	what	you
wish	for.	Answer	him	thus,	""Your	master,	the	King,	has	sent	me	to	tell	you	that
you	must	send	him	his	golden	garment	that	is	like	the	sun.""	Make	him	give	you,
besides,	the	queenly	robes	of	gold	and	precious	stones	which	are	like	the	flowery
meadows,	and	bring	them	both	to	me.	And	bring	me	also	the	golden	cushion."
The	old	man	went	and	did	his	errand.	When	he	had	brought	the	precious	robes,
the	Crab	put	on	the	golden	garment	and	then	crept	upon	the	golden	cushion,	and
in	this	way	the	fisherman	carried	him	to	the	castle,	where	the	Crab	presented	the
other	garment	to	his	bride.	Now	the	ceremony	took	place,	and	when	the	married
pair	were	alone	 together	 the	Crab	made	himself	known	 to	his	young	wife,	and
told	her	how	he	was	the	son	of	the	greatest	king	in	the	world,	and	how	he	was
enchanted,	so	that	he	became	a	crab	by	day	and	was	a	man	only	at	night,	and	he
could	also	change	himself	into	an	eagle	as	often	as	he	wished.	No	sooner	had	he
said	this	than	he	shook	himself,	and	immediately	became	a	handsome	youth,	but
the	next	morning	he	was	forced	to	creep	back	again	into	his	crab-shell.
And	 the	 same	 thing	 happened	 every	 day.	 But	 the	 Princess's	 affection	 for	 the
Crab,	and	the	polite	attention	with	which	she	behaved	to	him,	surprised	the	royal
family	very	much.	They	suspected	some	secret,	but	though	they	spied	and	spied,
they	could	not	discover	it.	Thus	a	year	passed	away,	and	the	Princess	had	a	son,
whom	she	called	Benjamin.	But	her	mother	still	 thought	the	whole	matter	very
strange.	At	 last	 she	said	 to	 the	King	 that	he	ought	 to	ask	his	daughter	whether
she	would	not	 like	to	have	another	husband	instead	of	 the	Crab?	But	when	the
daughter	was	questioned	she	only	answered,	"I	am	married	to	the	Crab,	and	him



only	will	I	have."
Then	 the	King	 said	 to	her,	 "I	will	 appoint	 a	 tournament	 in	your	honour,	 and	 I
will	invite	all	the	princes	in	the	world	to	it,	and	if	any	one	of	them	pleases	you,
you	shall	marry	him."
In	the	evening	the	Princess	told	this	to	the	Crab,	who	said	to	her,	"Take	this	rod,
go	to	the	garden	gate	and	knock	with	it,	then	my	man	will	come	out	and	say	to
you,	""Why	have	you	called	me,	and	what	do	you	require	of	me?""	Answer	him
thus,	"Your	master	the	King	has	sent	me	here	to	tell	you	to	send	him	his	golden
armour	and	his	steed	and	the	silver	apple.""	And	bring	them	to	me."
The	Princess	did	so,	and	brought	him	what	he	desired.
The	following	evening	the	Prince	dressed	himself	for	the	tournament.	Before	he
went	he	said	to	his	wife,	"Now	mind	you	do	not	say	when	you	see	me	that	I	am
the	Crab.	For	 if	you	do	 this	evil	will	come	of	 it.	Place	yourself	at	 the	window
with	your	sisters,	I	will	ride	by	and	throw	you	the	silver	apple.	Take	it	 in	your
hand,	but	 if	 they	ask	you	who	I	am,	say	 that	you	do	not	know."	So	saying,	he
kissed	her,	repeated	his	warning	once	more,	and	went	away.
The	 Princess	 went	 with	 her	 sisters	 to	 the	 window	 and	 looked	 on	 at	 the
tournament.	Presently	her	husband	 rode	by	and	 threw	 the	apple	up	 to	her.	She
caught	it	in	her	hand	and	went	with	it	to	her	room,	and	by-and-by	her	husband
came	back	 to	her.	But	her	 father	was	much	surprised	 that	 she	did	not	 seem	 to
care	about	any	of	the	Princes.	He	therefore	appointed	a	second	tournament.
The	Crab	 then	 gave	 his	wife	 the	 same	 directions	 as	 before,	 only	 this	 time	 the
apple	which	she	received	from	the	man	was	of	gold.	But	before	the	Prince	went
to	the	tournament	he	said	to	his	wife,	"Now	I	know	you	will	betray	me	today."
But	she	swore	to	him	that	she	would	not	tell	who	he	was.	He	then	repeated	his
warning	and	went	away.
In	the	evening,	while	the	Princess,	with	her	mother	and	sisters,	was	standing	at
the	window,	 the	Prince	 suddenly	 galloped	past	 on	his	 steed	 and	 threw	her	 the
golden	apple.
Then	her	mother	flew	into	a	passion,	gave	her	a	box	on	the	ear,	and	cried	out,
"Does	not	even	that	prince	please	you,	you	fool?"
The	Princess	in	her	fright	exclaimed,	"That	is	the	Crab	himself!"
Her	mother	was	still	more	angry	because	she	had	not	been	told	sooner,	ran	into
her	daughter's	room	where	the	crab-shell	was	still	lying,	took	it	up	and	threw	it
into	 the	 fire.	 Then	 the	 poor	 Princess	 cried	 bitterly,	 but	 it	 was	 of	 no	 use.	 Her
husband	did	not	come	back.
Now	we	must	leave	the	Princess	and	turn	to	the	other	persons	in	the	story.	One
day	an	old	man	went	to	a	stream	to	dip	in	a	crust	of	bread	which	he	was	going	to



eat,	when	a	dog	came	out	of	the	water,	snatched	the	bread	from	his	hand,	and	ran
away.	The	old	man	ran	after	him,	but	the	dog	reached	a	door,	pushed	it	open,	and
ran	 in,	 the	 old	 man	 following	 him.	 He	 did	 not	 overtake	 the	 dog,	 but	 found
himself	above	a	staircase,	which	he	descended.	Then	he	saw	before	him	a	stately
palace,	and,	entering,	he	found	in	a	large	hall	a	table	set	for	twelve	persons.	He
hid	 himself	 in	 the	 hall	 behind	 a	 great	 picture,	 that	 he	 might	 see	 what	 would
happen.	At	noon	he	heard	a	great	noise,	so	that	he	trembled	with	fear.	When	he
took	courage	to	look	out	from	behind	the	picture,	he	saw	twelve	eagles	flying	in.
At	 this	 sight	 his	 fear	 became	 still	 greater.	 The	 eagles	 flew	 to	 the	 basin	 of	 a
fountain	 that	 was	 there	 and	 bathed	 themselves,	 when	 suddenly	 they	 were
changed	into	twelve	handsome	youths.	Now	they	seated	themselves	at	the	table,
and	one	 of	 them	 took	up	 a	 goblet	 filled	with	wine,	 and	 said,	 "A	health	 to	my
father!"	 And	 another	 said,	 "A	 health	 to	my	mother!"	 and	 so	 the	 healths	 went
round.	Then	one	of	them	sang:
	

"A	health	to	my	dearest	lady,
Long	may	she	live	and	well!
But	a	curse	on	the	cruel	mother
That	burnt	my	golden	shell!"
	

And	so	saying	he	wept	bitterly.	Then	the	youths	rose	from	the	table,	went	back
to	the	great	stone	fountain,	turned	themselves	into	eagles	again,	and	flew	away.
Then	the	old	man	went	away	too,	returned	to	the	light	of	day,	and	went	home.
Soon	after	he	heard	that	the	Princess	was	ill,	and	that	the	only	thing	that	did	her
good	 was	 having	 stories	 told	 to	 her.	 He	 therefore	 went	 to	 the	 royal	 castle,
obtained	 an	 audience	 of	 the	Princess,	 and	 told	 her	 about	 the	 strange	 things	 he
had	seen	in	the	underground	palace.	No	sooner	had	he	finished	than	the	Princess
asked	him	whether	he	could	find	the	way	to	that	palace.
"Yes,"	he	answered,	"certainly."
And	now	she	desired	him	 to	guide	her	 there	at	once.	The	old	man	did	so,	and
when	they	came	to	the	palace	he	hid	her	behind	the	great	picture	and	advised	her
to	keep	quite	still,	and	he	placed	himself	behind	 the	picture	also.	Presently	 the
eagles	came	flying	in,	and	changed	themselves	into	young	men,	and	in	a	moment
the	Princess	recognised	her	husband	amongst	them	all,	and	tried	to	come	out	of
her	hiding-place,	but	the	old	man	held	her	back.	The	youths	seated	themselves	at
the	table,	and	now	the	Prince	sang	again,	while	he	took	up	the	cup	of	wine:
	

"A	health	to	my	dearest	lady,



Long	may	she	live	and	well!
But	a	curse	on	the	cruel	mother
That	burnt	my	golden	shell!"
	

Then	the	Princess	could	restrain	herself	no	longer,	but	ran	forward	and	threw	her
arms	round	her	husband.	And	immediately	he	knew	her	again,	and	said,	"Do	you
remember	how	I	told	you	that	day	that	you	would	betray	me?	Now	you	see	that	I
spoke	 the	 truth.	 But	 all	 that	 bad	 time	 is	 past.	 Now	 listen	 to	 me.	 I	 must	 still
remain	enchanted	for	three	months.	Will	you	stay	here	with	me	till	 that	time	is
over?"
So	the	Princess	stayed	with	him,	and	said	to	the	old	man,	"Go	back	to	the	castle
and	tell	my	parents	that	I	am	staying	here."
Her	parents	were	very	much	vexed	when	the	old	man	came	back	and	told	them
this,	but	as	soon	as	the	three	months	of	the	Prince's	enchantment	were	over,	he
ceased	 to	 be	 an	 eagle	 and	 became	 once	more	 a	man,	 and	 they	 returned	 home
together.	And	 then	 they	 lived	 happily,	 and	we	who	 hear	 the	 story	 are	 happier
still.
	



THE	SEVEN	HEADED	SERPENT

Adapted	from	an	original	by	Bernhardt	Schmidt	in	Griechische	Märchen,	Sagen
and	Volkslieder,	1877.	This	version	taken	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Yellow	Fairy

Book,	published	in	1894.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	 TIME	 THERE	WAS	 a	 king	who	 determined	 to	 take	 a	 long
voyage.	 He	 assembled	 his	 fleet	 and	 all	 the	 seamen,	 and	 set	 out.	 They	 went
straight	on	night	and	day,	until	they	came	to	an	island	which	was	covered	with
large	trees,	and	under	every	tree	lay	a	lion.	As	soon	as	the	King	had	landed	his
men,	the	lions	all	rose	up	together	and	tried	to	devour	them.	After	a	long	battle
they	managed	 to	overcome	 the	wild	beasts,	but	 the	greater	number	of	 the	men
were	 killed.	 Those	 who	 remained	 alive	 now	 went	 on	 through	 the	 forest	 and
found	on	 the	other	 side	of	 it	 a	 beautiful	 garden,	 in	which	 all	 the	plants	 of	 the
world	flourished	together.
There	 were	 also	 in	 the	 garden	 three	 springs.	 The	 first	 flowed	with	 silver,	 the
second	with	gold,	and	the	third	with	pearls.	The	men	unbuckled	their	knapsacks
and	 filled	 them	 with	 those	 precious	 things.	 In	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 garden	 they
found	 a	 large	 lake,	 and	 when	 they	 reached	 the	 edge	 of	 it	 the	 Lake	 began	 to
speak,	and	said	to	them,	"What	men	are	you,	and	what	brings	you	here?	Are	you
come	to	visit	our	king?"	But	they	were	too	much	frightened	to	answer.
Then	the	Lake	said,	"You	do	well	to	be	afraid,	for	it	is	at	your	peril	that	you	are
come	here.	Our	king,	who	has	seven	heads,	is	now	asleep,	but	in	a	few	minutes
he	will	wake	up	and	come	to	me	to	take	his	bath!	Woe	to	anyone	who	meets	him
in	the	garden,	for	it	is	impossible	to	escape	from	him.	This	is	what	you	must	do
if	you	wish	to	save	your	lives.	Take	off	your	clothes	and	spread	them	on	the	path
which	 leads	 from	here	 to	 the	 castle.	 The	King	will	 then	 glide	 over	 something
soft,	which	he	likes	very	much,	and	he	will	be	so	pleased	with	that	that	he	will
not	devour	you.	He	will	give	you	some	punishment,	but	then	he	will	let	you	go."
The	men	did	as	the	Lake	advised	them,	and	waited	for	a	time.	At	noon	the	earth
began	 to	quake,	and	opened	 in	many	places,	and	out	of	 the	openings	appeared
lions,	 tigers,	and	other	wild	beasts,	which	surrounded	the	castle,	and	thousands
and	thousands	of	beasts	came	out	of	the	castle	following	their	king,	the	Seven-
headed	Serpent.	The	Serpent	glided	over	the	clothes	which	were	spread	for	him,



came	to	 the	Lake,	and	asked	it	who	had	strewed	those	soft	 things	on	the	path?
The	Lake	answered	 that	 it	 had	been	done	by	people	who	had	come	 to	do	him
homage.	The	King	commanded	that	the	men	should	be	brought	before	him.	They
came	humbly	on	their	knees,	and	in	a	few	words	 told	him	their	story.	Then	he
spoke	 to	 them	with	 a	mighty	 and	 terrible	 voice,	 and	 said,	 "Because	 you	 have
dared	to	come	here,	I	lay	upon	you	the	punishment.	Every	year	you	must	bring
me	 from	 among	 your	 people	 twelve	 youths	 and	 twelve	 maidens,	 that	 I	 may
devour	them.	If	you	do	not	do	this,	I	will	destroy	your	whole	nation."
Then	he	desired	one	of	his	beasts	to	show	the	men	the	way	out	of	the	garden,	and
dismissed	 them.	They	 then	 left	 the	 island	and	went	back	 to	 their	own	country,
where	they	related	what	had	happened	to	them.	Soon	the	time	came	round	when
the	king	of	the	beasts	would	expect	the	youths	and	maidens	to	be	brought	to	him.
The	 King	 therefore	 issued	 a	 proclamation	 inviting	 twelve	 youths	 and	 twelve
maidens	to	offer	themselves	up	to	save	their	country.	Immediately	many	young
people,	far	more	than	enough,	hastened	to	do	so.	A	new	ship	was	built,	and	set
with	black	 sails,	 and	 in	 it	 the	youths	and	maidens	who	were	appointed	 for	 the
king	of	the	beasts	embarked	and	set	out	for	his	country.	When	they	arrived	there
they	went	 at	once	 to	 the	Lake,	 and	 this	 time	 the	 lions	did	not	 stir,	nor	did	 the
springs	flow,	and	neither	did	the	Lake	speak.	So	they	waited	then,	and	it	was	not
long	before	the	earth	quaked	even	more	terribly	than	the	first	time.	The	Seven-
headed	Serpent	came	without	his	 train	of	beasts,	saw	his	prey	waiting	for	him,
and	devoured	 it	 at	one	mouthful.	Then	 the	 ship's	 crew	 returned	home,	 and	 the
same	thing	happened	yearly	until	many	years	had	passed.
Now	the	King	of	this	unhappy	country	was	growing	old,	and	so	was	the	Queen,
and	they	had	no	children.	One	day	the	Queen	was	sitting	at	the	window	weeping
bitterly	because	she	was	childless,	and	knew	that	the	crown	would	therefore	pass
to	strangers	after	the	King's	death.	Suddenly	a	little	old	woman	appeared	before
her,	holding	an	apple	in	her	hand,	and	said,	"Why	do	you	weep,	my	Queen,	and
what	makes	you	so	unhappy?"
"Alas,	 good	mother,"	 answered	 the	Queen,	 "I	 am	 unhappy	 because	 I	 have	 no
children."
"Is	that	what	vexes	you?"	said	the	old	woman.	"Listen	to	me.	I	am	a	nun	from
the	 Spinning	 Convent	 at	 Gnothi,	 and	 my	 mother	 when	 she	 died	 left	 me	 this
apple.	Whoever	eats	this	apple	shall	have	a	child."
The	Queen	gave	money	to	the	old	woman,	and	bought	the	apple	from	her.	Then
she	peeled	 it,	 ate	 it,	 and	 threw	 the	 rind	out	of	 the	window,	and	 it	 so	happened
that	 a	mare	 that	was	 running	 loose	 in	 the	 court	 below	ate	up	 the	 rind.	After	 a
time	the	Queen	had	a	little	boy,	and	the	mare	also	had	a	male	foal.	The	boy	and
the	foal	grew	up	together	and	loved	each	other	 like	brothers.	 In	course	of	 time
the	King	died,	and	so	did	the	Queen,	and	their	son,	who	was	now	nineteen	years



old,	was	 left	alone.	One	day,	when	he	and	his	horse	were	 talking	 together,	 the
Horse	said	to	him,	"Listen	to	me,	for	I	love	you	and	wish	for	your	good	and	that
of	 the	 country.	 If	 you	 go	 on	 every	 year	 sending	 twelve	 youths	 and	 twelve
maidens	to	the	King	of	the	Beasts,	your	country	will	very	soon	be	ruined.	Mount
upon	my	back,	 I	will	 take	you	 to	a	woman	who	can	direct	you	how	to	kill	 the
Seven-headed	Serpent."
Then	 the	 youth	 mounted	 his	 horse,	 who	 carried	 him	 far	 away	 to	 a	 mountain
which	was	hollow,	for	in	its	side	was	a	great	underground	cavern.	In	the	cavern
sat	an	old	woman	spinning.	This	was	the	cloister	of	the	nuns,	and	the	old	woman
was	 the	 Abbess.	 They	 all	 spent	 their	 time	 in	 spinning,	 and	 that	 is	 why	 the
convent	has	this	name.	All	round	the	walls	of	the	cavern	there	were	beds	cut	out
of	 the	 solid	 rock,	 upon	 which	 the	 nuns	 slept,	 and	 in	 the	 middle	 a	 light	 was
burning.	 It	 was	 the	 duty	 of	 the	 nuns	 to	watch	 the	 light	 in	 turns,	 that	 it	might
never	go	out,	and	if	anyone	of	them	let	it	go	out	the	others	put	her	to	death.
As	soon	as	the	King's	son	saw	the	old	Abbess	spinning	he	threw	himself	at	her
feet	and	entreated	her	to	tell	him	how	he	could	kill	the	Seven-headed	Serpent.
She	made	 the	youth	 rise,	 embraced	him,	 and	 said,	 "Know,	my	 son,	 that	 it	 is	 I
who	sent	 the	nun	 to	your	mother	and	caused	you	 to	be	born,	and	with	you	 the
horse,	with	whose	help	you	will	be	 able	 to	 free	 the	world	 from	 the	monster.	 I
will	 tell	 you	what	 you	 have	 to	 do.	 Load	 your	 horse	with	 cotton,	 and	 go	 by	 a
secret	passage	which	I	will	show	you,	which	is	hidden	from	the	wild	beasts,	to
the	Serpent's	 palace.	You	will	 find	 the	King	 asleep	upon	his	 bed,	which	 is	 all
hung	round	with	bells,	and	over	his	bed	you	will	see	a	sword	hanging.	With	this
sword	only	 is	 it	possible	 to	kill	 the	Serpent,	because	even	 if	 its	blade	breaks	a
new	one	will	grow	again	for	every	head	the	monster	has.	Thus	you	will	be	able
to	cut	off	all	his	seven	heads.	And	this	you	must	also	do	in	order	to	deceive	the
King	-	you	must	slip	into	his	bed-chamber	very	softly,	and	stop	up	all	the	bells
which	 are	 round	 his	 bed	 with	 cotton.	 Then	 take	 down	 the	 sword	 gently,	 and
quickly	give	 the	monster	a	blow	on	his	 tail	with	 it.	This	will	make	him	waken
up,	and	if	he	catches	sight	of	you	he	will	seize	you.	But	you	must	quickly	cut	off
his	first	head,	and	then	wait	 till	 the	next	one	comes	up.	Then	strike	 it	off	also,
and	so	go	on	till	you	have	cut	off	all	his	seven	heads."
The	 old	 Abbess	 then	 gave	 the	 Prince	 her	 blessing,	 and	 he	 set	 out	 upon	 his
enterprise,	arrived	at	the	Serpent's	castle	by	following	the	secret	passage	which
she	had	shown	him,	and	by	carefully	attending	 to	all	her	directions	he	happily
succeeded	in	killing	the	monster.	As	soon	as	the	wild	beasts	heard	of	their	king's
death,	they	all	hastened	to	the	castle,	but	the	youth	had	long	since	mounted	his
horse	and	was	already	far	out	of	 their	 reach.	They	pursued	him	as	 fast	as	 they
could,	 but	 they	 found	 it	 impossible	 to	 overtake	 him,	 and	 he	 reached	 home	 in
safety.	Thus	he	freed	his	country	from	this	terrible	oppression.



	



THE	WOOD-FOLK.

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

PAN	 LED	 A	 MERRIER	 LIFE	 THAN	 all	 the	 other	 gods	 together.	 He	 was
beloved	alike	by	shepherds	and	countrymen,	and	by	the	fauns	and	satyrs,	birds
and	beasts,	of	his	own	kingdom.	The	care	of	flocks	and	herds	was	his,	and	for
home	he	had	all	the	world	of	woods	and	waters.	He	was	lord	of	everything	out-
of-doors!	Yet	he	felt	the	burden	of	it	no	more	than	he	felt	the	shadow	of	a	leaf
when	he	danced,	 but	 spent	 the	 days	 in	 laughter	 and	music	 among	his	 fellows.
Like	 him,	 the	 fauns	 and	 satyrs	 had	 furry,	 pointed	 ears,	 and	 little	 horns	 that
sprouted	above	their	brows.	In	fact,	they	were	all	enough	like	wild	creatures	to
seem	no	strangers	to	anything	untamed.	They	slept	in	the	sun,	piped	in	the	shade,
and	lived	on	wild	grapes	and	the	nuts	that	every	squirrel	was	ready	to	share	with
them.
The	woods	were	never	 lonely.	A	man	might	wander	away	 into	 those	 solitudes
and	 think	himself	 friendless,	but	here	and	 there	a	 river	knew,	and	a	 tree	could
tell,	 a	 story	 of	 its	 own.	 Beautiful	 creatures	 they	 were,	 that	 for	 one	 reason	 or
another	had	left	off	human	shape.	Some	had	been	transformed	against	their	will,
that	 they	 might	 do	 no	 more	 harm	 to	 their	 fellow-men.	 Some	 were	 changed
through	 the	 pity	 of	 the	 gods,	 that	 they	 might	 share	 the	 simple	 life	 of	 Pan,
mindless	of	mortal	cares,	glad	in	rain	and	sunshine,	and	always	close	to	the	heart
of	the	Earth.
There	was	Dryope,	for	 instance,	 the	 lotus-tree.	Once	a	careless,	happy	woman,
walking	among	the	trees	with	her	sister	Iole	and	her	own	baby,	she	broke	a	lotus
that	held	a	live	nymph	hidden,	and	blood	dripped	from	the	wounded	plant.	Too
late,	Dryope	saw	her	heedlessness,	and	 there	she	had	 taken	root,	and	 there	she
said	 good-by	 to	 her	 child,	 and	 prayed	 Iole	 to	 bring	 him	 sometimes	 to	 play
beneath	her	shadow.	Poor	mother-tree!	Perhaps	she	took	comfort	with	the	birds
and	gave	a	kindly	shelter	to	some	nest.
There,	too,	was	Echo,	once	a	wood-nymph	who	angered	the	goddess	Juno	with
her	waste	of	words,	and	was	compelled	now	to	wait	till	others	spoke,	and	then	to
say	 nothing	 but	 their	 last	word,	 like	 any	mocking-bird.	One	 day	 she	 saw	 and



loved	 the	 youth	 Narcissus,	 who	 was	 searching	 the	 woods	 for	 his	 hunting
companions.	"Come	here!"	he	called,	and	Echo	cried	"Here!"	eager	to	speak	at
last.	 "Here	 am	 I,	 -	 come!"	he	 repeated,	 looking	 about	 for	 the	voice.	 "I	 come,"
said	Echo,	and	she	stood	before	him.	But	the	youth,	angry	at	such	mimicry,	only
stared	at	her	and	hastened	away.	From	that	time	she	faded	to	a	voice,	and	to	this
day	she	lurks	hidden	and	silent	till	you	call.
But	Narcissus	himself	was	destined	 to	 fall	 in	 love	with	a	shadow.	For,	 leaning
over	 the	edge	of	a	brook	one	day,	he	saw	his	own	beautiful	face	looking	up	at
him	 like	a	water-nymph.	He	 leaned	nearer,	and	 the	 face	 rose	 towards	him,	but
when	he	touched	the	surface	it	was	gone	in	a	hundred	ripples.	Day	after	day	he
besought	the	lovely	creature	to	have	pity	and	to	speak,	but	it	mocked	him	with
his	own	tears	and	smiles,	and	he	forgot	all	else,	until	he	changed	into	a	flower
that	leans	over	to	see	its	image	in	the	pool.
There,	 too,	 was	 the	 sunflower	 Clytie,	 once	 a	maiden	who	 thought	 nothing	 so
beautiful	as	the	sun-god	Phoebus	Apollo.	All	the	day	long	she	used	to	look	after
him	as	he	journeyed	across	the	heavens	in	his	golden	chariot,	until	she	came	to
be	a	fair	rooted	plant	that	ever	turns	its	head	to	watch	the	sun.
There	 were	 many	 like	 them	 there.	 Daphne	 the	 laurel,	 Hyacinthus	 (once	 a
beautiful	 youth,	 slain	 by	 mischance),	 who	 lives	 and	 renews	 his	 bloom	 as	 a
flower,	-	these	and	a	hundred	others.	The	very	weeds	were	friendly...
But	there	were	wise,	immortal	voices	in	certain	caves	and	trees.	Men	called	them
Oracles,	 for	here	 the	gods	 spoke	 in	answer	 to	 the	prayers	of	 folk	 in	 sorrow	or
bewilderment.	Sometimes	 they	built	a	 temple	around	such	a	befriending	voice,
and	kings	would	journey	far	to	hear	it	speak.	As	for	Pan,	only	one	grief	had	he,
but	a	glad	thing	came	of	it.
One	day,	when	he	was	 loitering	 in	Arcadia,	he	saw	 the	beautiful	wood-nymph
Syrinx.	 She	was	 hastening	 to	 join	Diana	 at	 the	 chase,	 and	 she	 herself	 was	 as
swift	and	lovely	as	any	bright	bird	that	one	longs	to	capture.	So	Pan	thought,	and
he	hurried	after	 to	 tell	her.	But	Syrinx	 turned,	caught	one	glimpse	of	 the	god's
shaggy	locks	and	bright	eyes,	and	the	two	little	horns	on	his	head	(he	was	much
like	a	wild	thing,	at	a	look),	and	she	sprang	away	down	the	path	in	terror.
Begging	her	 to	 listen,	Pan	 followed,	and	Syrinx,	more	and	more	 frightened	by
the	patter	of	his	hoofs,	never	heeded	him,	but	went	as	fast	as	light	till	she	came
to	 the	brink	of	 the	 river.	Only	 then	she	paused,	praying	her	 friends,	 the	water-
nymphs,	for	some	way	of	escape.	The	gentle,	bewildered	creatures,	 looking	up
through	the	water,	could	think	of	but	one	device.
Just	as	the	god	overtook	Syrinx	and	stretched	out	his	arms	to	her,	she	vanished
like	a	mist,	and	he	found	himself	grasping	a	cluster	of	tall	reeds.	Poor	Pan!
The	breeze	that	sighed	whenever	he	did	-	and	more	often	than	he	did	-	shook	the



reeds	 and	 made	 a	 sweet	 little	 sound,	 -	 a	 sudden	 music.	 Pan	 heard	 it,	 half
consoled.
"Is	 it	your	voice,	Syrinx?"	he	asked.	"Shall	we	sing	together?"	and	he	bound	a
number	of	 the	 reeds	 side	by	 side.	To	 this	 day,	 shepherds	know	how.	He	blew
across	the	hollow	pipes	and	they	made	music!
	



THE	JUDGMENT	OF	MIDAS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

PAN	CAME	AT	LENGTH	TO	BE	such	a	wonderful	piper	with	his	syrinx	(for
so	 he	 named	 his	 flute)	 that	 he	 challenged	 Apollo	 to	 make	 better	 music	 if	 he
could.	 Now	 the	 sun-god	 was	 also	 the	 greatest	 of	 divine	 musicians,	 and	 he
resolved	 to	punish	 the	vanity	of	 the	country-god,	 and	 so	consented	 to	 the	 test.
For	 judge	they	chose	the	mountain	Tmolus,	since	no	one	is	so	old	and	wise	as
the	 hills.	 And,	 since	 Tmolus	 could	 not	 leave	 his	 home,	 to	 him	went	 Pan	 and
Apollo,	each	with	his	followers,	oreads	and	dryads,	fauns,	satyrs,	and	centaurs.
Among	 the	worshippers	of	Pan	was	 a	 certain	Midas,	who	had	a	 strange	 story.
Once	a	king	of	great	wealth,	he	had	chanced	 to	befriend	Dionysus,	god	of	 the
vine,	and	when	he	was	asked	to	choose	some	good	gift	in	return,	he	prayed	that
everything	he	touched	might	be	turned	into	gold.	Dionysus	smiled	a	little	when
he	 heard	 this	 foolish	 prayer,	 but	 he	 granted	 it.	Within	 two	 days,	 King	Midas
learned	 the	 secret	of	 that	 smile,	 and	begged	 the	god	 to	 take	 away	 the	gift	 that
was	a	curse.	He	had	touched	everything	that	belonged	to	him,	and	little	joy	did
he	have	of	his	possessions!	His	palace	was	as	yellow	a	home	as	a	dandelion	to	a
bee,	 but	 not	 half	 so	 sweet.	 Row	 upon	 row	 of	 stiff	 golden	 trees	 stood	 in	 his
garden,	they	no	longer	knew	a	breeze	when	they	heard	it.	When	he	sat	down	to
eat,	his	feast	turned	to	treasure	uneatable.	He	learned	that	a	king	may	starve,	and
he	 came	 to	 see	 that	 gold	 cannot	 replace	 the	 living,	 warm	 gifts	 of	 the	 Earth.
Kindly	Dionysus	 took	back	 the	charm,	but	 from	that	day	King	Midas	so	hated
gold	 that	 he	 chose	 to	 live	 far	 from	 luxury,	 among	 the	woods	 and	 fields.	Even
here	he	was	not	to	go	free	from	misadventure.
Tmolus	gave	the	word,	and	Pan	rose	up	with	his	syrinx,	and	blew	upon	the	reeds
a	melody	so	wild	and	yet	so	coaxing	that	the	squirrels	came,	as	if	at	a	call,	and
the	birds	hopped	down	in	rows.	The	trees	swayed	with	a	longing	to	dance,	and
the	fauns	looked	at	one	another	and	laughed	for	joy.	To	their	furry	little	ears,	it
was	the	sweetest	music	that	could	be.
But	Tmolus	bowed	before	Apollo,	and	the	sun-god	rose	with	his	golden	lyre	in
his	 hands.	 As	 he	 moved,	 light	 shook	 out	 of	 his	 radiant	 hair	 as	 raindrops	 are



showered	 from	 the	 leaves.	His	 trailing	 robes	were	 purple,	 like	 the	 clouds	 that
temper	the	glory	of	a	sunset,	so	that	one	may	look	upon	it.	He	touched	the	strings
of	his	 lyre,	and	all	 things	were	silent	with	 joy.	He	made	music,	and	the	woods
dreamed.	The	fauns	and	satyrs	were	quite	still,	and	the	wild	creatures	crouched,
blinking,	under	a	charm	of	light	that	they	could	not	understand.	To	hear	such	a
music	cease	was	like	bidding	farewell	to	father	and	mother.
With	 one	 accord	 they	 fell	 at	 the	 feet	 of	 Apollo,	 and	 Tmolus	 proclaimed	 the
victory	his.	Only	one	voice	disputed	that	award.
Midas	 refused	 to	 acknowledge	 Apollo	 as	 lord	 of	 music,	 perhaps	 because	 the
looks	 of	 the	 god	 dazzled	 his	 eyes	 unpleasantly,	 and	 put	 him	 in	 mind	 of	 his
foolish	wish	years	before.	For	him	there	was	no	music	in	a	golden	lyre!
But	Apollo	would	not	leave	such	dull	ears	unpunished.	At	a	word	from	him	they
grew	long,	pointed,	furry,	and	able	to	turn	this	way	and	that	(like	a	poplar	leaf),	a
plain	warning	to	musicians.	Midas	had	the	ears	of	an	ass,	for	everyone	to	see!
For	a	long	time	the	poor	man	hid	this	oddity	with	such	skill	that	we	might	never
have	heard	of	it.	But	one	of	his	servants	learned	the	secret,	and	suffered	so	much
from	keeping	it	to	himself	that	he	had	to	unburden	his	mind	at	last.	Out	into	the
meadows	he	went,	hollowed	a	little	place	in	the	turf,	whispered	the	strange	news
into	it	quite	softly,	and	heaped	the	earth	over	again.	Alas!	a	bed	of	reeds	sprang
up	there	before	long,	and	whispered	in	turn	to	the	grass-blades.	Year	after	year
they	grew	again,	ever	gossiping	among	themselves,	and	to	this	day,	with	every
wind	 that	 sets	 them	 nodding	 together,	 they	murmur,	 laughing,	 "Midas	 has	 the
ears	of	an	ass,	Oh,	hush,	hush!"
	



PROMETHEUS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

IN	THE	EARLY	DAYS	OF	THE	universe,	there	was	a	great	struggle	for	empire
between	Zeus	and	the	Titans.	The	Titans,	giant	powers	of	heaven	and	earth,	were
for	 seizing	 whatever	 they	 wanted,	 with	 no	 more	 ado	 than	 a	 whirlwind.
Prometheus,	 the	wisest	of	 all	 their	 race,	 long	 tried	 to	persuade	 them	 that	good
counsel	would	avail	more	than	violence,	but	they	refused	to	listen.	Then,	seeing
that	such	rulers	would	soon	turn	heaven	and	earth	into	chaos	again,	Prometheus
left	 them	to	 their	own	devices,	and	went	over	 to	Zeus,	whom	he	aided	so	well
that	 the	Titans	were	utterly	overthrown.	Down	 into	Tartarus	 they	went,	 to	 live
among	the	hidden	fires	of	the	earth,	and	there	they	spent	a	long	term	of	bondage,
muttering	 like	 storm,	 and	 shaking	 the	 roots	 of	 mountains.	 One	 of	 them	 was
Enceladus,	who	lay	bound	under	Aetna,	and	one,	Atlas,	was	made	to	stand	and
bear	up	the	weight	of	the	sky	on	his	giant	shoulders.
Zeus	was	left	King	of	gods	and	men.	Like	any	young	ruler,	he	was	eager	to	work
great	changes	with	his	new	power.	Among	other	plans,	he	proposed	 to	destroy
the	race	of	men	then	living,	and	to	replace	it	with	some	new	order	of	creatures.
Prometheus	alone	heard	this	scheme	with	indignation.	Not	only	did	he	plead	for
the	life	of	man	and	save	it,	but	ever	after	he	spent	his	giant	efforts	to	civilize	the
race,	and	to	endow	it	with	a	wit	near	to	that	of	gods.
In	 the	 Golden	 Age,	 men	 had	 lived	 free	 of	 care.	 They	 took	 no	 heed	 of	 daily
wants,	 since	 Zeus	 gave	 them	 all	 things	 needful,	 and	 the	 earth	 brought	 forth
fruitage	and	harvest	without	asking	the	toil	of	husbandmen.	If	mortals	were	light
of	 heart,	 however,	 their	 minds	 were	 empty	 of	 great	 enterprise.	 They	 did	 not
know	how	to	build	or	plant	or	weave,	their	thoughts	never	flew	far,	and	they	had
no	wish	to	cross	the	sea.
But	Prometheus	loved	earthly	folk,	and	thought	that	they	had	been	children	long
enough.	He	was	a	mighty	workman,	with	the	whole	world	for	a	workshop,	and
little	by	little	he	taught	men	knowledge	that	is	wonderful	to	know,	so	that	they
grew	 out	 of	 their	 childhood,	 and	 began	 to	 take	 thought	 for	 themselves.	 Some
people	even	say	that	he	knew	how	to	make	men,	as	we	make	shapes	out	of	clay,



and	set	their	five	wits	going.	However	that	may	be,	he	was	certainly	a	cunning
workman.	He	taught	men	first	to	build	huts	out	of	clay,	and	to	thatch	roofs	with
straw.	He	 showed	 them	how	 to	make	 bricks	 and	 hew	marble.	He	 taught	 them
numbers	and	letters,	 the	signs	of	 the	seasons,	and	the	coming	and	going	of	 the
stars.	He	showed	 them	how	to	use	 for	 their	healing	 the	simple	herbs	 that	once
had	no	care	save	to	grow	and	be	fragrant.	He	taught	them	how	to	till	the	fields,
how	to	tame	the	beasts,	and	set	them	also	to	work,	how	to	build	ships	that	ride
the	water,	and	to	put	wings	upon	them	that	they	may	go	faster,	like	birds.
With	every	new	gift,	men	desired	more	and	more.	They	set	out	to	see	unknown
lands,	and	their	ambitions	grew	with	their	knowledge.	They	were	like	a	race	of
poor	gods	gifted	with	dreams	of	great	glory	and	the	power	to	fashion	marvellous
things,	and,	though	they	had	no	endless	youth	to	spend,	the	gods	were	troubled.
Last	 of	 all,	 Prometheus	 went	 up	 secretly	 to	 heaven	 after	 the	 treasure	 of	 the
immortals.	He	lighted	a	reed	at	the	flame	of	the	sun,	and	brought	down	the	holy
fire	which	is	dearest	to	the	gods.	For	with	the	aid	of	fire	all	things	are	possible,
all	arts	are	perfected.
This	was	his	greatest	gift	to	man,	but	it	was	a	theft	from	the	immortal	gods,	and
Zeus	would	endure	no	more.	He	could	not	take	back	the	secret	of	fire,	but	he	had
Prometheus	chained	to	a	lofty	crag	in	the	Caucasus,	where	every	day	a	vulture
came	to	prey	upon	his	body,	and	at	night	the	wound	would	heal,	so	that	it	was
ever	to	suffer	again.	It	was	a	bitter	penalty	for	so	noble-hearted	a	rebel,	and	as
time	went	by,	and	Zeus	remembered	his	bygone	services,	he	would	have	made
peace	once	more.	He	only	waited	till	Prometheus	should	bow	his	stubborn	spirit,
but	 this	 the	 son	 of	 Titans	 would	 not	 do.	 Haughty	 as	 rock	 beneath	 his	 daily
torment,	 believing	 that	 he	 suffered	 for	 the	 good	 of	 mankind,	 he	 endured	 for
years.
One	 secret	 hardened	 his	 spirit.	He	was	 sure	 that	 the	 empire	 of	Zeus	must	 fall
some	day,	since	he	knew	of	a	danger	that	threatened	it.	For	there	was	a	certain
beautiful	sea-nymph,	Thetis,	whom	Zeus	desired	for	his	wife.	(This	was	before
his	marriage	to	Queen	Juno.)	Prometheus	alone	knew	that	Thetis	was	destined	to
have	a	son	who	should	be	far	greater	than	his	father.	If	she	married	some	mortal,
then,	 the	prophecy	was	not	so	wonderful,	but	 if	she	were	to	marry	the	King	of
gods	and	men,	and	her	son	should	be	greater	than	he,	there	could	be	no	safety	for
the	 kingdom.	 This	 knowledge	 Prometheus	 kept	 securely	 hidden,	 but	 he	 ever
defied	Zeus,	and	vexed	him	with	dark	sayings	about	a	danger	that	threatened	his
sovereignty.	No	torment	could	wring	the	secret	from	him.	Year	after	year,	lashed
by	 the	 storms	 and	 scorched	by	 the	 heat	 of	 the	 sun,	 he	 hung	 in	 chains	 and	 the
vulture	 tore	 his	 vitals,	 while	 the	 young	 Oceanides	 wept	 at	 his	 feet,	 and	 men
sorrowed	over	the	doom	of	their	protector.
At	last	that	earlier	enmity	between	the	gods	and	the	Titans	came	to	an	end.	The



banished	 rebels	 were	 set	 free	 from	 Tartarus,	 and	 they	 themselves	 came	 and
besought	 their	brother,	Prometheus,	 to	hear	 the	 terms	of	Zeus.	For	 the	King	of
gods	and	men	had	promised	 to	pardon	his	enemy,	 if	he	would	only	reveal	 this
one	troubling	secret.
In	all	heaven	and	earth	 there	was	but	one	 thing	 that	marred	 the	new	harmony,
and	that	was	this	long	struggle	between	Zeus	and	Prometheus,	and	so	the	Titan
relented.	He	spoke	the	prophecy,	warned	Zeus	not	to	marry	Thetis,	and	the	two
were	 reconciled.	 The	 hero	Heracles	 (himself	 an	 earthly	 son	 of	 Zeus)	 slew	 the
vulture	and	set	Prometheus	free.
But	it	was	still	needful	that	a	life	should	be	given	to	expiate	that	ancient	theft	of
fire.	It	happened	that	Chiron,	noblest	of	all	the	Centaurs	(who	are	half	horses	and
half	men),	was	wandering	the	world	in	agony	from	a	wound	that	he	had	received
by	 strange	 mischance.	 For,	 at	 a	 certain	 wedding-feast	 among	 the	 Lapithae	 of
Thessaly,	one	of	the	turbulent	Centaurs	had	attempted	to	steal	away	the	bride.	A
fierce	struggle	 followed,	and	 in	 the	general	confusion,	Chiron,	blameless	as	he
was,	had	been	wounded	by	a	poisoned	arrow.	Ever	tormented	with	the	hurt	and
never	 to	be	healed,	 the	 immortal	Centaur	 longed	for	death,	and	begged	 that	he
might	be	accepted	as	an	atonement	 for	Prometheus.	The	gods	heard	his	prayer
and	took	away	his	pain	and	his	immortality.	He	died	like	any	wearied	man,	and
Zeus	set	him	as	a	shining	archer	among	the	stars.
So	 ended	 a	 long	 feud.	 From	 the	 day	 of	 Prometheus,	 men	 spent	 their	 lives	 in
ceaseless	enterprise,	forced	to	take	heed	for	food	and	raiment,	since	they	knew
how,	and	 to	ply	 their	 tasks	of	art	and	handicraft,	They	had	 taken	unresting	 toil
upon	 them,	but	 they	had	a	wondrous	servant	at	 their	beck	and	call,	 the	bright-
eyed	fire	that	is	the	treasure	of	the	gods.
	



THE	DELUGE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

EVEN	WITH	THE	GIFTS	OF	PROMETHEUS,	men	could	not	rest	content.	As
years	went	by,	they	lost	all	the	innocence	of	the	early	world	and	they	grew	more
and	more	covetous	and	evil-hearted.	Not	satisfied	with	the	fruits	of	the	Earth,	or
with	the	fair	work	of	their	own	hands,	they	delved	in	the	ground	after	gold	and
jewels,	and	for	the	sake	of	treasure	nations	made	war	upon	each	other	and	hate
sprang	up	in	households.	Murder	and	theft	broke	loose	and	left	nothing	sacred.
At	last	Zeus	spoke.	Calling	the	gods	together,	he	said,	"You	see	what	the	Earth
has	 become	 through	 the	 baseness	 of	 men.	 Once	 they	 were	 deserving	 of	 our
protection,	 now	 they	 even	 neglect	 to	 ask	 it.	 I	 will	 destroy	 them	 with	 my
thunderbolts	and	make	a	new	race."
But	the	gods	withheld	him	from	this	impulse.	"For,"	they	said,	"let	not	the	Earth,
the	 mother	 of	 all,	 take	 fire	 and	 perish.	 But	 seek	 out	 some	 means	 to	 destroy
mankind	and	leave	her	unhurt."
So	 Zeus	 unloosed	 the	 waters	 of	 the	 world	 and	 there	 was	 a	 great	 flood.	 The
streams	 that	 had	 been	 pent	 in	 narrow	 channels,	 like	wild	 steeds	 bound	 to	 the
ploughshare,	 broke	 away	 with	 exultation.	 The	 springs	 poured	 down	 from	 the
mountains,	and	 the	air	was	blind	with	rain.	Valleys	and	uplands	were	covered,
and	strange	countries	were	joined	in	one	great	sea,	and	where	the	highest	 trees
had	towered,	only	a	little	greenery	pricked	through	the	water,	as	weeds	show	in	a
brook.
Men	 and	 women	 perished	 with	 their	 flocks	 and	 herds.	 Wild	 beasts	 from	 the
forest	 floated	 away	 on	 the	 current	 with	 the	 poor	 sheep.	 Birds,	 left	 homeless,
circled	and	flew	far	and	near	seeking	some	place	of	rest,	and,	finding	none,	they
fell	from	weariness	and	died	with	human	folk,	that	had	no	wings.
Then	for	the	first	time	the	sea-creatures,	nymphs	and	dolphins,	ventured	far	from
their	 homes,	 up,	 up	 through	 the	 swollen	 waters,	 among	 places	 that	 they	 had
never	seen	before,	forests	whose	like	they	had	not	dreamed,	towns	and	deluged
farmsteads.	 They	 went	 in	 and	 out	 of	 drowned	 palaces,	 and	 wondered	 at	 the



strange	ways	of	men.	And	in	and	out	the	bright	fish	darted,	too,	without	a	fear.
Wonderful	man	was	no	more.	His	hearth	was	empty,	and	fire,	his	servant,	was
dead	on	earth.
One	mountain	alone	stood	high	above	this	ruin.	It	was	Parnassus,	sacred	to	the
gods,	 and	 here	 one	man	 and	woman	had	 found	 refuge.	 Strangely	 enough,	 this
husband	 and	 wife	 were	 of	 the	 race	 of	 the	 Titans,	 Deucalion,	 a	 son	 of
Prometheus,	and	Pyrrha,	a	child	of	Epimetheus,	his	brother,	and	these	alone	had
lived	pure	and	true	of	heart.
Warned	by	Prometheus	of	the	fate	in	store	for	the	Earth,	they	had	put	off	from
their	 home	 in	 a	 little	 boat,	 and	 had	 made	 the	 crest	 of	 Parnassus	 their	 safe
harbour.
The	 gods	 looked	 down	 on	 these	 two	 lonely	 creatures,	 and,	 beholding	 all	 their
past	lives	clear	and	just,	suffered	them	to	live	on.	Zeus	bade	the	rain	cease	and
the	floods	withdraw.
Once	more	 the	 rivers	 sought	 their	wonted	 channels,	 and	 the	 sea-gods	 and	 the
nymphs	wandered	home	reluctantly	with	the	sinking	seas.	The	sun	came	out,	and
they	hastened	more	 eagerly	 to	 find	 cool	 depths.	Little	 by	 little	 the	 forest	 trees
rose	from	the	shallows	as	if	they	were	growing	anew.	At	last	the	surface	of	the
world	lay	clear	to	see,	but	sodden	and	deserted,	the	fair	fields	covered	with	ooze,
the	houses	rank	with	moss,	the	temples	cold	and	lightless.
Deucalion	and	Pyrrha	saw	the	bright	waste	of	water	sink	and	grow	dim	and	the
hills	emerge,	and	the	earth	show	green	once	more.	But	even	their	thankfulness	of
heart	could	not	make	them	merry.
"Are	we	to	live	on	this	great	earth	all	alone?"	they	said.	"Ah!	if	we	had	but	the
wisdom	and	cunning	of	our	fathers,	we	might	make	a	new	race	of	men	to	bear	us
company.	 But	 now	what	 remains	 to	 us?	We	 have	 only	 each	 other	 for	 all	 our
kindred."
"Take	heart,	dear	wife,"	said	Deucalion	at	length,	"and	let	us	pray	to	the	gods	in
yonder	temple."
They	went	 there	 hand	 in	 hand.	 It	 touched	 their	 hearts	 to	 see	 the	 sacred	 steps
soiled	 with	 the	 water-weeds	 and	 the	 altar	 without	 fire,	 but	 they	 entered
reverently,	and	besought	the	Oracle	to	help	them.
"Go	 forth,"	 answered	 the	 spirit	 of	 the	 place,	 "with	 your	 faces	 veiled	 and	 your
robes	ungirt,	and	cast	behind	you,	as	you	go,	the	bones	of	your	mother."
Deucalion	and	Pyrrha	heard	these	words	with	amazement,	for	their	strangeness
was	terrible	to	them.
"We	may	never	dare	do	this,"	whispered	Pyrrha.	"It	would	be	impious	to	strew
our	mother's	bones	along	the	way."



In	 sadness	 and	 wonder	 they	 went	 out	 together	 and	 took	 thought,	 a	 little
comforted	 by	 the	 firmness	 of	 the	 dry	 earth	 beneath	 their	 feet.	 Suddenly
Deucalion	pointed	to	the	ground.
"Behold	 the	 Earth,	 our	 mother!"	 said	 he.	 "Surely	 it	 was	 this	 that	 the	 Oracle
meant.	And	what	should	her	bones	be	but	the	rocks	that	are	a	foundation	for	the
clay,	and	the	pebbles	that	strew	the	path?"
Uncertain,	but	with	lighter	hearts,	they	veiled	their	faces,	ungirt	their	garments,
and,	gathering	each	an	armful	of	the	stones,	flung	them	behind,	as	the	Oracle	had
bidden.
And,	as	they	walked,	every	stone	that	Deucalion	flung	became	a	man,	and	every
one	 that	 Pyrrha	 threw	 sprang	 up	 a	woman.	And	 the	 hearts	 of	 these	 two	were
filled	with	joy	and	welcome.
Down	from	the	holy	mountain	they	went,	all	those	new	creatures,	ready	to	make
new	homes	and	to	go	about	human	work.	For	they	were	strong	to	endure,	fresh
and	hardy	of	spirit,	as	men	and	women	should	be	who	are	 true	children	of	our
Mother	Earth.
	



ORPHEUS	AND	EURYDICE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

WHEN	GODS	AND	SHEPHERDS	PIPED	AND	the	stars	sang,	that	was	the	day
of	musicians!	But	the	triumph	of	Phoebus	Apollo	himself	was	not	so	wonderful
as	 the	 triumph	 of	 a	mortal	man	who	 lived	 on	 earth,	 though	 some	 say	 that	 he
came	of	divine	lineage.	This	was	Orpheus,	that	best	of	harpers,	who	went	with
the	Grecian	heroes	of	the	great	ship	Argo	in	search	of	the	Golden	Fleece.
After	his	return	from	the	quest,	he	won	Eurydice	for	his	wife,	and	they	were	as
happy	as	people	can	be	who	love	each	other	and	every	one	else.	The	very	wild
beasts	 loved	 them,	 and	 the	 trees	 clustered	 about	 their	 home	 as	 if	 they	 were
watered	with	music.	But	 even	 the	gods	 themselves	were	not	 always	 free	 from
sorrow,	and	one	day	misfortune	came	upon	that	harper	Orpheus	whom	all	men
loved	to	honour.
Eurydice,	his	 lovely	wife,	as	 she	was	wandering	with	 the	nymphs,	unwittingly
trod	upon	a	serpent	 in	the	grass.	Surely,	 if	Orpheus	had	been	with	her,	playing
upon	his	 lyre,	no	creature	could	have	harmed	her.	But	Orpheus	came	 too	 late.
She	died	of	the	sting,	and	was	lost	to	him	in	the	Underworld.
For	 days	 he	 wandered	 from	 his	 home,	 singing	 the	 story	 of	 his	 loss	 and	 his
despair	 to	 the	 helpless	 passers-by.	 His	 grief	 moved	 the	 very	 stones	 in	 the
wilderness,	and	roused	a	dumb	distress	in	the	hearts	of	savage	beasts.	Even	the
gods	on	Mount	Olympus	gave	ear,	but	they	held	no	power	over	the	darkness	of
Hades.
Wherever	Orpheus	wandered	with	 his	 lyre,	 no	 one	 had	 the	will	 to	 forbid	 him
entrance,	 and	 at	 length	 he	 found	 unguarded	 that	 very	 cave	 that	 leads	 to	 the
Underworld	where	 Pluto	 rules	 the	 spirits	 of	 the	 dead.	 He	went	 down	without
fear.	 The	 fire	 in	 his	 living	 heart	 found	 him	 a	 way	 through	 the	 gloom	 of	 that
place.	 He	 crossed	 the	 Styx,	 the	 black	 river	 that	 the	 gods	 name	 as	 their	 most
sacred	oath.	Charon,	the	harsh	old	ferryman	who	takes	the	Shades	across,	forgot
to	ask	of	him	the	coin	that	every	soul	must	pay.	For	Orpheus	sang.	There	in	the
Underworld	the	song	of	Apollo	would	not	have	moved	the	poor	ghosts	so	much.
It	would	have	amazed	them,	like	a	star	far	off	that	no	one	understands.	But	here



was	a	human	singer,	and	he	sang	of	things	that	grow	in	every	human	heart,	youth
and	 love	 and	 death,	 the	 sweetness	 of	 the	 Earth,	 and	 the	 bitterness	 of	 losing
everything	that	is	dear	to	us.
Now	the	dead,	when	they	go	to	the	Underworld,	drink	of	the	pool	of	Lethe,	and
forgetfulness	of	all	that	has	passed	comes	upon	them	like	a	sleep,	and	they	lose
their	longing	for	the	world,	they	lose	their	memory	of	pain,	and	live	content	with
that	cool	twilight.	But	not	even	the	pool	of	Lethe	itself	could	withstand	the	song
of	 Orpheus,	 and	 in	 the	 hearts	 of	 the	 Shades	 all	 the	 old	 dreams	 awoke	 with
wondering.	They	remembered	once	more	the	life	of	men	on	Earth,	the	glory	of
the	sun	and	moon,	the	sweetness	of	new	grass,	the	warmth	of	their	homes,	all	the
old	joy	and	grief	that	they	had	known.	And	they	wept.
Even	the	Furies	were	moved	to	pity.	Those,	too,	who	were	suffering	punishment
for	evil	deeds	ceased	 to	be	 tormented	 for	 themselves,	and	grieved	only	 for	 the
innocent	Orpheus	who	had	lost	Eurydice.	Sisyphus,	that	fraudulent	king	(who	is
doomed	 to	 roll	 a	 monstrous	 boulder	 uphill	 forever),	 stopped	 to	 listen.	 The
daughters	 of	 Danaus	 left	 off	 their	 task	 of	 drawing	 water	 in	 a	 sieve.	 Tantalus
forgot	 hunger	 and	 thirst,	 though	before	 his	 eyes	 hung	magical	 fruits	 that	were
wont	 to	 vanish	out	 of	 his	 grasp,	 and	 just	 beyond	 reach	bubbled	 the	water	 that
was	a	torment	to	his	ears,	but	he	did	not	hear	it	while	Orpheus	sang.
So,	 among	a	 crowd	of	 eager	 ghosts,	Orpheus	 came,	 singing	with	 all	 his	 heart,
before	 the	 king	 and	 queen	 of	 Hades.	 And	 the	 queen	 Proserpina	 wept	 as	 she
listened	and	grew	homesick,	remembering	the	fields	of	Enna	and	the	growing	of
the	wheat,	and	her	own	beautiful	mother,	Demeter.	Then	even	great	Pluto	gave
way.
They	called	Eurydice	and	she	came,	like	a	young	guest	unused	to	the	darkness	of
the	Underworld.	 She	was	 to	 return	with	Orpheus,	 but	 on	 one	 condition.	 If	 he
turned	 to	 look	at	her	once	before	 they	 reached	 the	upper	 air,	 he	must	 lose	her
again	and	go	back	to	the	world	alone.
Rapt	 with	 joy,	 the	 happy	 Orpheus	 hastened	 on	 the	 way,	 thinking	 only	 of
Eurydice,	who	was	following	him.	Past	Lethe,	across	the	Styx	they	went,	he	and
his	lovely	wife,	still	silent	as	a	Shade.	But	the	place	was	full	of	gloom	and	the
silence	weighed	upon	him.	He	had	not	seen	her	for	so	long.	Her	footsteps	made
no	 sound,	 and	 he	 could	 hardly	 believe	 the	 miracle,	 for	 Pluto	 seldom	 relents.
When	 the	 first	 gleam	 of	 upper	 daylight	 broke	 through	 the	 cleft	 to	 the	 dismal
world,	he	forgot	all,	save	 that	he	must	know	if	she	still	 followed.	He	turned	to
see	her	face,	and	the	promise	was	broken!
She	smiled	at	him	forgivingly,	but	it	was	too	late.	He	stretched	out	his	arms	to
take	her,	but	she	faded	from	them,	as	the	bright	snow,	that	none	may	keep,	melts
in	our	very	hands.	A	murmur	of	farewell	came	to	his	ears,	“no	more”.	She	was
gone.



He	would	 have	 followed,	 but	 Charon,	 now	 on	 guard,	 drove	 him	 back.	 Seven
days	he	lingered	there	between	the	worlds	of	life	and	death,	but	after	the	broken
promise,	Hades	would	 not	 listen	 to	 his	 song.	 Back	 to	 the	 Earth	 he	wandered,
though	 it	was	 sweet	 to	him	no	 longer.	He	died	young,	 singing	 to	 the	 last,	 and
round	about	the	place	where	his	body	rested,	nightingales	nested	in	the	trees.	His
lyre	 was	 set	 among	 the	 stars,	 and	 he	 himself	 went	 down	 to	 join	 Eurydice,
unforbidden.
Those	two	had	no	need	of	Lethe,	for	their	life	on	earth	had	been	wholly	fair,	and
now	that	they	are	together	they	no	longer	own	a	sorrow.
	



ICARUS	AND	DAEDALUS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston							in	Old	Greek	Folk	Stories
Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

AMONG	ALL	THOSE	MORTALS	WHO	GREW	so	wise	that	they	learned	the
secrets	of	the	gods,	none	was	more	cunning	than	Daedalus.
He	once	built,	for	King	Minos	of	Crete,	a	wonderful	Labyrinth	of	winding	ways
so	cunningly	 tangled	up	and	 twisted	around	 that,	once	 inside,	you	could	never
find	your	way	out	again	without	a	magic	clue.	But	the	king's	favour	veered	with
the	 wind,	 and	 one	 day	 he	 had	 his	 master	 architect	 imprisoned	 in	 a	 tower.
Daedalus	managed	to	escape	from	his	cell,	but	it	seemed	impossible	to	leave	the
island,	since	every	ship	that	came	or	went	was	well	guarded	by	order	of	the	king.
At	 length,	watching	 the	 sea-gulls	 in	 the	 air,	 they	 being	 the	 only	 creatures	 that
were	sure	of	liberty,	he	thought	of	a	plan	for	himself	and	his	young	son	Icarus,
who	was	captive	with	him.
Little	by	little,	he	gathered	a	store	of	feathers	great	and	small.	He	fastened	these
together	 with	 thread,	 moulded	 them	 in	 with	 wax,	 and	 so	 fashioned	 two	 great
wings	 like	 those	 of	 a	 bird.	When	 they	were	 done,	Daedalus	 fitted	 them	 to	 his
own	shoulders,	and	after	one	or	two	efforts,	he	found	that	by	waving	his	arms	he
could	winnow	the	air	and	cleave	it,	as	a	swimmer	does	the	sea.	He	held	himself
aloft,	wavered	this	way	and	that	with	the	wind,	and	at	last,	like	a	great	fledgling,
he	learned	to	fly.
Without	delay,	he	fell	to	work	on	a	pair	of	wings	for	the	boy	Icarus,	and	taught
him	carefully	how	to	use	 them,	bidding	him	beware	of	 rash	adventures	among
the	stars.	"Remember,"	said	the	father,	"never	to	fly	very	low	or	very	high,	for
the	 fogs	 about	 the	 earth	would	weigh	you	down,	but	 the	blaze	of	 the	 sun	will
surely	melt	your	feathers	apart	if	you	go	too	near."
For	 Icarus,	 these	 cautions	 went	 in	 one	 ear	 and	 out	 by	 the	 other.	 Who	 could
remember	to	be	careful	when	he	was	to	fly	for	the	first	time?	Are	birds	careful?
Not	they!	And	not	an	idea	remained	in	the	boy's	head	but	the	one	joy	of	escape.
The	day	came,	and	with	it	the	fair	wind	that	was	to	set	them	free.	The	father	bird
put	on	his	wings,	and,	while	 the	 light	urged	 them	to	be	gone,	he	waited	 to	see



that	 all	was	well	with	 Icarus,	 for	 the	 two	could	not	 fly	hand	 in	hand.	Up	 they
rose,	 the	 boy	 after	 his	 father.	The	hateful	 ground	of	Crete	 sank	beneath	 them,
and	the	country	folk,	who	caught	a	glimpse	of	them	when	they	were	high	above
the	tree-tops,	took	it	for	a	vision	of	the	gods,	Apollo,	perhaps,	with	Cupid	after
him.
At	first	there	was	a	terror	in	the	joy.	The	wide	vacancy	of	the	air	dazed	them.	A
glance	 downward	 made	 their	 brains	 reel.	 But	 when	 a	 great	 wind	 filled	 their
wings,	and	Icarus	 felt	himself	sustained,	 like	a	halcyon-bird	 in	 the	hollow	of	a
wave,	like	a	child	uplifted	by	his	mother,	he	forgot	everything	in	the	world	but
joy.	He	forgot	Crete	and	the	other	 islands	that	he	had	passed	over.	He	saw	but
vaguely	 that	 winged	 thing	 in	 the	 distance	 before	 him	 that	 was	 his	 father
Daedalus.	 He	 longed	 for	 one	 draught	 of	 flight	 to	 quench	 the	 thirst	 of	 his
captivity.	 He	 stretched	 out	 his	 arms	 to	 the	 sky	 and	made	 towards	 the	 highest
heavens.
Alas	for	him!	Warmer	and	warmer	grew	the	air.	Those	arms,	that	had	seemed	to
uphold	 him,	 relaxed.	His	wings	wavered	 and	 drooped.	He	 fluttered	 his	 young
hands	 vainly,	 for	 now	 he	 was	 falling,	 and	 in	 that	 terror	 he	 remembered	 his
father’s	words.	The	heat	of	the	sun	had	melted	the	wax	from	his	wings	and	the
feathers	were	falling,	one	by	one,	like	snowflakes,	and	there	was	no	one	to	help.
He	fell	like	a	leaf	tossed	down	the	wind,	down,	down,	with	one	cry	that	overtook
Daedalus	 far	 away.	When	Daedalus	 returned,	 and	 sought	high	and	 low	 for	 the
poor	boy,	he	saw	nothing	but	 the	bird-like	feathers	afloat	on	 the	water,	and	he
knew	that	Icarus	was	drowned.
The	 nearest	 island	 he	 named	 Icaria,	 in	memory	 of	 the	 child,	 but	 he,	 in	 heavy
grief,	went	to	the	temple	of	Apollo	in	Sicily,	and	there	hung	up	his	wings	as	an
offering.	Never	again	did	he	attempt	to	fly.
	



PHAETHON

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME,	 THE	 RECKLESS	 whim	 of	 a	 lad	 came	 near	 to
destroying	the	Earth	and	robbing	the	spheres	of	their	wits.
There	were	two	playmates,	said	to	be	of	heavenly	parentage.	One	was	Epaphus,
who	 claimed	 Zeus	 as	 a	 father,	 and	 one	 was	 Phaethon,	 the	 earthly	 child	 of
Phoebus	 Apollo	 (or	 Helios,	 as	 some	 name	 the	 sun-god).	 One	 day	 they	 were
boasting	together,	each	of	his	own	father,	and	Epaphus,	angry	at	the	other's	fine
story,	dared	him	to	go	prove	his	kinship	with	the	Sun.
Full	of	rage	and	humiliation,	Phaethon	went	to	his	mother,	Clymene,	where	she
sat	with	his	young	sisters,	the	Heliades.
"It	is	true,	my	child,"	she	said,	"I	swear	it	in	the	light	of	yonder	Sun.	If	you	have
any	doubt,	go	to	the	land	where	he	rises	in	the	morning	and	ask	of	him	any	gift
you	will.	He	is	your	father,	and	he	cannot	refuse	you."
As	soon	as	might	be,	Phaethon	set	out	for	the	country	of	sunrise.	He	journeyed
by	day	and	by	night	 far	 into	 the	 east,	 till	 he	 came	 to	 the	palace	of	 the	Sun.	 It
towered	 high	 as	 the	 clouds,	 glorious	 with	 gold	 and	 all	 manner	 of	 gems	 that
looked	 like	 frozen	 fire,	 if	 that	might	 be.	The	mighty	walls	were	wrought	with
images	of	earth	and	sea	and	sky.	Vulcan,	the	smith	of	the	gods,	had	made	them
in	his	workshop	 (for	Mount-Aetna	 is	 one	of	his	 forges,	 and	he	has	 the	 central
fires	 of	 the	 earth	 to	 help	him	 fashion	gold	 and	 iron,	 as	men	do	glass).	On	 the
doors	blazed	the	twelve	signs	of	the	Zodiac,	in	silver	that	shone	like	snow	in	the
sunlight.	Phaethon	was	dazzled	with	 the	 sight,	but	when	he	entered	 the	palace
hall	he	could	hardly	bear	the	radiance.
In	one	glimpse	through	his	half-shut	eyes,	he	beheld	a	glorious	being,	none	other
than	Phoebus	himself,	seated	upon	a	 throne.	He	was	clothed	in	purple	raiment,
and	round	his	head	there	shone	a	blinding	light,	that	enveloped	even	his	courtiers
upon	 the	 right	 and	 upon	 the	 left,	 they	 being	 the	 Seasons	with	 their	 emblems,
Day,	Month,	Year,	 and	 the	 beautiful	 young	Hours	 in	 a	 row.	 In	 one	 glance	 of
those	 all-seeing	 eyes,	 the	 sun-god	 knew	 his	 child,	 but	 in	 order	 to	 try	 him	 he



asked	the	boy	his	errand.
"O	my	father,"	stammered	Phaethon,	"if	you	are	my	father	indeed,"	and	then	he
took	courage,	for	the	god	came	down	from	his	throne,	put	off	the	glorious	halo
that	hurt	mortal	eyes,	and	embraced	him	tenderly.
"Indeed,	you	are	my	son,"	said	he.	"Ask	any	gift	of	me	and	it	shall	be	yours.	I
call	the	Styx	to	witness."
"Ah!"	cried	Phaethon	rapturously.	"Let	me	drive	your	chariot	for	one	day!"
For	an	instant	the	Sun's	looks	clouded.	"Choose	again,	my	child,"	said	he.	"You
are	only	a	mortal,	and	this	task	is	mine	alone	of	all	the	gods.	Not	Zeus	himself
dare	drive	the	chariot	of	the	Sun.	The	way	is	full	of	terrors,	both	for	the	horses
and	for	all	the	stars	along	the	roadside,	and	for	the	Earth,	who	has	all	blessings
from	me.	Listen,	 and	choose	again."	And	 therewith	he	warned	Phaethon	of	all
the	 dangers	 that	 beset	 the	way,	 the	 great	 steep	 that	 the	 steeds	must	 climb,	 the
numbing	dizziness	of	 the	height,	 the	 fierce	 constellations	 that	 breathe	out	 fire,
and	that	descent	in	the	west	where	the	Sun	seems	to	go	headlong.
But	these	counsels	only	made	the	reckless	boy	more	eager	to	win	honour	of	such
a	high	enterprise.
"I	will	take	care,	but	please	let	me	go,"	he	begged.
Now	Phoebus'	had	sworn	by	the	black	river	Styx,	an	oath	that	none	of	the	gods
dare	break,	and	he	was	forced	to	keep	his	promise.
Already	Aurora,	goddess	of	dawn,	had	thrown	open	the	gates	of	the	east	and	the
stars	were	beginning	to	wane.	The	Hours	came	forth	to	harness	the	four	horses,
and	 Phaethon	 looked	with	 exultation	 at	 the	 splendid	 creatures,	 whose	 lord	 he
was	for	a	day.	Wild,	immortal	steeds	they	were,	fed	with	ambrosia,	untamed	as
the	winds,	and	 their	very	pet	names	signified	flame,	and	all	 that	 flame	can	do,
Pyrois,	Eoüs,	Aethon,	Phlegon.
As	 the	 lad	 stood	 by,	 watching,	 Phoebus	 anointed	 his	 face	 with	 a	 philtre	 that
should	make	him	strong	enough	to	endure	the	terrible	heat	and	light,	then	set	the
halo	upon	his	head,	with	a	last	word	of	counsel.
"Follow	the	road,"	said	he,	"and	never	turn	aside.	Go	not	too	high	or	too	low,	for
the	sake	of	heavens	and	earth,	for	if	you	do	men	and	gods	alike	will	suffer.	The
Fates	alone	know	whether	evil	is	to	come	of	this.	Yet	if	your	heart	fails	you,	as	I
hope,	abide	here	and	I	will	make	the	journey,	as	I	am	wont	to	do."
But	Phaethon	held	to	his	choice	and	bade	his	father	farewell.	He	took	his	place
in	the	chariot,	gathered	up	the	reins,	and	the	horses	sprang	away,	eager	for	 the
road.
As	 they	went,	 they	bent	 their	splendid	necks	 to	see	 the	meaning	of	 the	strange
hand	upon	the	reins,	and	the	slender	weight	in	the	chariot.	They	turned	their	wild



eyes	upon	Phaethon,	to	his	secret	foreboding,	and	neighed	one	to	another.	This
was	 no	 master-charioteer,	 but	 a	 mere	 lad,	 a	 feather	 riding	 the	 wind.	 It	 was
holiday	for	the	horses	of	the	Sun,	and	away	they	went.
Grasping	the	reins	that	dragged	him	after,	like	an	enemy,	Phaethon	looked	down
from	the	fearful	ascent	and	saw	the	Earth	far	beneath	him,	dim	and	fair.	He	was
blind	 with	 dizziness	 and	 bewilderment.	 His	 hold	 slackened	 and	 the	 horses
redoubled	their	speed,	wild	with	new	liberty.	They	left	the	old	tracks.	Before	he
knew	where	he	was,	they	had	startled	the	constellations	and	well-nigh	grazed	the
Serpent,	so	that	it	woke	from	its	torpor	and	hissed.
The	 steeds	 took	 fright.	This	way	 and	 that	 they	went,	 terrified	 by	 the	monsters
they	had	never	encountered	before,	shaking	out	of	their	silver	quiet	the	cool	stars
towards	 the	 north,	 then	 fleeing	 as	 far	 to	 the	 south	 among	 new	 wonders.	 The
heavens	were	full	of	terror.
Up,	 far	 above	 the	 clouds,	 they	went,	 and	down	again,	 towards	 the	defenceless
Earth,	that	could	not	flee	from	the	chariot	of	the	Sun.	Great	rivers	hid	themselves
in	the	ground,	and	mountains	were	consumed.	Harvests	perished	like	a	moth	that
is	singed	in	a	candle-flame.
In	vain	did	Phaethon	call	to	the	horses	and	pull	upon	the	reins.	As	in	a	hideous
dream,	he	saw	his	own	Earth,	his	beautiful	home	and	the	home	of	all	men,	his
kindred,	parched	by	 the	 fires	of	 this	mad	chariot,	and	blackening	beneath	him.
The	ground	cracked	open	and	the	sea	shrank.	Heedless	water-nymphs,	who	had
lingered	in	the	shallows,	were	left	gasping	like	bright	fishes.	The	dryads	shrank,
and	tried	to	cover	themselves	from	the	scorching	heat.	The	poor	Earth	lifted	her
withered	face	in	a	last	prayer	to	Zeus	to	save	them	if	he	might.
Then	 Zeus,	 calling	 all	 the	 gods	 to	 witness	 that	 there	 was	 no	 other	 means	 of
safety,	hurled	his	thunderbolt,	and	Phaethon	knew	no	more.
His	body	fell	through	the	heavens,	aflame	like	a	shooting-star	and	the	horses	of
the	Sun	dashed	homeward	with	the	empty	chariot.
Poor	 Clymene	 grieved	 sorely	 over	 the	 boy's	 death,	 but	 the	 young	 Heliades,
daughters	 of	 the	 Sun,	 refused	 all	 comfort.	 Day	 and	 night	 they	 wept	 together
about	 their	 brother's	 grave	 by	 the	 river,	 until	 the	 gods	 took	 pity	 and	 changed
them	all	 into	poplar-trees.	And	ever	after	 that	 they	wept	 sweet	 tears	of	amber,
clear	as	sunlight.
	



NIOBE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

THERE	ARE	SO	MANY	TALES	OF	 the	 vanity	 of	 kings	 and	queens	 that	 the
half	of	them	cannot	be	told.
There	 was	 Cassiopaeia,	 queen	 of	 Aethiopia,	 who	 boasted	 that	 her	 beauty
outshone	the	beauty	of	all	the	sea-nymphs,	so	that	in	anger	they	sent	a	horrible
sea-serpent	to	ravage	the	coast.	The	king	prayed	of	an	Oracle	to	know	how	the
monster	might	be	appeased,	and	learned	that	he	must	offer	up	his	own	daughter,
Andromeda.	The	maiden	was	therefore	chained	to	a	rock	by	the	sea-side,	and	left
to	her	fate.	But	who	should	come	to	rescue	her	but	a	certain	young	hero,	Perseus,
who	was	hastening	homeward	after	a	perilous	adventure	with	 the	snaky-haired
Gorgons.	Filled	with	pity	at	the	story	of	Andromeda,	he	waited	for	the	dragon,
met	and	slew	him,	and	set	the	maiden	free.	As	for	the	boastful	queen,	the	gods
forgave	her,	and	at	her	death	she	was	set	among	the	stars.	That	story	ended	well.
But	 there	was	once	a	queen	of	Thebes,	Niobe,	fortunate	above	all	women,	and
yet	arrogant	in	the	face	of	the	gods.	Very	beautiful	she	was,	and	nobly	born,	but
above	all	 things	she	boasted	of	her	children,	 for	she	had	seven	sons	and	seven
daughters.
Now	 there	 came	 the	 day	when	 the	 people	were	wont	 to	 celebrate	 the	 feast	 of
Latona,	mother	of	Apollo	and	Diana,	and	Niobe,	as	she	stood	looking	upon	the
worshippers	on	their	way	to	the	temple,	was	filled	with	overweening	pride.
"Why	do	you	worship	Latona	before	me?"	she	cried	out.	"What	does	she	possess
that	 I	 have	 not	 in	 greater	 abundance?	 She	 has	 but	 two	 children,	while	 I	 have
seven	sons	and	as	many	daughters.	Nay,	if	she	robbed	me	out	of	envy,	I	should
still	 be	 rich.	Go	 back	 to	 your	 houses,	 you	 have	 not	 eyes	 to	 know	 the	 rightful
goddess."
Such	impiety	was	enough	to	frighten	any	one,	and	her	subjects	returned	to	their
daily	work,	awestruck	and	silent.
But	Apollo	and	Diana	were	filled	with	wrath	at	this	insult	to	their	divine	mother.
Not	only	was	she	a	great	goddess	and	a	power	in	the	heavens,	but	during	her	life



on	earth	she	had	suffered	many	hardships	for	their	sake.	The	serpent	Python	had
been	sent	to	torment	her,	and,	driven	from	land	to	land,	under	an	evil	spell,	beset
with	dangers,	she	had	found	no	resting-place	but	the	island	of	Delos,	held	sacred
ever	 after	 to	 her	 and	 her	 children.	 Once	 she	 had	 even	 been	 refused	 water	 by
some	churlish	peasants,	who	could	not	believe	 in	a	goddess	 if	 she	appeared	 in
humble	guise	and	travel-worn.	But	these	men	were	all	changed	into	frogs.
It	needed	no	word	from	Latona	herself	to	rouse	her	children	to	vengeance.	Swift
as	a	thought,	the	two	immortal	archers,	brother	and	sister,	stood	in	Thebes,	upon
the	towers	of	the	citadel.	Near	by,	the	youth	were	pursuing	their	sports,	while	the
feast	of	Latona	went	neglected.	The	sons	of	Queen	Niobe	were	there,	and	against
them	Apollo	bent	his	golden	bow.	An	arrow	crossed	the	air	like	a	sunbeam,	and
without	a	word	the	eldest	prince	fell	from	his	horse.	One	by	one	his	brothers	died
by	the	same	hand,	so	swiftly	that	they	knew	not	what	had	befallen	them,	till	all
the	sons	of	 the	royal	house	 lay	slain.	Only	 the	people	of	Thebes,	stricken	with
terror,	bore	 the	news	to	Queen	Niobe,	where	she	sat	with	her	seven	daughters.
She	would	not	believe	in	such	a	sorrow.
"Savage	Latona,"	 she	 cried,	 lifting	 her	 arms	 against	 the	 heavens,	 "never	 think
that	you	have	conquered.	I	am	still	the	greater."
At	that	moment	one	of	her	daughters	sank	beside	her.	Diana	had	sped	an	arrow
from	her	bow	 that	 is	 like	 the	crescent	moon.	Without	a	cry,	nay,	 even	as	 they
murmured	words	of	comfort,	the	sisters	died,	one	by	one.	It	was	all	as	swift	and
soundless	as	snowfall.
Only	 the	 guilty	mother	was	 left,	 transfixed	with	 grief.	 Tears	 flowed	 from	 her
eyes,	but	she	spoke	not	a	word,	her	heart	never	softened,	and	at	last	she	turned	to
stone,	and	the	tears	flowed	down	her	cold	face	forever.



ADMETUS	AND	THE	SHEPHERD

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

APOLLO	DID	NOT	LIVE	ALWAYS	FREE	of	 care,	 though	he	was	 the	most
glorious	 of	 the	 gods.	 One	 day,	 in	 anger	 with	 the	 Cyclopes	 who	 work	 at	 the
forges	of	Vulcan,	he	sent	his	arrows	after	them,	to	the	wrath	of	all	the	gods,	but
especially	of	Zeus.	 (For	 the	Cyclopes	always	make	his	 thunderbolts,	and	make
them	well.)	Even	the	divine	archer	could	not	go	unpunished,	and	as	a	penalty	he
was	sent	to	serve	some	mortal	for	a	year.	Some	say	one	year	and	some	say	nine,
but	in	those	days,	time	passed	quickly,	and	as	for	the	gods,	they	took	no	heed	of
it.
Now	there	was	a	certain	king	in	Thessaly,	Admetus	by	name,	and	there	came	to
him	one	day	a	stranger,	who	asked	leave	to	serve	about	the	palace.	None	knew
his	name,	but	he	was	very	comely,	and	moreover,	when	they	questioned	him	he
said	that	he	had	come	from	a	position	of	high	trust.	So	without	further	delay	they
made	him	chief	shepherd	of	the	royal	flocks.
Every	day	 thereafter,	he	drove	his	 sheep	 to	 the	banks	of	 the	 river	Amphrysus,
and	there	he	sat	to	watch	them	browse.	The	country-folk	that	passed	drew	near
to	 wonder	 at	 him,	 without	 daring	 to	 ask	 questions.	 He	 seemed	 to	 have	 a
knowledge	of	 leech-craft,	 and	knew	how	 to	 cure	 the	 ills	 of	 any	wayfarer	with
any	weed	that	grew	nearby,	and	he	would	pipe	for	hours	 in	the	sun.	A	simple-
spoken	man	he	was,	yet	he	seemed	to	know	much	more	than	he	would	say,	and
he	smiled	with	a	kindly	mirth	when	the	people	wished	him	sunny	weather.
Indeed,	as	days	went	by,	it	seemed	as	if	summer	had	come	to	stay,	and,	like	the
shepherd,	 found	the	place	friendly.	Nowhere	else	were	 the	flocks	so	white	and
fair	 to	 see,	 like	 clouds	 loitering	 along	 a	 bright	 sky,	 and	 sometimes,	 when	 he
chose,	their	keeper	sang	to	them.	Then	the	grasshoppers	drew	near	and	the	swans
sailed	 close	 to	 the	 river	 banks,	 and	 the	 country-men	 gathered	 about	 to	 hear
wonderful	 tales	of	 the	 slaying	of	 the	monster	Python,	 and	of	 a	king	with	 ass's
ears,	and	of	a	 lovely	maiden,	Daphne,	who	grew	 into	a	 laurel-tree.	 In	 time	 the
rumour	of	 these	 things	drew	the	king	himself	 to	 listen,	and	Admetus,	who	had
been	 to	 see	 the	world	 in	 the	 ship	Argo,	 knew	at	 once	 that	 this	was	no	 earthly



shepherd,	but	 a	god.	From	 that	day,	 like	 a	 true	king,	he	 treated	his	guest	with
reverence	and	friendliness,	asking	no	questions,	and	the	god	was	well	pleased.
Now	it	came	to	pass	that	Admetus	fell	in	love	with	a	beautiful	maiden,	Alcestis,
and,	 because	 of	 the	 strange	 condition	 that	 her	 father	 Pelias	 had	 laid	 upon	 all
suitors,	he	was	heavy-hearted.	Only	that	man	who	should	come	to	woo	her	in	a
chariot	drawn	by	a	wild	boar	and	a	lion	might	ever	marry	Alcestis,	and	this	task
was	enough	to	puzzle	even	a	king.
As	for	the	shepherd,	when	he	heard	of	it	he	rose,	one	fine	morning,	and	left	the
sheep	and	went	his	way,	but	no	one	knew	where.	 If	 the	 sun	had	gone	out,	 the
people	could	not	have	been	more	dismayed.	The	king	himself	went,	 late	 in	 the
day,	 to	walk	by	the	river	Amphrysus,	and	wonder	if	his	gracious	keeper	of	 the
flocks	 had	 deserted	 him	 in	 a	 time	 of	 need.	 But	 at	 that	 very	 moment,	 whom
should	he	see	returning	from	the	woods	but	the	shepherd,	glorious	as	sunset,	and
leading	 side	 by	 side	 a	 lion	 and	 a	 boar,	 as	 gentle	 as	 two	 sheep!	The	 very	 next
morning,	with	joy	and	gratitude,	Admetus	set	out	in	his	chariot	for	the	kingdom
of	Pelias,	and	there	he	wooed	and	won	Alcestis,	 the	most	 loving	wife	that	was
ever	heard	of.
It	was	well	 for	Admetus	 that	he	came	home	with	such	a	comrade,	 for	 the	year
was	at	an	end,	and	he	was	 to	 lose	his	shepherd.	The	strange	man	came	to	 take
leave	of	the	king	and	queen	whom	he	had	befriended.
"Blessed	be	your	 flocks,	Admetus,"	he	said,	 smiling.	 "They	shall	prosper	even
though	I	leave	them.	And,	because	you	can	discern	the	gods	that	come	to	you	in
the	guise	of	wayfarers,	happiness	 shall	never	go	 far	 from	your	home,	but	ever
return	to	be	your	guest.	No	man	may	live	on	earth	forever,	but	this	one	gift	have
I	obtained	for	you.	When	your	last	hour	draws	near,	if	any	one	shall	be	willing	to
meet	 it	 in	your	stead,	he	shall	die,	and	you	shall	 live	on,	more	 than	 the	mortal
length	of	days.	Such	kings	deserve	long	life."
So	ended	the	happy	year	when	Apollo	tended	sheep.
	



ALCESTIS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

FOR	 MANY	 YEARS	 THE	 REMEMBRANCE	 OF	 Apollo's	 service	 kept
Thessaly	full	of	sunlight.	Where	a	god	could	work,	the	people	took	heart	to	work
also.	Flocks	and	herds	 throve,	 travellers	were	befriended,	and	men	were	happy
under	the	rule	of	a	happy	king	and	queen.
But	 one	 day	Admetus	 fell	 ill,	 and	 he	 grew	weaker	 and	weaker	 until	 he	 lay	 at
death's	door.	Then,	when	no	remedy	was	found	to	help	him	and	the	hope	of	the
people	was	failing,	they	remembered	the	promise	of	the	Fates	to	spare	the	king	if
some	one	else	would	die	in	his	stead.	This	seemed	a	simple	matter	for	one	whose
wishes	are	law,	and	whose	life	is	needed	by	all	his	fellow-men.	But,	strange	to
say,	the	substitute	did	not	come	forward	at	once.
Among	the	king's	most	faithful	friends,	many	were	afraid	to	die.	Men	said	that
they	would	gladly	give	their	lives	in	battle,	but	that	they	could	not	die	in	bed	at
home	 like	helpless	old	women.	The	wealthy	had	 too	much	 to	 live	 for,	 and	 the
poor,	who	possessed	nothing	but	 life,	 could	not	bear	 to	give	up	 that.	Even	 the
aged	parents	of	Admetus	 shrunk	 from	 the	 thought	of	 losing	 the	 few	years	 that
remained	 to	 them,	 and	 thought	 it	 impious	 that	 any	 one	 should	 name	 such	 a
sacrifice.
All	 this	 time,	 the	 three	 Fates	 were	 waiting	 to	 cut	 the	 thread	 of	 life,	 and	 they
could	not	wait	longer.
Then,	 seeing	 that	 even	 the	 old	 and	 wretched	 clung	 to	 their	 gift	 of	 life,	 who
should	 offer	 herself	 but	 the	 young	 and	 lovely	 queen,	 Alcestis?	 Sorrowful	 but
resolute,	she	determined	to	be	the	victim,	and	made	ready	to	die	for	the	sake	of
her	husband.
She	took	leave	of	her	children	and	commended	them	to	the	care	of	Admetus.	All
his	pleading	could	not	change	the	decree	of	the	Fates.	Alcestis	prepared	for	death
as	 for	 some	 consecration.	She	bathed	 and	 anointed	her	 body,	 and,	 as	 a	mortal
illness	 seized	 her,	 she	 lay	 down	 to	 die,	 robed	 in	 fair	 raiment,	 and	 bade	 her
kindred	 farewell.	The	household	was	 filled	with	mourning,	but	 it	was	 too	 late.



She	waned	before	the	eyes	of	the	king,	like	daylight	that	must	be	gone.
At	this	grievous	moment	Heracles,	mightiest	of	all	men,	who	was	journeying	on
his	way	 to	 new	 adventures,	 begged	 admittance	 to	 the	 palace,	 and	 inquired	 the
cause	of	such	grief	 in	 that	hospitable	place.	He	was	told	of	 the	misfortune	that
had	befallen	Admetus,	and,	struck	with	pity,	he	resolved	to	try	what	his	strength
might	do	for	this	man	who	had	been	a	friend	of	gods.
Already	Death	had	come	out	of	Hades	for	Alcestis,	and	as	Heracles	stood	at	the
door	of	her	chamber	he	saw	that	awful	form	leading	away	the	lovely	spirit	of	the
queen,	 for	 the	breath	had	 just	departed	 from	her	body.	Then	 the	might	 that	he
had	from	his	divine	father	Zeus	stood	by	the	hero.	He	seized	Death	in	his	giant
arms	and	wrestled	for	victory.
Now	Death	is	a	visitor	that	comes	and	goes.	He	may	not	tarry	in	the	upper	world,
its	 air	 is	not	 for	him,	and	at	 length,	 feeling	his	power	give	way,	he	 loosed	his
grasp	 of	 the	 queen,	 and,	 weak	 with	 the	 struggle,	 made	 escape	 to	 his	 native
darkness	of	Hades.
In	the	chamber	where	the	royal	kindred	were	weeping,	the	body	of	Alcestis	lay,
fair	to	see,	and	once	more	the	breath	stirred	in	her	heart,	like	a	waking	bird.	Back
to	its	home	came	her	lovely	spirit,	and	for	long	years	after	she	lived	happily	with
her	husband,	King	Admetus.
	



APOLLO’S	SISTER

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

I.	DIANA	AND	ACTAEON
LIKE	 THE	 SUN-GOD,	 WHOM	 MEN	 DREADED	 as	 the	 divine	 archer	 and
loved	as	the	divine	singer,	Diana,	his	sister,	had	two	natures,	as	different	as	day
from	night.
On	earth	she	delighted	in	the	wild	life	of	the	chase,	keeping	holiday	among	the
dryads,	 and	 hunting	with	 all	 those	 nymphs	 that	 loved	 the	 boyish	 pastime.	She
and	her	maidens	shunned	the	fellowship	of	men	and	would	not	hear	of	marriage,
for	they	disdained	all	household	arts,	and	there	are	countless	tales	of	their	cruelty
to	suitors.
Syrinx	and	Atalanta	were	of	their	company,	and	Arethusa,	who	was	changed	into
a	 fountain	and	ever	pursued	by	Alpheus	 the	 river-god,	 till	at	 last	 the	 two	were
united.	There	was	Daphne,	 too,	who	disdained	the	 love	of	Apollo	himself,	and
would	 never	 listen	 to	 a	word	 of	 his	 suit,	 but	 fled	 like	Syrinx,	 and	 prayed	 like
Syrinx	for	escape,	but	Daphne	was	changed	into	a	fair	laurel-tree,	held	sacred	by
Apollo	forever	after.
All	these	maidens	were	as	untamed	and	free	of	heart	as	the	wild	creatures	they
loved	 to	 hunt,	 and	 whoever	 molested	 them	 did	 so	 at	 his	 peril.	 None	 dared
trespass	 in	 the	home	of	Diana	and	her	nymphs,	not	even	 the	 riotous	 fauns	and
satyrs	who	were	heedless	enough	to	go	a-swimming	in	the	river	Styx,	if	they	had
cared	 to	venture	near	such	a	dismal	place.	But	 the	maiden	goddess	 laid	a	spell
upon	 their	 unruly	 wits,	 even	 as	 the	 moon	 controls	 the	 tides	 of	 the	 sea.	 Her
precincts	 were	 holy.	 There	 was	 one	 man,	 however,	 whose	 ill-timed	 curiosity
brought	heavy	punishment	upon	him.	This	was	Actaeon,	a	grandson	of	the	great
king	Cadmus.
Wearied	 with	 hunting,	 one	 noon,	 he	 left	 his	 comrades	 and	 idled	 through	 the
forest,	 perhaps	 to	 spy	 upon	 those	 woodland	 deities	 of	 whom	 he	 had	 heard.
Chance	brought	him	to	the	very	grove	where	Diana	and	her	nymphs	were	wont
to	bathe.	He	followed	the	bright	thread	of	the	brook,	never	turning	aside,	though



mortal	 reverence	should	have	warned	him	 that	 the	place	was	 for	gods.	The	air
was	wondrous	clear	and	sweet,	a	 throng	of	fair	 trees	drooped	their	branches	 in
the	way,	and	from	a	sheltered	grotto	beyond	fell	a	mingled	sound	of	laughter	and
running	waters.	But	Actaeon	would	 not	 turn	 back.	Roughly	 pushing	 aside	 the
laurel	branches	 that	hid	 the	 entrance	of	 the	 cave,	he	 looked	 in,	 startling	Diana
and	her	maidens.	In	an	instant	a	splash	of	water	shut	his	eyes,	and	the	goddess,
reading	 his	 churlish	 thought,	 said,	 "Go	 now,	 if	 you	 will,	 and	 boast	 of	 this
intrusion."
He	turned	to	go,	but	a	stupid	bewilderment	had	fallen	upon	him.	He	looked	back
to	speak,	and	could	not.	He	put	his	hand	to	his	head,	and	felt	antlers	branching
above	his	forehead.	Down	he	fell	on	hands	and	feet,	these	likewise	changed	into
hooves.	 The	 poor	 offender!	 Crouching	 by	 the	 brook	 that	 he	 had	 followed,	 he
looked	in,	and	saw	nothing	but	the	image	of	a	stag,	bending	to	drink,	as	only	that
morning	he	had	seen	the	creature	they	had	come	out	to	kill.	With	an	impulse	of
terror	 he	 fled	 away,	 faster	 than	he	had	 ever	 run	before,	 crashing	 through	bush
and	bracken,	the	noise	of	his	own	flight	ever	after	him	like	an	enemy.
Suddenly	he	heard	the	blast	of	a	horn	close	by,	then	the	baying	of	hounds.	His
comrades,	who	had	 rested	 and	were	 ready	 for	 the	 chase,	made	after	him.	This
time	he	was	their	prey.	He	tried	to	call	and	could	not.	His	antlers	caught	in	the
branches,	his	breath	came	with	pain,	and	the	dogs	were	upon	him.	His	own	dogs!
With	 all	 the	 eagerness	 that	 he	 had	 often	 praised	 in	 them,	 they	 fell	 upon	 him,
knowing	not	their	own	master.	And	so	he	perished,	hunter	and	hunted.
Only	the	goddess	of	the	chase	could	have	devised	so	terrible	a	revenge.
	



THE	CALYDONIAN	HUNT

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

IN	THAT	DAY	OF	THE	CHASE,	there	was	one	enterprise	renowned	above	all
others,	that	being	the	great	hunt	of	Calydon.	There,	in	search	of	high	adventure,
went	all	the	heroes	of	Greece,	just	as	they	joined	the	quest	of	the	Golden	Fleece,
and,	in	a	later	day,	went	to	the	rescue	of	Fair	Helen	in	the	Trojan	War.
For	Oeneus,	king	of	Calydon,	had	neglected	the	temples	of	Diana,	and	she	had
sent	a	monstrous	boar	 to	 lay	waste	all	 the	fields	and	farms	in	 the	country.	The
people	 had	 never	 seen	 so	 terrible	 a	 beast,	 and	 they	 soon	wished	 that	 they	 had
never	 offended	 the	 goddess	who	 keeps	 the	woods	 clear	 of	 such	monsters.	No
mortal	device	availed	against	it,	and,	after	a	hundred	disasters,	Prince	Meleager,
the	son	of	Oeneus,	summoned	the	heroes	to	join	him	in	this	perilous	hunt.
The	prince	had	a	strange	story.	Soon	after	his	birth,	Althea,	the	queen,	had	seen
in	 a	 vision	 the	 three	 Fates	 spinning	 the	 thread	 of	 life	 and	 crooning	 over	 their
work.	For	Clotho	spins	 the	 thread,	Lachesis	draws	it	out,	and	Atropos	waits	 to
cut	 it	off	with	her	glittering	shears.	So	 the	queen	beheld	 them,	and	heard	 them
foretell	that	her	baby	should	live	no	longer	than	a	brand	that	was	then	burning	on
the	hearth.	Horror	inspired	the	mother.	Quick	as	a	thought	she	seized	the	brand,
put	out	 the	 flame,	and	 laid	 it	by	 in	 some	safe	and	 secret	place	where	no	harm
could	touch	it.	So	the	child	gathered	strength	and	grew	up	to	manhood.
He	was	a	mighty	hunter,	and	the	other	heroes	came	gladly	to	bear	him	company.
Many	of	the	Argonauts	were	there,	 including	Jason,	Theseus,	Nestor,	and	even
Atalanta,	that	valorous	maiden	who	had	joined	the	rowers	of	the	Argo,	a	beloved
charge	of	Diana.	Boyish	in	her	boldness	for	wild	sports,	she	was	fleet	of	foot	and
very	 lovely	 to	 behold,	 altogether	 a	 bride	 for	 a	 princely	 hunter.	 So	 Meleager
thought,	the	moment	that	he	saw	her	face.
Together	 they	 all	 set	 out	 for	 the	 lair	 of	 the	 boar,	 the	 heroes	 and	 the	 men	 of
Calydon,	 Meleager	 and	 his	 two	 uncles,	 Phlexippus	 and	 Toxeus,	 brothers	 of
Queen	Althea.
All	was	ready.	Nets	were	stretched	from	tree	to	tree,	and	the	dogs	were	let	loose.



The	 heroes	 lay	 in	 wait.	 Suddenly	 the	 monster,	 startled	 by	 the	 shouts	 of	 the
company,	 rose	 hideous	 and	 unwieldy	 from	 his	 hiding-place	 and	 rushed	 upon
them.	What	were	hounds	to	such	as	he,	or	nets	spread	for	a	snare?	Jason's	spear
missed	and	fell.	Nestor	only	saved	his	life	by	climbing	the	nearest	tree.	Several
of	the	heroes	were	gored	by	the	tusks	of	the	boar	before	they	could	make	their
escape.	 In	 the	 midst	 of	 this	 horrible	 tumult,	 Atalanta	 sped	 an	 arrow	 at	 the
creature	and	wounded	him.	Meleager	saw	it	with	joy,	and	called	upon	the	others
to	follow.	One	by	one	they	tried	without	success,	but	he,	after	one	false	thrust,
drove	his	spear	into	the	side	of	the	monster	and	finally	laid	him	dead.
The	heroes	crowded	to	do	him	honour,	but	he	turned	to	Atalanta,	who	had	first
wounded	 the	 boar,	 and	 awarded	 her	 the	 shaggy	 hide	 that	 was	 her	 fair-won
trophy.	 This	was	 too	much	 for	 the	warriors,	who	 had	 been	 outdone	 by	 a	 girl.
Phlexippus	 and	Toxeus	were	 so	 enraged	 that	 they	 snatched	 the	 prize	 from	 the
maiden,	 churlishly,	 and	denied	her	victory.	Maddened	at	 this,	Meleager	 forgot
everything	but	the	insult	offered	to	Atalanta,	and	he	fell	upon	the	two	men	and
stabbed	 them.	Only	when	 they	 lay	dead	before	him	did	he	 remember	 that	 they
were	his	own	kinsmen.
In	the	mean	time	news	had	flown	to	the	city	that	the	pest	was	slain,	and	Queen
Althea	was	on	her	way	to	the	temple	to	give	thanks	for	their	deliverance.	At	the
very	gates	she	came	upon	a	multitude	of	men	surrounding	a	litter,	and	drawing
near	 she	 saw	 the	 bodies	 of	 her	 two	 brothers.	 Swift	 upon	 this	 horror	 came	 a
greater	 shock.	The	name	of	 the	murderer	was	her	own	son,	Meleager.	All	pity
left	 the	 mother's	 heart	 when	 she	 heard	 it,	 she	 thought	 only	 of	 revenge.	 In	 a
lightning-flash	she	remembered	that	brand	which	she	had	plucked	from	the	fire
when	her	son	was	but	a	new-born	babe,	the	brand	that	was	to	last	with	his	life.
She	 ordered	 a	 pyre	 to	 be	 built	 and	 lighted,	 and	 straightway	 she	 went	 to	 that
hiding-place	where	she	had	kept	the	precious	thing	all	these	years,	and	brought	it
back	and	stood	before	the	flames.	At	the	last	moment	her	soul	was	torn	between
love	 for	 her	 son	 and	 grief	 for	 her	 murdered	 brothers.	 She	 stretched	 forth	 the
brand,	and	plucked	it	again	from	the	tongues	of	fire.	She	cried	out	in	despair	that
the	honour	of	her	house	should	require	such	an	expiation.	But,	covering	her	eyes,
she	flung	the	brand	into	the	flames.
At	the	same	time,	far	away	with	his	companions,	and	unwitting	of	these	things,
Meleager	was	struck	through	with	a	sudden	pang.	Wondering	and	helpless,	 the
heroes	gathered	about,	 to	behold	him	dying	of	some	unknown	agony,	while	he
strove	 to	 conquer	 his	 pain.	 Even	 as	 the	 brand	 burned	 in	 the	 fire	 before	 the
wretched	queen,	Meleager	was	consumed	by	a	mysterious	death,	blessing	with
his	 last	breath	 friends	and	kindred,	his	dear	Atalanta,	 and	 the	mother	who	had
brought	 him	 to	 this	 doom,	 though	 he	 knew	 it	 not.	 At	 last	 the	 brand	 fell	 into
ashes,	and	in	the	forest	the	hero	lay	dead.



The	king	and	queen	fell	into	such	grief	when	all	was	known,	that	Diana	took	pity
upon	them	and	changed	them	into	birds	so	that	they	might	forget	their	grief	on
the	wing.
	



ATALANTA’S	RACE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

EVEN	IF	PRINCE	MELEAGER	HAD	LIVED,	 it	 is	doubtful	 if	he	could	ever
have	won	Atalanta	to	be	his	wife.	The	maiden	was	resolved	to	live	unwed,	and	at
last	she	devised	a	plan	to	be	rid	of	all	her	suitors.	She	was	known	far	and	wide	as
the	swiftest	runner	of	her	 time,	and	so	she	said	 that	she	would	only	marry	that
man	who	could	outstrip	her	in	the	race,	but	that	all	who	dared	to	try	and	failed
must	be	put	to	death.
This	threat	did	not	dishearten	all	of	the	suitors,	however,	and	to	her	grief,	for	she
was	not	cruel,	they	held	her	to	her	promise.	On	a	certain	day	the	few	bold	men
who	 were	 to	 try	 their	 fortune	 made	 ready,	 and	 chose	 young	 Hippomenes	 as
judge.	He	 sat	watching	 them	 before	 the	word	was	 given,	 and	 sadly	wondered
that	any	brave	man	should	risk	his	life	merely	to	win	a	bride.	But	when	Atalanta
stood	ready	for	the	contest,	he	was	amazed	by	her	beauty.	She	looked	like	Hebe,
goddess	of	young	health,	who	is	a	glad	serving-maiden	to	the	gods	when	they	sit
at	feast.
The	signal	was	given,	and,	as	she	and	 the	suitors	darted	away,	 flight	made	her
more	 enchanting	 than	 ever.	 Just	 as	 a	 wind	 brings	 sparkles	 to	 the	 water	 and
laughter	to	the	trees,	haste	fanned	her	loveliness	to	a	glow.
Alas	for	the	suitors!	She	ran	as	if	Hermes	had	lent	her	his	winged	sandals.	The
young	men,	skilled	as	they	were,	grew	heavy	with	weariness	and	despair.	For	all
their	efforts,	they	seemed	to	lag	like	ships	in	a	calm,	while	Atalanta	flew	before
them	in	some	favouring	breeze,	and	she	alone	reached	the	goal!
To	the	sorrow	of	all	on-lookers,	the	suitors	were	led	away,	but	the	judge	himself,
Hippomenes,	rose	and	begged	leave	to	try	his	fortune.	As	Atalanta	listened,	and
looked	at	him,	her	heart	was	 filled	with	pity,	and	she	would	willingly	have	 let
him	win	 the	 race	 to	 save	 him	 from	 defeat	 and	 death,	 for	 he	 was	 comely	 and
younger	than	the	others.	But	her	friends	urged	her	to	rest	and	make	ready,	and
she	consented,	with	an	unwilling	heart.
Meanwhile	 Hippomenes	 prayed	 within	 himself	 to	 Venus,	 "Goddess	 of	 Love,



give	ear,	and	send	me	good	speed.	Let	me	be	swift	to	win	as	I	have	been	swift	to
love	her."
Now	 Venus,	 who	 was	 not	 far	 off,	 for	 she	 had	 already	 moved	 the	 heart	 of
Hippomenes	 to	 love,	 came	 to	 his	 side	 invisibly,	 slipped	 into	 his	 hand	 three
wondrous	golden	apples,	and	whispered	a	word	of	counsel	in	his	ear.
The	signal	was	given,	and	youth	and	maiden	started	over	the	course.	They	went
so	 like	 the	 wind	 that	 they	 left	 not	 a	 footprint.	 The	 people	 cheered	 on
Hippomenes,	 eager	 that	 such	valour	 should	win.	But	 the	 course	was	 long,	 and
soon	fatigue	seemed	to	clutch	at	his	throat,	the	light	shook	before	his	eyes,	and,
even	as	he	pressed	on,	the	maiden	passed	him	by.
At	 that	 instant	Hippomenes	 tossed	ahead	one	of	 the	golden	apples.	The	rolling
bright	thing	caught	Atalanta's	eye,	and	full	of	wonder	she	stooped	to	pick	it	up.
Hippomenes	 ran	 on.	As	 he	 heard	 the	 flutter	 of	 her	 tunic	 close	 behind	 him,	 he
flung	aside	another	golden	apple,	and	another	moment	was	lost	to	the	girl.	Who
could	pass	by	such	a	marvel?	The	goal	was	near	and	Hippomenes	was	ahead,	but
once	 again	Atalanta	 caught	 up	with	 him,	 and	 they	 sped	 side	 by	 side	 like	 two
dragon-flies.	 For	 an	 instant	 his	 heart	 failed	 him,	 then,	 with	 a	 last	 prayer	 to
Venus,	 he	 flung	 down	 the	 last	 apple.	 The	maiden	 glanced	 at	 it,	wavered,	 and
would	 have	 left	 it	 where	 it	 had	 fallen,	 had	 not	 Venus	 turned	 her	 head	 for	 a
second	and	given	her	a	sudden	wish	to	possess	it.	Against	her	will	she	turned	to
pick	up	the	golden	apple,	and	Hippomenes	touched	the	goal.
So	he	won	that	perilous	maiden,	and	as	for	Atalanta,	she	was	glad	to	marry	such
a	 valorous	 man.	 By	 this	 time	 she	 understood	 so	 well	 what	 it	 was	 like	 to	 be
pursued,	that	she	had	lost	a	little	of	her	pleasure	in	hunting.
	



ARACHNE
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NOT	AMONG	MORTALS	ALONE	WERE	THERE	 contests	 of	 skill,	 nor	 yet
among	 the	 gods,	 like	Pan	 and	Apollo.	Many	 sorrows	befell	men	because	 they
grew	arrogant	in	their	own	devices	and	coveted	divine	honours.	There	was	once
a	great	hunter,	Orion,	who	outvied	the	gods	themselves,	till	they	took	him	away
from	his	hunting-grounds	and	set	him	 in	 the	heavens,	with	his	sword	and	belt,
and	his	hound	at	his	heels.	But	at	length	jealousy	invaded	even	the	peaceful	arts,
and	disaster	came	of	spinning!
There	was	a	certain	maiden	of	Lydia,	Arachne	by	name,	 renowned	 throughout
the	 country	 for	 her	 skill	 as	 a	 weaver.	 She	 was	 as	 nimble	 with	 her	 fingers	 as
Calypso,	that	nymph	who	kept	Odysseus	for	seven	years	in	her	enchanted	island.
She	was	as	untiring	as	Penelope,	the	hero's	wife,	who	wove	day	after	day	while
she	watched	 for	 his	 return.	Day	 in	 and	 day	 out,	Arachne	wove	 too.	 The	 very
nymphs	would	gather	about	her	loom,	naiads	from	the	water	and	dryads	from	the
trees.
"Maiden,"	 they	would	 say,	 shaking	 the	 leaves	 or	 the	 foam	 from	 their	 hair,	 in
wonder,	"Pallas	Athena	must	have	taught	you!"
But	 this	did	not	please	Arachne.	She	would	not	 acknowledge	herself	 a	debtor,
even	to	that	goddess	who	protected	all	household	arts,	and	by	whose	grace	alone
one	had	any	skill	in	them.
"I	 learned	not	of	Athena,"	said	she,	"If	she	can	weave	better,	 let	her	come	and
try."
The	nymphs	shivered	at	this,	and	an	aged	woman,	who	was	looking	on,	turned	to
Arachne	and	said,	"Be	more	heedful	of	your	words,	my	daughter.	The	goddess
may	pardon	you	 if	you	ask	 forgiveness,	but	do	not	 strive	 for	honours	with	 the
immortals."
Arachne	broke	her	thread,	and	the	shuttle	stopped	humming.
"Keep	your	counsel,"	she	said.	"I	fear	not	Athena,	no,	nor	anyone	else."



As	she	frowned	at	the	old	woman,	she	was	amazed	to	see	her	change	suddenly
into	someone	tall,	majestic	and	beautiful,	a	maiden	of	grey	eyes	and	golden	hair,
crowned	with	a	golden	helmet.	It	was	Athena	herself.
The	bystanders	shrank	in	fear	and	reverence,	only	Arachne	was	unawed	and	held
to	her	foolish	boast.
In	silence	the	two	began	to	weave,	and	the	nymphs	stole	nearer,	coaxed	by	the
sound	 of	 the	 shuttles,	 that	 seemed	 to	 be	 humming	 with	 delight	 over	 the	 two
webs,	back	and	forth	like	bees.
They	gazed	upon	 the	 loom	where	 the	 goddess	 stood	plying	her	 task,	 and	 they
saw	shapes	and	 images	come	 to	bloom	out	of	 the	wondrous	colours,	 as	 sunset
clouds	grow	to	be	living	creatures	when	we	watch	them.	And	they	saw	that	the
goddess,	still	merciful,	was	spinning,	as	a	warning	for	Arachne,	 the	pictures	of
her	own	triumph	over	reckless	gods	and	mortals.
In	 one	 corner	 of	 the	 web	 she	made	 a	 story	 of	 her	 conquest	 over	 the	 sea-god
Poseidon.	For	the	first	king	of	Athens	had	promised	to	dedicate	the	city	to	that
god	who	 should	bestow	upon	 it	 the	most	useful	gift.	Poseidon	gave	 the	horse.
But	Athena	gave	the	olive	as	a	means	of	livelihood,	and	the	symbol	of	peace	and
prosperity,	 and	 the	 city	 was	 called	 after	 her	 name.	 Again	 she	 pictured	 a	 vain
woman	 of	 Troy,	 who	 had	 been	 turned	 into	 a	 crane	 for	 disputing	 the	 palm	 of
beauty	with	 a	 goddess.	Other	 corners	 of	 the	web	held	 similar	 images,	 and	 the
whole	shone	like	a	rainbow.
Meanwhile	Arachne,	whose	head	was	quite	turned	with	vanity,	embroidered	her
web	with	stories	against	the	gods,	making	light	of	Zeus	himself	and	of	Apollo,
and	portraying	them	as	birds	and	beasts.	But	she	wove	with	marvellous	skill,	and
the	creatures	seemed	to	breathe	and	speak,	yet	it	was	all	as	fine	as	the	gossamer
that	you	find	on	the	grass	before	rain.
Athena	 herself	 was	 amazed.	 Not	 even	 her	 wrath	 at	 the	 girl's	 insolence	 could
wholly	overcome	her	wonder.	For	an	instant	she	stood	entranced.	Then	she	tore
the	web	across,	and	three	times	she	touched	Arachne's	forehead	with	her	spindle.
"Live	 on,	 Arachne,"	 she	 said.	 "And	 since	 it	 is	 your	 glory	 to	 weave,	 you	 and
yours	must	weave	forever."	So	saying,	she	sprinkled	upon	the	maiden	a	certain
magical	potion.
Away	 went	 Arachne's	 beauty,	 then	 her	 very	 human	 form	 shrank	 to	 that	 of	 a
spider,	and	has	evermore	remained.	As	a	spider	she	spent	all	her	days	weaving
and	weaving,	and	you	may	see	something	like	her	handiwork	any	day	among	the
rafters.
	



PYRAMUS	AND	THISBE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

VENUS	DID	NOT	ALWAYS	BEFRIEND	TRUE	lovers,	as	she	had	befriended
Hippomenes,	with	her	 three	golden	apples.	Sometimes,	 in	 the	enchanted	 island
of	Cyprus,	she	forgot	her	worshippers	far	away,	and	they	called	on	her	in	vain.
So	it	was	in	the	sad	story	of	Hero	and	Leander,	who	lived	on	opposite	borders	of
the	Hellespont.	Hero	dwelt	at	Sestos,	where	she	served	as	a	priestess,	in	the	very
temple	of	Venus,	 and	Leander's	 home	was	 in	Abydos,	 a	 town	on	 the	opposite
shore.	 But	 every	 night	 this	 lover	 would	 swim	 across	 the	 water	 to	 see	 Hero,
guided	by	 the	 light	which	she	was	wont	 to	set	 in	her	 tower.	Even	such	 loyalty
could	 not	 conquer	 fate.	 There	 came	 a	 great	 storm,	 one	 night,	 that	 put	 out	 the
beacon,	and	washed	Leander's	body	up	with	the	waves	to	Hero,	and	she	sprang
into	the	water	to	rejoin	him,	and	so	perished.
Not	 wholly	 unlike	 this	 was	 the	 fate	 of	 Halcyone,	 a	 queen	 of	 Thessaly,	 who
dreamed	that	her	husband	Ceyx	had	been	drowned,	and	on	waking	hastened	to
the	shore	to	look	for	him.	There	she	saw	her	dream	come	true	as	his	lifeless	body
floated	 towards	 her	 on	 the	 tide,	 and	 as	 she	 flung	 herself	 after	 him,	mad	with
grief,	the	air	upheld	her	and	she	seemed	to	fly.	Husband	and	wife	were	changed
into	birds,	and	there	on	the	very	water,	at	certain	seasons,	they	build	a	nest	that
floats	unhurt,	a	portent	of	calm	for	many	days	and	safe	voyage	for	the	ships.	So
it	is	that	seamen	love	these	birds	and	look	for	halcyon	weather.
But	there	once	lived	in	Babylonia	two	lovers	named	Pyramus	and	Thisbe,	who
were	 parted	 by	 a	 strange	 mischance.	 They	 lived	 in	 adjoining	 houses,	 and
although	 their	 parents	 had	 forbidden	 them	 to	 marry,	 these	 two	 had	 found	 a
means	of	talking	together	through	a	crevice	in	the	wall.
Here,	again	and	again,	Pyramus	on	his	side	of	the	wall	and	Thisbe	on	hers,	they
would	 meet	 to	 tell	 each	 other	 all	 that	 had	 happened	 during	 the	 day,	 and	 to
complain	of	their	cruel	parents.	At	length	they	decided	that	they	would	endure	it
no	 longer,	 but	 that	 they	would	 leave	 their	 homes	 and	 be	married,	 come	what
might.	They	planned	to	meet,	on	a	certain	evening,	by	a	mulberry-tree	near	the
tomb	of	King	Ninus,	outside	the	city	gates.	Once	safely	met,	they	were	resolved



to	brave	fortune	together.
So	far	all	went	well.	At	the	appointed	time,	Thisbe,	heavily	veiled,	managed	to
escape	from	home	unnoticed,	and	after	a	stealthy	journey	through	the	streets	of
Babylon,	she	came	to	the	grove	of	mulberries	near	the	tomb	of	Ninus.	The	place
was	deserted,	and	once	there	she	put	off	the	veil	from	her	face	to	see	if	Pyramus
waited	 anywhere	 among	 the	 shadows.	 She	 heard	 the	 sound	 of	 a	 footfall	 and
turned	to	behold	not	Pyramus,	but	a	creature	unwelcome	to	any	tryst	-	none	other
than	a	lioness	crouching	to	drink	from	the	pool	hard	by.
Without	 a	 cry,	 Thisbe	 fled,	 dropping	 her	 veil	 as	 she	 ran.	 She	 found	 a	 hiding-
place	among	the	rocks	at	some	distance,	and	there	she	waited,	not	knowing	what
else	to	do.
The	lioness,	having	quenched	her	thirst	(after	some	ferocious	meal),	turned	from
the	spring	and,	coming	upon	 the	veil,	 sniffed	at	 it	 curiously,	 tore	and	 tossed	 it
with	her	 reddened	 jaws,	 just	as	she	would	have	done	with	Thisbe	herself,	 then
dropped	the	plaything	and	crept	away	to	the	forest	once	more.
It	was	 but	 a	 little	 after	 this	 that	 Pyramus	 came	 hurrying	 to	 the	meeting-place,
breathless	with	eagerness	to	find	Thisbe	and	tell	her	what	had	delayed	him.	He
found	no	Thisbe	there.	For	a	moment	he	was	confounded.	Then	he	looked	about
for	some	sign	of	her,	some	footprint	by	 the	pool.	There	was	 the	 trail	of	a	wild
beast	in	the	grass,	and	near	by	a	woman's	veil,	torn	and	stained	with	blood.	He
caught	it	up	and	knew	it	for	Thisbe's.
So	she	had	come	at	the	appointed	hour,	true	to	her	word,	she	had	waited	there	for
him	 alone	 and	 defenceless,	 and	 she	 had	 fallen	 a	 prey	 to	 some	 beast	 from	 the
jungle!	As	 these	 thoughts	rushed	upon	the	young	man's	mind,	he	could	endure
no	more.
"Was	 it	 to	meet	me,	Thisbe,	 that	you	came	 to	 such	a	death!"	 cried	he.	 "And	 I
followed	all	too	late.	But	I	will	atone.	Even	now	I	come	lagging,	but	by	no	will
of	mine!"
So	saying,	 the	poor	youth	drew	his	sword	and	fell	upon	 it,	 there	at	 the	 foot	of
that	mulberry-tree	which	he	had	named	as	the	trysting-place,	and	his	life-blood
ran	about	the	roots.
During	these	very	moments,	Thisbe,	hearing	no	sound	and	a	little	reassured,	had
stolen	 from	her	hiding-place	 and	was	 come	 to	 the	 edge	of	 the	grove.	She	 saw
that	 the	 lioness	 had	 left	 the	 spring,	 and,	 eager	 to	 show	 her	 lover	 that	 she	 had
dared	 all	 things	 to	 keep	 faith,	 she	 came	 slowly,	 little	 by	 little,	 back	 to	 the
mulberry-tree.
She	found	Pyramus	 there,	according	 to	his	promise.	His	own	sword	was	 in	his
heart,	 the	 empty	 scabbard	 by	 his	 side,	 and	 in	 his	 hand	 he	 held	 her	 veil	 still
clasped.	Thisbe	 saw	 these	 things	 as	 in	 a	 dream,	 and	 suddenly	 the	 truth	 awoke



her.	 She	 saw	 the	 piteous	 mischance	 of	 it	 all,	 and	 when	 the	 dying	 Pyramus
opened	his	eyes	and	fixed	them	upon	her,	her	heart	broke.	With	the	same	sword
she	stabbed	herself,	and	the	lovers	died	together.
There	 the	 parents	 found	 them,	 after	 a	 weary	 search,	 and	 they	 were	 buried
together	 in	 the	same	 tomb.	But	 the	berries	of	 the	mulberry-tree	 turned	red	 that
day,	and	red	they	have	remained	ever	since.
	



PYGMALION	AND	GALATEA

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

THE	 ISLAND	 OF	 CYPRUS	 WAS	 DEAR	 to	 the	 heart	 of	 Venus.	 There	 her
temples	were	kept	with	honour,	and	there,	some	say,	she	watched	with	the	Loves
and	Graces	over	the	long	enchanted	sleep	of	Adonis.	This	youth,	a	hunter	whom
she	had	dearly	loved,	had	died	of	a	wound	from	the	tusk	of	a	wild	boar,	but	the
bitter	grief	of	Venus	had	won	over	even	the	powers	of	Hades.	For	six	months	of
every	year,	Adonis	had	to	live	as	a	Shade	in	the	world	of	the	dead,	but	for	the
rest	of	time	he	was	free	to	breathe	the	upper	air.	Here	in	Cyprus	the	people	came
to	worship	him	as	a	god,	for	the	sake	of	Venus	who	loved	him,	and	here,	if	any
called	upon	her,	she	was	like	to	listen.
Now	 there	 once	 lived	 in	 Cyprus	 a	 young	 sculptor,	 Pygmalion	 by	 name,	 who
thought	nothing	on	earth	so	beautiful	as	the	white	marble	folk	that	live	without
faults	and	never	grow	old.	 Indeed,	he	said	 that	he	would	never	marry	a	mortal
woman,	and	people	began	to	think	that	his	daily	life	among	marble	creatures	was
hardening	his	heart	altogether.
But	it	chanced	that	Pygmalion	fell	to	work	upon	an	ivory	statue	of	a	maiden,	so
lovely	 that	 it	must	 have	moved	 to	 envy	 every	 breathing	 creature	 that	 came	 to
look	upon	it.	With	a	happy	heart	the	sculptor	wrought	day	by	day,	giving	it	all
the	beauty	of	his	dreams,	until,	when	the	work	was	completed,	he	felt	powerless
to	 leave	 it.	 He	 was	 bound	 to	 it	 by	 the	 tie	 of	 his	 highest	 aspiration,	 his	 most
perfect	ideal,	his	most	patient	work.
Day	after	day	the	ivory	maiden	looked	down	at	him	silently,	and	he	looked	back
at	her	until	he	 felt	 that	he	 loved	her	more	 than	anything	else	 in	 the	world.	He
thought	of	her	no	longer	as	a	statue,	but	as	the	dear	companion	of	his	life,	and
the	 whim	 grew	 upon	 him	 like	 an	 enchantment.	 He	 named	 her	 Galatea,	 and
arrayed	 her	 like	 a	 princess,	 he	 hung	 jewels	 about	 her	 neck,	 and	made	 all	 his
home	beautiful	and	fit	for	such	a	presence.
Now	 the	 festival	 of	 Venus	 was	 at	 hand,	 and	 Pygmalion,	 like	 all	 who	 loved
Beauty,	joined	the	worshippers.	In	the	temple	victims	were	offered,	solemn	rites
were	 held,	 and	 votaries	 from	many	 lands	 came	 to	 pray	 for	 the	 favour	 of	 the



goddess.	At	length	Pygmalion	himself	approached	the	altar	and	made	his	prayer.
"Goddess,"	he	 said,	 "who	has	vouchsafed	 to	me	 this	gift	 of	 beauty,	 give	me	a
perfect	love,	likewise,	and	let	me	have	for	my	bride,	one	like	my	ivory	maiden."
And	Venus	heard.
Home	to	his	house	of	dreams	went	the	sculptor,	loath	to	be	parted	for	a	day	from
his	 statue,	 Galatea.	 There	 she	 stood,	 looking	 down	 upon	 him	 silently,	 and	 he
looked	back	at	her.	Surely	the	sunset	had	shed	a	flush	of	life	upon	her	whiteness.
He	drew	near	 in	wonder	 and	delight,	 and	 felt,	 instead	of	 the	 chill	 air	 that	was
wont	to	wake	him	out	of	his	spell,	a	gentle	warmth	around	her,	like	the	breath	of
a	 plant.	 He	 touched	 her	 hand,	 and	 it	 yielded	 like	 the	 hand	 of	 one	 living!
Doubting	his	senses,	yet	fearing	to	reassure	himself,	Pygmalion	kissed	the	statue.
In	 an	 instant	 the	 maiden's	 face	 bloomed	 like	 a	 waking	 rose,	 her	 hair	 shone
golden	as	returning	sunlight,	she	lifted	her	ivory	eyelids	and	smiled	at	him.	The
statue	herself	had	awakened,	and	she	stepped	down	from	the	pedestal,	 into	 the
arms	of	her	creator,	alive!
There	was	a	dream	that	came	true.
	



OEDIPUS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

BEHIND	THE	POWER	OF	THE	GODS	and	beyond	all	the	efforts	of	men,	the
three	Fates	sat	at	their	spinning.
No	one	could	tell	from	where	these	sisters	came,	but	by	some	strange	necessity
they	 spun	 the	web	of	 human	 life	 and	made	destinies	without	 knowing	why.	 It
was	 not	 for	 Clotho	 to	 decree	 whether	 the	 thread	 of	 a	 life	 should	 be	 stout	 or
fragile,	nor	 for	Lachesis	 to	choose	 the	fashion	of	 the	web,	and	Atropos	herself
must	 sometimes	 have	 wept	 to	 cut	 a	 life	 short	 with	 her	 shears,	 and	 let	 it	 fall
unfinished.	But	they	were	like	spinners	for	some	Power	that	said	of	life,	as	of	a
garment,	‘Thus	it	must	be’.	That	power	neither	gods	nor	men	could	withstand.
There	was	once	a	king	named	Laius	(a	grandson	of	Cadmus	himself),	who	ruled
over	Thebes,	with	Jocasta	his	wife.	To	them	an	Oracle	had	foretold	that	if	a	son
of	theirs	 lived	to	grow	up,	he	would	one	day	kill	his	father	and	marry	his	own
mother.	 The	 king	 and	 queen	 resolved	 to	 escape	 such	 a	 doom,	 even	 at	 terrible
cost.	 Accordingly	 Laius	 gave	 his	 son,	 who	 was	 only	 a	 baby,	 to	 a	 certain
herdsman,	with	instructions	to	put	him	to	death.
This	was	not	to	be.	The	herdsman	carried	the	child	to	a	lonely	mountain-side,	but
once	there,	his	heart	failed	him.	Hardly	daring	to	disobey	the	king's	command,
yet	shrinking	from	murder,	he	hung	the	little	creature	by	his	feet	to	the	branches
of	a	tree,	and	left	him	there	to	die.
But	 there	 chanced	 to	 come	 that	way	with	 his	 flocks,	 a	man	who	 served	King
Polybus	of	Corinth.	He	found	the	baby	perishing	in	the	tree,	and,	touched	with
pity,	took	him	home	to	his	master.	The	king	and	queen	of	Corinth	were	childless,
and	some	power	moved	them	to	take	this	mysterious	child	as	a	gift.	They	called
him	Oedipus	(Swollen-Foot)	because	of	 the	wounds	 they	had	found	upon	him,
and,	knowing	naught	of	his	parentage,	they	reared	him	as	their	own	son.	So	the
years	went	by.
Now,	when	Oedipus	 had	 come	 to	manhood,	 he	went	 to	 consult	 the	Oracle	 at
Delphi,	as	all	great	people	did	to	learn	what	fortune	had	in	store	for	him.	But	for



him	the	Oracle	had	only	a	sentence	of	doom.	According	to	the	Fates,	he	would
live	to	kill	his	own	father	and	wed	his	mother.
Filled	with	dismay,	and	resolved	in	his	turn	to	conquer	fate,	Oedipus	fled	from
Corinth,	for	he	had	never	dreamed	that	his	parents	were	other	than	Polybus	and
Merope	the	queen.	Thinking	to	escape	crime,	he	took	the	road	towards	Thebes,
so	hastening	into	the	very	arms	of	his	evil	destiny.
It	happened	that	King	Laius,	with	one	attendant,	was	on	his	way	to	Delphi	from
the	city	Thebes.	In	a	narrow	road	he	met	this	strange	young	man,	also	driving	in
a	 chariot,	 and	 ordered	 him	 to	 quit	 the	way.	Oedipus,	who	 had	 been	 reared	 to
princely	honours,	refused	to	obey,	and	the	king's	charioteer,	in	great	anger,	killed
one	 of	 the	 young	 man's	 horses.	 At	 this	 insult	 Oedipus	 fell	 upon	 master	 and
servant,	mad	with	rage,	he	slew	them	both,	and	went	on	his	way,	not	knowing
the	half	of	what	he	had	done.	The	first	saying	of	the	Oracle	was	fulfilled.
But	 the	 prince	was	 to	 have	 his	 day	 of	 triumph	 before	 the	 doom.	There	was	 a
certain	wonderful	creature	called	the	Sphinx,	which	had	been	a	terror	to	Thebes
for	many	 days.	 In	 form	 half	 woman	 and	 half	 lion,	 she	 crouched	 always	 by	 a
precipice	 near	 the	 highway,	 and	 put	 the	 same	 mysterious	 question	 to	 every
passer-by.	None	had	ever	been	able	to	answer,	and	none	had	ever	lived	to	warn
men	of	the	riddle,	for	the	Sphinx	fell	upon	every	one	as	he	failed,	and	hurled	him
down	the	abyss,	to	be	dashed	in	pieces.
Oedipus	came	this	way	towards	Thebes,	and	the	Sphinx	crouched,	face	to	face
with	him,	and	spoke	the	riddle	that	none	had	been	able	to	guess.
"What	 animal	 goes	 on	 four	 feet	 in	 the	 morning,	 on	 two	 at	 noon,	 and	 in	 the
evening	upon	three?"
Oedipus,	 hiding	 his	 dread	 of	 the	 terrible	 creature,	 took	 thought,	 and	 answered
"Man.	In	childhood	he	creeps	on	hands	and	knees,	 in	manhood	he	walks	erect,
but	in	old	age	he	has	need	of	a	walking	stick."
At	 this	 reply	 the	Sphinx	uttered	a	 cry,	 sprang	headlong	 from	 the	 rock	 into	 the
valley	below,	and	perished.	Oedipus	had	guessed	the	answer.	When	he	came	to
the	city	and	told	the	Thebans	that	their	torment	was	gone,	they	hailed	him	as	a
deliverer.	Not	long	after,	 they	married	him	with	great	honour	to	their	widowed
queen,	Jocasta,	his	own	mother.	The	destiny	was	fulfilled.
For	years	Oedipus	lived	in	peace,	unwitting,	but	at	length	upon	that	unhappy	city
there	fell	a	great	pestilence	and	famine.	In	his	distress	the	king	sent	to	the	Oracle
at	 Delphi,	 to	 know	what	 he	 or	 the	 Thebans	 had	 done,	 that	 they	 should	 be	 so
sorely	 punished.	 Then	 for	 the	 third	 time	 the	 Oracle	 spoke	 his	 own	 fateful
sentence,	and	he	learned	all.
Jocasta	died,	and	Oedipus	took	the	doom	upon	himself,	and	left	Thebes.	Blinded
by	his	own	hand,	he	wandered	away	into	the	wilderness.	Never	again	did	he	rule



over	men,	and	he	had	one	only	comrade,	his	faithful	daughter	Antigone.	She	was
the	truest	happiness	in	his	life	of	sorrow,	and	she	never	left	him	till	he	died.
	



CUPID	AND	PSYCHE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME,	 THROUGH	 THAT	 destiny	 that	 overrules	 the	 gods,
Love	himself	gave	up	his	immortal	heart	to	a	mortal	maiden.	And	thus	it	came	to
pass.
There	 was	 a	 certain	 king	 who	 had	 three	 beautiful	 daughters.	 The	 two	 elder
married	princes	of	great	renown,	but	Psyche,	the	youngest,	was	so	radiantly	fair
that	no	suitor	seemed	worthy	of	her.	People	thronged	to	see	her	pass	through	the
city,	and	sang	hymns	in	her	praise,	while	strangers	took	her	for	the	very	goddess
of	beauty	herself.
This	angered	Venus,	and	she	resolved	 to	cast	down	her	earthly	rival.	One	day,
therefore,	 she	 called	 to	her	 son,	Love	 (Cupid,	 some	name	him),	 and	bade	him
sharpen	 his	 weapons.	 He	 is	 an	 archer	 more	 to	 be	 dreaded	 than	 Apollo,	 for
Apollo's	arrows	take	life,	but	Love's	bring	joy	or	sorrow	for	a	whole	life	long.
"Come,	Love,"	said	Venus.	"There	is	a	mortal	maid	who	robs	me	of	my	honours
in	yonder	city.	Avenge	your	mother.	Wound	this	precious	Psyche,	and	let	her	fall
in	love	with	some	churlish	creature	mean	in	the	eyes	of	all	men."
Cupid	 made	 ready	 his	 weapons,	 and	 flew	 down	 to	 earth	 invisibly.	 At	 that
moment	Psyche	was	 asleep	 in	 her	 chamber,	 but	 he	 touched	 her	 heart	with	 his
golden	 arrow	 of	 love,	 and	 she	 opened	 her	 eyes	 so	 suddenly	 that	 he	 started
(forgetting	that	he	was	invisible),	and	wounded	himself	with	his	own	shaft.
Heedless	of	the	hurt,	moved	only	by	the	loveliness	of	the	maiden,	he	hastened	to
pour	 over	 her	 locks	 the	 healing	 joy	 that	 he	 ever	 kept	 by	 him,	 undoing	 all	 his
work.	Back	to	her	dream	the	princess	went,	unshadowed	by	any	thought	of	love.
But	Cupid,	not	so	 light	of	heart,	 returned	 to	 the	heavens,	saying	not	a	word	of
what	had	passed.
Venus	waited	for	a	long	time,	and	then,	seeing	that	Psyche's	heart	had	somehow
escaped	 love,	 she	 cast	 a	 spell	 upon	 the	maiden.	 From	 that	 time,	 lovely	 as	 she
was,	not	a	suitor	came	to	woo,	and	her	parents,	who	desired	to	see	her	a	queen	at
least,	made	a	journey	to	the	Oracle,	and	asked	counsel.



Said	 the	 voice,	 "The	 princess	 Psyche	 shall	 never	 wed	 a	 mortal.	 She	 shall	 be
given	 to	 one	who	waits	 for	 her	 on	 yonder	mountain.	He	 overcomes	 gods	 and
men."
At	 this	 terrible	 sentence	 the	 poor	 parents	were	 half	 distraught,	 and	 the	 people
gave	themselves	up	to	grief	at	the	fate	in	store	for	their	beloved	princess.	Psyche
alone	 bowed	 to	 her	 destiny.	 "We	 have	 angered	 Venus	 unwittingly,"	 she	 said,
"and	all	for	sake	of	me,	heedless	maiden	that	I	am!	Give	me	up,	therefore,	dear
father	and	mother.	If	I	atone,	it	may	be	that	the	city	will	prosper	once	more."
So	 she	 besought	 them,	 until,	 after	 many	 unavailing	 denials,	 the	 parents
consented,	and	with	a	great	company	of	people	they	led	Psyche	up	the	mountain
as	an	offering	to	the	monster	of	whom	the	Oracle	had	spoken,	and	left	her	there
alone.
Full	of	courage,	yet	in	a	secret	agony	of	grief,	she	watched	her	kindred	and	her
people	wind	down	the	mountain-path,	too	sad	to	look	back,	until	they	were	lost
to	sight.	Then,	indeed,	she	wept,	but	a	sudden	breeze	drew	near,	dried	her	tears,
and	caressed	her	hair,	seeming	to	murmur	comfort.	In	truth,	 it	was	Zephyr,	 the
kindly	West	Wind,	 come	 to	 befriend	 her,	 and	 as	 she	 took	 heart,	 feeling	 some
kind	presence,	he	 lifted	her	 in	his	arms,	and	carried	her	on	wings	as	even	as	a
sea-gull's,	over	the	crest	of	the	fateful	mountain	and	into	a	valley	below.	There
he	 left	 her,	 resting	 on	 a	 bank	 of	 hospitable	 grass,	 and	 there	 the	 princess	 fell
asleep.
When	she	awoke,	it	was	near	sunset.	She	looked	about	her	for	some	sign	of	the
monster's	 approach.	 She	 wondered,	 then,	 if	 her	 grievous	 trial	 had	 been	 but	 a
dream.	Nearby	she	saw	a	sheltering	forest,	whose	young	trees	seemed	to	beckon
as	one	maid	beckons	to	another,	and	eager	for	the	protection	of	the	dryads,	she
went	there.
The	call	of	running	waters	drew	her	farther	and	farther,	till	she	came	out	upon	an
open	place,	where	there	was	a	wide	pool.	A	fountain	fluttered	gladly	in	the	midst
of	it,	and	beyond	there	stretched	a	white	palace	wonderful	to	see.	Coaxed	by	the
bright	promise	of	the	place,	she	drew	near,	and,	seeing	no	one,	entered	softly.	It
was	all	kinglier	than	her	father's	home,	and	as	she	stood	in	wonder	and	awe,	soft
airs	stirred	about	her.	Little	by	little	the	silence	grew	murmurous	like	the	woods,
and	 one	 voice,	 sweeter	 than	 the	 rest,	 took	 words.	 "All	 that	 you	 see	 is	 yours,
gentle	high	princess,"	it	said.	"Fear	nothing,	only	command	us,	for	we	are	here	to
serve	you."
Full	of	amazement	and	delight,	Psyche	followed	the	voice	from	hall	to	hall,	and
through	 the	 lordly	 rooms,	beautiful	with	everything	 that	could	delight	a	young
princess.	No	pleasant	 thing	was	 lacking.	There	was	 even	a	pool,	 brightly	 tiled
and	 fed	with	 running	waters,	where	 she	bathed	her	weary	 limbs,	 and	after	 she
had	put	on	the	new	and	beautiful	raiment	that	lay	ready	for	her,	she	sat	down	to



break	her	fast,	waited	upon	and	sung	to	by	the	unseen	spirits.
Surely	he	whom	 the	Oracle	had	called	her	husband	was	no	monster,	but	 some
beneficent	power,	invisible	like	all	the	rest.	When	daylight	waned	he	came,	and
his	voice,	 the	beautiful	voice	of	a	god,	 inspired	her	 to	 trust	her	strange	destiny
and	 to	 look	 and	 long	 for	 his	 return.	 Often	 she	 begged	 him	 to	 stay	 with	 her
through	the	day,	that	she	might	see	his	face,	but	this	he	would	not	grant.
"Never	doubt	me,	dearest	Psyche,"	said	he.	"Perhaps	you	would	fear	if	you	saw
me,	and	love	is	all	I	ask.	There	is	a	necessity	that	keeps	me	hidden	now.	Only
believe."
So	for	many	days	Psyche	was	content,	but	when	she	grew	used	to	happiness,	she
thought	once	more	of	her	parents	mourning	her	as	 lost,	and	of	her	 sisters	who
shared	 the	 lot	 of	mortals	while	 she	 lived	 as	 a	 goddess.	One	night	 she	 told	her
husband	of	these	regrets,	and	begged	that	her	sisters	at	least	might	come	to	see
her.	He	sighed,	but	did	not	refuse.
"Zephyr	shall	bring	them	here,"	said	he.	And	on	the	following	morning,	swift	as
a	bird,	the	West	Wind	came	over	the	crest	of	the	high	mountain	and	down	into
the	enchanted	valley,	bearing	her	two	sisters.
They	 greeted	 Psyche	with	 joy	 and	 amazement,	 hardly	 knowing	 how	 they	 had
come	to	the	palace.	But	when	this	fairest	of	the	sisters	led	them	through	her	new
home	and	showed	them	all	the	treasures	that	were	hers,	envy	grew	in	their	hearts
and	choked	their	old	love.	Even	while	they	sat	at	feast	with	her,	they	grew	more
and	more	 bitter,	 and	 hoping	 to	 find	 some	 little	 flaw	 in	 her	 good	 fortune,	 they
asked	a	thousand	questions.
"Where	is	your	husband?"	said	they.	"And	why	is	he	not	here	with	you?"
"Ah,"	 stammered	 Psyche.	 "All	 the	 day	 long	 he	 is	 gone,	 hunting	 upon	 the
mountains."
"But	what	does	he	look	like?"	they	asked,	and	Psyche	could	find	no	answer.
When	they	learned	that	she	had	never	seen	him,	they	laughed	her	faith	to	scorn.
"Poor	Psyche,"	 they	said.	"You	are	walking	 in	a	dream.	Wake,	before	 it	 is	 too
late.	 Have	 you	 forgotten	 what	 the	 Oracle	 decreed?	 You	 were	 destined	 for	 a
dreadful	creature,	the	fear	of	gods	and	men.	And	are	you	deceived	by	this	show
of	kindliness?	We	have	come	to	warn	you.	The	people	told	us,	as	we	came	over
the	mountain,	that	your	husband	is	a	dragon,	who	feeds	you	well	for	the	present,
that	 he	may	 feast	 the	 better,	 some	 day	 soon.	What	 is	 it	 that	 you	 trust?	 Good
words!	But	only	take	a	dagger	some	night,	and	when	the	monster	 is	asleep	go,
light	a	lamp,	and	look	at	him.	You	can	put	him	to	death	easily,	and	all	his	riches
will	be	yours	and	ours."
Psyche	heard	 this	wicked	plan	with	horror.	Nevertheless,	after	her	sisters	were



gone,	she	brooded	over	what	they	had	said,	not	seeing	their	evil	intent,	and	she
came	 to	 find	some	wisdom	in	 their	words.	Little	by	 little,	 suspicion	ate,	 like	a
moth,	 into	her	 lovely	mind,	and	at	nightfall,	 in	shame	and	fear,	she	hid	a	 lamp
and	 a	 dagger	 in	 her	 chamber.	 Towards	midnight,	 when	 her	 husband	 was	 fast
asleep,	up	she	rose,	hardly	daring	to	breathe,	and	coming	softly	to	his	side,	she
uncovered	the	lamp	to	see	some	horror.
But	there	the	youngest	of	the	gods	lay	sleeping.	He	was	the	most	beautiful,	most
irresistible	 of	 all	 immortals.	 His	 hair	 shone	 golden	 as	 the	 sun,	 his	 face	 was
radiant	as	dear	Springtime,	and	from	his	shoulders	sprang	two	rainbow	wings.
Poor	Psyche	was	overcome	with	self-reproach.	As	she	leaned	towards	him,	filled
with	worship,	her	 trembling	hands	held	 the	 lamp	 ill,	 and	some	burning	oil	 fell
upon	Love's	shoulder	and	awakened	him.
He	opened	his	eyes,	to	see	at	once	his	bride	and	the	dark	suspicion	in	her	heart.
"O	doubting	Psyche!"	he	exclaimed	with	sudden	grief,	and	 then	he	flew	away,
out	of	the	window.
Wild	 with	 sorrow,	 Psyche	 tried	 to	 follow,	 but	 she	 fell	 to	 the	 ground	 instead.
When	 she	 recovered	 her	 senses,	 she	 stared	 about	 her.	 She	was	 alone,	 and	 the
place	was	beautiful	no	longer.	Garden	and	palace	had	vanished	with	Love.
	



THE	TRIAL	OF	PSYCHE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

OVER	 MOUNTAINS	 AND	 VALLEYS	 PSYCHE	 journeyed	 alone	 until	 she
came	to	the	city	where	her	two	envious	sisters	lived	with	the	princes	whom	they
had	 married.	 She	 stayed	 with	 them	 only	 long	 enough	 to	 tell	 the	 story	 of	 her
unbelief	and	its	penalty.	Then	she	set	out	again	to	search	for	Love.
As	she	wandered	one	day,	travel-worn	but	not	hopeless,	she	saw	a	lofty	palace
on	a	hill	near	by,	and	she	turned	her	steps	towards	the	place.	The	place	seemed
deserted.	Within	 the	 hall	 she	 saw	no	 human	 being,	 only	 heaps	 of	 grain,	 loose
ears	 of	 corn	 half	 torn	 from	 the	 husk,	 wheat	 and	 barley,	 alike	 scattered	 in
confusion	 on	 the	 floor.	 Without	 delay,	 she	 set	 to	 work	 binding	 the	 sheaves
together	 and	gathering	 the	 scattered	ears	of	 corn	 in	 seemly	wise,	 as	 a	princess
would	wish	to	see	them.	While	she	was	in	the	midst	of	her	task,	a	voice	startled
her,	 and	 she	 looked	up	 to	 behold	Demeter	 herself,	 the	 goddess	 of	 the	 harvest,
smiling	upon	her	with	good	will.
"Dear	Psyche,"	said	Demeter,	"you	are	worthy	of	happiness,	and	you	may	find	it
yet.	But	since	you	have	displeased	Venus,	go	to	her	and	ask	her	favour.	Perhaps
your	patience	will	win	her	pardon."
These	motherly	words	gave	Psyche	heart,	 and	she	 reverently	 took	 leave	of	 the
goddess	and	set	out	 for	 the	 temple	of	Venus.	Most	humbly	she	offered	up	her
prayer,	but	Venus	could	not	look	at	her	earthly	beauty	without	anger.
"Vain	girl,"	 said	 she,	 "perhaps	you	have	come	 to	make	amends	 for	 the	wound
you	 dealt	 your	 husband.	 Very	 well,	 you	 shall	 do	 so.	 Such	 clever	 people	 can
always	find	work!"
Then	 she	 led	 Psyche	 into	 a	 great	 chamber	 heaped	 high	 with	 mingled	 grain,
beans,	 and	 lentils	 (the	 food	 of	 her	 doves),	 and	 bade	 her	 separate	 them	 all	 and
have	them	ready	in	seemly	fashion	by	night.	Heracles	would	have	been	helpless
before	such	a	vexatious	task,	and	poor	Psyche,	left	alone	in	this	desert	of	grain,
had	not	 courage	 to	begin.	But	 even	as	 she	 sat	 there,	 a	moving	 thread	of	black
crawled	across	the	floor	from	a	crevice	in	the	wall,	and	bending	nearer,	she	saw



that	 a	 great	 army	 of	 ants	 in	 columns	 had	 come	 to	 her	 aid.	 The	 zealous	 little
creatures	worked	 in	 swarms,	with	 such	 industry	 over	 the	work	 they	 like	 best,
that,	when	Venus	came	at	night,	she	found	the	task	completed.
"Deceitful	 girl,"	 she	 cried,	 shaking	 the	 roses	 out	 of	 her	 hair	 with	 impatience,
"this	 is	my	 son's	work,	 not	 yours.	But	 he	will	 soon	 forget	 you.	Eat	 this	 black
bread	if	you	are	hungry,	and	refresh	your	dull	mind	with	sleep.	To-morrow	you
will	need	more	wit."
Psyche	 wondered	 what	 new	 misfortune	 could	 be	 in	 store	 for	 her.	 But	 when
morning	came,	Venus	led	her	to	the	brink	of	a	river,	and,	pointing	to	the	wood
across	the	water,	said,	"Go	now	to	yonder	grove	where	the	sheep	with	the	golden
fleece	are	wont	to	browse.	Bring	me	a	golden	lock	from	every	one	of	them,	or
you	must	go	your	ways	and	never	come	back	again."
This	seemed	not	difficult,	and	Psyche	obediently	bade	the	goddess	farewell,	and
stepped	 into	 the	 water,	 ready	 to	 wade	 across.	 But	 as	 Venus	 disappeared,	 the
reeds	sang	louder	and	the	nymphs	of	the	river,	looking	up	sweetly,	blew	bubbles
to	the	surface	and	murmured,	"Nay,	nay,	have	a	care,	Psyche.	This	flock	has	not
the	gentle	ways	of	sheep.	While	the	sun	burns	aloft,	they	are	themselves	as	fierce
as	 flame,	 but	when	 the	 shadows	 are	 long,	 they	go	 to	 rest	 and	 sleep,	 under	 the
trees,	and	you	may	cross	the	river	without	fear	and	pick	the	golden	fleece	off	the
briers	in	the	pasture."
Thanking	the	water-creatures,	Psyche	sat	down	to	rest	near	them,	and	when	the
time	 came,	 she	 crossed	 in	 safety	 and	 followed	 their	 counsel.	 By	 twilight	 she
returned	to	Venus	with	her	arms	full	of	shining	fleece.
"No	mortal	 wit	 did	 this,"	 said	 Venus	 angrily.	 "But	 if	 you	 care	 to	 prove	 your
readiness,	go	now,	with	this	little	box,	down	to	Proserpina	and	ask	her	to	enclose
in	it	some	of	her	beauty,	for	I	have	grown	pale	in	caring	for	my	wounded	son."
It	 needed	 not	 the	 last	 taunt	 to	 sadden	 Psyche.	 She	 knew	 that	 it	 was	 not	 for
mortals	 to	 go	 into	Hades	 and	 return	 alive,	 and	 feeling	 that	Love	 had	 forsaken
her,	she	was	minded	to	accept	her	doom	as	soon	as	might	be.
But	 even	 as	 she	 hastened	 towards	 the	 descent,	 another	 friendly	 voice	 detained
her.	"Stay,	Psyche,	I	know	your	grief.	Only	give	ear	and	you	shall	 learn	a	safe
way	through	all	 these	trials."	And	the	voice	went	on	to	tell	her	how	one	might
avoid	all	the	dangers	of	Hades	and	come	out	unscathed.	(But	such	a	secret	could
not	pass	from	mouth	to	mouth,	with	the	rest	of	the	story.)
"And	be	sure,"	added	the	voice,	"when	Proserpina	has	returned	 the	box,	not	 to
open	it,	however	much	you	may	long	to	do	so."
Psyche	gave	heed,	and	by	this	device,	whatever	it	was,	she	found	her	way	into
Hades	 safely,	 and	made	 her	 errand	 known	 to	 Proserpina,	 and	was	 soon	 in	 the
upper	world	again,	wearied	but	hopeful.



"Surely	Love	has	not	forgotten	me,"	she	said.	"But	humbled	as	I	am	and	worn
with	 toil,	how	shall	 I	ever	please	him?	Venus	can	never	need	all	 the	beauty	 in
this	casket,	and	since	I	use	it	for	Love's	sake,	it	must	be	right	to	take	some."	So
saying,	 she	 opened	 the	 box,	 heedless	 as	 Pandora!	 The	 spells	 and	 potions	 of
Hades	are	not	for	mortal	maids,	and	no	sooner	had	she	inhaled	the	strange	aroma
than	she	fell	down	like	one	dead,	quite	overcome.
But	 it	happened	 that	Love	himself	was	 recovered	 from	his	wound,	and	he	had
secretly	fled	from	his	chamber	to	seek	out	and	rescue	Psyche.	He	found	her	lying
by	 the	wayside.	He	gathered	 into	 the	 casket	what	 remained	of	 the	philtre,	 and
awoke	his	beloved.
"Take	comfort,"	he	said,	smiling.	"Return	to	our	mother	and	do	her	bidding	till	I
come	again."
Away	 he	 flew,	 and	while	 Psyche	went	 cheerily	 homeward,	 he	 hastened	 up	 to
Olympus,	where	all	the	gods	sat	feasting,	and	begged	them	to	intercede	for	him
with	his	angry	mother.
They	heard	his	story	and	their	hearts	were	touched.	Zeus	himself	coaxed	Venus
with	 kind	 words	 till	 at	 last	 she	 relented,	 and	 remembered	 that	 anger	 hurt	 her
beauty,	and	smiled	once	more.	All	the	younger	gods	were	for	welcoming	Psyche
at	once,	and	Hermes	was	sent	to	bring	her.	The	maiden	came,	a	shy	newcomer
among	those	bright	creatures.	She	took	the	cup	that	Hebe	held	out	to	her,	drank
the	divine	ambrosia,	and	became	immortal.
Light	 came	 to	 her	 face	 like	 moonrise,	 two	 radiant	 wings	 sprang	 from	 her
shoulders,	 and	 even	 as	 a	 butterfly	 bursts	 from	 its	 dull	 cocoon,	 so	 the	 human
Psyche	blossomed	 into	 immortality.	Love	 took	her	by	 the	hand,	and	 they	were
never	parted	any	more.
	



STORIES	OF	THE	TROJAN	WAR

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

I.	THE	APPLE	OF	DISCORD
THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	WAR	SO	great	 that	 the	 sound	of	 it	has	come	 ringing
down	the	centuries	from	singer	to	singer,	and	will	never	die.
The	rivalries	of	men	and	gods	brought	about	many	calamities,	but	none	so	heavy
as	 this,	 and	 it	would	never	have	come	 to	pass,	 they	 say,	 if	 it	 had	not	been	 for
jealousy	among	 the	 immortals,	and	all	because	of	a	golden	apple!	But	Destiny
has	nurtured	ominous	plants	from	little	seeds,	and	this	is	how	one	evil	grew	great
enough	to	overshadow	heaven	and	earth.
The	sea-nymph	Thetis	(whom	Zeus	himself	had	once	desired	for	his	wife)	was
given	 in	marriage	 to	 a	mortal,	 Peleus,	 and	 there	was	 a	 great	wedding-feast	 in
heaven.	 All	 of	 the	 immortals	 were	 invited,	 save	 one,	 Eris,	 the	 goddess	 of
Discord,	ever	an	unwelcome	guest.	But	she	came	unbidden	anyway.	While	 the
wedding-guests	sat	at	feast,	she	broke	in	upon	their	mirth,	flung	among	them	a
golden	apple,	and	departed	with	looks	that	boded	ill.	One	of	the	guests	picked	up
the	 strange	 missile	 and	 read	 its	 inscription,	 ‘For	 the	 Fairest’,	 and	 at	 once
discussion	arose	among	 the	goddesses.	They	were	all	 eager	 to	claim	 the	prize,
but	only	three	persisted.
Venus,	the	very	goddess	of	beauty,	said	that	it	was	hers	by	right.	Juno	could	not
endure	to	own	herself	less	fair	than	another,	and	even	Athena	coveted	the	palm
of	beauty	as	well	as	of	wisdom,	and	would	not	give	 it	up!	Discord	had	 indeed
come	to	the	wedding-feast.	Not	one	of	the	gods	dared	to	decide	so	dangerous	a
question,	 not	 even	Zeus	 himself,	 and	 the	 three	 rivals	were	 forced	 to	 choose	 a
judge	among	mortals.
Now	there	lived	on	Mount	Ida,	near	the	city	of	Troy,	a	certain	young	shepherd
by	 the	name	of	Paris.	He	was	 as	 handsome	as	Ganymede	himself,	 that	Trojan
youth	whom	Zeus,	in	the	shape	of	an	eagle,	seized	and	bore	away	to	Olympus,	to
be	 a	 cup-bearer	 to	 the	 gods.	 Paris,	 too,	 was	 a	 Trojan	 of	 royal	 birth,	 but	 like
Oedipus	he	had	been	left	on	the	mountain	in	his	infancy,	because	the	Oracle	had



foretold	 that	he	would	be	 the	death	of	his	kindred	and	 the	 ruin	of	his	country.
Destiny	 saved	 and	 nurtured	 him	 to	 fulfil	 that	 prophecy.	 He	 grew	 up	 as	 a
shepherd	and	tended	his	flocks	on	the	mountain,	but	his	beauty	held	the	favour
of	all	the	wood-folk	there	and	won	the	heart	of	the	nymph	Oenone.
To	him,	at	last,	the	three	goddesses	entrusted	the	judgment	and	the	golden	apple.
Juno	 first	 stood	 before	 him	 in	 all	 her	 glory	 as	 Queen	 of	 gods	 and	 men,	 and
attended	by	her	favourite	peacocks	as	gorgeous	to	see	as	royal	fan-bearers.
"Use	but	the	judgment	of	a	prince,	Paris,"	she	said,	"and	I	will	give	you	wealth
and	kingly	power."
Such	majesty	and	such	promises	would	have	moved	 the	heart	of	any	man,	but
the	 eager	Paris	 had	 at	 least	 to	 hear	 the	 claims	of	 the	 other	 rivals.	Athena	 rose
before	him,	a	vision	welcome	as	daylight,	with	her	sea-grey	eyes	and	golden	hair
beneath	a	golden	helmet.
"Be	wise	 in	 honouring	me,	Paris,"	 she	 said,	 "and	 I	will	 give	 you	wisdom	 that
shall	last	forever,	great	glory	among	men,	and	renown	in	war."
Last	of	all,	Venus	shone	upon	him,	beautiful	as	none	can	ever	hope	to	be.	If	she
had	 come,	 unnamed,	 as	 any	 country	maid,	 her	 loveliness	would	 have	 dazzled
him	like	sea-foam	in	the	sun,	but	she	was	girt	with	her	magical	Cestus,	a	spell	of
beauty	that	no	one	can	resist.
Without	 a	 bribe	 she	 might	 have	 conquered,	 and	 she	 smiled	 upon	 his	 dumb
amazement,	saying,	"Paris,	you	shall	yet	have	for	your	wife	the	fairest	woman	in
the	world."
At	these	words,	the	happy	shepherd	fell	on	his	knees	and	offered	her	the	golden
apple.	He	took	no	heed	of	the	slighted	goddesses,	who	vanished	in	a	cloud	that
boded	storm.
From	that	hour	he	sought	only	the	counsel	of	Venus,	and	only	cared	to	find	the
highway	to	his	new	fortunes.	From	her	he	 learned	that	he	was	the	son	of	King
Priam	of	Troy,	and	with	her	assistance	he	deserted	the	nymph	Oenone,	whom	he
had	married,	and	went	in	search	of	his	royal	kindred.
For	it	chanced	at	that	time	that	Priam	proclaimed	a	contest	of	strength	between
his	sons	and	certain	other	princes,	and	promised	as	prize	the	most	splendid	bull
that	could	be	found	among	the	herds	of	Mount	Ida.	When	the	royal	herdsmen	led
away	the	favoured	bull,	pride	of	Paris's	heart,	he	followed	to	Troy,	thinking	that
he	would	try	his	fortune	and	perhaps	win	back	his	own	bull.
The	games	took	place	before	Priam	and	Hecuba	and	all	their	children,	including
those	noble	princes	Hector	and	Helenus,	and	 the	young	Cassandra,	 their	sister.
This	poor	maiden	had	a	sad	story,	 in	spite	of	her	 royalty,	 for,	because	she	had
once	disdained	Apollo,	she	was	fated	to	foresee	all	things,	and	ever	to	have	her
prophecies	 disbelieved.	 On	 this	 fateful	 day,	 she	 alone	 was	 oppressed	 with



strange	forebodings.
But	 if	 he	 who	 was	 to	 be	 the	 ruin	 of	 his	 country	 had	 returned,	 he	 had	 come
victoriously.	 Paris	 won	 the	 contest.	 At	 the	 very	 moment	 of	 his	 honour,	 poor
Cassandra	saw	him	with	her	prophetic	eyes,	and	seeing	as	well	all	the	guilt	and
misery	 that	he	was	 to	bring	upon	 them,	she	broke	 into	bitter	 lamentations,	and
would	have	warned	her	kindred	against	 the	evil	 to	come.	But	 the	Trojans	gave
little	heed.	They	were	wont	to	look	upon	her	visions	as	spells	of	madness.	Paris
had	come	back	to	them	a	glorious	youth	and	a	victor,	and	when	he	made	known
the	 secret	 of	 his	 birth,	 they	 cast	 the	 words	 of	 the	 Oracle	 to	 the	 winds,	 and
received	the	shepherd	as	a	long-lost	prince.
Thus	far	all	went	happily.	But	Venus,	whose	promise	had	not	yet	been	fulfilled,
bade	Paris	procure	a	ship	and	go	in	search	of	his	destined	bride.	The	prince	said
nothing	 of	 this	 quest,	 but	 urged	 his	 kindred	 to	 let	 him	 go,	 and	 giving	 out	 a
rumour	that	he	was	to	find	his	father's	lost	sister	Hesione,	he	set	sail	for	Greece,
and	finally	landed	at	Sparta.
There	he	was	kindly	received	by	Menelaus,	the	king,	and	his	wife,	Fair	Helen.
This	queen	had	been	 reared	as	 the	daughter	of	Tyndarus	and	Queen	Leda,	but
some	say	 that	she	was	 the	child	of	an	enchanted	swan,	and	 there	was	 indeed	a
strange	spell	about	her.	All	the	greatest	heroes	of	Greece	had	wooed	her	before
she	 left	 her	 father's	 palace	 to	 be	 the	 wife	 of	 King	 Menelaus,	 and	 Tyndarus,
fearing	for	her	peace,	had	bound	her	many	suitors	by	an	oath.	According	to	this
pledge,	 they	were	 to	 respect	her	choice,	and	 to	go	 to	 the	aid	of	her	husband	 if
ever	she	should	be	stolen	away	from	him.	For	in	all	Greece	there	was	nothing	so
beautiful	as	the	beauty	of	Helen.	She	was	the	fairest	woman	in	the	world.
This	was	how	Venus	fulfilled	her	promise	and	the	shepherd	won	his	reward	with
dishonour.	Paris	dwelt	at	 the	court	of	Menelaus	 for	a	 long	 time,	 treated	with	a
royal	courtesy	which	he	ill	repaid.	For	at	length	while	the	king	was	absent	on	a
journey	 to	Crete,	 his	 guest	won	 the	 heart	 of	 Fair	Helen,	 and	 persuaded	 her	 to
forsake	her	husband	and	sail	away	to	Troy.
King	Menelaus	returned	to	find	the	nest	empty	of	the	swan.	Paris	and	the	fairest
woman	in	the	world	were	well	across	the	sea.

II.	THE	ROUSING	OF	THE	HEROES
WHEN	 THIS	 TREACHERY	 CAME	 TO	 LIGHT,	 all	 Greece	 took	 fire	 with
indignation.	The	heroes	remembered	their	pledge,	and	wrath	came	upon	them	at
the	wrong	done	 to	Menelaus.	But	 they	were	 less	angered	with	Fair	Helen	 than
with	Paris,	for	they	felt	assured	that	the	queen	had	been	lured	from	her	country
and	out	of	her	own	senses	by	some	spell	of	enchantment.	So	they	took	counsel
how	they	might	bring	back	Fair	Helen	to	her	home	and	husband.
Years	 had	 come	 and	 gone	 since	 that	 wedding-feast	 when	 Eris	 had	 flung	 the



apple	of	discord,	like	a	firebrand,	among	the	guests.	But	the	spark	of	dissension
that	had	smouldered	so	long	burst	into	flame	now,	and,	fanned	by	the	enmities	of
men	and	the	rivalries	of	the	gods,	it	seemed	like	to	fire	heaven	and	earth.
A	few	of	the	heroes	answered	the	call	to	arms	unwillingly.	Time	had	reconciled
them	to	the	loss	of	Fair	Helen,	and	they	were	loath	to	leave	home	and	happiness
for	war,	even	in	her	cause.
One	of	these	was	Odysseus,	king	of	Ithaca,	who	had	married	Penelope,	and	was
quite	content	with	his	kingdom	and	his	little	son	Telemachus.	Indeed,	he	was	so
unwilling	 to	 leave	 them	 that	 he	 feigned	 madness	 in	 order	 to	 escape	 service,
appeared	to	forget	his	own	kindred,	and	went	ploughing	the	seashore	and	sowing
salt	in	the	furrows.	But	a	messenger,	Palamedes,	who	came	with	the	summons	to
war,	suspected	that	this	sudden	madness	might	be	a	stratagem,	for	the	king	was
far	 famed	 as	 a	 man	 of	 many	 devices.	 He	 therefore	 stood	 by,	 one	 day	 (while
Odysseus,	pretending	to	take	no	heed	of	him,	went	ploughing	the	sand),	and	he
laid	 the	baby	Telemachus	directly	 in	 the	way	of	 the	ploughshare.	For	once	 the
wise	man's	 craft	 deserted	 him.	Odysseus	 turned	 the	 plough	 sharply,	 caught	 up
the	little	prince,	and	there	his	fatherly	wits	were	manifest!	After	this	he	could	no
longer	play	madman.	He	had	to	take	leave	of	his	beloved	wife	Penelope	and	set
out	to	join	the	heroes,	little	dreaming	that	he	was	not	to	return	for	twenty	years.
Once	 embarked,	 however,	 he	 set	 himself	 to	work	 in	 the	 common	cause	of	 the
heroes,	and	was	soon	as	ingenious	as	Palamedes	in	rousing	laggard	warriors.
There	remained	one	who	was	destined	to	be	the	greatest	warrior	of	all.	This	was
Achilles,	 the	 son	 of	 Thetis,	 foretold	 in	 the	 day	 of	 Prometheus	 as	 a	 man	 who
should	far	outstrip	his	own	father	in	glory	and	greatness.	Years	had	passed	since
the	marriage	of	Thetis	to	King	Peleus,	and	their	son	Achilles	was	now	grown	to
manhood,	 a	 wonder	 of	 strength	 indeed,	 and,	 moreover,	 invulnerable.	 For	 his
mother,	forewarned	of	his	death	in	the	Trojan	War,	had	dipped	him	in	the	sacred
river	Styx	when	he	was	a	baby,	so	that	he	could	take	no	hurt	from	any	weapon.
From	head	to	foot	she	had	plunged	him	in,	only	forgetting	the	little	heel	that	she
held	 him	 by,	 and	 this	 alone	 could	 be	wounded	 by	 any	 chance.	But	 even	with
such	precautions	Thetis	was	not	content.	Fearful	at	the	rumours	of	war	to	be,	she
had	 her	 son	 brought	 up,	 in	 woman's	 dress,	 among	 the	 daughters	 of	 King
Lycomedes	 of	 Scyros,	 that	 he	 might	 escape	 the	 notice	 of	 men	 and	 cheat	 his
destiny.
To	this	very	palace,	however,	came	Odysseus	in	the	guise	of	a	merchant,	and	he
spread	his	wares	before	the	royal	household,	jewels	and	ivory,	fine	fabrics,	and
curiously	 wrought	 weapons.	 The	 king's	 daughters	 chose	 girdles	 and	 veils	 and
such	 things	as	women	delight	 in,	but	Achilles,	heedless	of	 the	 like,	 sought	out
the	weapons,	and	handled	 them	with	such	manly	pleasure	 that	his	nature	stood
revealed.	So	he,	too,	yielded	to	his	destiny	and	set	out	to	join	the	heroes.



Everywhere	 men	 were	 banded	 together,	 building	 the	 ships	 and	 gathering
supplies.	The	allied	forces	of	Greece	(the	Achaeans,	as	they	called	themselves)
chose	Agamemnon	for	their	commander-in-chief.	He	was	a	mighty	man,	king	of
Mycenae	 and	 Argos,	 and	 the	 brother	 of	 the	 wronged	 Menelaus.	 Second	 to
Achilles	 in	 strength	 was	 the	 giant	 Ajax,	 after	 him	 Diomedes,	 then	 wise
Odysseus,	 and	Nestor,	 held	 in	 great	 reverence	 because	 of	 his	 experienced	 age
and	fame.	These	were	the	chief	heroes.	After	two	years	of	busy	preparation,	they
reached	the	port	of	Aulis,	whence	they	were	to	sail	for	Troy.
But	 here	 delay	 held	 them.	Agamemnon	 had	 chanced	 to	 kill	 a	 stag	which	was
sacred	to	Diana,	and	the	army	was	visited	by	pestilence,	while	a	great	calm	kept
the	 ships	 imprisoned.	 At	 length	 the	 Oracle	 made	 known	 the	 reason	 of	 this
misfortune	 and	 demanded	 for	 atonement	 the	 maiden	 Iphigenia,	 Agamemnon's
own	daughter.	 In	helpless	grief	 the	king	consented	 to	offer	her	up	as	a	victim,
and	 the	maiden	was	brought	 ready	 for	 sacrifice.	But	 at	 the	 last	moment	Diana
caught	her	away	in	a	cloud,	leaving	a	white	hind	in	her	place,	and	carried	her	to
Tauris	in	Scythia,	there	to	serve	as	a	priestess	in	the	temple.	In	the	meantime,	her
kinsfolk,	who	were	at	a	 loss	 to	understand	how	she	had	disappeared,	mourned
her	as	dead.	But	Diana	had	accepted	their	child	as	an	offering,	and	healing	came
to	the	army,	and	the	winds	blew	again.	So	the	ships	set	sail.
Meanwhile,	 in	Troy	across	 the	sea,	 the	aged	Priam	and	Hecuba	gave	shelter	 to
their	son	Paris	and	his	stolen	bride.	They	were	not	without	misgivings	as	to	these
guests,	but	they	made	ready	to	defend	their	kindred	and	the	citadel.
There	were	many	heroes	among	 the	Trojans	and	 their	allies,	brave	and	upright
men,	who	little	deserved	that	such	reproach	should	be	brought	upon	them	by	the
guilt	of	Prince	Paris.	There	were	Aeneas	and	Deiphobus,	Glaucus	and	Sarpedon,
and	Priam's	most	noble	son	Hector,	chief	of	all	the	forces,	and	the	very	bulwark
of	Troy.	These	and	many	more	were	bitterly	to	regret	the	day	that	had	brought
Paris	back	 to	his	home.	But	he	had	 taken	 refuge	with	his	own	people,	and	 the
Trojans	had	to	take	up	his	cause	against	the	hostile	fleet	that	was	coming	across
the	sea.
Even	 the	 gods	 took	 sides.	 Juno	 and	 Athena,	 who	 had	 never	 forgiven	 the
judgment	of	Paris,	 condemned	all	Troy	with,	him	and	 favoured	 the	Greeks,	 as
did	also	Poseidon,	god	of	the	sea.	But	Venus,	true	to	her	favourite,	furthered	the
interests	of	the	Trojans	with	all	her	power,	and	persuaded	the	warlike	Mars	to	do
likewise.	Zeus	and	Apollo	strove	 to	be	 impartial,	but	 they	were	yet	 to	aid	now
one	side,	now	another,	according	to	the	fortunes	of	the	heroes	whom	they	loved.
Over	 the	 sea	 came	 the	 great	 embassy	 of	 ships,	 sped	 there	 safely	 by	 the	 god
Poseidon,	and	the	heroes	made	their	camp	on	the	plain	before	Troy.	First	of	all
Odysseus	and	King	Menelaus	himself	went	into	the	city	and	demanded	that	Fair
Helen	 should	be	given	back	 to	 her	 rightful	 husband.	This	 the	Trojans	 refused,



and	so	began	the	siege	of	Troy.
III.	THE	WOODEN	HORSE

NINE	YEARS	THE	GREEKS	LAID	SIEGE	to	Troy,	and	Troy	held	out	against
every	device.	On	both	sides	the	lives	of	many	heroes	were	spent,	and	they	were
forced	to	acknowledge	each	other	enemies	of	great	valour.
Sometimes	the	chief	warriors	fought	in	single	combat,	while	the	armies	looked
on,	and	the	old	men	of	Troy,	with	the	women,	came	out	to	watch	far	off	from	the
city	walls.	King	Priam	and	Queen	Hecuba	would	come,	and	Cassandra,	sad	with
foreknowledge	 of	 their	 doom,	 and	 Andromache,	 the	 lovely	 young	 wife	 of
Hector,	with	her	little	son	whom	the	people	called	‘The	City	King’.	Sometimes
Fair	Helen	 came	 to	 look	 across	 the	 plain	 to	 the	 fellow-countrymen	whom	 she
had	 forsaken,	 and	 although	 she	was	 the	 cause	of	 all	 this	war,	 the	Trojans	half
forgave	 her	 when	 she	 passed	 by,	 because	 her	 beauty	 was	 like	 a	 spell,	 and
warmed	hard	hearts	as	the	sunshine	mellows	apples.	So	for	nine	years	the	Greeks
plundered	 the	 neighbouring	 towns,	 but	 Troy	 stood	 fast,	 and	 the	Grecian	 ships
waited	with	folded	wings.
The	half	of	that	story	cannot	be	told	here,	but	in	the	tenth	year	of	the	war	many
things	came	to	pass,	and	the	end	drew	near.	Of	this	tenth	year	alone,	there	are	a
score	 of	 tales.	 For	 the	 Greeks	 fell	 to	 quarrelling	 among	 themselves	 over	 the
spoils	of	war,	and	the	great	Achilles	left	the	camp	in	anger	and	refused	to	fight.
Nothing	would	induce	him	to	return,	till	his	friend	Patroclus	was	slain	by	Prince
Hector.	At	 that	 news,	 indeed,	Achilles	 rose	 in	 great	might	 and	 returned	 to	 the
Greeks,	 and	 he	 went	 forth	 clad	 in	 armour	 that	 had	 been	 wrought	 for	 him	 by
Vulcan,	 at	 the	prayer	of	Thetis.	By	 the	 river	Scamander,	near	 to	Troy,	he	met
and	slew	Hector,	and	afterwards	dragged	the	hero's	body	after	his	chariot	across
the	 plain.	How	 the	 aged	 Priam	went	 alone	 by	 night	 to	 the	 tent	 of	Achilles	 to
ransom	his	son's	body,	and	how	Achilles	relented,	and	moreover	granted	a	truce
for	 the	funeral	honours	of	his	enemy,	all	 these	 things	have	been	so	nobly	sung
that	they	can	never	be	fitly	spoken.
Hector,	 the	 bulwark	 of	Troy,	 had	 fallen,	 and	 the	 ruin	 of	 the	 city	was	 at	 hand.
Achilles	himself	did	not	long	survive	his	triumph,	and,	ruthless	as	he	was,	he	ill-
deserved	the	manner	of	his	death.	He	was	treacherously	slain	by	that	Paris	who
would	 never	 have	 dared	 to	 meet	 him	 in	 the	 open	 field.	 Paris,	 though	 he	 had
brought	all	this	disaster	upon	Troy,	had	left	the	danger	to	his	countrymen.	But	he
lay	in	wait	for	Achilles	in	a	temple	sacred	to	Apollo,	and	from	his	hiding-place
he	sped	a	poisoned	arrow	at	the	hero.	It	pierced	his	ankle	where	the	water	of	the
Styx	had	not	charmed	him	against	wounds,	and	of	that	venom	the	great	Achilles
died.	Paris	himself	died	soon	after	by	another	poisoned	arrow,	but	 that	was	no
long	grief	to	anybody!
Still	 Troy	 held	 out,	 and	 the	Greeks,	who	 could	 not	 take	 it	 by	 force,	 pondered



how	they	might	take	it	by	craft.	At	length,	with	the	aid	of	Odysseus,	they	devised
a	plan.
A	 portion	 of	 the	 Grecian	 host	 broke	 up	 camp	 and	 set	 sail	 as	 if	 they	 were
homeward	 bound,	 but,	 once	 out	 of	 sight,	 they	 anchored	 their	 ships	 behind	 a
neighbouring	island.	The	rest	of	the	army	then	fell	to	work	upon	a	great	image	of
a	horse.	They	built	it	of	wood,	fitted	and	carved,	and	with	a	door	so	cunningly
concealed	that	none	might	notice	it.	When	it	was	finished,	the	horse	looked	like
a	 prodigious	 idol,	 but	 it	 was	 hollow,	 skilfully	 pierced	 here	 and	 there,	 and	 so
spacious	that	a	band	of	men	could	lie	hidden	within	and	take	no	harm.	Into	this
hiding-place	went	Odysseus,	Menelaus,	 and	 the	 other	 chiefs,	 fully	 armed,	 and
when	the	door	was	shut	upon	them,	the	rest	of	the	Grecian	army	broke	camp	and
went	away.
Meanwhile,	in	Troy,	the	people	had	seen	the	departure	of	the	ships,	and	the	news
had	spread	like	wildfire.	The	great	enemy	had	lost	heart	after	ten	years	of	war!
Part	of	the	army	had	gone,	and	the	rest	were	now	going.	Already	the	last	of	the
ships	had	set	 sail,	 and	 the	camp	was	deserted.	The	 tents	 that	had	whitened	 the
plain	were	gone	like	a	frost	before	the	sun.	The	war	was	over!
The	whole	city	went	wild	with	joy.	Like	one	who	has	been	a	prisoner	for	many
years,	 it	 flung	off	 all	 restraint,	 and	 the	people	 rose	 as	 a	 single	man	 to	 test	 the
truth	of	new	liberty.	The	gates	were	thrown	wide,	and	the	Trojans,	men,	women,
and	 children,	 thronged	 over	 the	 plain	 and	 into	 the	 empty	 camp	 of	 the	 enemy.
There	stood	the	Wooden	Horse.
No	 one	 knew	 what	 it	 could	 be.	 Fearful	 at	 first,	 they	 gathered	 around	 it,	 as
children	gather	around	a	live	horse.	They	marvelled	at	its	wondrous	height	and
girth,	and	were	for	moving	it	into	the	city	as	a	trophy	of	war.
At	this,	one	man	interposed.	Laocoön,	a	priest	of	Poseidon,	spoke	gravely,	"Take
heed,	citizens.	Beware	of	all	that	comes	from	the	Greeks.	Have	you	fought	them
for	ten	years	without	learning	their	devices?	This	is	some	piece	of	treachery."
But	 there	was	 another	 outcry	 in	 the	 crowd,	 and	 at	 that	moment	 certain	 of	 the
Trojans	dragged	forward	a	wretched	man	who	wore	the	garments	of	a	Greek.	He
seemed	 the	 sole	 remnant	 of	 the	Grecian	 army,	 and	 as	 such	 they	 consented	 to
spare	his	life,	if	he	would	tell	them	the	truth.
Sinon,	 for	 this	 was	 the	 spy's	 name,	 said	 that	 he	 had	 been	 left	 behind	 by	 the
malice	 of	 Odysseus,	 and	 he	 told	 them	 that	 the	 Greeks	 had	 built	 the	Wooden
Horse	as	 an	offering	 to	Athena,	 and	 that	 they	had	made	 it	 so	huge	 in	order	 to
keep	it	from	being	moved	out	of	the	camp,	since	it	was	destined	to	bring	triumph
to	its	possessors.
At	this,	the	joy	of	the	Trojans	was	redoubled,	and	they	set	their	wits	to	find	out
how	they	might	soonest	drag	the	great	horse	across	the	plain	and	into	the	city	to



ensure	victory.	While	they	stood	talking,	 two	immense	serpents	rose	out	of	the
sea	 and	made	 towards	 the	 camp.	 Some	 of	 the	 people	 took	 flight,	 others	were
transfixed	with	terror,	but	all,	near	and	far,	watched	this	new	omen.	Rearing	their
crests,	the	sea-serpents	crossed	the	shore,	swift,	shining,	terrible	as	a	risen	water-
flood	that	descends	upon	a	helpless	little	town.	Straight	through	the	crowd	they
swept,	 and	 seized	 the	 priest	 Laocoön	where	 he	 stood,	 with	 his	 two	 sons,	 and
wrapped	 them	 all	 round	 and	 round	 in	 fearful	 coils.	 There	 was	 no	 chance	 of
escape.	Father	and	sons	perished	together,	and	when	the	monsters	had	devoured
the	three	men,	into	the	sea	they	slipped	again,	leaving	no	trace	of	the	horror.
The	terrified	Trojans	saw	an	omen	in	this.	To	their	minds,	punishment	had	come
upon	Laocoön	for	his	words	against	the	Wooden	Horse.	Surely,	it	was	sacred	to
the	gods.	He	had	 spoken	blasphemy,	and	had	perished	before	 their	 eyes.	They
flung	 his	warning	 to	 the	winds.	 They	wreathed	 the	 horse	with	 garlands,	 amid
great	acclaim,	and	then,	all	lending	a	hand,	they	dragged	it,	little	by	little,	out	of
the	camp	and	 into	 the	city	of	Troy.	With	 the	close	of	 that	victorious	day,	 they
gave	up	every	memory	of	danger	and	made	merry	after	ten	years	of	privation.
That	very	night	Sinon	the	spy	opened	the	hidden	door	of	the	Wooden	Horse,	and
in	the	darkness,	Odysseus,	Menelaus,	and	the	other	chiefs	who	had	lain	hidden
there	 crept	 out	 and	 gave	 the	 signal	 to	 the	 Grecian	 army.	 For,	 under	 cover	 of
night,	those	ships	that	had	been	moored	behind	the	island	had	sailed	back	again,
and	the	Greeks	were	come	upon	Troy.
Not	a	Trojan	was	on	guard.	The	whole	city	was	at	feast	when	the	enemy	rose	in
its	midst,	and	the	warning	of	Laocoön	was	fulfilled.
Priam	and	his	warriors	fell	by	the	sword,	and	their	kingdom	was	plundered	of	all
its	fair	possessions,	women	and	children	and	treasure.	Last	of	all,	the	city	itself
was	burned	to	its	very	foundations.
Homeward	 sailed	 the	 Greeks,	 taking	 as	 royal	 captives	 poor	 Cassandra	 and
Andromache	and	many	another	Trojan.	And	home	at	 last	went	Fair	Helen,	 the
cause	of	all	 this	 sorrow,	eager	 to	be	 forgiven	by	her	husband,	King	Menelaus.
For	 she	 had	 awakened	 from	 the	 enchantment	 of	 Venus,	 and	 even	 before	 the
death	of	Paris	she	had	secretly	longed	for	her	home	and	kindred.	Home	to	Sparta
she	came	with	the	king	after	a	long	and	stormy	voyage,	and	there	she	lived	and
died	the	fairest	of	women.
But	 the	kingdom	of	Troy	was	 fallen.	Nothing	 remained	of	all	 its	glory	but	 the
glory	of	its	dead	heroes	and	fair	women,	and	the	ruins	of	its	citadel	by	the	river
Scamander.	There	even	now,	beneath	 the	 foundations	of	 later	homes	 that	were
built	 and	 burned,	 built	 and	 burned,	 in	 the	wars	 of	 a	 thousand	 years	 after,	 the
ruins	 of	 ancient	 Troy	 lie	 hidden,	 like	 mouldered	 leaves	 deep	 under	 the	 new
grass.	And	there,	to	this	very	day,	men	who	love	the	story	are	delving	after	the
dead	city	as	you	might	search	for	a	buried	treasure.



	



THE	HOUSE	OF	AGAMEMNON

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Josephine	Preston	Peabody	in	Old	Greek	Folk
Stories	Told	Anew,	published	in	1897.

	

	

THE	GREEKS	HAD	WON	BACK	FAIR	Helen,	and	had	burned	the	city	of	Troy
behind	them,	but	theirs	was	no	triumphant	voyage	home.	Many	were	driven	far
and	wide	before	they	saw	their	land	again,	and	one	who	escaped	such	hardships
came	 home	 to	 find	 a	 bitter	 welcome.	 This	 was	 the	 chief	 of	 all	 the	 hosts,
Agamemnon,	king	of	Mycenae	and	Argos.	He	it	was	who	had	offered	his	own
daughter	Iphigenia	to	appease	the	wrath	of	Diana	before	the	ships	could	sail	for
Troy.	 An	 ominous	 leave-taking	 was	 his,	 and	 calamity	 was	 there	 to	 greet	 him
home	again.
He	had	entrusted	the	cares	of	the	state	to	his	cousin	Aegisthus,	commending	also
to	his	protection	Queen	Clytemnestra	with	her	 two	 remaining	children,	Electra
and	Orestes.
Now	Clytemnestra	was	a	sister	of	Helen	of	Troy,	and	a	beautiful	woman	to	see,
but	her	heart	was	as	evil	as	her	face	was	fair.	No	sooner	had	her	husband	gone	to
the	wars	than	she	set	up	Aegisthus	in	his	place,	as	if	there	were	no	other	king	of
Argos.	For	years	this	faithless	pair	lived	arrogantly	in	the	face	of	the	people,	and
controlled	the	affairs	of	the	kingdom.	But	as	time	went	by	and	the	child	Orestes
grew	to	be	a	youth,	Aegisthus	feared	lest	the	Argives	should	stand	by	their	own
prince,	 and	 drive	 him	 away	 as	 an	 usurper.	 He	 therefore	 planned	 the	 death	 of
Orestes,	and	even	won	the	consent	of	the	queen,	who	was	no	gentle	mother!	But
the	princess	Electra,	 suspecting	 their	plot,	 secretly	hurried	her	brother	away	 to
the	 court	 of	 King	 Strophius	 in	 Phocis,	 and	 so	 saved	 his	 life.	 She	 was	 not,
however,	to	save	a	second	victim.
The	 ten	 years	 of	 war	 went	 by,	 and	 the	 chief,	 Agamemnon,	 came	 home	 in
triumph,	 heralded	 by	 all	 the	Argives,	who	were	 as	 exultant	 over	 the	 return	 of
their	lawful	king	as	over	the	fall	of	Troy.	Into	the	city	came	the	remnant	of	his
own	men,	 bearing	 the	 spoils	 of	war,	 and,	 in	 the	midst	 of	 a	 jubilant	multitude,
King	Agamemnon	shared	his	chariot	with	the	captive	princess,	Cassandra.
Queen	Clytemnestra	went	out	to	greet	him	with	every	show	of	joy	and	triumph.
She	had	a	cloth	of	purple	spread	before	the	palace,	that	her	husband	might	come



with	state	into	his	home	once	more,	and	before	all	beholders	she	protested	that
the	ten	years	of	his	absence	had	bereaved	her	of	all	happiness.
The	unsuspicious	king	 left	 his	 chariot	 and	 entered	 the	palace,	 but	 the	princess
Cassandra	 hesitated	 and	 stood	 by	 in	 fear.	 Poor	 Cassandra!	 Her	 kindred	 were
slain	 and	 the	 doom	 of	 her	 city	 was	 fulfilled,	 but	 the	 curse	 of	 prophecy	 still
followed	her.	She	felt	the	shadow	of	coming	evil,	and	there	before	the	door	she
recoiled,	and	cried	out	 that	 there	was	blood	 in	 the	air.	At	 length,	despairing	of
her	fate,	she	too	went	in.	Even	while	the	Argives	stood	about	the	gates,	pitying
her	madness,	the	prophecy	came	true.
Clytemnestra,	like	any	anxious	wife,	had	led	the	travel-worn	king	to	a	bath,	and
there,	when	he	had	laid	down	his	arms,	she	and	Aegisthus	threw	a	net	over	him,
as	they	would	have	snared	any	beast	of	prey,	and	slew	him,	defenceless.	In	the
same	 hour	 Cassandra,	 too,	 fell	 into	 their	 hands,	 and	 they	 put	 an	 end	 to	 her
warnings.	So	died	the	chief	of	the	great	army	and	his	royal	captive.
The	murderers	proclaimed	themselves	king	and	queen	before	all	the	people,	and
none	dared	rebel	openly	against	such	terrible	authority.	But	Aegisthus	was	still
uneasy	at	 the	 thought	 that	 the	Prince	Orestes	might	 return	some	day	 to	avenge
his	father.	Indeed,	Electra	had	sent	from	time	to	time	secret	messages	to	Phocis,
entreating	her	brother	to	come	and	take	his	rightful	place,	and	save	her	from	her
cruel	 mother	 and	 Aegisthus.	 But	 there	 came	 to	 Argos	 one	 day	 a	 rumour	 that
Orestes	himself	 had	died	 in	Phocis,	 and	 the	poor	princess	gave	up	 all	 hope	of
peace.	 Clytemnestra	 and	 Aegisthus	 made	 no	 secret	 of	 their	 relief,	 and	 even
offered	 impious	 thanks	 in	 the	 temple,	 as	 if	 the	gods	were	of	 their	mind!	They
were	soon	undeceived.
Two	young	Phocians	came	to	the	palace	with	news	of	the	last	days	of	Orestes,	so
they	said,	and	 they	were	admitted	 to	 the	presence	of	 the	king	and	queen.	They
were,	 in	 truth,	Orestes	himself	and	his	 friend	Pylades	 (son	of	King	Strophius),
who	had	ventured	safety	and	all	to	avenge	Agamemnon.	Then	and	there	Orestes
killed	 Aegisthus	 and	 Clytemnestra,	 and	 appeared	 before	 the	 Argives	 as	 their
rightful	prince.
But	even	then	he	did	not	find	peace.	In	slaying	Clytemnestra,	wicked	as	she	was,
he	had	murdered	his	own	mother,	a	deed	hateful	to	gods	and	men.	Day	and	night
he	was	haunted	by	the	Furies.
These	 dread	 sisters	 never	 leave	Hades	 save	 to	 pursue	 and	 torture	 some	 guilty
conscience.	They	wear	black	raiment,	like	the	wings	of	a	bat.	Their	hair	writhes
with	 serpents	 fierce	 as	 remorse,	 and	 in	 their	 hands	 they	 carry	 flaming	 torches
that	make	all	shapes	 look	greater	and	more	fearful	 than	 they	are.	No	sleep	can
soothe	 the	 mind	 of	 him	 they	 follow.	 They	 come	 between	 his	 eyes	 and	 the
daylight.	 At	 night	 their	 torches	 drive	 away	 all	 comfortable	 darkness.	 Poor
Orestes,	 though	 he	 had	 punished	 two	 murderers,	 felt	 that	 he	 was	 no	 less	 a



murderer	himself.
From	land	to	land	he	wandered	in	despair	that	grew	to	madness,	with	only	one
comrade,	 the	 faithful	 Pylades,	 who	 was	 his	 very	 shadow.	 At	 length	 he	 took
refuge	in	Athens,	under	the	protection	of	Athena,	and	gave	himself	up	to	be	tried
by	the	court	of	the	Areopagus.	There	he	was	acquitted,	but	not	all	the	Furies	left
him,	and	at	last	he	besought	the	Oracle	of	Apollo	to	befriend	him.
"Go	 to	Tauris,	 in	Scythia,"	 said	 the	voice,	 "and	bring	 from	 there	 the	 image	of
Diana	which	fell	from	the	heavens."	So	he	set	out	with	his	Pylades	and	sailed	to
the	shore	of	Scythia.
Now	 the	Taurians	were	a	 savage	people,	who	 strove	 to	honour	Diana,	 to	 their
rude	minds,	by	sacrificing	all	the	strangers	that	fell	into	their	hands.	There	was	a
temple	 not	 far	 from	 the	 seaside,	 and	 its	 priestess	 was	 a	 Grecian	 maiden,	 one
Iphigenia,	who	had	miraculously	 appeared	 there	years	before,	 and	was	held	 in
especial	awe	by	Thoas,	the	king	of	the	country	round	about.	Sorely	against	her
will,	she	had	to	hallow	the	victims	offered	at	 this	shrine,	and	into	her	presence
Orestes	and	Pylades	were	brought	by	the	men	who	had	seized	them.
On	 learning	 that	 they	 were	 Grecians	 and	 Argives	 (for	 they	 withheld	 their
names),	 the	priestess	was	moved	 to	 the	heart.	She	asked	 them	many	questions
concerning	 the	 fate	 of	 Agamemnon,	 Clytemnestra,	 and	 the	 warriors	 against
Troy,	which	they	answered	as	best	they	could.	At	length	she	said	that	she	would
help	one	of	them	to	escape,	if	he	would	swear	to	take	a	message	from	her	to	one
in	Argos.
"My	friend	shall	bear	it	home,"	said	Orestes.	"As	for	me,	I	stay	and	endure	my
fate."
"Nay,"	said	Pylades,	"how	can	I	swear?	I	might	lose	this	letter	by	shipwreck	or
some	other	mischance."
"Hear	the	message,	then,"	said	the	high-priestess.	"And	you	will	keep	it	by	you
with	your	life.	To	Orestes,	son	of	Agamemnon,	say	Iphigenia,	his	sister,	is	dead
indeed	unto	her	parents,	but	not	to	him.	Say	that	Diana	has	had	charge	over	her
these	many	years	since	she	was	snatched	away	at	Aulis,	and	that	she	waits	until
her	brother	 shall	 come	 to	 rescue	her	 from	 this	duty	of	bloodshed	and	 take	her
home."
At	 these	 words	 their	 amazement	 knew	 no	 bounds.	 Orestes	 embraced	 his	 lost
sister	and	told	her	all	his	story,	and	the	three,	breathless	with	eagerness,	planned
a	way	of	escape.
The	king	of	Tauris	had	already	come	to	witness	the	sacrifice.	But	Iphigenia	took
in	her	hands	 the	sacred	 image	of	Diana,	and	went	out	 to	 tell	him	 that	 the	 rites
must	be	delayed.	One	of	the	strangers,	said	she,	was	guilty	of	the	murder	of	his
mother,	 the	 other	 sharing	 his	 crime,	 and	 these	 unworthy	 victims	 must	 be



cleansed	with	pure	sea-water	before	they	could	be	offered	to	Diana.	The	sacred
image	 had	 been	 desecrated	 by	 their	 touch,	 and	 that,	 too,	 must	 be	 solemnly
purged	by	no	other	hands	than	hers.
To	this	the	king	consented.	He	remained	to	burn	lustral	fires	in	the	temple.	The
people	withdrew	 to	 their	houses	 to	escape	pollution,	and	 the	priestess	with	her
victims	reached	the	seashore	in	safety.
Once	there,	with	the	sacred	image	which	was	to	bring	them	good	fortune,	 they
hastened	to	the	Grecian	galley	and	put	off	from	that	desolate	shore.	So,	with	his
new-found	 sister	 and	 his	 new	 hope,	 Orestes	 went	 over	 the	 seas	 to	 Argos,	 to
rebuild	the	honour	of	the	royal	house.
	



PROMETHEUS	AND	PANDORA

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

WHEN	 THE	 GODS	 HAD	 ENTRUSTED	 TO	 the	 Titan	 brothers,	 Prometheus
and	Epimethus,	the	endowment	of	all	living	things	upon	the	earth,	they	had	been
careful	 to	 withhold	 everything	 that	might	 bring	 into	 the	world	 pain,	 sickness,
anxiety,	bitterness	of	heart,	 remorse,	or	 soul-crushing	sorrow.	All	 these	hurtful
things	were	 imprisoned	 in	a	coffer	which	was	given	 into	 the	care	of	 the	 trusty
Epimethus.
Upon	the	earth,	and	on	the	children	of	men	who	were	as	gods	in	their	knowledge
and	mastery	of	the	force	of	fire,	Jupiter	now	had	his	revenge.
Pandora	 was	made	 of	 the	 earth	 and	 came	 into	 the	 world	 by	 the	 command	 of
Jupiter,	a	world	that	was	all	fresh,	all	new,	and	quite	full	of	unexpected	joys	and
delightful	 surprises.	 It	 was	 her	 fate	 to	 entrance	 Epimethus,	 even	 as	 she
experienced	the	mystery	of	the	world,	but	at	least	the	golden	key	to	that	mystery,
the	key	to	the	coffer	of	all	knowledge,	was	held	in	the	loving	hand	of	her	great,
adoring,	simple	Titan	lover.
When	Pandora	saw	the	coffer	which	never	was	opened,	what	then	more	natural
than	 that	 she	 should	 ask	 Epimethus	what	 it	 contained?	 But	 the	 contents	 were
known	 only	 to	 the	 gods.	 Epimethus	 was	 unable	 to	 answer.	 Day	 by	 day,	 the
curiosity	 of	 Pandora	 increased.	 To	 her	 the	 gods	 had	 never	 given	 anything	 but
good.	Surely	there	must	be	here	gifts	more	precious	still.	What	if	the	Olympians
had	destined	her	 to	be	 the	one	 to	open	 the	casket,	and	had	sent	her	 to	earth	 in
order	that	she	might	bestow	on	this	dear	world,	on	the	men	who	lived	on	it,	and
on	her	own	magnificent	Titan,	happiness	and	blessings	which	only	the	minds	of
gods	could	have	conceived?
That	is	how	the	day	came	when	Pandora,	unconscious	instrument	in	the	hands	of
a	vengeful	Olympian,	in	all	faith,	and	with	the	courage	that	is	born	of	faith	and
of	love,	opened	the	lid	of	the	prison-house	of	evil.	And	as	from	coffers	in	the	old
Egyptian	tombs,	the	live	plague	can	still	rush	forth	and	slay,	the	long-imprisoned
evils	rushed	forth	upon	the	fair	earth	and	on	the	human	beings	who	lived	on	it	-
malignant,	 ruthless,	 fierce,	 treacherous,	 and	 cruel	 -	 poisoning,	 slaying,



devouring.	Plague	and	pestilence	and	murder,	envy	and	malice	and	revenge	and
all	 viciousness	 -	 an	 ugly	wolf-pack	 indeed	was	 that	 one	 let	 loose	 by	Pandora.
Terror,	doubt,	misery,	had	all	 rushed	straightway	 to	attack	her	heart,	while	 the
evils	 of	 which	 she	 had	 never	 dreamed	 stung	 mind	 and	 soul	 into	 dismay	 and
horror,	when,	by	hastily	shutting	the	lid	of	the	coffer,	she	tried	to	undo	the	evil
she	had	done.
It	was	then	that	she	found	that	the	gods	had	imprisoned	one	good	gift	only	in	this
Inferno	of	horrors	and	of	ugliness.	In	the	world	there	had	never	been	any	need	of
Hope.	What	work	was	 there	 for	Hope	 to	 do	where	 all	was	perfect,	 and	where
each	creature	possessed	 the	desire	of	body	and	of	heart?	Therefore,	Hope	was
thrust	into	the	chest	that	held	the	evils,	a	star	in	a	black	night,	a	lily	growing	on	a
dung-heap.	 And	 as	 Pandora,	 white-lipped	 and	 trembling,	 looked	 into	 the
otherwise	empty	box,	courage	came	back	to	her	heart,	and	Epimethus	let	fall	to
his	side	the	arm	that	would	have	slain	the	woman	of	his	love	because	there	came
to	him,	like	a	draught	of	wine	to	a	warrior	spent	in	battle,	an	imperial	vision	of
the	sons	of	men	through	all	the	aeons	to	come,	combatting	all	evils	of	body	and
of	soul,	going	on	conquering	and	to	conquer.	Thus,	saved	by	Hope,	the	Titan	and
the	woman	faced	the	future,	and	for	them	the	vengeance	of	the	gods	was	stayed.
	



ENDYMION

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

WHEN	 THE	 SUN-GOD'S	 GOLDEN	 CHARIOT	 HAD	 driven	 down	 into	 the
west,	then	his	sister,	Diana,	would	drive	her	noiseless-footed	silver	steeds	across
the	 sky,	while	 the	huntress	 shot	 from	her	bow	at	will	 silent	 arrows	 that	would
slay	 without	 warning	 a	 joyous	 young	 mother	 with	 her	 newly-born	 babe,	 or
would	wantonly	pierce,	with	a	lifelong	pain,	the	heart	of	some	luckless	mortal.
Now	one	night	as	she	passed	Mount	Latmos,	there	chanced	to	be	a	shepherd	lad
lying	asleep	beside	his	sleeping	 flock.	Many	 times	had	Endymion	watched	 the
goddess	from	afar,	half	afraid	of	one	so	beautiful	and	yet	so	ruthless,	but	never
before	had	Diana	realised	the	youth's	wonderful	beauty.	She	checked	her	hounds
when	 they	 would	 have	 swept	 on	 in	 their	 chase	 through	 the	 night,	 and	 stood
beside	Endymion.	She	judged	him	to	be	as	perfect	as	her	own	brother,	Apollo	-
yet	 more	 perfect,	 perhaps,	 for	 on	 his	 upturned	 sleeping	 face	 was	 the	 silver
glamour	of	her	own	dear	moon.	Fierce	and	burning	passion	could	come	with	the
sun's	burning	rays,	but	love	that	came	in	the	moon's	pale	light	was	passion	mixed
with	gramarye.	She	gazed	at	him	for	a	long	,	and	when,	in	his	sleep,	Endymion
smiled,	she	knelt	beside	him	and,	stooping,	gently	kissed	his	lips.	The	touch	of	a
moonbeam	on	a	sleeping	rose	was	no	more	gentle	than	was	Diana's	touch,	yet	it
was	 sufficient	 to	 wake	 Endymion.	 And	 as,	 while	 one's	 body	 sleeps	 on,	 one's
half-waking	mind,	 now	 and	 again	 in	 a	 lifetime	 seems	 to	 realise	 an	 ecstasy	 of
happiness	so	perfect	that	one	dares	not	wake	lest,	by	waking,	the	wings	of	one's
realised	ideal	should	slip	between	grasping	fingers	and	so	escape	forever,	so	did
Endymion	realise	the	kiss	of	the	goddess.	But	before	his	sleepy	eyes	could	be	his
senses'	witnesses,	Diana	had	hastened	away.
Endymion,	 springing	 to	his	 feet,	 saw	only	his	 sleeping	 flock,	nor	did	his	dogs
awake	when	he	heard	what	seemed	to	him	to	be	the	baying	of	hounds	in	full	cry
in	 a	 forest	 far	 up	 the	mountain.	Only	 to	 his	 own	heart	 did	 he	 dare	 to	whisper
what	was	 this	wonderful	 thing	 that	he	believed	had	befallen	him,	and	although
he	 laid	himself	down,	hoping	 that	once	again	 this	miracle	might	be	granted	 to
him,	no	miracle	came,	nor	could	he	sleep,	so	great	was	his	longing.



All	 the	 next	 day,	 through	 the	 sultry	 hours	 while	 Apollo	 drove	 his	 chariot	 of
burnished	gold	 through	 the	 land,	Endymion,	 as	he	watched	his	 flocks,	 tried	 to
dream	his	dream	once	more,	 and	 longed	 for	 the	day	 to	 end	and	 the	cool,	dark
night	to	return.	When	night	came	he	tried	to	lie	awake	and	see	what	might	befall,
but	when	kind	sleep	had	closed	his	tired	eyes,
Always	 she	 kissed	 him,	 yet	 when	 her	 kiss	 awoke	 him	 he	 never	 could	 see
anything	more	tangible	than	a	shaft	of	silver	moonlight	on	the	moving	bushes	of
the	mountain	side,	never	hear	anything	more	real	than	the	far-away	echo	of	the
baying	 of	 pursuing	 hounds,	 and	 if,	 with	 eager,	 greatly-daring	 eyes,	 he	 looked
skywards,	 a	dark	 cloud,	 so	 it	 seemed	 to	him,	would	 always	hasten	 to	hide	 the
moon	from	his	longing	gaze.
In	 this	manner	 time	 passed	 on.	The	 days	 of	Endymion	were	 filled	 by	 longing
day-dreams.	 His	 sleeping	 hours	 ever	 brought	 him	 ecstasy.	 Ever,	 too,	 to	 the
goddess,	the	human	being	that	she	loved	seemed	to	her	to	grow	more	precious.
For	 her	 all	 the	 joy	 of	 day	 and	 of	 night	was	 concentrated	 in	 the	moments	 she
spent	 by	 the	 side	 of	 the	 sleeping	 Endymion.	 The	 flocks	 of	 the	 shepherd
flourished	like	those	of	no	other	herd.	No	wild	beast	dared	come	near	them,	no
storm	nor	disease	assailed	them.	Yet	for	Endymion	the	things	of	earth	no	longer
held	any	value.	He	lived	only	for	his	dear	dream's	sake.	Had	he	been	permitted
to	grow	old	and	worn	and	 tired,	and	still	a	dreamer,	who	knows	how	his	story
might	 have	 ended?	But	 to	Diana	 there	 came	 the	 fear	 that	with	 age	 his	 beauty
might	wane,	and	from	her	 father,	Zeus,	 she	obtained	 for	 the	one	she	 loved	 the
gifts	of	unending	youth	and	of	eternal	sleep.
There	came	a	night	when	the	dreams	of	Endymion	had	no	end.	That	was	a	night
when	 the	 moon	 made	 for	 herself	 broad	 silver	 paths	 across	 the	 sea,	 from	 far
horizon	to	the	shore	where	the	little	waves	lapped	and	curled	in	a	radiant,	ever-
moving	silver	fringe.	Silver	also	were	the	leaves	of	the	forest	trees,	and	between
the	branches	of	 the	solemn	cypresses	and	of	 the	stately	dark	pines,	Diana	shot
her	 silver	 arrows.	No	baying	of	hounds	came	 then	 to	make	Endymion's	 flocks
move	 uneasily	 in	 their	 sleep,	 but	 the	 silver	 stars	 seemed	 to	 sing	 in	 unison
together.	While	still	 those	gentle	 lips	 touched	his,	hands	as	gentle	 lifted	up	 the
sleeping	Endymion	and	bore	him	to	a	secret	cave	in	Mount	Latmos.	And	there,
for	evermore,	she	came	to	kiss	the	mouth	of	her	sleeping	lover.	There,	forever,
slept	Endymion,	happy	in	the	perfect	bliss	of	dreams	that	have	no	ugly	awaking,
of	an	ideal	love	that	knows	no	ending.
	



APOLLO	AND	DAPHNE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

CONQUEROR	OF	ALL	CONQUERABLE	EARTH,	YET	not	always	victorious
over	the	heart	of	a	maid	was	the	golden-locked	Apollo.
As	mischievous	Eros	played	one	day	with	his	bow	and	arrows,	Apollo	beheld
him	and	spoke	to	him	mockingly.
"What	have	you	got	to	do	with	the	weapons	of	war,	saucy	lad?"	he	said.	"Leave
them	for	hands	 such	as	mine,	 that	know	 full	well	how	 to	wield	 them.	Content
yourself	with	your	torch,	and	kindle	flames,	if	indeed	you	can,	but	such	bolts	as
your	white	young	arms	can	drive	will	surely	not	bring	scathe	to	god	nor	to	man."
Then	the	son	of	Aphrodite	answered,	and	as	he	made	answer	he	laughed	aloud	in
his	glee.	 "With	your	arrows	you	may	strike	all	 things	else,	great	Apollo,	but	a
shaft	of	mine	shall	surely	strike	your	heart!"
Carefully,	then,	did	Eros	choose	two	arrows	from	his	quiver.	One,	sharp-pointed
and	of	gold,	he	fitted	carefully	to	his	bow,	drew	back	the	string	until	it	was	taut,
and	 then	 let	 fly	 the	 arrow,	 that	 did	 not	miss	 its	mark,	 but	 flew	 straight	 to	 the
heart	of	the	sun-god.	With	the	other	arrow,	blunt,	and	tipped	with	lead,	he	smote
the	beautiful	Daphne,	daughter	of	Peneus,	the	river-god.	And	then,	full	joyously
did	 the	 boy-god	 laugh,	 for	 his	 roguish	 heart	 knew	well	 that	 to	 him	who	 was
struck	by	 the	golden	 shaft	must	 come	 the	 last	 pangs	 that	 have	proved	many	 a
man's	and	many	a	god's	undoing,	while	that	leaden-tipped	arrow	meant	a	hatred
of	 Love	 and	 an	 immunity	 from	 all	 the	 heart	weakness	 that	 Love	 can	 bring	 to
whomsoever	 it	 struck.	 Those	 were	 the	 days	 when	 Apollo	 was	 young.	 Never
before	had	he	loved.
But	as	the	first	fierce	storm	that	assails	it	bends	the	young,	supple	tree	with	its
green	budding	leaves	before	its	furious	blast,	so	did	the	first	love	of	Apollo	bend
low	his	 adoring	heart.	All	 day	 as	he	held	 the	golden	 reins	of	his	 chariot,	 until
evening	when	its	fiery	wheels	were	cooled	in	the	waters	of	the	western	seas,	he
thought	 of	Daphne.	All	 night	 he	dreamed	of	 her.	But	 never	 did	 there	 come	 to
Daphne	a	 time	when	she	 loved	Love	for	Love's	 sake.	Never	did	she	 look	with



gentle	 eye	 on	 the	 golden-haired	 god	 whose	 face	 was	 as	 the	 face	 of	 all	 the
exquisite	 things	 that	 the	 sunlight	 shows,	 remembered	 in	 a	 dream.	 Her	 only
passion	was	a	passion	for	the	chase.	One	of	Diana's	nymphs	was	she,	cold	and
pure	and	white	in	soul	as	the	virgin	goddess	herself.
There	came	a	day	when	Apollo	could	no	longer	put	curbing	hands	on	his	fierce
longing.	The	flames	from	his	chariot	still	lingered	in	reflected	glories	on	sea	and
hill	 and	 sky.	 The	 very	 leaves	 of	 the	 budding	 trees	 of	 spring	were	 outlined	 in
gold.	And	through	the	dim	wood	walked	Daphne,	erect	and	lithe	and	living	as	a
sapling	in	the	early	spring.
With	 beseeching	 hands,	 Apollo	 followed	 her.	 A	 god	 was	 he,	 yet	 to	 him	 had
come	 the	vast	humility	of	passionate	 intercession	 for	 the	gift	of	 love	 to	a	 little
nymph.	She	heard	his	steps	behind	her	and	turned	round,	proud	and	angry	that
one	should	follow	her	when	she	had	not	willed	it.
"Stay!"	he	said,	"daughter	of	Peneus.	No	foe	am	I,	but	your	own	humble	lover.
To	 you	 alone	 do	 I	 bow	my	 head.	 To	 all	 others	 on	 earth	 am	 I	 conqueror	 and
king."
But	Daphne,	hating	his	words	of	passionate	love,	sped	on.	And	when	his	passion
lent	wings	to	his	feet	and	she	heard	him	gaining	on	her	as	she	fled,	not	as	a	lover
did	Daphne	look	on	deathless	Apollo,	but	as	a	hateful	foe.	More	swiftly	than	she
had	ever	run	beside	her	mistress	Diana,	 leaving	the	flying	winds	behind	her	as
she	sped,	ran	Daphne	now.	But	ever	did	Apollo	gain	upon	her,	and	almost	had	he
grasped	her	when	she	reached	the	green	banks	of	the	river	of	which	her	father,
Peneus,	was	god.
"Help	me,	Peneus!"	she	cried.	"Save	me,	oh	my	father,	from	him	whose	love	I
fear!"
As	she	spoke	the	arms	of	Apollo	seized	her,	yet,	even	as	his	arms	met	around	her
waist,	lissom	and	slight	as	a	young	willow,	Daphne	the	nymph	was	Daphne	the
nymph	 no	 longer.	 Her	 fragrant	 hair,	 her	 soft	 white	 arms,	 her	 tender	 body	 all
changed	as	the	sun-god	touched	them.	Her	feet	took	root	in	the	soft,	damp	earth
by	the	river.	Her	arms	sprouted	into	woody	branches	and	green	leaves.	Her	face
vanished,	and	the	bark	of	a	big	tree	enclosed	her	snow-white	body.	Yet	Apollo
did	 not	 take	 away	his	 embrace	 from	her	who	had	 been	 his	 dear	 first	 love.	He
knew	 that	her	cry	 to	Peneus	her	 father	had	been	answered,	yet	he	 said,	 "Since
you	 cannot	 be	my	 bride,	 at	 least	 you	 shall	 be	my	 tree,	my	 hair,	my	 lyre,	my
quiver	shall	have	you	always,	oh	laurel	tree	of	the	Immortals!"
So	do	we	still	speak	of	 laurels	won,	and	worn	by	 those	of	deathless	fame,	and
still	 does	 the	 first	 love	 of	 Apollo	 crown	 the	 heads	 of	 those	 whose	 gifts	 have
fitted	them	to	dwell	with	the	dwellers	on	Olympus.
	



IDAS	AND	MARPESSA

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

BY	DAY,	WHILE	THE	SUN-GOD	DROVE	his	chariot	in	the	high	heavens	and
turned	the	blue-green	Ægean	Sea	into	the	semblance	of	a	blazing	shield	of	brass,
Idas	and	Marpessa	sat	 together	 in	 the	 trees'	 soft	 shades,	or	walked	 in	shadowy
valleys	where	violets	and	wild	parsley	grew,	and	where	Apollo	rarely	deigned	to
come.	At	 eventide,	when,	 in	 royal	 splendour	 of	 purple	 and	 crimson	 and	 gold,
Apollo	sought	his	 rest	 in	 the	western	sky,	 Idas	and	Marpessa	wandered	by	 the
seashore	watching	the	little	wavelets	softly	kissing	the	pebbles	on	the	beach,	or
climbed	 to	 the	mountain	 side	 from	whence	 they	 could	 see	 the	 first	 glimpse	of
Diana's	silver	crescent	and	the	twinkling	lights	of	the	Pleiades	breaking	through
the	blue	canopy	of	the	sky.
While	 Apollo	 sought	 in	 heaven	 and	 on	 earth	 the	 best	 means	 to	 gratify	 his
imperial	whims,	Idas,	for	whom	all	joys	had	come	to	mean	but	one,	sought	ever
to	be	by	the	side	of	Marpessa.	Shadowy	valley,	murmuring	sea,	lonely	mountain
side,	 or	 garden	where	 grew	 the	 purple	 amaranth	 and	where	 roses	 of	 pink	 and
amber-yellow	 and	 deepest	 crimson	 dropped	 their	 radiant	 petals	 on	 the	 snowy
marble	paths,	all	were	the	same	to	Idas.	Paradise	for	him,	was	Marpessa	by	his
side,	while	life	without	her	was	dreary	desert.
More	beautiful	than	any	flower	that	grew	in	the	garden	was	Marpessa.	No	music
that	Apollo's	lute	could	make	was	as	sweet	in	the	ears	of	Idas	as	her	dear	voice.
Its	music	was	ever	new	to	him,	a	melody	to	make	his	heart	throb	more	quickly.
New,	 too,	 ever	was	 her	 beauty.	 For	 him	 it	was	 always	 the	 first	 time	 that	 they
met,	 always	 the	 same	 fresh	 ravishment	 to	 look	 in	 her	 eyes.	And	when	 to	 Idas
came	the	knowledge	that	Marpessa	gave	him	love	for	love,	he	had	indeed	won
happiness	so	great	as	to	draw	upon	him	the	envy	of	the	gods.
The	course	of	true	love	never	did	run	smooth,	and,	like	many	and	many	another
father	since	his	day,	Evenos,	 the	 father	of	Marpessa,	was	bitterly	opposed	 to	a
match	where	the	bridegroom	was	rich	only	in	youth,	in	health,	and	in	love.	His
beautiful	daughter	naturally	 seemed	 to	him	worthy	of	 something	much	higher.
Thus	it	was	an	unhappy	day	for	Marpessa	when,	as	she	sat	alone	by	the	fountain



which	dripped	slowly	down	on	the	marble	basin,	and	dreamed	of	her	lover,	Idas,
Apollo	 himself,	 led	 by	 caprice,	 noiselessly	 walked	 through	 the	 rose	 bushes,
whose	warm	petals	dropped	at	his	feet	as	he	passed,	and	beheld	a	maiden	more
fair	 than	 the	 fairest	 flower	 that	 grew.	 The	 hum	 of	 bees,	 the	 drip,	 drip	 of	 the
fountain,	 these	 lulled	 her	 mind	 and	 heart	 and	 soothed	 her	 day-dreams,	 and
Marpessa's	red	lips,	curved	like	the	bow	of	Eros,	smiled	as	she	thought	of	Idas,
the	man	she	loved.	Silently	Apollo	watched	her.	This	queen	of	all	the	roses	was
not	fit	to	be	the	bride	of	mortal	man.	Marpessa	must	be	his.
To	Evenos,	Apollo	quickly	 imparted	his	desire.	He	was	not	used	 to	having	his
imperial	wishes	denied,	nor	was	Evenos	anxious	 to	do	so.	Here,	 indeed,	was	a
match	for	his	daughter.	No	insignificant	mortal,	but	the	radiant	sun-god	himself!
And	to	Marpessa	he	told	what	Apollo	wished,	and	Marpessa	shyly	looked	at	her
reflection	in	the	pool	of	the	fountain,	and	wondered	if	she	were	indeed	beautiful
enough	to	win	the	love	of	a	god.
"Am	I	in	truth	so	wondrous	fair?"	she	asked	her	father.
"Fair	enough	to	mate	with	Apollo	himself!"	proudly	answered	Evenos.
And	 joyously	 Marpessa	 replied,	 "Ah,	 then	 am	 I	 happy	 indeed!	 I	 would	 be
beautiful	for	my	Idas'	sake!"
An	angry	man	was	her	father.	There	was	 to	be	no	more	pleasant	dallying	with
Idas	in	the	shadowy	wood	or	by	the	seashore.	In	the	rose	garden	Apollo	took	his
place	and	charmed	Marpessa's	ears	with	his	music,	while	her	eyes	could	not	but
be	charmed	by	his	beauty.	The	god	had	no	doubts	or	fears.	Only	a	little	time	he
would	give	her,	for	a	very	little	only	would	he	wait,	and	then	undoubtedly	this
mortal	maiden	would	be	his,	her	heart	conquered	as	assuredly	as	the	rays	from
his	chariot	conquered	the	roses,	whose	warm	crimson	petals	they	strewed	at	his
feet.
Yet	 as	 Marpessa	 looked	 and	 listened,	 her	 thoughts	 were	 often	 far	 away	 and
always	her	heart	was	with	Idas.	When	Apollo	played	most	exquisitely	to	her	it
seemed	that	he	put	her	love	for	Idas	into	music.	When	he	spoke	to	her	of	his	love
she	 thought,	 "Thus,	 and	 thus	 did	 Idas	 speak,"	 and	 a	 sudden	 memory	 of	 the
human	 lad's	halting	words	brought	 to	her	heart	a	 little	gush	of	 tenderness,	and
made	her	eyes	sparkle	so	that	Apollo	gladly	thought,	"Soon	she	will	be	mine."
And	 all	 this	 while	 Idas	 schemed	 and	 plotted	 and	 planned	 a	 way	 in	 which	 he
could	save	his	dear	one	from	her	obdurate	father,	and	from	the	passion	of	a	god.
He	went	to	Neptune,	told	his	tale,	and	begged	him	to	lend	him	a	winged	chariot
in	which	he	could	fly	away	with	Marpessa.	Neptune	good-naturedly	consented,
and	 when	 Idas	 flew	 up	 from	 the	 seashore	 one	 day,	 like	 a	 great	 bird	 that	 the
tempests	have	blown	inland,	Marpessa	joyously	sprang	up	beside	her	lover,	and
swiftly	 they	 took	 flight	 for	 a	 land	 where	 in	 peace	 they	 might	 live	 and	 love
together.	 No	 sooner	 did	 Evenos	 realise	 that	 his	 daughter	 was	 gone,	 than,	 in



furious	anger	against	her	and	her	lover,	he	gave	chase.	One	has	watched	a	hawk
in	pursuit	of	a	pigeon	or	a	bird	of	 the	moors	and	seen	 it,	a	 little	dark	speck	at
first,	 gradually	 growing	 larger	 and	 larger	 until	 at	 length	 it	 dominated	 and
conquered	 its	prey,	 swooping	down	 from	above,	 like	an	arrow	 from	a	bow,	 to
bring	with	it	sudden	death.
So	at	first	it	seemed	that	Evenos	must	conquer	Idas	and	Marpessa	in	the	winged
chariot	of	Neptune's	lending.	But	onwards	Idas	drove	the	chariot,	ever	faster	and
faster,	until	before	the	eyes	of	Marpessa	the	trees	of	the	forest	grew	into	blurs	of
blue	and	brown,	and	the	streams	and	rivers	as	they	flew	past	them	were	streaks
of	silver.	Not	until	he	had	reached	the	river	Lycormas	did	the	angry	father	own
that	his	pursuit	had	been	in	vain.	Over	the	swift-flowing	stream	flew	the	chariot
driven	 by	 Idas,	 but	 Evenos	 knew	 that	 his	 horses,	 flecked	 with	 white	 foam,
pumping	each	breath	from	hearts	that	were	strained	to	breaking-point,	no	longer
could	go	on	with	the	chase.	The	passage	of	that	deep	stream	would	destroy	them.
The	fierce	water	would	sweep	the	wearied	beasts	down	in	its	impelling	current,
and	he	with	them.	A	shamed	man	would	he	be	forever.
Not	 for	a	moment	did	he	hesitate,	but	drew	his	 sharp	 sword	 from	his	belt	 and
plunged	 it	 into	 the	breast	 of	 one	 steed	 and	 then	of	 the	other	who	had	been	 so
willing	and	who	yet	had	 failed	him	 in	 the	end.	And	 then,	as	 they,	 still	 in	 their
traces,	neighed	shrilly	aloud,	and	then	fell	over	and	died	where	they	lay,	Evenos,
with	 a	 great	 cry,	 leaped	 into	 the	 river.	Over	 his	 head	 closed	 the	 eddies	 of	 the
peat-brown	water.	Once	only	did	he	throw	up	his	arms	to	ask	the	gods	for	mercy.
Then	his	body	drifted	down	with	the	stream,	and	his	soul	hastened	downwards	to
the	Shades.	And	from	that	day	the	river	Lycormas	no	more	was	known	by	that
name,	but	was	called	the	river	Evenos	forever.
Onwards,	triumphantly,	drove	Idas,	but	soon	he	knew	that	a	greater	than	Evenos
had	entered	in	the	chase,	and	that	the	jealous	sun-god's	chariot	was	in	pursuit	of
the	winged	car	of	Neptune.	Quickly	it	gained	on	him.	Soon	it	would	have	swept
down	on	him,	a	hawk	indeed	 this	 time,	striking	surely	at	 its	helpless	prey.	But
even	as	Apollo	saw	the	white	face	of	Marpessa	and	knew	that	he	was	the	victor,
a	 mighty	 thunderbolt	 that	 made	 the	 mountains	 shake,	 and	 rolled	 its	 echoes
through	 the	 lonely	 fastnesses	 of	 a	 thousand	hills,	was	 sent	 to	 earth	 by	 Jupiter.
While	 the	 echoes	 still	 re-echoed,	 there	 came	 from	Olympus	 the	 voice	 of	Zeus
himself.
"Let	her	decide!"	he	said.
Apollo,	like	a	white	flame	blown	backward	by	the	wind,	withheld	his	hands	that
would	have	seized	from	Idas	the	woman	who	was	his	heart's	desire.
And	then	he	spoke,	and	while	his	burning	gaze	was	fixed	upon	her,	and	his	face,
in	beautiful	fury,	was	more	perfect	than	any	exquisite	picture	of	her	dreams,	his
voice	was	as	the	voice	of	the	sea	as	it	calls	to	the	shore	in	the	moonlit	hours,	as



the	bird	that	sings	in	the	darkness	of	a	tropic	night	to	its	longing	mate.
"Marpessa!"	he	cried,	"Marpessa!	will	you	not	come	to	me?	No	woe	nor	trouble,
never	any	pain	can	 touch	me.	Yet	woe	indeed	was	mine	when	first	 I	saw	your
fairest	 face.	 For	 even	 now	 do	 you	 hasten	 to	 sorrow,	 to	 darkness,	 to	 the	 dark-
shadowed	 tomb.	 You	 art	 mortal!	 Your	 beauty	 is	 short-lived.	 Your	 love	 for
mortal	man	shall	quickly	fade	and	die.	Come	to	me,	Marpessa,	and	my	kisses	on
your	 lips	shall	make	you	immortal!	Together	we	shall	bring	 the	sunbeams	to	a
cold,	dark	 land!	Together	shall	we	coax	 the	spring	 flowers	 from	the	still,	dead
earth!	Together	we	shall	bring	to	men	the	golden	harvest,	and	deck	the	trees	of
autumn	 in	our	 liveries	of	 red	and	gold.	 I	 love	you,	Marpessa.	not	as	any	mere
mortal	loves	do	I	love	you.	Come	to	me,	Marpessa,	my	Love,	my	Desire!"
When	 his	 voice	 was	 silent,	 it	 seemed	 as	 if	 the	 very	 earth	 itself	 with	 all	 its
thousand	echoes	still	breathed	his	words,	"	Marpessa,	my	Love,	my	Desire!"
Abashed	before	the	god's	entreaties	stood	Idas.	And	the	heart	of	Marpessa	was
torn	as	she	heard	the	burning	words	of	the	beautiful	Apollo	still	ringing	through
her	head,	and	saw	her	mortal	 lover,	silent,	white-lipped,	gazing	first	at	 the	god
and	then	into	her	own	pale	face.	At	length	he	spoke:
	

"After	such	argument	what	can	I	plead?
Or	what	pale	promise	make?	Yet	since	it	is
In	woman	to	pity	rather	than	to	aspire,
A	little	I	will	speak.	I	love	you	then
Not	only	for	your	body	packed	with	sweet
Of	all	this	world,	that	cup	of	brimming	June,
That	jar	of	violet	wine	set	in	the	air,
That	palest	rose	sweet	in	the	night	of	life;
Nor	for	that	stirring	bosom	all	besieged
By	drowsing	lovers,	or	your	perilous	hair;
Nor	for	that	face	that	might	indeed	provoke
Invasion	of	old	cities,	no,	nor	all
Your	freshness	stealing	on	me	like	strange	sleep.
Nor	for	this	only	do	I	love	you,	but
Because	Infinity	upon	you	broods;
And	you	are	full	of	whispers	and	of	shadows.



You	mean	what	the	sea	has	striven	to	say
So	long,	and	yearned	up	the	cliffs	to	tell;
You	are	what	all	the	winds	have	uttered	not,
What	the	still	night	suggests	to	the	heart.
Your	voice	is	like	to	music	heard	ere	birth,
Some	spirit	lute	touched	on	a	spirit	sea;
Your	face	remembered	is	from	other	worlds,
It	has	been	died	for,	though	I	know	not	when,
It	has	been	sung	of,	though	I	know	not	where.
It	has	the	strangeness	of	the	luring	West,
And	of	sad	sea-horizons,	beside	you
I	am	aware	of	other	times	and	lands,
Of	birth	far-back,	of	lives	in	many	stars.
O	beauty	lone	and	like	a	candle	clear
In	this	dark	country	of	the	world!	you	are
My	woe,	my	early	light,	my	music	dying."
	

Then	Idas,	in	the	humility	that	comes	from	perfect	love,	drooped	low	his	head,
and	 was	 silent.	 In	 silence	 for	 a	 minute	 stood	 the	 three,	 a	 god,	 a	 man,	 and	 a
woman.	And	from	on	high	the	watching	stars	looked	down	and	marvelled,	and
Diana	stayed	for	a	moment	the	course	of	her	silver	car	to	watch,	as	she	thought,
the	triumph	of	her	own	invincible	brother.
From	man	to	god	passed	the	eyes	of	Marpessa,	and	back	from	god	to	man.	And
the	stars	forgot	to	twinkle,	and	Diana's	silver-maned	horses	pawed	the	blue	floor
of	 the	sky,	 impatient	at	 the	firm	hand	of	 the	mistress	on	the	reins	 that	checked
their	eager	course.
Marpessa	 spoke	 at	 last,	 in	 low	words	 that	 seemed	 to	 come	 "remembered	 from
other	worlds."
For	all	the	joys	he	offered	her	she	thanked	Apollo.	What	grander	fate	for	mortal
woman	than	to	rule	the	sunbeams,	or	to	bring	bliss	to	the	earth	and	to	the	sons	of
men?	What	more	could	mortal	woman	crave	than	the	gift	of	immortality	shared
with	one	whose	power	ruled	the	vast	universe,	and	who	still	had	stooped	to	lay
the	 red	 roses	 of	 his	 passionate	 love	 at	 her	 little,	 human	 feet?	 And	 yet…	 and
yet…	 in	 that	 sorrow-free	 existence	 that	 he	 promised,	 might	 there	 not	 still	 be
something	wanting	to	one	who	had	once	known	tears?



"Yet	I,	being	human,	human	sorrow	miss."
Then	were	he	indeed	to	give	her	the	gift	of	immortal	life,	what	value	were	life	to
one	whose	beauty	had	withered	as	the	leaves	in	autumn,	whose	heart	was	tired
and	dead?	What	uglier	fate	than	this,	to	endure	an	endless	existence	in	which	no
life	 was,	 yoked	 to	 one	 whose	 youth	 was	 immortal,	 whose	 beauty	 was
everlasting?
Then	she	turned	to	Idas,	who	stood	as	one	who	awaits	the	judgment	of	the	judge
in	whose	hands	lies	the	power	of	meting	out	life	or	death.	Thus	she	spoke:
	

"But	if	I	live	with	Idas,	then	we	two
On	the	low	earth	shall	prosper	hand	in	hand
In	odours	of	the	open	field,	and	live
In	peaceful	noises	of	the	farm,	and	watch
The	pastoral	fields	burned	by	the	setting	sun.
And	he	shall	give	me	passionate	children,	not
Some	radiant	god	that	will	despise	me	quite,
But	clambering	limbs	and	little	hearts	that	err.
...	So	shall	we	live,
And	though	the	first	sweet	sting	of	love	be	past,
The	sweet	that	almost	venom	is,	though	youth,
With	tender	and	extravagant	delight,
The	first	and	secret	kiss	by	twilight	hedge,
The	insane	farewell	repeated	o'er	and	o'er,
Pass	off,	there	shall	succeed	a	faithful	peace;
Beautiful	friendship	tried	by	sun	and	wind,
Durable	from	the	daily	dust	of	life."
	

The	sun-god	frowned	as	her	words	fell	from	her	lips.	Even	now,	as	she	looked	at
him,	he	held	out	his	arms.	Surely	she	only	played	with	 this	poor	mortal	youth.
To	him	she	must	come,	this	rose	who	could	own	no	lesser	god	than	the	sun-god
himself.
But	Marpessa	spoke	on:
	



"And	you	beautiful	god,	in	that	far	time,
When	in	your	setting	sweet	you	gaze	down
On	his	grey	head,	will	you	remember	then
That	once	I	pleased	you,	that	I	once	was	young?"
	

So	did	her	voice	cease,	and	on	the	earth	fell	sudden	darkness.	For	to	Apollo	had
come	the	shame	of	love	rejected,	and	there	were	those	who	said	that	to	the	earth
that	night	there	came	no	sunset,	only	the	sullen	darkness	that	told	of	the	flight	of
an	angry	god.	Yet,	later,	the	silver	moonbeams	of	Diana	seemed	to	greet	the	dark
earth	with	a	smile,	and,	 in	the	winged	car	of	Neptune,	Idas	and	Marpessa	sped
on,	 greater	 than	 the	gods,	 in	 a	 perfect	 harmony	of	 human	 love	 that	 feared	not
time,	nor	pain,	nor	Death	himself.
	



ARETHUSA

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

"WE	 HAVE	 VICTUALLED	 AND	 WATERED,"	 WROTE	 Nelson	 from
Syracuse	 in	 1798,	 "and	 surely,	watering	 at	 the	 fountain	 of	Arethusa,	we	must
have	 victory.	We	 shall	 sail	 with	 the	 first	 breeze,	 and	 be	 assured	 I	 will	 return
either	 crowned	with	 laurel	or	 covered	with	 cypress."	Three	days	 later,	he	won
the	Battle	of	the	Nile,	one	of	the	greatest	sea-fights	of	history.
	

The	beautiful	Arethusa	was	 a	 nymph	 in	Diana's	 train,	 and	many	 a	 time	 in	 the
chase	she	threaded	her	way	through	the	dim	woodland,	as	a	stream	flows	down
through	the	forest	from	the	mountains	to	the	sea.	But	to	her,	at	last,	there	came	a
day	when	she	was	no	longer	the	huntress	but	the	hunted.
The	flaming	wheels	of	the	chariot	of	Apollo	had	made	the	whole	land	scintillate
with	 heat,	 and	 the	 nymph	 sought	 the	 kind	 shelter	 of	 a	wood	where	 she	might
bathe	in	the	exquisite	coolness	of	the	river	that	still	was	chilled	by	the	snows	of
the	mountain.	On	 the	 branch	 of	 a	 tree	 that	 bent	 over	 the	 stream	 she	 hung	 her
garments,	and	joyously	stepped	into	the	limpid	water.	A	ray	of	the	sun	glanced
through	the	leaves	above	her	and	made	the	soft	sand	in	the	river's	bed	gleam	like
gold	 and	 the	 beautiful	 limbs	 of	 the	 nymph	 seem	 as	 though	 carved	 from	 pure
white	marble	by	the	hand	of	Pygmalion	himself.	There	was	no	sound	there	but
the	 gentle	 sound	 of	 the	 stream	 that	 murmured	 caressingly	 to	 her	 as	 it	 slowly
moved	on	through	the	solitude,	and	so	gently	it	flowed	that	almost	it	seemed	to
stand	still,	as	 though	regretful	 to	 leave	so	beautiful	a	 thing	as	Arethusa	for	 the
unknown	forest.
	

"The	Earth	seemed	to	love	her
And	Heaven	smiled	above	her."
	

But	suddenly	the	stillness	of	the	stream	was	ruffled.	Waves,	like	the	newly-born



brothers	of	the	billows	of	the	sea,	swept	both	down-stream	and	up-stream	upon
her,	and	 the	 river	no	 longer	murmured	gently,	but	 spoke	 to	her	 in	a	voice	 that
thrilled	with	passionate	longing.	Alpheus,	god	of	the	river,	had	beheld	her,	and,
beholding	her,	had	 loved	her	once	and	forever.	He	was	an	uncouth	creature	of
the	forest,	unversed	in	all	the	arts	of	love-making.	So	not	as	a	supplicant	did	he
come	to	her,	but	as	one	who	demanded	fiercely	love	for	love.	Terror	came	upon
Arethusa	as	she	listened,	and	hastily	she	sprang	from	the	water	that	had	brought
her	fear,	and	hastened	to	find	shelter	in	the	woodlands.	Then	the	murmur,	as	of
the	murmur	of	a	river	before	a	mighty	flood	comes	to	seize	it	and	hold	it	for	its
own,	took	form	in	a	voice	that	pleaded	with	her,	in	tones	that	made	her	tremble
as	she	heard.
"Hear	me,	Arethusa!"	it	said.	"I	am	Alpheus,	god	of	the	river	that	you	have	now
made	 sacred.	 I	 am	 the	 god	 of	 the	 rushing	 streams,	 the	 god	 of	 the	 thundering
cataracts.	Where	the	mountain	streams	crash	over	the	rocks	and	echo	through	the
shadowy	hollows	of	the	hills,	I	hold	my	kingship.	Down	from	Etna	I	come,	and
the	 fire	 of	Etna	 is	 in	my	veins.	 I	 love	 you!	 I	 love	 only	 you,	 and	 you	 shall	 be
mine,	and	I	yours	forever."
Then	Arethusa,	in	blind	panic,	fled	before	the	god	who	loved	her.	Through	the
shadowy	forest	 she	sped,	while	he	swiftly	gained	upon	her.	The	asphodel	bent
under	 her	 flying	 feet,	 and	 the	 golden	 flowers	 of	 the	 Fiori	Maggio	were	 swept
aside	as	she	fled.	Yet	ever	Alpheus	gained	upon	her,	until	at	length	she	felt	that
the	 chase	was	 ended,	 and	 cried	 to	Diana	 to	 save	 her.	 Then	 a	 cloud,	 grey	 and
thick	and	blinding	as	the	mist	that	wraps	the	mountain	tops,	suddenly	descended
and	enfolded	her,	and	Alpheus	groped	for	her	in	vain.
"Arethusa!",	 she	 heard	 him	 cry,	 in	 a	 voice	 of	 piteous	 longing.	 "Arethusa!	My
belovèd!"
Patiently	he	waited,	with	 the	 love	 that	makes	uncouth	 things	beautiful,	until	at
length	 a	 little	 breath	 from	Zephyrus	 blew	 aside	 the	 soft	 grey	 veil	 that	 hid	 his
beloved	from	his	sight,	and	he	saw	that	the	nymph	had	been	transformed	into	a
fountain.	Not	for	a	moment	did	Alpheus	delay,	but,	turning	himself	into	a	torrent
in	 flood,	he	 rushed	on	 in	pursuit	 of	Arethusa.	Then	Diana,	 to	 save	her	votary,
cleaved	 a	way	 for	 her	 through	 the	 dark	 earth,	 down	 into	 the	 gloomy	 realm	of
Pluto	 himself,	 and	 the	 nymph	 rushed	 onward,	 onward	 still,	 and	 then	 upward,
until	at	length	she	emerged	again	to	the	freedom	of	the	blue	sky	and	green	trees,
and	 beheld	 the	 golden	 orange	 groves	 and	 the	 grey	 olives,	 the	 burning	 red
geranium	flowers	and	the	great	snow-capped	mountain	of	Sicily.
But	 Alpheus	 had	 a	 love	 for	 her	 that	 cast	 out	 all	 fear.	 Through	 the	 terrible
blackness	 of	 the	 Cocytus	 valley	 he	 followed	Arethusa,	 and	 found	 a	means	 of
bursting	 through	 the	encumbering	earth	and	 joining	her	again.	And	 in	a	spring
that	rises	out	of	 the	sea	near	 the	shore	he	was	able	at	 last	 to	mingle	his	waters



with	those	of	the	one	for	whom	he	had	lost	his	godship.
	



PERSEUS	THE	HERO

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

IN	 THE	 PLEASANT	 LAND	 OF	 ARGOS,	 now	 a	 place	 of	 unwholesome
marshes,	once	upon	a	time	there	reigned	a	king	called	Acrisius,	the	father	of	one
fair	daughter.	Danaë	was	her	name,	and	she	was	very	dear	to	the	king	until	a	day
when	 he	 longed	 to	 know	 what	 lay	 hid	 for	 him	 in	 the	 lap	 of	 the	 gods,	 and
consulted	 an	 oracle.	With	 hanging	 head	 he	 returned	 from	 the	 temple,	 for	 the
oracle	had	told	him	that	when	his	daughter	Danaë	had	borne	a	son,	by	the	hand
of	that	son	death	must	surely	come	upon	him.	And	because	the	fear	of	death	was
in	 him	 more	 strong	 than	 the	 love	 of	 his	 daughter,	 Acrisius	 resolved	 that	 by
sacrificing	her	he	would	baffle	the	gods	and	frustrate	Death	itself.	A	great	tower
of	brass	was	speedily	built	at	his	command,	and	in	this	prison	Danaë	was	placed,
to	drag	out	her	weary	days.
But	who	can	escape	the	designs	of	the	gods?	From	Olympus	great	Zeus	himself
looked	down	and	saw	the	fair	princess	sighing	away	her	youth.	And,	full	of	pity
and	of	love,	he	himself	entered	the	brazen	tower	in	a	golden	shower,	and	Danaë
became	 the	 bride	 of	 Zeus	 and	 happily	 passed	 with	 him	 the	 time	 of	 her
imprisonment.
To	her	at	length	was	born	a	son,	a	beautiful	and	kingly	child,	and	great	was	the
wrath	of	her	 father	when	he	had	 tidings	of	 the	birth.	Did	 the	gods	 in	 the	high
heavens	laugh	at	him?	The	laugh	should	yet	be	on	his	side.	Down	to	the	seashore
he	hurried	Danaë	and	her	newly-born	babe,	the	little	Perseus.	He	put	them	in	a
great	chest,	and	set	them	adrift	to	be	a	plaything	for	winds	and	waves	and	a	prey
for	the	cruel	and	hungry	sea.
For	days	and	nights	the	mother	and	child	were	tossed	on	the	billows,	but	yet	no
harm	came	near	them,	and	one	morning	the	chest	grounded	on	the	rocky	beach
of	Seriphos,	an	island	in	the	Ægean	Sea.	Here	a	fisherman	came	on	this	strange
flotsam	and	jetsam	of	the	waves	and	took	the	mother	and	child	to	Polydectes,	the
king,	and	the	years	that	followed	were	peaceful	years	for	Danaë	and	for	Perseus.
But	 as	 Perseus	 grew	 up,	 growing	 each	 day	 more	 goodly	 to	 look	 upon,	 more
fearless,	more	 ready	 to	 gaze	with	 serene	 courage	 into	 the	 eyes	of	 gods	 and	of



men,	an	evil	thing	befell	his	mother.	She	was	but	a	girl	when	he	was	born,	and	as
the	years	passed	she	grew	ever	more	fair.	And	the	crafty	eyes	of	old	Polydectes,
the	king,	ever	watched	her	more	eagerly,	and	always	more	hotly	desired	her	for
his	wife.
But	Danaë,	the	beloved	of	Zeus	himself,	had	no	wish	to	wed	the	old	king	of	the
Cyclades,	and	proudly	she	scorned	his	suit.	Behind	her,	as	she	knew	well,	was
the	stout	arm	of	her	son	Perseus,	and	while	Perseus	was	there,	the	king	could	do
her	no	harm.	But	Perseus,	unwitting	of	the	danger	his	mother	daily	had	to	face,
sailed	 the	 seas	without	 fear,	 and	 felt	 that	 peace	 and	 safety	 surrounded	 him	on
every	 side.	 At	 Samos	 one	 day,	 while	 his	 ship	 was	 lading,	 Perseus	 lay	 down
under	the	shade	of	a	great	tree,	and	soon	his	eyelids	grew	heavy	with	sleep,	and
there	 came	 to	him,	 like	butterflies	 that	 flit	 over	 the	 flowers	 in	 a	 sunlit	 garden,
pleasant,	light-winged	dreams.
But	 yet	 another	 dream	 followed	 close	 on	 the	 merry	 heels	 of	 those	 that	 went
before.	 And	 before	 Perseus	 there	 stood	 one	 whose	 grey	 eyes	 were	 as	 the
fathomless	sea	on	the	dawn	of	a	summer	day.	Her	 long	robes	were	blue	as	 the
hyacinths	 in	 spring,	 and	 the	 spear	 that	 she	held	 in	her	hand	was	of	 a	polished
brightness,	 as	 the	dart	with	which	 the	gods	 smite	 the	heart	of	 a	man,	with	 joy
inexpressible,	with	sorrow	that	is	scarcely	to	be	borne.
To	Perseus	she	spoke	winged	words."I	am	Pallas	Athené,"	she	said,	"and	to	me
the	souls	of	men	are	known.	Those	whose	 fat	hearts	are	as	 those	of	 the	beasts
that	perish	do	I	know.	They	live	at	ease.	No	bitter	sorrow	is	theirs,	nor	any	fierce
joy	that	lifts	their	feet	free	from	the	cumbering	clay.	But	dear	to	my	heart	are	the
souls	 of	 those	 whose	 tears	 are	 tears	 of	 blood,	 whose	 joy	 is	 as	 the	 joy	 of	 the
Immortals.	 Pain	 is	 theirs,	 and	 sorrow.	Disappointment	 is	 theirs,	 and	 grief.	Yet
their	 love	 is	 as	 the	 love	of	 those	who	dwell	on	Olympus.	Patient	 they	are	 and
long-suffering,	and	ever	 they	hope,	ever	do	 they	 trust.	Ever	 they	fight,	 fearless
and	unashamed,	and	when	the	sum	of	their	days	on	earth	is	accomplished,	wings,
of	whose	existence	they	have	never	had	knowledge,	bear	them	upwards,	out	of
the	mist	and	din	and	strife	of	life,	to	the	life	that	has	no	ending."
Then	she	laid	her	hand	on	the	hand	of	Perseus.	"Perseus,"	she	said,	"are	you	of
those	whose	dull	souls	forever	dwell	in	pleasant	ease,	or	would	you	be	as	one	of
the	Immortals?"
And	 in	 his	 dream	 Perseus	 answered	 without	 hesitation,	 "Rather	 let	 me	 die,	 a
youth,	living	my	life	to	the	full,	fighting	ever,	suffering	ever,"	he	said,	"than	live
at	ease	like	a	beast	that	feeds	on	flowery	pastures	and	knows	no	fiery	gladness,
no	heart-bleeding	pain."
Then	Pallas	Athené,	 laughing	 for	 joy,	because	she	 loved	so	well	a	hero's	 soul,
showed	him	a	picture	that	made	even	his	brave	heart	sick	for	dread,	and	then	she
told	him	a	terrible	story.



In	 the	 dim,	 cold,	 far	 west,	 she	 said,	 there	 lived	 three	 sisters.	 One	 of	 them,
Medusa,	had	been	one	of	her	priestesses,	golden-haired	and	most	beautiful,	but
when	Athené	 found	 that	 she	was	as	wicked	as	she	was	 lovely,	 swiftly	had	she
meted	out	a	punishment.	Every	lock	of	her	golden	hair	had	been	changed	into	a
venomous	snake.	Her	eyes,	that	had	once	been	the	cradles	of	love,	were	turned
into	love's	stony	tombs.	Her	rosy	cheeks	were	now	of	Death's	own	livid	hue.	Her
smile,	which	drew	the	hearts	of	lovers	from	their	bosoms,	had	become	a	hideous
thing.	A	grinning	mask	looked	on	the	world,	and	to	the	world	her	gaping	mouth
and	 protruding	 tongue	meant	 a	 horror	 before	 which	 the	world	 stood	 terrified,
dumb.	There	are	some	sadnesses	too	terrible	for	human	hearts	to	bear,	so	it	came
to	pass	 that	 in	 the	dark	cavern	 in	which	she	dwelt,	 and	 in	 the	 shadowy	woods
around	it,	all	living	things	that	had	met	the	awful	gaze	of	her	hopeless	eyes	were
turned	 into	 stone.	 Then	 Pallas	 Athené	 showed	 Perseus,	 mirrored	 in	 a	 brazen
shield,	the	face	of	one	of	the	tragic	things	of	the	world.	And	as	Perseus	looked,
his	 soul	 grew	 chill	 within	 him.	 But	 when	 Athené,	 in	 low	 voice,	 asked	 him,
"Perseus,	will	you	end	the	sorrow	of	this	piteous	sinful	one?"
He	answered,	"Even	that	will	I	do	with	the	gods	helping	me."
And	Pallas	Athené,	smiling	again	in	glad	content,	left	him	to	dream,	and	Perseus
awoke,	in	sudden	fear,	and	found	that	in	truth	he	had	but	dreamed,	yet	held	his
dream	as	a	holy	thing	in	the	secret	treasure-house	of	his	heart.
Back	 to	 Seriphos	 he	 sailed,	 and	 found	 that	 his	 mother	 walked	 in	 fear	 of
Polydectes	the	king.	She	told	her	son,	who	was	a	strong	man	now,	though	young
in	years,	the	story	of	his	cruel	persecution.	Perseus	saw	red	blood,	and	he	would
have	gladly	driven	his	keen	blade	 far	home	 in	 the	heart	of	Polydectes.	But	his
vengeance	was	to	be	a	great	vengeance,	and	the	vengeance	was	delayed.
The	king	gave	a	feast,	and	on	that	day	every	one	in	the	land	brought	offerings	of
their	 best	 and	 most	 costly	 goods	 and	 foods	 to	 do	 him	 honour.	 Perseus	 alone
came	 empty-handed,	 and	 as	 he	 stood	 in	 the	 king's	 court	 as	 though	 he	were	 a
beggar,	 the	other	youths	mocked	him	because	 that	had	always	been	 jealous	of
Perseus.
"You	say	that	your	father	is	one	of	the	gods!"	they	said.	"Where	is	your	godlike
gift,	O	Perseus!"
And	Polydectes,	glad	to	humble	the	lad	who	was	keeper	of	his	mother's	honour,
echoed	their	foolish	taunt.
"Where	is	the	gift	of	the	gods	that	the	noble	son	of	the	gods	has	brought	me?"	he
asked,	and	his	fat	cheeks	and	loose	mouth	quivered	with	ugly	merriment.
Then	Perseus,	his	head	thrown	back,	gazed	in	the	bold	eyes	of	Polydectes.	Son
of	Zeus	he	was	indeed,	as	he	looked	with	royal	scorn	at	those	whom	he	despised.
"A	godlike	gift	you	shall	have,	in	truth,	O	king,"	he	said,	and	his	voice	rang	out



as	a	trumpet-call	before	the	battle.	"The	gift	of	the	gods	shall	be	yours.	With	the
gods	helping	me,	you	shall	have	the	head	of	Medusa."
A	laugh,	half-born,	died	in	the	throats	of	Polydectes	and	of	those	who	listened,
and	Perseus	strode	out	of	the	palace,	a	glow	in	his	heart,	for	he	knew	that	Pallas
Athené	had	lit	the	fire	that	burned	in	him	now,	and	that	though	he	should	shed
the	last	drop	of	his	life's	blood	to	win	what	he	sought,	right	would	triumph,	and
wrong	must	be	worsted.
Still	 quivering	 with	 anger,	 Perseus	 went	 down	 to	 the	 blue	 sea	 that	 gently
whispered	its	secrets	to	the	shore	on	which	he	stood.
"If	Pallas	Athené	would	but	come,"	he	thought,	"if	only	my	dreams	might	come
true."	For,	 like	many	 a	 boy	before	 and	 since,	Perseus	 had	dreamed	of	 gallant,
fearless	deeds.	Like	many	a	boy	before	and	since,	he	had	been	the	hero	of	a	great
adventure.
So	he	prayed,	"Come	to	me!	I	pray	you,	Pallas	Athené,	come!	And	let	me	dream
true."
His	prayer	was	answered.	Into	the	sky	there	came	a	little	silver	cloud	that	grew
and	grew,	and	ever	it	grew	nearer,	and	then,	as	in	his	dream,	Pallas	Athené	came
to	him	and	smiled	on	him	as	the	sun	smiles	on	the	water	in	spring.	Nor	was	she
alone.	Beside	her	stood	Hermes	of	 the	winged	shoes,	and	Perseus	knelt	before
the	 two	 in	 worship.	 Then,	 very	 gently,	 Pallas	 Athené	 gave	 him	 counsel,	 and
more	than	counsel	she	gave.
In	 his	 hand	 she	 placed	 a	 polished	 shield	 that	 shone	 more	 brightly	 than	 any
mirror.
"Do	not	 look	at	Medusa	herself.	Look	only	on	her	 image	here	 reflected.	Then
strike	 home	 hard	 and	 swiftly.	 And	 when	 her	 head	 is	 severed,	 wrap	 it	 in	 the
goatskin	on	which	the	shield	hangs.	So	will	you	return	in	safety	and	in	honour."
"But	 how,	 then,	 shall	 I	 cross	 the	 wet	 grey	 fields	 of	 this	 watery	 way?"	 asked
Perseus.	"Would	that	I	were	a	white-winged	bird	that	skims	across	the	waves."
And,	with	the	smile	of	a	loving	comrade,	Hermes	laid	his	hand	on	the	shoulder
of	Perseus.
"My	winged	shoes	shall	be	yours,"	he	said,	"and	you	will	leave	the	white-winged
sea	birds	far	behind	you.	"
"Yet	 another	 gift	 is	 yours,"	 said	Athené.	 "Gird	 on,	 as	 gift	 from	 the	 gods,	 this
sword	that	is	immortal."
For	 a	 moment	 Perseus	 lingered.	 "May	 I	 not	 bid	 farewell	 to	 my	 mother?"	 he
asked.	"May	I	not	offer	burnt-offerings	to	you	and	to	Hermes,	and	to	my	father
Zeus	himself?"



But	Athené	said	“Nay”,	explaining	that	at	his	mother's	weeping	his	heart	might
relent,	and	the	offering	that	the	Olympians	desired	was	the	head	of	Medusa.
Then,	 like	a	 fearless	young	golden	eagle,	Perseus	spread	out	his	arms,	and	 the
winged	 shoes	 carried	 him	 across	 the	 seas	 to	 the	 cold	 northern	 lands	 where
Athené	had	directed	him.
Each	 day	 his	 shoes	 took	 him	 a	 seven	 days'	 journey,	 and	 ever	 the	 air	 through
which	he	passed	grew	more	chill,	till	at	length	he	reached	the	land	of	everlasting
snow,	where	 the	black	 ice	 never	 knows	 the	 conquering	warmth	of	 spring,	 and
where	the	white	surf	of	the	moaning	waves	freezes	solid	even	as	it	touches	the
shore.
It	was	a	dark	grim	place	to	which	he	came,	and	in	a	gloomy	cavern	by	the	sea
lived	 the	Graeæ,	 the	 three	grey	sisters	 that	Athené	had	 told	him	he	must	 seek.
Old	and	grey	and	horrible	they	were,	with	but	one	tooth	amongst	them,	and	but
one	eye.	From	hand	to	hand	they	passed	the	eye,	and	muttered	and	shivered	in
the	blackness	and	the	cold.
Boldly	Perseus	spoke	to	them	and	asked	them	to	guide	him	to	the	place	where
Medusa	and	her	sisters	the	Gorgons	dwelt.
"No	others	know	where	they	dwell,"	he	said.	"Tell	me,	I	pray	you,	the	way	that	I
may	find	them."
But	the	Grey	Women	were	kin	to	the	Gorgons,	and	hated	all	the	children	of	men,
and	ugly	was	their	evil	mirth	as	they	mocked	at	Perseus	and	refused	to	tell	him
where	Medusa	might	be	found.
But	Perseus	grew	wily	in	his	desire	not	to	fail,	and	as	the	eye	passed	from	one
withered,	clutching	hand	to	another,	he	held	out	his	own	strong	young	palm,	and
in	her	blindness	one	of	the	three	placed	the	eye	within	it.
Then	the	Grey	Women	gave	a	piteous	cry,	as	fierce	and	angry	as	the	cry	of	old
grey	wolves	 that	 have	 been	 robbed	 of	 their	 prey,	 and	 gnashed	 upon	 him	with
their	toothless	jaws.
And	Perseus	said,	"Wicked	you	are	and	cruel	at	heart,	and	blind	shall	you	remain
forever	unless	you	tell	me	where	I	may	find	the	Gorgons.	But	tell	me	that,	and
I’ll	give	back	the	eye."
Then	 they	whimpered	 and	 begged	 of	 him,	 and	when	 they	 found	 that	 all	 their
beseeching	was	in	vain,	at	length	they	told	him.
"Go	 south,"	 they	 said,	 "so	 far	 south	 that	 at	 length	 you	 come	 to	 the	 uttermost
limits	of	the	sea,	to	the	place	where	the	day	and	night	meet.	There	is	the	Garden
of	the	Hesperides,	and	of	them	must	you	ask	the	way."	And	"Give	us	back	our
eye!"	 they	wailed	 again	most	 piteously,	 and	 Perseus	 gave	 back	 the	 eye	 into	 a
greedy	trembling	old	hand,	and	flew	south	like	a	swallow	that	is	glad	to	leave	the



gloomy	frozen	lands	behind.
To	 the	garden	of	 the	Hesperides	he	came	at	 last,	 and	amongst	 the	myrtles	and
roses	and	sunny	fountains	he	came	on	 the	nymphs	who	there	guard	 the	golden
fruit,	and	begged	them	to	tell	him	where	he	must	wing	his	way	in	order	to	find
the	Gorgons.	But	the	nymphs	could	not	tell.
"We	must	ask	Atlas,"	they	said,	"the	giant	who	sits	high	up	on	the	mountain	and
with	his	strong	shoulders	keeps	the	heavens	and	earth	apart."
And	with	the	nymphs	Perseus	went	up	the	mountain	and	asked	the	patient	giant
to	guide	him	to	the	place	of	his	quest.
"Far	 away	 I	 can	 see	 them,"	 said	 Atlas,	 "on	 an	 island	 in	 the	 great	 ocean.	 But
unless	 you	 were	 to	 wear	 the	 helmet	 of	 Pluto	 himself,	 your	 going	 must	 be	 in
vain."
"What	is	this	helmet?"	asked	Perseus,	"and	how	can	I	gain	it?"
"If	you	wear	the	helmet	of	the	ruler	of	Dark	Places,	you	will	be	as	invisible	as	a
shadow	in	the	blackness	of	night,"	answered	Atlas,	"but	no	mortal	can	obtain	it,
for	only	the	Immortals	can	brave	the	terrors	of	the	Shadowy	Land	and	yet	return.
Yet,	if	you	will	promise	me	one	thing,	the	helmet	shall	be	yours."
"What	would	you	ask	of	me?"	asked	Perseus.
And	Atlas	said,	"For	many	a	long	year	have	I	borne	this	earth,	and	I	grow	weary
of	my	burden.	When	you	have	slain	Medusa,	 let	me	gaze	upon	her	face,	 that	 I
may	be	turned	into	stone	and	suffer	no	more	forever."
And	Perseus	promised,	and	at	the	bidding	of	Atlas	one	of	the	nymphs	sped	down
to	the	land	of	the	Shades,	and	for	seven	days	Perseus	and	her	sisters	awaited	her
return.	 Her	 face	 was	 as	 the	 face	 of	 a	 white	 lily	 and	 her	 eyes	 were	 dark	 with
sadness	when	she	came,	but	with	her	she	bore	the	helmet	of	Pluto,	and	when	she
and	her	sisters	had	kissed	Perseus	and	bidden	him	a	sorrowful	farewell,	he	put
on	the	helmet	and	vanished	away.
Soon	 the	gentle	 light	of	day	had	gone,	 and	he	 found	himself	 in	 a	place	where
clammy	fog	blotted	out	all	things,	and	where	the	sea	was	black	as	the	water	of
that	stream	that	runs	 through	the	Cocytus	valley.	And	in	 that	silent	 land	where
there	 is	 "neither	 night	 nor	 day,	 nor	 cloud	nor	 breeze	 nor	 storm,"	 he	 found	 the
cave	of	horrors	in	which	the	Gorgons	dwelt.
Two	of	them,	like	monstrous	swine,	lay	asleep,	but	a	third	woman	paced	about
the	hall,	moaning	and	shrieking	out	her	utter	despair	because	her	golden	tresses
were	wreathed	and	moved	by	writhing	serpents,	serpents	that	slithered	over	her
bare	shoulders	and	breasts.
In	the	shield	of	Pallas	Athené	the	picture	was	mirrored,	and	as	Perseus	gazed	on
it	his	soul	grew	heavy	for	the	beauty	and	the	horror	of	Medusa.



"Oh	that	it	had	been	her	foul	sisters	that	I	must	slay!"	he	thought	at	first,	but	then
he	thought,	"To	slay	her	will	be	kind	indeed.	Her	beauty	has	become	corruption,
and	all	the	joy	of	life	has	passed	into	the	agony	of	remembrance,	the	torture	of
unending	remorse."
And	when	he	saw	her	brazen	claws	that	still	were	greedy	and	lustful	to	strike	and
to	 slay,	 his	 face	 grew	 stern,	 and	 he	 paused	 no	 longer,	 but	 with	 his	 sword	 he
smote	her	neck	with	all	his	might	and	main.	And	to	the	rocky	floor	the	body	of
Medusa	fell	with	brazen	clang,	but	her	head	he	wrapped	in	the	goatskin,	while	he
turned	his	eyes	away.	Aloft	then	he	sprang,	and	flew	swifter	than	an	arrow	from
the	bow	of	Diana.
With	hideous	outcry	the	two	other	Gorgons	found	the	body	of	Medusa,	and,	like
foul	 vultures	 that	 hunt	 a	 little	 song-bird,	 they	 flew	 in	 pursuit	 of	 Perseus.	 For
many	 a	 league	 they	 kept	 up	 the	 chase,	 and	 their	 howling	 was	 grim	 to	 hear.
Across	the	seas	they	flew,	and	over	the	yellow	sand	of	the	Libyan	desert,	and	as
Perseus	 flew	 before	 them,	 some	 blood-drops	 fell	 from	 the	 severed	 head	 of
Medusa,	and	from	them	bred	the	vipers	that	are	found	in	the	desert	to	this	day.
But	bravely	did	 the	winged	shoes	of	Hermes	bear	Perseus	on,	and	by	nightfall
the	Gorgon	sisters	had	passed	from	sight,	and	Perseus	found	himself	once	more
in	 the	garden	of	 the	Hesperides.	Before	he	sought	 the	nymphs,	he	knelt	by	 the
sea	to	cleanse	from	his	hands	Medusa's	blood,	and	still	does	the	seaweed	that	we
find	on	sea-beaches	after	a	storm	bear	those	crimson	stains.
And	 when	 Perseus	 had	 received	 glad	 welcome	 from	 the	 fair	 dwellers	 in	 the
garden	of	 the	Hesperides,	he	 sought	Atlas,	 so	 that	he	might	 fulfil	his	promise,
and	eagerly	Atlas	beheld	him,	for	he	was	so	weary	of	his	long	toil.
So	Perseus	uncovered	 the	 face	of	Medusa	and	held	 it	 up	 for	 the	Titan	 to	gaze
upon.
And	when	Atlas	looked	upon	her	whose	beauty	had	once	been	as	pure	and	living
as	that	of	a	flower	in	spring,	and	saw	only	anguish	and	cruelty,	foul	wickedness,
and	 hideous	 despair,	 his	 heart	 too	 grew	 like	 stone	 within	 him.	 To	 stone,	 too,
turned	 his	 great,	 patient	 face,	 and	 into	 stone	 grew	 his	 vast	 limbs	 and	 strong,
crouching	back.	So	did	Atlas	the	Titan	become	Atlas	the	Mountain,	and	still	his
head,	white-crowned	with	snow,	and	his	great	shoulder	 far	up	 in	misty	clouds,
would	seem	to	hold	apart	the	earth	and	the	sky.
Then	Perseus	again	took	flight,	and	in	his	flight	he	passed	over	many	lands	and
suffered	weariness	and	want,	and	sometimes	felt	his	faith	growing	low.	Yet	ever
he	sped	on,	hoping	ever,	 enduring	ever.	 In	Egypt	he	had	 rest	and	was	 fed	and
honoured	by	the	people	of	the	land,	who	were	fain	to	keep	him	to	be	one	of	their
gods.	And	 in	 a	 place	 called	Chemmis	 they	 built	 a	 statue	 of	 him	when	 he	 had
gone,	and	for	many	hundreds	of	years	it	stood	there.	And	the	Egyptians	said	that
ever	and	again	Perseus	returned,	and	that	when	he	came	the	Nile	rose	high	and



the	season	was	fruitful	because	he	had	blessed	their	land.
Far	down	below	him	as	he	 flew	one	day	he	 saw	 something	white	 on	 a	purple
rock	in	the	sea.	It	seemed	too	large	to	be	a	snowy-plumaged	bird,	and	he	darted
swiftly	downward	that	he	might	see	more	clearly.	The	spray	lashed	against	 the
steep	rocks	of	the	desolate	island,	and	showered	itself	upon	a	figure	that	at	first
he	took	to	be	a	statue	of	white	marble.	The	figure	was	that	of	a	girl,	slight	and
very	youthful,	yet	more	fair	even	than	any	of	the	nymphs	of	the	Hesperides.
Invisible	in	his	Helmet	of	Darkness,	Perseus	drew	near,	and	saw	that	the	fragile
white	 figure	 was	 shaken	 by	 shivering	 sobs.	 The	 waves,	 every	 few	 moments,
lapped	up	on	her	 little	 cold	white	 feet,	 and	he	 saw	 that	 heavy	 chains	 held	 her
imprisoned	 to	 that	 chilly	 rock	 in	 the	 sea.	 A	 great	 anger	 stirred	 the	 heart	 of
Perseus,	and	swiftly	he	took	the	helmet	from	his	head	and	stood	beside	her.	The
maid	 gave	 a	 cry	 of	 terror,	 but	 there	was	 no	 evil	 thing	 in	 the	 face	 of	 Perseus.
Naught	but	strength	and	kindness	and	purity	shone	out	of	his	steady	eyes.
Thus	 when,	 very	 gently,	 he	 asked	 her	 what	 was	 the	 meaning	 of	 her	 cruel
imprisonment,	she	told	him	the	piteous	story,	as	a	little	child	tells	the	story	of	its
grief	to	the	mother	who	comforts	it.	Her	mother	was	queen	of	Ethiopia,	she	said,
and	very,	very	beautiful.	But	when	 the	queen	had	boasted	 that	no	nymph	who
played	amongst	the	snow-crested	billows	of	the	sea	was	as	fair	as	she,	a	terrible
punishment	was	sent	to	her.
All	 along	 the	 coast	 of	 her	 father's	 kingdom	 a	 loathsome	 sea-monster	 came	 to
hold	 its	 sway,	 and	 hideous	 were	 its	 ravages.	 Men	 and	 women,	 children	 and
animals,	all	were	equally	desirable	food	for	its	insatiate	maw,	and	the	whole	land
of	 Ethiopia	 lay	 in	 mourning	 because	 of	 it.	 At	 last	 her	 father,	 the	 king,	 had
consulted	an	oracle	that	he	might	find	help	to	rid	the	land	of	 the	monster.	And
the	oracle	had	told	him	that	only	when	his	fair	daughter,	Andromeda,	had	been
sacrificed	to	the	creature	that	scourged	the	sea-coast	would	the	country	go	free.
Thus	had	she	been	brought	there	by	her	parents	that	one	life	might	be	given	for
many,	and	that	her	mother's	broken	heart	might	expiate	her	sin	of	vanity.	Even	as
Andromeda	 spoke,	 the	 sea	was	broken	by	 the	 track	of	 a	 creature	 that	 cleft	 the
water	as	does	 the	 forerunning	gale	of	a	mighty	storm.	And	Andromeda	gave	a
piteous	cry.
"Lo!	he	comes!"	she	cried.	"Save	me!	Ah,	save	me!	I	am	so	young	to	die."
Then	Perseus	darted	high	above	her	and	for	an	instant	hung	poised	like	a	hawk
that	is	about	to	strike.	Then,	like	the	hawk	that	cannot	miss	its	prey,	he	swooped
down	swiftly	and	smote	with	his	sword	the	devouring	monster	of	the	ocean.	Not
once,	 but	 again	 and	 again	 he	 smote,	 until	 all	 the	 water	 round	 the	 rock	 was
churned	 into	 slime	 and	 blood-stained	 froth.	 At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 battle	 the
loathsome	combatant	floated	on	its	back,	mere	carrion	for	the	scavengers	of	the
sea.



Then	Perseus	hewed	off	the	chains	that	held	Andromeda,	and	in	his	arms	he	held
her	tenderly	as	he	flew	with	her	to	her	father's	land.
No	one	was	ever	more	grateful	than	the	king	and	queen	of	Ethiopia.	No	one	was
ever	so	happy	as	Andromeda.	Perseus,	her	deliverer,	dearest	and	greatest	hero	to
her	in	all	 the	world,	had	not	only	given	her	her	freedom,	but	had	given	her	his
heart.
Willingly	and	joyfully	her	father	agreed	to	give	her	to	Perseus	for	his	wife.	No
marriage	feast	so	splendid	had	ever	been	held	in	Ethiopia	in	the	memory	of	man,
but	as	it	went	on,	an	angry	man	with	a	band	of	sullen-faced	followers	strode	into
the	 banqueting-hall.	 It	 was	 Phineus,	 who	 had	 formerly	 been	 betrothed	 to
Andromeda,	yet	who	had	not	dared	 to	 strike	a	blow	for	her	 rescue.	Straight	at
Perseus	they	rushed,	and	fierce	was	the	fight	 that	 then	began.	But	of	a	sudden,
from	 the	 goatskin	 where	 it	 had	 lain	 hidden,	 Perseus	 drew	 forth	 the	 head	 of
Medusa,	and	Phineus	and	his	warriors	were	turned	into	stone.
For	seven	days	the	marriage	feast	 lasted,	but	on	the	eighth	night	Pallas	Athené
came	to	Perseus	in	a	dream.
"Nobly	and	well	have	you	played	the	hero,	O	son	of	Zeus!"	she	said,	"but	now
that	your	toil	is	near	an	end	and	your	sorrows	have	ended	in	joy,	I	come	to	claim
the	shoes	of	Hermes,	the	helmet	of	Pluto,	the	sword,	and	the	shield	that	is	mine
own.	Yet	the	head	of	the	Gorgon	must	you	yet	guard	awhile,	for	I	would	have	it
laid	in	my	temple	at	Seriphos	that	I	may	wear	it	on	my	shield	for	evermore."
As	 she	 ceased	 to	 speak,	Perseus	 awoke,	 and	 lo,	 the	 shield	 and	helmet	 and	 the
sword	and	winged	shoes	were	gone,	so	that	he	knew	that	his	dream	was	no	false
vision.
Then	 Perseus	 and	 Andromeda	 sailed	 away	 westward	 in	 a	 red-prowed	 galley
made	 by	 cunning	 craftsmen	 from	 Phœnicia.	 At	 length	 they	 came	 to	 the	 blue
water	of	the	Ægean	Sea,	and	saw	rising	out	of	the	waves	before	them	the	rocks
of	Seriphos.	And	when	the	rowers	rested	on	their	long	oars,	and	the	red-prowed
ship	ground	on	the	pebbles	of	the	beach,	Perseus	and	his	bride	sought	Danaë,	the
fair	mother	of	Perseus.
Black	grew	the	brow	of	the	son	of	Danaë	when	she	told	him	what	cruel	things
she	had	suffered	in	his	absence	from	the	hands	of	Polydectes	the	king.	Straight
to	 the	 palace	 Perseus	 strode,	 and	 there	 found	 the	 king	 and	 his	 friends	 at	 their
revels.	 For	 seven	 years	 had	 Perseus	 been	 away,	 and	 now	 it	 was	 no	 longer	 a
stripling	who	stood	in	the	palace	hall,	but	a	man	in	stature	and	bearing	like	one
of	 the	gods.	Polydectes	alone	knew	him,	and	from	his	wine	he	 looked	up	with
mocking	gaze.
"So	 you	 have	 returned?	 Oh	 nameless	 son	 of	 a	 deathless	 god,"	 he	 said.	 "You
boasted	to	me	once,	but	I	think	your	boast	was	an	empty	one!"



But	even	as	he	spoke,	the	jeering	smile	froze	on	his	face,	and	the	faces	of	those
who	sat	with	him	stiffened	in	horror.
"O	king,"	Perseus	said,	"I	swore	that,	with	the	gods	helping	me,	you	should	have
the	head	of	Medusa.	The	gods	have	helped	me.	Behold	the	Gorgon's	head."
Wild	horror	 in	 their	eyes,	Polydectes	and	his	friends	gazed	on	 the	unspeakable
thing,	and	as	they	gazed	they	turned	into	stone,	a	ring	of	grey	stones	that	still	sit
on	a	hillside	of	Seriphos.
With	 his	 wife	 and	 his	 mother,	 Perseus	 then	 sailed	 away,	 for	 he	 had	 a	 great
longing	 to	 take	 Danaë	 back	 to	 the	 land	 of	 her	 birth	 and	 to	 see	 if	 her	 father,
Acrisius,	 still	 lived	 and	might	 not	 now	 repent	 of	 his	 cruelty	 to	 her	 and	 to	 his
grandson.	But	there	he	found	that	the	sins	of	Acrisius	had	been	punished	and	that
he	had	been	driven	from	his	throne	and	his	own	land	by	a	usurper.	Not	for	long
did	the	sword	of	Perseus	dwell	in	its	scabbard,	and	speedily	was	the	usurper	cast
forth,	 and	 all	 the	men	 of	Argos	 acclaimed	 Perseus	 as	 their	 glorious	 king.	But
Perseus	would	not	be	their	king.
"I	go	to	seek	Acrisius,"	he	said.	"My	mother's	father	is	your	king."
Again	his	galley	sailed	away,	and	at	last,	up	the	long	Eubœan	Sea	they	came	to
the	town	of	Larissa,	where	the	old	king	now	dwelt.
A	feast	and	sports	were	going	on	when	they	got	there,	and	beside	the	king	of	the
land	sat	Acrisius,	an	aged	man,	yet	a	kingly	one	indeed.
And	 Perseus	 thought,	 "If	 I,	 a	 stranger,	 take	 part	 in	 the	 sports	 and	 carry	 away
prizes	from	the	men	of	Larissa,	surely	the	heart	of	Acrisius	must	soften	towards
me."
So	he	took	off	his	helmet	and	cuirass,	and	stood	unclothed	beside	the	youths	of
Larissa,	and	so	godlike	was	he	that	 they	all	said,	amazed,	"Surely	this	stranger
comes	from	Olympus	and	is	one	of	the	Immortals."
In	his	hand	he	took	a	discus,	and	he	cast	it	full	five	fathoms	beyond	those	of	the
other	sportsmen,	and	a	great	shout	arose	from	those	who	watched,	and	Acrisius
cried	out	as	loudly	as	all	the	rest.
"Further	still!"	they	cried.	"Further	still	can	you	hurl!	You	are	a	hero	indeed!"
And	Perseus,	putting	forth	all	his	strength,	hurled	once	again,	and	the	discus	flew
from	his	hand	like	a	bolt	from	the	hand	of	Zeus.	The	watchers	held	their	breath
and	made	ready	for	a	shout	of	delight	as	they	saw	it	speed	on,	further	than	mortal
man	had	ever	hurled	a	discus	before.	But	joy	died	in	their	hearts	when	a	gust	of
wind	caught	 the	discus	as	 it	 sped	and	hurled	 it	against	Acrisius,	 the	king.	And
with	a	sigh	like	the	sigh	that	passes	through	the	leaves	of	a	tree	as	the	woodman
fells	it	and	it	crashes	to	the	earth,	so	did	Acrisius	fall	and	lie	prone.	To	his	side
rushed	Perseus,	and	lifted	him	tenderly	in	his	arms.	But	the	spirit	of	Acrisius	had



fled.	And	with	a	great	cry	of	sorrow	Perseus	called	to	the	people:
"Behold	me!	I	am	Perseus,	grandson	of	the	man	I	have	slain!	Who	can	avoid	the
decree	of	the	gods?"
For	many	a	year	 thereafter	Perseus	 reigned	as	king,	and	 to	him	and	 to	his	 fair
wife	were	born	four	sons	and	three	daughters.	Wisely	and	well	he	reigned,	and
when,	at	a	good	old	age,	Death	took	him	and	the	wife	of	his	heart,	the	gods,	who
had	always	held	him	dear,	took	him	up	among	the	stars	to	live	for	ever	and	ever.
And	there	still,	on	clear	and	starry	nights,	we	may	see	him	holding	the	Gorgon's
head.	 Near	 him	 are	 the	 father	 and	 mother	 of	 Andromeda--Cepheus	 and
Cassiopeia,	and	close	beside	him	stands	Andromeda	with	her	white	arms	spread
out	across	the	blue	sky	as	in	the	days	when	she	stood	chained	to	the	rock.	And
those	who	sail	the	watery	ways	look	up	for	guidance	to	one	whose	voyaging	is
done	 and	 whose	 warfare	 is	 accomplished,	 and	 take	 their	 bearings	 from	 the
constellation	of	Cassiopeia.
	



HYACINTHUS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

HYACINTHUS	WAS	A	SPARTAN	YOUTH,	SON	of	Clio,	one	of	the	Muses,
and	of	the	mortal	with	whom	she	had	mated,	and	from	mother,	or	father,	or	from
the	gods	themselves,	he	had	received	the	gift	of	beauty.	It	chanced	one	day	that
as	 Apollo	 drove	 his	 chariot	 on	 its	 all-conquering	 round,	 he	 saw	 the	 boy.
Hyacinthus	was	as	fair	to	look	upon	as	the	fairest	of	women,	yet	he	was	not	only
full	of	grace,	but	was	muscular,	and	as	strong	as	a	straight	young	pine	on	Mount
Olympus	that	fears	not	the	blind	rage	of	the	North	Wind	nor	the	angry	tempests
of	the	South.
When	Apollo	had	spoken	with	him	he	found	that	the	face	of	Hyacinthus	did	not
belie	the	heart	within	him,	and	gladly	the	god	felt	 that	at	 last	he	had	found	the
perfect	 companion,	 the	 ever	 courageous	 and	 joyous	 young	mate,	whose	mood
was	always	ready	to	meet	his	own.	If	Apollo	desired	to	hunt,	then	with	a	merry
shout	Hyacinthus	called	the	hounds.	If	the	great	god	deigned	to	fish,	Hyacinthus
was	ready	to	fetch	the	nets	and	to	throw	himself,	whole-heartedly,	into	the	great
affair	of	chasing	and	of	landing	the	silvery	fishes.	When	Apollo	wished	to	climb
the	mountains,	to	heights	so	lonely	that	not	even	the	moving	of	an	eagle's	wing
broke	 the	everlasting	 stillness,	Hyacinthus,	his	 strong	 limbs	 too	perfect	 for	 the
chisel	of	any	sculptor	worthily	to	reproduce,	was	ready	and	eager	for	the	climb.
And	when,	on	the	mountain	top,	Apollo	gazed	in	silence	over	illimitable	space,
and	watched	the	silver	car	of	his	sister	Diana	rising	slowly	into	the	deep	blue	of
the	sky,	silvering	land	and	water	as	she	passed,	it	was	never	Hyacinthus	who	was
the	 first	 to	 utter	words	 to	 break	 the	 spell	 of	Nature's	 perfect	 beauty,	 shared	 in
perfect	companionship.	There	were	times,	too,	when	Apollo	would	play	his	lyre,
and	when	naught	but	the	music	of	his	own	making	could	fulfil	his	longing.	And
when	 those	 times	 came,	Hyacinthus	would	 lie	 at	 the	 feet	 of	 his	 friend,	 of	 the
friend	who	was	 a	 god,	 and	he	would	 listen,	with	 eyes	 of	 rapturous	 joy,	 to	 the
music	that	his	master	made.	A	very	perfect	friend	was	this	friend	of	the	sun-god.
Nor	was	 it	Apollo	 alone	who	 desired	 the	 friendship	 of	Hyacinthus.	 Zephyrus,
god	of	the	South	Wind,	had	known	him	before	Apollo	crossed	his	path	and	had



eagerly	desired	him	 for	 a	 friend.	But	who	could	 stand	against	Apollo?	Sulkily
Zephyrus	marked	their	ever-ripening	friendship,	and	in	his	heart	 jealousy	grew
into	hatred,	and	hatred	whispered	to	him	of	revenge.	Hyacinthus	excelled	at	all
sports,	 and	when	 he	 played	 quoits	 it	was	 sheer	 joy	 for	Apollo,	who	 loved	 all
things	 beautiful,	 to	watch	 him	 as	 he	 stood	 to	 throw	 the	 disc,	 his	 taut	muscles
making	him	look	like	Hermes,	ready	to	spurn	the	cumbering	earth	from	off	his
feet.	Further	even	than	the	god,	his	friend,	could	Hyacinthus	throw,	and	always
his	merry	laugh	when	he	succeeded	made	the	god	feel	that	neither	man	nor	god
could	ever	grow	old.
And	 so	 there	 came	 that	 day,	 fore-ordained	 by	 the	 Fates,	 when	 Apollo	 and
Hyacinthus	 played	 a	 match	 together.	 Hyacinthus	 made	 a	 valiant	 throw,	 and
Apollo	took	his	place,	and	cast	the	discus	high	and	far.	Hyacinthus	ran	forward
eager	 to	measure	 the	distance,	 shouting	with	excitement	over	a	 throw	 that	had
indeed	been	worthy	of	a	god.	Thus	did	Zephyrus	gain	his	opportunity.	Swiftly
through	 the	 tree-tops	 ran	 the	murmuring	South	Wind,	 and	 smote	 the	discus	of
Apollo	with	a	cruel	hand.	It	dashed	against	the	Hyacinthus’	forehead,	smiting	the
locks	that	lay	upon	it,	crashing	through	skin	and	flesh	and	bone,	felling	him	to
the	earth.	Apollo	 ran	 towards	him	and	 raised	him	 in	his	arms.	But	 the	head	of
Hyacinthus	fell	over	on	the	god's	shoulder,	like	the	head	of	a	lily	whose	stem	is
broken.	 The	 red	 blood	 gushed	 to	 the	 ground,	 an	 unquenchable	 stream,	 and
darkness	 fell	 on	 the	 eyes	 of	Hyacinthus.	With	 the	 flow	of	 his	 life's	 blood,	 his
gallant	young	soul	passed	away.
"Would	 that	 I	 could	 die	 for	 you,	 Hyacinthus!"	 cried	 the	 god,	 his	 heart	 near
breaking.	 "I	 have	 robbed	 you	 of	 your	 youth.	Yours	 is	 the	 suffering,	mine	 the
crime.	I	shall	of	sing	you	forever,	oh	my	perfect	friend!	And	evermore	shall	you
live	 as	 a	 flower	 that	will	 speak	 to	 the	 hearts	 of	men	 of	 spring,	 of	 everlasting
youth,	of	life	that	lives	forever."
As	he	spoke,	there	sprang	from	the	blood-drops	at	his	feet	a	cluster	of	flowers,
blue	as	the	sky	in	spring,	yet	hanging	their	heads	as	if	in	sorrow.
And	still,	when	winter	is	ended,	and	the	song	of	birds	tell	us	of	the	promise	of
spring,	if	we	go	to	the	woods,	we	find	traces	of	the	vow	of	the	sun-god.	The	trees
are	 budding	 in	 buds	 of	 rosy	 hue,	 the	willow	branches	 are	 decked	with	 silvery
catkins	 powdered	with	 gold.	 The	 larches,	 like	 slender	 dryads,	wear	 a	 feathery
garb	of	 tender	green,	 and	under	 the	 trees	of	 the	woods	 the	primroses	 look	up,
like	fallen	stars.
Along	 the	woodland	path	we	go,	 treading	on	 fragrant	 pine-needles	 and	on	 the
beech	leaves	of	last	year	that	have	not	yet	lost	their	radiant	amber.	And,	at	a	turn
of	the	way,	the	sun-god	suddenly	shines	through	the	great	dark	branches	of	the
giants	of	the	forest,	and	before	us	lies	a	patch	of	exquisite	blue,	as	though	a	god
had	 robbed	 the	 sky	 and	 torn	 from	 it	 a	 precious	 fragment	 that	 seems	 alive	 and



moving,	between	the	sun	and	the	shadow.
And,	as	we	look,	the	sun	caresses	it,	and	the	South	Wind	gently	moves	the	little
bell-shaped	flowers	of	the	wild	hyacinth	as	it	softly	sweeps	across	them.	So	does
Hyacinthus	live	on.	So	do	Apollo	and	Zephyrus	still	love	and	mourn	their	friend.
	



CEYX	AND	HALCYONE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

OVER	 THE	 KINGDOM	 OF	 THESSALY,	 IN	 the	 days	 of	 long	 ago,	 there
reigned	a	king	whose	name	was	Ceyx,	son	of	Hesperus,	the	Day	Star,	who	was
almost	 as	 radiant	 in	 grace	 and	 beauty	 as	 his	 father.	 His	 wife	 was	 the	 fair
Halcyone,	daughter	of	Æolus,	ruler	of	the	winds,	and	most	perfectly	did	this	king
and	queen	 love	one	another.	Their	happiness	was	unmarred	until	 there	came	a
day	when	Ceyx	had	to	mourn	for	the	loss	of	a	brother.
Following	 close	 on	 the	 heels	 of	 this	 disaster	 came	direful	 prodigies	which	 led
Ceyx	to	fear	that	in	some	way	he	must	have	incurred	the	hostility	of	the	gods.	He
did	not	think	that	there	was	any	way	in	which	he	might	discover	wherein	lay	his
fault,	and	to	make	atonement	for	it,	so	he	went	to	consult	the	oracle	of	Apollo	at
Claros,	 in	 Ionia.	When	 he	 told	Halcyone	what	 he	must	 do,	 she	 knew	 that	 she
must	not	try	to	turn	him	from	his	solemn	purpose,	yet	there	hung	over	her	heart	a
black	shadow	of	fear	and	of	evil	 foreboding	 that	no	 loving	words	of	assurance
could	drive	away.	Most	piteously	she	begged	him	to	take	her	with	him,	but	the
king	knew	too	well	the	dangers	of	the	treacherous	Ægean	Sea	to	risk	the	life	of
the	woman	that	he	loved	so	well.
"I	promise,"	he	said,	"by	the	rays	of	my	Father	the	Day	Star,	that	if	fate	permits	I
will	return	before	the	moon	shall	have	twice	rounded	her	orb."
Down	by	the	shore	the	sailors	of	King	Ceyx	awaited	his	coming,	and	when	with
passionately	tender	love	he	and	Halcyone	had	taken	farewell	of	each	other,	 the
rowers	sat	down	on	the	benches	and	dipped	their	long	oars	into	the	water.
With	 rhythmic	 swing	 they	 drove	 the	 great	 ship	 over	 the	 grey	 sea,	while	Ceyx
stood	 on	 deck	 and	 gazed	 back	 at	 his	 wife	 until	 his	 eyes	 could	 no	 longer
distinguish	 her	 from	 the	 rocks	 on	 the	 shore,	 nor	 could	 she	 any	 longer	 see	 the
white	sails	of	the	ship	as	it	crested	the	restless	waves.	Heavier	still	was	her	heart
when	 she	 turned	 away	 from	 the	 shore,	 and	yet	more	heavy	 it	 grew	as	 the	day
wore	on	and	dark	night	descended.	The	air	was	full	of	the	clamorous	wailings	of
the	 fierce	winds	whose	 joy	 it	 is	 to	 lash	 the	waves	 into	 rage	 and	 to	 strew	with
dead	men	and	broken	timber	the	angry,	surf-beaten	shore.



"My	King,"	she	sighed	to	herself.	"My	King!	My	Own!"	And	through	the	weary
hours	she	prayed	to	the	gods	to	bring	him	safely	back	to	her,	and	many	times	she
offered	fragrant	incense	to	Juno,	protectress	of	women,	that	she	might	have	pity
on	a	woman	whose	husband	and	true	lover	was	out	in	the	storm,	a	plaything	for
ruthless	winds	and	waves.
The	 king	 of	 Thessaly	was	 a	 helpless	 plaything.	 Long	 before	 the	 dim	 evening
light	had	made	the	shore	of	his	own	land	fade	to	become	a	faint,	grey	line,	the
white-maned	horses	of	Poseidon,	king	of	the	seas,	began	to	rear	their	heads,	As
night	fell,	The	East	Wind	blew	like	a	black	curtain,	blotting	out	every	landmark,
and	all	home-like	things.	The	East	Wind	rushed	across	the	Ægean	Sea,	smiting
the	sea-horses	into	madness,	seizing	the	sails	with	cruel	grasp	and	casting	them
in	 tatters	 before	 it,	 snapping	 the	mast	 as	 though	 it	were	 but	 a	 dry	 reed	 by	 the
river.	Before	so	mighty	a	tempest	no	oars	could	be	of	any	avail,	and	for	a	little
time	only	the	winds	and	waves	gambolled	like	a	half-sated	wolf-pack	over	their
helpless	prey.	With	hungry	roar	the	great	weight	of	black	water	stove	in	the	deck
and	swept	the	sailors	out	of	the	ship	to	choke	them	in	its	icy	depths,	and	ever	it
would	lift	 the	wounded	thing	high	up	on	its	foaming	white	crests,	as	though	to
toss	 it	 to	 the	dark	 sky,	 and	 ever	 again	would	 suck	 it	 down	 into	 the	blackness,
while	 the	 shrieking	 winds	 drove	 it	 onward	 with	 howling	 taunts	 and	 mocking
laughter.
While	life	stayed	in	him,	Ceyx	thought	only	of	Halcyone.	He	had	no	fear,	only
the	fear	of	the	grief	his	death	must	bring	to	her	who	loved	him	as	he	loved	her,
his	peerless	queen,	his	Halcyone.	His	prayers	to	the	gods	were	prayers	for	her.
For	himself	he	asked	one	thing	only	-	that	the	waves	might	bear	his	body	to	her
sight,	so	that	her	gentle	hands	might	lay	him	in	his	tomb.	With	shout	of	triumph
that	they	had	slain	a	king,	winds	and	waves	seized	him	even	as	he	prayed,	and
the	Day	Star	that	was	hidden	behind	the	black	pall	of	the	sky	knew	that	his	son,	a
brave	king	and	a	faithful	lover,	had	gone	down	to	the	Shades.
When	Dawn,	 the	 rosy-fingered,	 had	 come	 to	 Thessaly,	Halcyone,	white-faced
and	 tired-eyed,	 anxiously	watched	 the	 sea,	 that	 still	was	 tossing	 in	half-savage
mood.	Eagerly	 she	gazed	at	 the	place	where	 last	 the	white	 sail	had	been	 seen.
Was	it	not	possible	that	Ceyx,	having	weathered	the	gale,	might	for	the	present
have	foregone	his	voyage	to	Ionia,	and	was	returning	to	her	to	bring	peace	to	her
heart?	But	the	sea-beach	was	strewn	with	wrack	and	the	winds	still	blew	bits	of
tattered	 surf	 along	 the	 shore,	 and	 for	 her	 there	 was	 only	 the	 heavy	 labour	 of
waiting,	of	waiting	and	of	watching	for	the	ship	that	never	came.
The	 incense	 from	 her	 altars	 blew	 out,	 in	 heavy	 sweetness,	 to	meet	 the	 bitter-
sweet	 tang	of	 the	seaweed	that	was	carried	in	by	the	tide,	for	Halcyone	prayed
on,	fearful,	yet	hoping	that	her	prayers	might	still	keep	safe	her	man,	her	king,
her	 lover.	She	busied	herself	 in	 laying	out	 the	garments	he	would	wear	on	his
return,	and	in	choosing	the	clothes	in	which	she	might	be	fairest	in	his	eyes.	This



robe,	 as	 blue	 as	 the	 sky	 in	 spring,	 silver-bordered,	 as	 the	 sea	 in	 kind	mood	 is
bordered	with	 a	 feathery	 silver	 fringe.	 She	 could	 recall	 just	 how	Ceyx	 looked
when	first	he	saw	her	wear	it.	She	could	hear	his	very	tones	as	he	told	her	that	of
all	queens	she	was	the	peeress,	of	all	women	the	most	beautiful,	of	all	wives	the
most	dear.	Almost	she	forgot	the	horrors	of	the	night,	so	certain	did	it	seem	that
his	 dear	 voice	must	 soon	 again	 tell	 her	 the	words	 that	 have	 been	 love's	 litany
since	ever	time	began.
In	the	ears	of	Juno	those	petitions	for	him	whose	dead	body	was	even	then	being
tossed	 here	 and	 there	 by	 the	 restless	waves,	 his	murderers,	 came	 at	 last	 to	 be
more	than	even	she	could	bear.	She	gave	command	to	her	handmaiden	Iris	to	go
to	the	palace	of	Somnus,	god	of	Sleep	and	brother	of	Death,	and	to	bid	him	send
to	Halcyone	a	vision,	in	the	form	of	Ceyx,	to	tell	her	that	all	her	weary	waiting
was	in	vain.
In	 a	valley	 among	 the	black	Cimmerian	mountains	 the	death-god	Somnus	had
his	 abode.	 In	 her	 rainbow-hued	 robes,	 Iris	 darted	 through	 the	 sky	 at	 her
mistress's	 bidding,	 tingeing,	 as	 she	 sped	 through	 them,	 the	 clouds	 that	 she
passed.	It	was	a	silent	valley	that	she	reached	at	last.	Here	the	sun	never	came,
nor	was	there	ever	any	sound	to	break	the	silence.	From	the	ground	the	noiseless
grey	clouds,	whose	work	 it	 is	 to	hide	 the	sun	and	moon,	rose	softly	and	rolled
away	up	to	the	mountain	tops	and	down	to	the	lowest	valleys,	to	work	the	will	of
the	gods.	All	around	the	cave	lurked	the	long	dark	shadows	that	bring	fear	to	the
heart	of	children,	and	that,	at	nightfall,	hasten	the	steps	of	the	timid	wayfarer.
No	noise	was	there,	but	from	far	down	the	valley	there	came	a	murmur	so	faint
and	so	infinitely	soothing	that	it	was	less	a	sound	than	of	a	lullaby	remembered
in	 dreams.	 For	 past	 the	 valley	 of	 Sleep	 flow	 the	waters	 of	 Lethe,	 the	 river	 of
Forgetfulness.	Close	up	 to	 the	door	of	 the	cave	where	dwelt	 the	 twin	brothers,
Sleep	and	Death,	blood-red	poppies	grew,	and	at	the	door	itself	stood	shadowy
forms,	their	fingers	on	their	lips,	enjoining	silence	on	all	those	who	would	enter
in.	 The	 forms	 were	 amaranth-crowned,	 and	 softly	 waving	 sheaves	 of	 poppies
that	 bring	 dreams	 from	which	 there	 is	 no	 awakening.	There	was	 no	 gate	with
hinges	 to	 creak	 or	 bars	 to	 clang,	 and	 into	 the	 still	 darkness	 Iris	 walked
unhindered.
From	outer	cave	to	inner	cave	she	went,	and	each	cave	she	left	behind	was	less
dark	 than	 the	 one	 that	 she	 entered.	 In	 the	 innermost	 room	of	 all,	 on	 an	 ebony
couch	draped	with	sable	curtains,	 the	god	of	sleep	 lay	drowsing.	His	garments
were	black,	strewn	with	golden	stars.	A	wreath	of	half-opened	poppies	crowned
his	sleepy	head,	and	he	leaned	on	the	strong	shoulder	of	Morpheus,	his	favourite
son.	 All	 round	 his	 bed	 hovered	 pleasant	 dreams,	 gently	 stooping	 over	 him	 to
whisper	their	messages,	 like	a	field	of	wheat	swayed	by	the	breeze,	or	willows
that	bow	their	silver	heads	and	murmur	to	each	other	the	secrets	that	no	one	ever
knows.



Brushing	the	idle	dreams	aside,	as	a	ray	of	sunshine	brushes	away	the	grey	wisps
of	mist	that	hang	to	the	hillside,	Iris	walked	up	to	the	couch	where	Somnus	lay.
The	 light	 from	 her	 rainbow-hued	 robe	 lit	 up	 the	 darkness	 of	 the	 cave,	 yet
Somnus	lazily	only	half-opened	his	eyes,	moved	his	head	so	that	it	rested	more
easily,	and	in	a	sleepy	voice	asked	of	her	what	might	be	her	errand.
"Somnus,"	 she	 said,	 "gentlest	 of	 gods,	 tranquilliser	 of	 minds	 and	 soother	 of
careworn	 hearts,	 Juno	 sends	 you	 her	 commands	 that	 you	 despatch	 a	 dream	 to
Halcyone	in	the	city	of	Trachine,	representing	her	lost	husband	and	all	the	events
of	the	wreck."
Her	message	delivered,	Iris	hastened	away,	for	it	seemed	to	her	that	already	her
eyelids	grew	heavy,	and	that	there	were	creeping	upon	her	limbs,	throwing	silver
dust	in	her	eyes,	lulling	into	peaceful	slumber	her	mind,	those	sprites	born	of	the
blood-red	poppies	that	bring	to	weary	mortals	rest	and	sweet	forgetfulness.
Only	 rousing	 himself	 sufficiently	 to	 give	 his	 orders,	 Somnus	 entrusted	 to
Morpheus	 the	 task	 imposed	upon	him	by	 Juno,	 and	 then,	with	 a	 yawn,	 turned
over	on	his	downy	pillow,	and	gave	himself	up	to	exquisite	slumber.
When	he	had	winged	his	way	to	Trachine,	Morpheus	took	upon	himself	the	form
of	Ceyx	 and	 sought	 the	 room	where	Halcyone	 slept.	 She	 had	watched	 the	 far
horizon	many	hours	that	day.	For	many	an	hour	had	she	vainly	burned	incense	to
the	gods.	Tired	in	heart	and	soul,	in	body	and	in	mind,	she	laid	herself	down	on
her	couch	at	last,	hoping	for	the	gift	of	sleep.
Not	long	had	she	slept,	in	the	dead-still	sleep	that	weariness	and	a	stricken	heart
bring	with	 them,	when	Morpheus	 came	 and	 stood	by	 her	 side.	He	was	 only	 a
dream,	yet	his	face	was	the	face	of	Ceyx.	The	Ceyx	who	stood	by	her	now	and
gazed	on	her	with	piteous,	pitying	dead	eyes	was	not	the	radiant,	beautiful	son	of
the	Day	Star.	His	clothing	dripped	sea-water.	In	his	hair	was	tangled	the	weed	of
the	 sea,	 uprooted	 by	 the	 storm.	 Pale,	 pale	 was	 his	 face,	 and	 his	 white	 hands
gripped	the	stones	and	sand	that	had	failed	him	in	his	dying	agony.
Halcyone	whimpered	in	her	sleep	as	she	looked	on	him,	and	Morpheus	stooped
over	her	and	spoke	the	words	that	he	had	been	told	to	say.
"I	am	your	husband,	Ceyx,	Halcyone.	Say	no	more	prayers	and	do	not	burn	the
blue-curling	 smoke	 of	 incense	 for	me.	Dead	 am	 I,	 slain	 by	 the	 storm	 and	 the
waves.	On	my	dead,	white	face	the	skies	look	down	and	the	restless	sea	tosses
my	chill	body	 that	 still	 seeks	you,	 seeking	a	haven	 in	your	dear	arms,	 seeking
rest	on	your	warm,	loving	heart."
With	a	cry	Halcyone	started	up,	but	Morpheus	had	fled,	and	there	were	no	wet
footprints	 nor	 drops	of	 sea-water	 on	 the	 floor,	marking,	 as	 she	had	hoped,	 the
way	that	her	lord	had	taken.	Sleep	did	not	visit	her	again	that	night.
A	grey,	cold	morning	dawned	and	found	her	on	the	seashore.	As	ever,	her	eyes



sought	 the	 far	 horizon,	 but	 there	was	 no	white	 sail,	 no	messenger	 of	 hope	 to
greet	her.	Yet	surely	she	saw	something.	She	thought	that	she	saw	a	black	speck,
like	 a	 ship	driven	on	by	 the	 long	oars	 of	mariners	who	knew	well	 the	path	 to
home	through	the	watery	ways.	From	far	away	in	 the	grey	 it	hastened	 towards
her,	and	then	there	came	to	Halcyone	the	knowledge	that	this	was	no	ship.	It	was
a	lifeless	body,	swept	onwards	by	the	hurrying	waves.	Nearer	and	nearer	it	came,
until	at	length	she	could	recognise	the	form	of	this	flotsam	and	jetsam	of	the	sea.
With	a	heart	that	broke	as	she	uttered	the	words,	she	stretched	out	her	arms	and
cried	aloud,	"O	Ceyx!	My	Beloved!	Is	this	how	you	come	back	to	me?"
To	break	the	fierce	assaults	of	sea	and	of	storm	there	had	been	built	out	from	the
shore	a	mole,	and	on	to	this	barrier	leapt	the	distraught	Halcyone.	She	ran	along
it,	and	when	the	dead,	white	body	of	the	man	she	loved	was	still	out	of	reach,	she
prayed	her	last	prayer,	a	wordless	prayer	of	anguish	to	the	gods.
"Only	let	me	get	near	him,"	she	breathed.	"Grant	only	that	I	nestle	close	against
his	 dear	 breast.	 Let	me	 show	 him	 that,	 living	 or	 dead,	 I	 am	 his,	 and	 he	mine
forever."
And	to	Halcyone	a	great	miracle	was	then	vouchsafed,	for	from	out	of	her	snowy
shoulders	grew	snow-white	pinions,	and	with	them	she	skimmed	over	the	waves
until	 she	 reached	 the	 rigid	 body	 of	 Ceyx,	 drifting,	 a	 helpless	 burden	 for	 the
conquering	waves.	As	she	flew,	she	uttered	cries	of	love	and	of	longing,	but	only
strange	raucous	cries	came	from	the	throat	that	had	once	only	made	music.	And
when	she	reached	the	body	of	Ceyx	and	would	fain	have	kissed	his	marble	lips,
Halcyone	found	that	no	longer	were	her	own	lips	like	the	petals	of	a	fair	red	rose
warmed	 by	 the	 sun.	 For	 the	 gods	 had	 heard	 her	 prayer,	 and	 her	 horny	 beak
seemed	to	the	watchers	on	the	shore	to	be	fiercely	tearing	at	the	face	of	him	who
had	been	king	of	Thessaly.
Yet	 the	gods	were	not	merciless,	or,	perhaps,	 the	 love	of	Halcyone	was	an	all-
conquering	 love.	 For	 as	 the	 soul	 of	 Halcyone	 had	 passed	 into	 the	 body	 of	 a
white-winged	sea-bird,	so	also	passed	the	soul	of	her	husband	the	king.	And	for
evermore	Halcyone	and	her	mate,	known	as	the	Halcyon	birds,	defied	the	storm
and	tempest,	and	proudly	breasted,	side	by	side,	the	angriest	waves	of	the	raging
seas.
To	them,	too,	did	the	gods	grant	a	boon.	For	seven	days	before	the	shortest	day
of	 the	year,	and	for	seven	days	after	 it,	 there	should	 reign	over	 the	sea	a	great
calm	 in	which	Halcyone,	 in	her	 floating	nest,	 should	hatch	her	 young.	And	 to
those	days	of	calm	and	sunshine,	the	name	of	the	Halcyon	Days	was	given.
And	still,	as	a	storm	approaches,	the	white-winged	birds	come	flying	inland	with
shrill	cries	of	warning	to	the	mariners	whose	ships	they	pass	in	their	flight.
"Ceyx!",	they	cry.	"Remember	Ceyx!"



And	hastily	the	fishermen	fill	their	sails,	and	the	smacks	drive	homeward	to	the
haven	 where	 the	 blue	 smoke	 curls	 upwards	 from	 the	 chimneys	 of	 their
homesteads,	and	where	the	red	poppies	are	nodding	sleepily	amongst	the	yellow
corn.
	



ARISTÆUS	THE	BEE-KEEPER

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

ARISTÆUS	WAS	A	SHEPHERD,	THE	SON	of	Cyrene,	a	water	nymph,	and	to
him	there	had	come	one	day,	as	he	listened	to	the	wild	bees	humming	amongst
the	wild	thyme,	the	great	thought	that	he	might	conquer	these	busy	workers	and
make	their	toil	his	gain.	He	knew	that	hollow	trees	or	a	hole	in	a	rock	were	used
as	the	storage	houses	of	their	treasure,	and	so	the	wily	shepherd	lad	provided	for
them	 the	 homes	 he	 knew	 that	 they	would	 covet,	 and	 near	 them	placed	 all	 the
food	that	they	most	desired.	Soon	Aristæus	became	noted	as	a	tamer	of	bees,	and
even	in	Olympus	they	spoke	of	his	honey	as	a	thing	that	was	food	for	the	gods.
All	might	have	gone	well	with	Aristæus	had	there	not	come	for	him	the	fateful
day	when	he	saw	the	beautiful	Eurydice	and	to	her	lost	his	heart.	She	fled	before
the	fiery	protestations	of	his	love,	and	trod	upon	the	serpent	whose	bite	brought
her	down	to	the	Shades.	The	gods	were	angry	with	Aristæus,	and	as	punishment
they	 slew	 his	 bees.	 His	 hives	 stood	 empty	 and	 silent,	 and	 no	 more	 did	 "the
murmuring	of	innumerable	bees"	drowse	the	ears	of	the	herds	who	watched	their
flocks	cropping	the	red	clover	and	the	asphodel	of	the	meadows.
Underneath	 the	 swift-flowing	 water	 of	 a	 deep	 river,	 the	 nymph	 who	 was	 the
mother	 of	Aristæus	 sat	 on	 her	 throne.	 Fishes	 darted	 round	 her	white	 feet,	 and
beside	 her	 sat	 her	 attendants,	 spinning	 the	 fine	 strong	 green	 cords	 that	 twine
themselves	round	the	throats	of	those	who	perish	when	their	arms	can	no	longer
fight	against	the	force	of	the	rushing	current.	A	nymph	sang	as	she	worked,	an
old,	old	song,	that	told	one	of	the	old,	old	tales	of	man's	weakness	and	the	power
of	 the	creatures	of	water,	but	above	her	song	those	who	listened	heard	a	man's
voice,	calling	loudly	and	pitifully.
The	voice	was	 that	of	Aristæus,	calling	aloud	 for	his	mother.	Then	his	mother
gave	command,	and	the	waters	of	the	river	rolled	asunder	and	let	Aristæus	pass
down	far	below	to	where	the	fountains	of	the	great	rivers	lie.	A	mighty	roar	of
many	waters	dinned	in	his	ears	as	the	rivers	started	on	the	race	that	was	to	bring
them	all	at	last	to	their	restless	haven,	the	Ocean.	To	Cyrene	he	came	at	length,
and	to	her	told	his	sorrowful	tale:



"To	men	who	live	their	little	lives	and	work	and	die	as	I	myself,	though	son	of	a
nymph	and	of	a	god,	must	do,"	he	said,	"I	have	brought	two	great	gifts,	oh	my
mother.	 I	have	 taught	 them	 that	 from	 the	grey	olives	 they	can	 reap	a	priceless
harvest,	and	from	me	they	have	learned	that	the	little	brown	bees	that	hum	in	and
out	of	the	flowers	may	be	made	slaves	that	bring	to	them	the	sweetest	riches	of
which	Nature	may	be	robbed."
"This	do	I	already	know,	my	son,"	said	Cyrene,	and	smiled	upon	Aristæus.
"Yet	do	you	not	know,"	said	Aristæus,	"the	doom	that	has	overtaken	my	army	of
busy	workers.	 No	 longer	 does	 there	 come	 from	my	 city	 of	 bees	 the	 boom	 of
many	wings	 and	many	 busy	 little	 feet	 as	 they	 fly,	 swift	 and	 strong,	 here	 and
there,	to	bring	back	to	the	hives	their	honeyed	treasure.	The	comb	is	empty.	The
bees	are	all	dead,	or,	if	not	dead,	they	have	forsaken	me	forever."
Then	spoke	Cyrene.	 "Have	you	heard,	my	son,"	 she	 said,	 "of	Proteus?	 It	 is	he
who	herds	 the	flocks	of	 the	boundless	sea.	On	days	when	 the	South	Wind	and
the	North	Wind	wrestle	 together,	and	when	 the	Wind	from	the	East	 smites	 the
West	Wind	 in	 shame	 before	 him,	 you	may	 see	 him	 raise	 his	 snowy	 head	 and
long	 white	 beard	 above	 the	 grey-green	 waves	 of	 the	 sea,	 and	 lash	 the	 white-
maned,	unbridled,	fierce	sea-horses	into	fury	before	him.	Proteus	only,	none	but
Proteus,	can	tell	you	by	what	art	you	can	win	your	bees	back	once	more."
Then	Aristæus	with	eagerness	questioned	his	mother	how	he	might	find	Proteus
and	 gain	 from	 him	 the	 knowledge	 that	 he	 sought,	 and	 Cyrene	 answered,	 "No
matter	how	piteously	you	plead	with	him,	never,	save	by	force,	will	you	gain	this
secret	 from	Proteus.	Only	 if	you	can	chain	him	by	guile	as	he	sleeps	and	hold
fast	the	chains,	undaunted	by	the	shapes	into	which	he	has	the	power	to	change
himself,	will	you	win	this	knowledge	from	him."
Then	Cyrene	sprinkled	her	son	with	the	nectar	of	the	deathless	gods,	and	in	his
heart	there	was	born	a	noble	courage	and	through	him	a	new	life	seemed	to	run.
"Lead	me	now	to	Proteus,	oh	my	mother!"	he	said,	and	Cyrene	 left	her	 throne
and	led	him	to	the	cave	where	Proteus,	herdsman	of	the	seas,	had	his	dwelling.
Behind	the	seaweed-covered	rocks	Aristæus	concealed	himself,	while	the	nymph
used	 the	 fleecy	 clouds	 for	 her	 covering.	 And	 when	 Apollo	 drove	 his	 chariot
across	the	high	heavens	at	noon,	and	all	land	and	all	sea	were	hot	as	molten	gold,
Proteus	with	his	flocks	returned	to	the	shade	of	his	great	cave	by	the	sobbing	sea,
and	on	its	sandy	floor	he	stretched	himself,	and	soon	lay,	his	 limbs	all	 lax	and
restful,	in	the	exquisite	joy	of	a	dreamless	sleep.	From	behind	the	rocks	Aristæus
watched	him,	and	when,	at	length,	he	saw	that	Proteus	slept	too	soundly	to	wake
gently	he	stepped	forward,	and	on	the	sleep-drowsed	limbs	of	Proteus	fixed	the
fetters	that	made	him	his	captive.
Then,	 in	 joy	and	pride	at	having	been	the	undoing	of	 the	shepherd	of	 the	seas,
Aristæus	 shouted	 aloud.	 And	 Proteus,	 awaking,	 swiftly	 turned	 himself	 into	 a



wild	 boar	 with	 white	 tusks	 that	 lusted	 to	 thrust	 themselves	 into	 the	 thighs	 of
Aristæus.	 But	 Aristæus,	 unflinching,	 kept	 his	 firm	 hold	 of	 the	 chain.	 Next
Proteus	become	a	tiger,	 tawny	and	velvet	black,	and	fierce	to	devour.	And	still
Aristæus	held	 the	chain,	and	never	 let	his	eye	fall	before	 the	glare	of	 the	beast
that	sought	to	devour	him.	A	scaly	dragon	came	next,	breathing	out	flames,	but
still	Aristæus	held	him.	Then	came	a	lion,	its	yellow	pelt	scented	with	the	lust	of
killing,	 and	 while	 Aristæus	 yet	 strove	 against	 him	 there	 came	 to	 terrify	 his
listening	ears	 the	 sound	of	 fire	 that	 lapped	up	and	 thirstily	devoured	all	 things
that	would	stand	against	it.	And	before	the	crackle	of	the	flames	and	their	great
sigh	of	fierce	desire	had	ceased,	there	came	in	his	ears	the	sound	of	many	waters,
the	booming	rush	of	an	angry	river	in	furious	flood,	the	irresistible	command	of
the	 almighty	 waves	 of	 the	 sea.	 Yet	 still	 Aristæus	 held	 the	 chains,	 and	 at	 last
Proteus	 took	 his	 own	 shape	 again,	 and	with	 a	 sigh	 like	 the	 sigh	 of	winds	 and
waves	on	 the	desolate	places	where	ships	become	wrecks,	and	men	perish	and
there	is	never	a	human	soul	to	save	or	to	pity	them,	he	spoke	to	Aristæus.
"Puny	 one!"	 he	 said,	 "and	 puny	 are	 your	 wishes!	 Because	 you	 did	 by	 your
foolish	wooing	send	the	beautiful	Eurydice	swiftly	down	to	the	Shades	and	break
the	heart	of	Orpheus,	whose	music	is	the	music	of	the	Immortals,	the	bees	that
you	have	treasured	have	left	their	hives	empty	and	silent.	So	little	are	the	bees!
So	great,	O	Aristæus,	the	bliss	or	woe	of	Orpheus	and	Eurydice!	Yet,	because	by
guile	 you	 have	won	 the	 power	 to	 gain	 from	me	 the	 knowledge	 that	 you	 seek,
listen	 to	me	now,	Aristæus!	You	must	 find	 four	bulls,	 and	 four	 cows	of	 equal
beauty.	Then	 you	must	 build	 in	 a	 leafy	 grove	 four	 altars,	 and	 to	Orpheus	 and
Eurydice	pay	such	funeral	honours	as	may	allay	their	resentment.	At	the	end	of
nine	days,	when	you	have	fulfilled	your	pious	task,	return	and	see	what	the	gods
have	sent	you."
"This	will	I	do	most	faithfully,	O	Proteus,"	said	Aristæus,	and	gravely	loosened
the	chains	and	returned	to	where	his	mother	awaited	him,	and	then	travelled	to
his	own	sunny	land	of	Greece.
Most	faithfully,	as	he	had	said,	did	Aristæus	perform	his	vow.	And	when,	on	the
ninth	day,	he	returned	to	the	grove	of	sacrifice,	a	sound	greeted	him	which	made
his	heart	stop	and	then	go	on	beating	and	throbbing	as	 the	heart	of	a	man	who
has	 striven	valiantly	 in	 a	 great	 fight	 and	 to	whom	 the	victory	 in	 battle	 is	 now
assured.
For,	from	the	carcase	of	one	of	the	animals	offered	for	sacrifice,	and	whose	clean
white	bones	now	gleamed	in	the	rays	of	the	sun	that	forced	its	way	through	the
thick	 shade	 of	 the	 grove	 of	 grey	 olives,	 there	 came	 the	 "murmuring	 of
innumerable	bees."
"Out	of	the	eater	came	forth	meat,	out	of	the	strong	came	forth	sweetness."
And	Aristæus,	a	Samson	of	the	old	Greek	days,	rejoiced	exceedingly,	knowing



that	his	thoughtless	sin	was	pardoned,	and	that	for	evermore	to	him	belonged	the
pride	of	giving	to	all	men	the	power	of	taming	bees,	the	glory	of	mastering	the
little	 brown	 creatures	 that	 pillage	 from	 the	 fragrant,	 bright-hued	 flowers	 their
most	precious	treasure.
	



PERSEPHONE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

NOW	ONCE	THERE	WAS	A	TIME	when	there	was	no	spring,	neither	summer
nor	autumn,	nor	chilly	winter	with	its	black	frosts	and	cruel	gales	and	brief,	dark
days.	There	was	only	ever	sunshine	and	warmth,	and	there	were	always	flowers
and	corn	and	fruit,	and	nowhere	did	the	flowers	grow	with	more	dazzling	colours
and	more	fragrant	perfume	than	in	the	fair	garden	of	Sicily.
To	Demeter,	 the	Earth	Mother,	was	born	a	daughter	more	fair	 than	any	flower
that	grew,	and	ever	more	dear	 to	her	became	her	child,	 the	 lovely	Persephone.
By	the	blue	sea,	in	the	Sicilian	meadows,	Persephone	and	the	fair	nymphs	who
were	 her	 companions	 spent	 their	 happy	 days.	 Too	 short	were	 the	 days	 for	 all
their	joy,	and	Demeter	made	the	earth	yet	fairer	than	it	was	that	she	might	bring
more	 gladness	 to	 her	 daughter	 Persephone.	 Each	 day	 the	 blossoms	 that	 the
nymphs	twined	into	garlands	grew	more	perfect	in	form	and	in	hue,	but	from	the
anemones	 of	 royal	 purple	 and	 crimson,	 and	 the	 riotous	 red	 of	 geraniums,
Persephone	turned	one	morning	with	a	cry	of	gladness,	for	there	stood	before	her
beside	 a	 little	 stream,	 on	 one	 erect,	 slim	 stem,	 a	 wonderful	 narcissus,	 with	 a
hundred	blossoms.	Her	eager	hand	was	stretched	out	to	pluck	it,	when	a	sudden
black	cloud	overshadowed	 the	 land,	and	 the	nymphs,	with	shrieks	of	 fear,	 fled
swiftly	away.	And	as	the	cloud	descended,	there	was	heard	a	terrible	sound,	as	of
the	rushing	of	many	waters	or	the	roll	of	the	heavy	wheels	of	the	chariot	of	one
who	comes	 to	 slay.	Then	 the	earth	was	cleft	open,	 and	 from	 it	 there	 arose	 the
four	 coal-black	 horses	 of	 Pluto,	 neighing	 aloud	 in	 their	 eagerness,	 while	 the
dark-browed	god	urged	them	on,	standing	erect	in	his	chariot	of	gold.
In	 cold,	 strong	 arms	 Pluto	 seized	 her,	 in	 that	 mighty	 grasp	 that	 will	 not	 be
denied,	and	Persephone	wept	childish	tears	as	she	shivered	at	his	icy	touch,	and
sobbed	 because	 she	 had	 dropped	 the	 flowers	 she	 had	 picked,	 and	 had	 never
picked	the	flower	she	most	desired.	While	still	she	saw	the	fair	light	of	day,	the
little	 oddly-shaped	 rocky	 hills,	 the	 vineyards	 and	 olive	 groves	 and	 flowery
meadows	of	Sicily,	she	did	not	lose	hope.	Surely	the	King	of	Terrors	could	not
steal	one	so	young,	so	happy,	and	so	fair.	She	had	only	tasted	the	joy	of	living,



and	 fain	 she	would	drink	deeper	 in	 the	 coming	years.	Her	mother	must	 surely
save	her,	her	mother	who	had	never	yet	failed	her,	her	mother,	and	the	gods.
But	ruthless	as	the	mower	whose	scythe	cuts	down	the	seeded	grass	and	the	half-
opened	 flower	 and	 lays	 them	 in	 swathes	 on	 the	meadow,	 Pluto	 drove	 on.	His
iron-coloured	 reins	were	 loose	on	 the	black	manes	of	his	horses,	and	he	urged
them	forward	by	name	till	the	froth	flew	from	their	mouths	like	the	foam	that	the
furious	surf	of	the	sea	drives	before	it	in	a	storm.	Across	the	bay	and	along	the
bank	of	the	river	Anapus	they	galloped,	until,	at	the	river	head,	they	came	to	the
pool	of	Cyane.	He	smote	the	water	with	his	trident,	and	downward	into	the	black
darkness	his	horses	passed,	and	Persephone	knew	no	more	the	pleasant	light	of
day.
So,	 to	 the	 great	 Earth	Mother	 came	 the	 pangs	 that	 have	 drawn	 tears	 of	 blood
from	many	a	mortal	mother's	heart	for	a	child	borne	off	to	the	Shades.
	

"My	life	is	nought	for	want	of	you,
Persephone!	Persephone!'"
	

The	cry	is	borne	down	through	the	ages,	to	echo	and	re-echo	so	long	as	mothers
love	and	Death	is	still	unchained.
Over	 land	 and	 sea,	 from	where	 Dawn,	 the	 rosy-fingered,	 rises	 in	 the	 East,	 to
where	Apollo	cools	 the	fiery	wheels	of	his	chariot	 in	 the	waters	of	far	western
seas,	 the	 goddess	 sought	 her	 daughter.	 With	 a	 black	 robe	 over	 her	 head	 and
carrying	a	flaming	torch	in	either	hand,	for	nine	dreary	days	she	sought	her	loved
one.	And	yet,	 for	nine	more	weary	days	and	nine	sleepless	nights	 the	goddess,
racked	by	human	sorrow,	sat	in	hopeless	misery.	The	hot	sun	beat	upon	her	by
day.	By	night	the	silver	rays	from	Diana's	chariot	smote	her	more	gently,	and	the
dew	drenched	her	hair	and	her	black	garments	and	mingled	with	the	saltness	of
her	bitter	tears.	At	the	grey	dawning	of	the	tenth	day	her	elder	daughter,	Hecate,
stood	beside	her.	Queen	of	ghosts	and	shades	was	she,	and	to	her	all	dark	places
of	the	earth	were	known.
"Let	us	go	to	the	Sun	God,"	said	Hecate.	"Surely	he	has	seen	the	god	who	stole
away	 our	 little	 Persephone.	 Soon	 his	 chariot	 will	 drive	 across	 the	 heavens.
Come,	let	us	ask	him	to	guide	us	to	the	place	where	she	is	hidden."
So,	they	found	the	chariot	of	the	glorious	Apollo,	and	standing	by	the	heads	of
his	horses	like	two	grey	clouds	that	bar	the	passage	of	the	sun,	they	begged	him
to	tell	them	the	name	of	the	demon	who	had	stolen	fair	Persephone.
"No	less	a	thief	was	he,"	said	Apollo,	"than	Pluto,	King	of	Darkness	and	robber
of	 Life	 itself.	Mourn	 not,	 Demeter.	 your	 daughter	 is	 safe	 in	 his	 keeping.	 The



little	nymph	who	played	in	the	meadows	is	now	Queen	of	the	Shades.	Nor	does
Pluto	love	her	vainly.	She	is	now	in	love	with	Death."
No	comfort	did	the	words	of	the	Sun	God	bring	to	the	longing	soul	of	Demeter.
And	her	wounded	heart	grew	bitter.	Because	she	suffered,	others	must	suffer	as
well.	 Because	 she	 mourned,	 all	 the	 world	 must	 mourn.	 The	 fragrant	 flowers
spoke	 to	 her	 only	 of	 Persephone,	 the	 purple	 grapes	 reminded	 her	 of	 a	 vintage
when	 the	white	 fingers	 of	 her	 child	 had	 plucked	 the	 fruit.	The	waving	 golden
grain	 told	her	 that	Persephone	was	as	an	ear	of	wheat	 that	 is	 reaped	before	 its
time.
Then	 upon	 the	 earth	 did	 there	 come	 dearth	 and	 drought	 and	 barrenness.	Gods
and	 men	 alike	 suffered	 from	 the	 sorrow	 of	 Demeter.	 To	 her,	 in	 pity	 for	 the
barren	earth,	Zeus	sent	an	embassy,	but	in	vain	it	came.	Merciless	was	the	great
Earth	Mother,	who	had	been	robbed	of	what	she	held	most	dear.
"Give	me	back	my	child!"	she	said.	"Gladly	I	watch	the	sufferings	of	men,	for	no
sorrow	is	as	my	sorrow.	Give	me	back	my	child,	and	the	earth	shall	grow	fertile
once	more."
Unwillingly	Zeus	granted	the	request	of	Demeter.
"She	shall	come	back,"	he	said	at	last,	"and	with	you	dwell	on	earth	forever.	Yet
only	on	one	condition	do	I	grant	your	fond	request.	Persephone	must	eat	no	food
through	 all	 the	 time	 of	 her	 sojourn	 in	 the	 realm	 of	 Pluto,	 else	 must	 your
beseeching	be	all	in	vain."
Then	Demeter	 gladly	 left	Olympus	 and	 hastened	 down	 to	 the	 darkness	 of	 the
shadowy	land	 that	once	again	she	might	hold,	 in	her	strong	mother's	arms,	she
who	had	once	been	her	little	clinging	child.
But	in	the	dark	kingdom	of	Pluto	a	strange	thing	had	happened.	No	longer	had
the	 pale-faced	 god,	 with	 dark	 locks,	 and	 eyes	 like	 the	 sunless	 pools	 of	 a
mountain	stream,	any	terrors	for	Persephone.	She	had	once	thought	him	strong
and	cruel,	yet	now	she	knew	that	the	touch	of	his	strong,	cold	hands	was	a	touch
of	 infinite	 tenderness.	When,	 knowing	 the	 fiat	 of	 the	 ruler	 of	Olympus,	 Pluto
gave	to	his	stolen	bride	a	pomegranate,	 red	 in	heart	as	 the	heart	of	a	man.	She
took	 it	 from	his	hand,	 and,	because	he	willed	 it,	had	eaten	of	 the	 sweet	 seeds.
Then,	 in	 truth,	 it	was	too	late	for	Demeter	 to	save	her	child.	She	"had	eaten	of
Love's	seed"	and	"changed	into	another."
Dark	was	 the	kingdom	of	Pluto.	 Its	 rivers	never	mirrored	a	sunbeam,	and	ever
moaned	low	as	an	earthly	river	moans	before	a	coming	flood,	and	the	feet	 that
trod	 the	gloomy	Cocytus	valley	were	 the	 feet	of	 those	who	never	again	would
tread	on	the	soft	grass	and	flowers	of	an	earthly	meadow.	Yet	when	Demeter	had
braved	all	the	shadows	of	Hades,	only	in	part	was	her	end	accomplished.	In	part
only	was	Persephone	now	her	child,	for	while	half	her	heart	was	in	the	sunshine,



rejoicing	in	the	beauties	of	earth,	the	other	half	was	with	the	god	who	had	taken
her	down	to	the	Land	of	Darkness	and	there	had	won	her	for	his	own.
Back	to	the	flowery	island	of	Sicily	her	mother	brought	her,	and	the	peach	trees
and	 the	 almonds	 blossomed	 snowily	 as	 she	 passed.	 The	 olives	 decked
themselves	with	 their	 soft	grey	 leaves,	 the	corn	 sprang	up,	green	and	 lush	and
strong.	The	lemon	and	orange	groves	grew	golden	with	luscious	fruit,	and	all	the
land	was	carpeted	with	flowers.	For	six	months	of	the	year	she	stayed,	and	gods
and	men	rejoiced	at	the	bringing	back	of	Persephone.	For	six	months	she	left	her
green	 and	 pleasant	 land	 for	 the	 dark	 kingdom	 of	 the	 god	who	 she	 loved,	 and
through	 those	months	 the	 trees	were	 bare,	 and	 the	 earth	 chill	 and	 brown,	 and
under	the	earth	the	flowers	hid	themselves	in	fear	and	awaited	the	return	of	the
fair	daughter	of	Demeter.
And	 evermore	 has	 she	 come	 and	 gone,	 and	 seedtime	 and	 harvest	 have	 never
failed,	and	the	cold,	sleeping	world	has	awaked	and	rejoiced,	and	heralded	with
the	song	of	birds,	and	the	bursting	of	green	buds	and	the	blooming	of	flowers,
the	resurrection	from	the	dead,	the	coming	of	spring.
	



LATONA	AND	THE	RUSTICS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

LATONA	WAS	THE	GODDESS	OF	DARK	nights,	 and	upon	her	 the	mighty
Zeus	 bestowed	 the	 doubtful	 favour	 of	 his	 errant	 love.	Great	was	 the	wrath	 of
Hera,	his	queen,	when	she	found	that	she	was	no	longer	the	dearest	wife	of	her
omnipotent	 lord,	 and	with	 furious	 upbraidings	 she	 banished	 her	 rival	 to	 earth.
And	when	Latona	had	reached	the	place	of	her	exile	she	found	that	the	vengeful
goddess	had	sworn	that	she	would	place	her	everlasting	ban	upon	anyone,	mortal
or	immortal,	who	dared	to	show	any	kindness	or	pity	to	her	whose	only	fault	had
been	 that	 Zeus	 loved	 her.	 From	 place	 to	 place	 she	wandered,	 an	 outcast	 even
among	men,	until,	at	length,	she	came	to	Lycia.
One	evening,	as	the	darkness	of	which	she	was	goddess	had	just	begun	to	fall,
she	reached	a	green	and	pleasant	valley.	The	soft,	cool	grass	was	a	delight	to	her
tired	 feet,	 and	when	 she	 saw	 the	 silvery	 gleam	 of	 water	 she	 rejoiced,	 for	 her
throat	was	parched	and	her	lips	dry	and	she	was	very	weary.	By	the	side	of	this
still	pond,	where	the	lilies	floated,	there	grew	lithe	grey	willows	and	fresh	green
osiers,	and	these	were	being	cut	by	a	crowd	of	chattering	rustics.
Humbly,	for	many	a	rude	word	and	harsh	rebuff	had	the	dictum	of	Hera	brought
her	during	her	wanderings,	Latona	went	to	the	edge	of	the	pond,	and,	kneeling
down,	was	most	thankfully	about	to	drink,	when	the	peasants	saw	her.	Roughly
and	rudely	they	told	her	to	be	gone,	nor	dare	to	drink	unbidden	of	the	clear	water
beside	 which	 their	 willows	 grew.	 Very	 pitifully	 Latona	 looked	 up	 in	 their
churlish	 faces,	 and	 her	 eyes	 were	 as	 the	 eyes	 of	 a	 doe	 that	 the	 hunters	 have
pressed	very	hard.
"Surely,	good	people,"	she	said,	and	her	voice	was	sad	and	low,	"water	is	free	to
all.	I	have	travelled	so	very	far,	and	I	am	weary	almost	to	death.	Only	grant	that	I
dip	my	lips	in	the	water	for	one	deep	draught.	Of	your	pity	grant	me	this	boon,
for	I	perish	of	thirst."
Harsh	and	coarse	were	the	mocking	voices	that	made	answer.	Coarser	still	were
the	jests	that	they	made.	Then	one,	bolder	than	his	fellows,	spurned	her	kneeling
figure	 with	 his	 foot,	 while	 another	 brushed	 before	 her	 and	 stepping	 into	 the



pond,	 defiled	 its	 clarity	 by	 churning	 up	 the	mud	 that	 lay	 below	with	 his	 great
splay	feet.
Loudly	 the	 peasants	 laughed	 at	 this	merry	 jest,	 and	 they	 quickly	 followed	 his
lead,	as	brainless	sheep	will	follow	the	one	that	scrambles	through	a	gap.	Soon
they	 were	 all	 joyously	 stamping	 and	 dancing	 in	 what	 had	 so	 lately	 been	 a
pellucid	pool.	The	water-lilies	and	blue	forget-me-nots	were	trodden	down,	the
fish	 that	had	 their	homes	under	 the	mossy	stones	fled	away	 in	 terror.	Only	 the
mud	 came	 up,	 filthy,	 defiling,	 and	 the	 rustics	 laughed	 in	 loud	 and	 foolish
laughter	to	see	the	havoc	they	had	wrought.
The	 goddess	 Latona	 rose	 from	 her	 knees.	 No	 longer	 did	 she	 seem	 a	 mere
woman,	 very	 weary,	 hungry	 and	 thirsty,	 having	 travelled	 over	 far.	 In	 their
surprised	eyes	she	grew	to	a	stature	that	was	as	that	of	the	deathless	gods.	And
her	eyes	were	dark	as	an	angry	sea	at	eventide.
"Shameless	 ones!"	 she	 said,	 in	 a	 voice	 as	 the	 voice	 of	 a	 storm	 that	 sweeps	 to
destroy	over	forest	and	mountain.	"Ah!	shameless	ones!	Is	it	thus	that	you	would
defy	one	who	has	dwelt	on	Olympus?	Behold,	 from	henceforth	you	shall	have
your	dwelling	in	the	mud	of	the	green-scummed	pools.	Your	homes	will	forever
be	in	the	water	that	your	flat	feet	have	defiled."
As	 she	 spoke,	 a	 change,	 strange	 and	 terrible,	 passed	 over	 the	 forms	 of	 the
trampling	peasants.	Their	stature	shrank.	They	grew	squat	and	fat.	Their	hands
and	 feet	 were	 webbed,	 and	 their	 grinning	 mouths	 became	 great,	 sad,	 gaping
openings	 by	which	 to	 swallow	worms	 and	 flies.	Green	 and	yellow	 and	brown
were	 their	 skins,	 and	when	 they	would	 fain	 have	 cried	 aloud	 for	mercy,	 from
their	throats	there	would	come	only	the	"Krroak!	Krroak!	Krroak!"	that	we	know
so	well.
And	 when,	 that	 night,	 the	 goddess	 of	 darkness	 was	 wrapped	 in	 peace	 in	 the
black,	silver	star	bespangled	robe	that	none	could	take	from	her,	there	arose	from
the	 pond	 over	 which	 the	 grey	 willows	 hung	 weeping,	 the	 clamour	 of	 a	 great
lamentation.	 Yet	 no	 piteous	 words	 were	 there,	 only	 the	 incessant,	 harsh
complaint	of	the	frogs	that	we	hear	in	the	marshes.
From	 that	 time	 the	 world	 went	 well	 with	 Latona.	 Down	 to	 the	 seashore	 she
came,	and	when	she	held	out	her	arms	 in	 longing	appeal	 to	 the	Ægean	 islands
that	 lay	 like	 purple	 flowers	 strewn,	 far	 apart,	 on	 a	 soft	 carpet	 of	 limpid	 blue,
Zeus	heard	her	prayer.	He	asked	Poseidon	to	send	a	dolphin	to	carry	the	woman
he	loved	to	the	floating	island	of	Delos,	and	when	she	had	been	borne	there	in
safety,	he	chained	the	island	with	chains	of	adamant	to	the	golden-sanded	floor
of	the	sea.
And	on	this	sanctuary	there	were	born	to	Latona	twin	children,	thereafter	to	be
amongst	the	most	famed	of	the	deathless	gods,	the	god	and	goddess,	Apollo	and
Diana.



Yet	are	there	times,	as	we	look	at	 the	squat,	bronze	bodies	of	 the	frogs,	green-
bronze,	dark	brown	spotted,	and	all	flecked	with	gold,	the	turned-down	corners
of	their	wistful	mouths,	their	very	exquisite	black	velvety	eyes	with	golden	rims,
when	the	piteous	croaks	that	come	forth	from	their	throats	of	pale	daffodil	colour
do	indeed	awake	a	sympathy	with	their	appeal	against	the	inexorable	decrees	of
destiny.
"We	 did	 not	 know!	 We	 did	 not	 understand!	 Pity	 us!	 Ah,	 pity	 us!	 _Krroak!
Krroak!	Krroak!_"
	



CLYTIE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

CLYTIE,	WAS	A	WATER-NYMPH,	A	TIMID,	 gentle	 being	who	 frequented
lonely	 streams,	 and	 bathed	 where	 the	 blue	 dragonflies	 dart	 across	 the	 white
water-lilies	in	pellucid	lakes.	In	the	shade	of	the	tall	poplar	trees	and	the	silvery
willows	 she	 took	 her	 midday	 rest,	 and	 feared	 the	 hours	 when	 the	 flowers
drooped	 their	 heads	 and	 the	 rippling	 water	 lost	 its	 coolness	 before	 the	 fierce
glare	of	the	sun.
But	 there	 came	 a	 day	when,	 into	 the	 dark	 pool	 by	which	 she	 sat,	 Apollo	 the
Conqueror	 looked	 down	 and	 mirrored	 his	 face.	 And	 nevermore	 did	 she	 hide
from	 the	 golden-haired	 god	who,	 from	 the	moment	when	 she	 had	 seen	 in	 the
water	the	picture	of	his	radiant	beauty,	became	the	lord	and	master	of	her	heart
and	 soul.	 All	 night	 she	 awaited	 his	 coming,	 and	 the	 Dawn	 saw	 her	 looking
eastward	for	the	first	golden	gleams	from	the	wheels	of	his	chariot.	All	day	she
followed	 him	with	 her	 longing	 gaze,	 nor	 did	 she	 ever	 cease	 to	 feast	 her	 eyes
upon	 his	 beauty	 until	 the	 last	 reflection	 of	 his	 radiance	 had	 faded	 from	 the
western	sky.
Such	devotion	might	have	touched	the	heart	of	the	sun-god,	but	he	had	no	wish
to	own	a	love	for	which	he	had	not	sought.	The	nymph's	adoration	irked	him,	nor
did	pity	come	as	Love's	pale	 substitute	when	he	marked	how,	day	by	day,	her
face	 grew	whiter	 and	more	white,	 and	her	 lovely	 form	wasted	 away.	For	 nine
days,	without	food	or	drink,	she	kept	her	shamed	vigil.	Only	one	word	of	 love
did	she	crave.	Unexacting	in	the	humility	of	her	devotion,	she	would	gratefully
have	 nourished	 her	 hungry	 heart	 upon	 one	 kindly	 glance.	 But	 Apollo,	 full	 of
scorn	 and	anger,	 lashed	up	his	 fiery	 steeds	 as	he	 each	day	drove	past	 her,	 nor
deigned	for	her	a	glance	more	gentle	than	that	which	he	threw	on	the	satyrs	as
they	hid	in	the	dense	green	foliage	of	the	shadowy	woods.
Half-mocking,	 Diana	 said,	 "In	 truth	 the	 fair	 nymph	 who	 throws	 her	 heart's
treasures	at	the	feet	of	my	golden-locked	brother	that	he	may	trample	on	them,	is
coming	to	look	like	a	faded	flower!"	And,	as	she	spoke,	the	hearts	of	the	other
immortal	dwellers	in	Olympus	were	stirred	with	pity.



"A	flower	she	shall	be!"	they	said,	"and	for	all	time	she	shall	live	in	a	life	that	is
renewed	each	year	when	the	earth	stirs	with	the	quickening	of	spring.	She	shall
spend	the	long	summer	days	forever	in	fearless	worship	of	the	god	of	her	love!"
And,	as	the	gods	willed	it,	 the	nymph	passed	out	of	her	human	form,	and	took
the	form	of	a	flower,	the	emblem	of	constancy,	and	evermore	does	she	gaze	with
fearless	ardour	on	the	face	of	her	love.
There	are	some	who	say	 that	her	metamorphosis	 into	 the	bold-faced	sunflower
did	 not	 take	 place,	 but	 that	 she	 became	 the	 purple	 heliotrope	 that	 gives	 an
exquisite	offering	of	fragrance	to	the	sun-god	when	his	warm	rays	touch	it.	And
in	 the	old	walled	garden,	while	 the	bees	drowsily	hum,	 and	 the	white	 pigeons
croon,	and	 the	dashing	sunflower	gives	Apollo	gaze	 for	gaze,	and	 the	scent	of
the	mignonette	mingles	with	that	of	clove	pinks	and	blush	roses,	the	fragrance	of
the	heliotrope	 is,	 above	all,	worthy	 incense	 to	be	offered	upon	his	altar	by	 the
devout	lover	of	a	god.
	



THE	CRANES	OF	IBYCUS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

IBYCUS,	THE	POET	FRIEND	OF	APOLLO,	was	a	happy	man	as	he	journeyed
on	foot	towards	the	city	of	Corinth	through	the	country	where	the	wild	flowers
grew	 thick	 and	 the	 trees	 were	 laden	 with	 blossom.	 His	 tuneful	 voice	 sang
snatches	of	song	of	his	own	making,	and	ever	and	again	he	would	 try	how	his
words	 and	music	 sounded	 on	 his	 lyre.	 He	was	 light	 of	 heart,	 because	 he	 had
always	 thought	 of	 good,	 and	 not	 evil,	 and	 had	 always	 sung	 only	 of	 great	 and
noble	deeds	and	of	those	things	that	helped	his	fellow-men.	And	now	he	went	to
Corinth	for	the	great	chariot-races,	and	for	the	great	contest	of	musicians	where
every	true	poet	and	musician	in	Greece	was	sure	to	be	found.
It	was	the	time	of	the	return	to	earth	of	Adonis	and	of	Persephone,	and	as	he	was
reverently	 about	 to	 enter	 the	 sacred	 grove	 of	 Poseidon,	 where	 the	 trees	 grew
thick,	 and	 he	 saw,	 crowning	 the	 height	 before	 him,	 the	 glittering	 towers	 of
Corinth.	He	then	heard,	overhead,	the	harsh	cries	of	some	other	returned	exiles.
Ibycus	 smiled,	 as	 he	 looked	 up	 and	 beheld	 the	 great	 flock	 of	 grey	 birds,	with
their	 long	 legs	 and	 strong,	 outstretched	 wings,	 come	 back	 from	 their	 winter
sojourn	on	the	golden	sands	of	Egypt,	to	dance	and	beck	and	bow	to	each	other
by	the	marshes	of	his	homeland.
"Welcome	back,	little	brothers!"	he	cried.	"May	you	and	I	both	meet	with	naught
but	kindness	from	the	people	of	this	land!"
And	when	the	cranes	again	harshly	cried,	as	if	in	answer	to	his	greeting,	the	poet
walked	gaily	on,	further	into	the	shadow	of	that	dark	wood	out	of	which	he	was
never	to	pass	as	living	man.	Joyous,	and	fearing	no	evil,	he	had	been	struck	and
cast	to	the	ground	by	cruel	and	murderous	hands	before	ever	he	knew	that	two
robbers	were	hidden	in	a	narrow	pass	where	the	brushwood	grew	thick.	With	all
his	 strength	 he	 fought,	 but	 his	 arms	 were	 those	 of	 a	 musician	 and	 not	 of	 a
warrior,	and	very	soon	he	was	overpowered	by	those	who	assailed	him.	He	cried
in	vain	to	gods	and	to	men	for	help,	and	in	his	final	agony	he	heard	once	more
the	 harsh	 voices	 of	 the	migratory	 birds	 and	 the	 rush	 of	 their	 speeding	wings.
From	the	ground,	where	he	bled	to	death,	he	looked	up	to	them.



"Take	up	my	cause,	dear	cranes!"	he	said,	"since	no	voice	but	yours	answers	my
cry!"
And	 the	 cranes	 screamed	 hoarsely	 and	 mournfully	 as	 if	 in	 farewell,	 as	 they
flapped	their	way	towards	Corinth	and	left	the	poet	lying	dead.
When	his	body	was	found,	robbed	and	terribly	wounded,	from	all	over	Greece,
where	he	was	known	and	loved,	there	uprose	a	great	clamour	of	lamentation.
"Is	it	thus	I	find	you	restored	to	me?"	said	he	who	had	expected	him	in	Corinth
as	his	honoured	guest.	 "I	who	hoped	 to	place	 the	victor's	 laurels	on	your	head
when	you	triumphed	in	the	temple	of	song!"
And	all	those	whom	the	loving	personality	of	Ibycus	and	the	charm	of	his	music
had	made	his	friends	were	alert	and	eager	to	avenge	so	foul	a	murder.	But	none
knew	how	the	wicked	deed	had	come	to	pass,	none,	save	the	cranes.
Then	 came	 the	 day	 to	which	 Ibycus	 had	 looked	 forward	with	 such	 joy,	when
thousands	 upon	 thousands	 of	 his	 countrymen	 sat	 in	 the	 theatre	 at	 Cyprus	 and
watched	a	play	that	stirred	their	hearts	within	them.
The	theatre	had	for	a	roof	the	blue	vault	of	heaven.	The	sun	served	for	footlights
and	 for	 the	 lights	 above	 the	 heads	 of	 those	 who	 acted.	 The	 three	 Furies,	 the
Eumenides,	 with	 their	 hard	 and	 cruel	 faces	 and	 snaky	 locks,	 and	 with	 blood
dripping	from	their	eyes,	were	represented	by	actors	so	great	 that	 the	hearts	of
their	beholders	trembled	within	them.	In	their	dread	hands	lay	the	punishment	of
murder,	 of	 inhospitality,	 of	 ingratitude,	 and	 of	 all	 the	 cruellest	 and	 basest	 of
crimes.	 Theirs	 was	 the	 duty	 of	 hurrying	 the	 doomed	 spirits	 entrusted	 to	 their
merciless	care	over	the	Phlegethon,	the	river	of	fire	that	flows	round	Hades,	and
through	the	brazen	gates	that	led	to	Torment.
In	 solemn	 cadence,	 while	 the	 thousands	 of	 beholders	 watched	 and	 listened
enthralled,	the	Furies	walked	round	the	theatre	and	sang	their	song	of	terror:
"Woe!	Woe	 to	him	whose	hands	are	soiled	with	blood!	The	darkness	shall	not
hide	him,	nor	shall	his	dread	secret	lie	hidden	even	in	the	bowels	of	the	earth!	He
shall	not	seek	by	flight	to	escape	us,	for	vengeance	is	ours,	and	we	shall	strike
swifter	 than	a	hawk	that	strikes	 its	quarry.	Unwearying	we	pursue,	nor	are	our
swift	feet	and	our	avenging	arms	made	slow	by	pity.	Woe!	Woe	to	the	shedder
of	 innocent	 blood,	 for	 no	 peace	 nor	 rest	 is	 his	 until	 we	 have	 hurried	 his
tormented	soul	down	to	torture	that	shall	endure	everlastingly!"
As	the	listeners	heard	the	dirge	of	doom,	there	were	none	who	did	not	think	of
Ibycus,	 the	gentle-hearted	poet,	 so	much	beloved	 and	 so	 foully	 done	 to	 death,
and	in	that	tense	moment	when	the	voices	ceased,	a	great	thrill	passed	over	the
multitudes	as	a	voice,	shrill	with	amazed	horror,	burst	from	one	of	the	uppermost
benches.
"See	there!	See	there!	Behold,	comrade,	the	cranes	of	Ibycus!"



Every	eye	looked	upwards,	and,	harshly	crying,	there	passed	overhead	the	flock
of	 cranes	 to	 whom	 the	 poet	 had	 entrusted	 his	 dying	 message.	 Then,	 like	 an
electric	shock,	there	came	to	all	those	who	beheld	the	birds	the	knowledge	that
he	who	had	cried	aloud	was	the	murderer	of	Ibycus.
"Seize	him!	Seize	him!"	they	cried	in	unison.	"Seize	the	man,	and	him	to	whom
he	spoke!"
Frantically	the	trembling	wretch	tried	to	deny	his	words,	but	it	was	too	late.	The
roar	of	the	multitudes	was	as	that	of	an	angry	sea	that	hungers	for	its	prey	and
will	not	be	denied.	The	man	who	had	spoken	and	his	companion	in	crime	were
seized	by	a	score	of	eager	hands.
In	 white-faced	 terror,	 because	 the	 Furies	 had	 hunted	 them	 down,	 they	 made
confession	of	their	crime	and	were	put	to	death.	And	the	flock	of	grey-plumaged,
rosy-headed	cranes	winged	their	way	on	to	the	marshes,	there	to	beck	and	bow
to	 each	 other,	 and	 to	 dance	 in	 the	 golden	 sunset,	 well	 content	 because	 their
message	 was	 delivered,	 and	 Ibycus,	 the	 poet-musician	 who	 had	 given	 them
welcome,	was	avenged.
	



SYRINX

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

IN	ARCADIA	THERE	DWELT	A	NYMPH	whose	 name	was	Syrinx.	 So	 fair
was	she	that	for	her	dear	sake	fauns	and	satyrs	forgot	to	gambol,	and	sat	in	the
green	woods	 in	 thoughtful	 stillness,	 that	 they	might	see	her	as	she	passed.	But
Syrinx	never	had	a	word	of	kindness	for	them.	She	had	no	wish	for	love.
To	one	only	of	the	gods	did	she	give	her	loyal	allegiance.	She	worshipped	Diana,
and	with	 her	 followed	mothing	but	 the	 chase.	As	 she	 lightly	 sped	 through	 the
forest	 she	might	 have	been	Diana	herself,	 and	 there	were	 those	who	 said	 they
would	not	know	nymph	from	goddess,	but	that	the	goddess	carried	a	silver	bow,
while	that	of	Syrinx	was	made	of	horn.
Fearless,	and	without	a	care	or	sorrow,	Syrinx	passed	her	happy	days.	Not	for	all
the	gold	of	Midas	would	she	have	changed	places	with	those	love-lorn	nymphs
who	sighed	their	hearts	out	for	love	of	a	god	or	of	a	man.	Syrinx	was	whole	of
heart,	fancy	free,	gay	and	happy,	and	as	lithe	and	strong	as	a	young	boy	whose
joy	it	is	to	run	and	to	excel	in	the	chase.	Her	white	arms	against	the	greenwood
trees	 dazzled	 the	 eyes	 of	 the	watching	 fauns	when	 she	 drew	 back	 her	 bow	 to
speed	an	arrow	at	the	stag	she	had	hunted	since	early	dawn.	Each	morning	that
she	awoke	was	the	morning	of	a	day	of	joy.	Each	night	that	she	lay	down	to	rest,
it	was	to	sleep	as	a	child	who	smiles	in	her	sleep	at	the	remembrance	of	a	perfect
day.
But	 to	 Syrinx,	 who	 knew	 no	 fear,	 Fear	 came	 at	 last.	 She	 was	 returning	 one
evening	from	the	shadowy	hills,	untired	by	the	chase	that	had	lasted	for	many	an
hour,	 when,	 face	 to	 face,	 she	met	with	 one	whom	 hitherto	 she	 had	 only	 seen
from	afar.	Of	him	the	other	nymphs	spoke	often	for	he	was	Pan,	Pan,	who	ruled
the	woods.	None	could	stand	against	Pan.	Those	who	defied	him	must	ever	come
under	his	power	 in	 the	end.	He	was	Fear.	He	was	Youth.	He	was	Joy.	He	was
Love.	He	was	Beast.	He	was	Power.	He	was	Man.	He	was	God.	He	was	Life
itself.	 So	did	 they	 talk,	 and	Syrinx	 listened	with	 a	 smile.	She	 thought	 that	 not
even	Pan	himself	could	bring	Fear	to	her.
Yet	when	he	met	her	 in	 the	 silent	 loneliness	of	a	great	 forest	and	stood	 in	her



path	and	gazed	on	her	with	eyes	of	joyous	amazement	that	one	so	fair	should	be
in	his	kingdom	without	his	having	had	knowledge	of	 it,	Syrinx	 felt	 something
come	to	her	heart	that	never	before	had	assailed	it.
Pan's	 head	 was	 crowned	 with	 sharp	 pine-leaves.	 His	 face	 was	 young	 and
beautiful,	and	yet	older	than	the	mountains	and	the	seas.	Sadness	and	joy	were	in
his	eyes	at	the	same	time,	and	at	the	same	moment	there	looked	out	from	them
unutterable	tenderness	and	merciless	cruelty.	For	only	a	little	space	of	time	did
he	 stand	 and	 hold	 her	 eyes	with	 his	 own,	 and	 then	 in	 low	 caressing	 voice	 he
spoke,	and	his	words	were	like	the	song	of	a	bird	to	his	mate,	like	the	call	of	the
earth	to	the	sun	in	spring,	like	the	lap	of	the	waves	when	they	tell	 the	rocks	of
their	eternal	longing.	Of	love	he	spoke,	of	love	that	demanded	love,	and	of	the
nymph's	 most	 perfect	 beauty.	 Yet	 as	 he	 spoke,	 the	 unknown	 thing	 came	 and
smote	with	icy	hands	the	heart	of	Syrinx.
"Ah!	I	have	Fear!	I	have	Fear!"	she	cried,	and	more	cruel	grew	the	cruelty	in	the
eyes	of	Pan,	but	his	words	were	still	the	words	of	passionate	tenderness.	Like	a
bird	that	trembles,	helpless,	before	the	serpent	that	would	slay	it,	so	did	Syrinx
the	huntress	stand,	and	her	face	in	the	shade	of	the	forest	was	like	a	white	lily	in
the	night.	But	when	the	god	would	have	drawn	her	close	to	him	and	kissed	her
red	lips,	Fear	leapt	to	Terror,	and	Terror	winged	her	feet.	Never	in	the	chase	with
Diana	had	she	run	as	now	she	ran.	But	like	a	rushing	storm	Pan	pursued	her,	and
when	 he	 laughed	 she	 knew	 that	 what	 the	 nymphs	 had	 said	 was	 true.	 He	was
Power.	he	was	Fear.	He	was	Beast.	He	was	Life	itself.
The	darkness	of	the	forest	swiftly	grew	more	dark.	The	climbing	trails	of	ivy	and
the	 fragrant	 creeping	 plants	 caught	 her	 flying	 feet	 and	 made	 her	 stumble.
Branches	 and	 twigs	 grew	 alive	 and	 snatched	 at	 her	 and	 baulked	 her	 as	 she
passed.	 Trees	 blocked	 her	 path.	 All	 Nature	 had	 grown	 cruel,	 and	 everywhere
there	 seemed	 to	 her	 to	 be	 a	 murmur	 of	 mocking	 laughter,	 laughter	 from	 the
creatures	 of	 Pan,	 echoing	 the	 merciless	 merriment	 of	 their	 lord	 and	 master.
Nearer	he	came,	ever	nearer.	She	could	almost	feel	his	breath	on	her	neck,	but
even	as	he	 stretched	out	his	 arms	 to	 seize	 the	nymph	whose	breath	came	with
sobs	like	that	of	a	young	doe	spent	by	the	chase,	 they	reached	the	brink	of	 the
river	Ladon.	And	to	her	"watery	sisters"	the	nymphs	of	the	river,	Syrinx	breathed
a	desperate	prayer	for	pity	and	for	help,	then	stumbled	forward,	a	quarry	run	to
the	death.
With	an	exultant	shout,	Pan	grasped	her	as	she	fell.	And	lo,	in	his	arms	he	held
no	 exquisite	 body	 with	 fiercely	 beating	 heart,	 but	 a	 clump	 of	 slender	 reeds.
Baffled	 he	 stood	 for	 a	 little	while,	 and,	 as	 he	 stood,	 the	 savagery	 of	 the	 beast
faded	from	his	eyes,	eyes	that	were	as	fathomless	as	dark	mountain	tarns	where
the	 sun-rays	 seldom	 come,	 and	 there	 came	 into	 Pan’s	 eyes	 a	 mortal	 man's
unutterable	woe.	At	the	reeds	by	the	river	he	gazed,	and	sighed	a	great	sigh,	the
sigh	that	comes	from	the	heart	of	a	god	who	thinks	of	the	pain	of	the	world.	Like



a	 gentle	 zephyr	 the	 sigh	 breathed	 through	 the	 reeds,	 and	 from	 the	 reeds	 there
came	a	sound	like	the	sobbing	sorrow	of	the	world's	desire.	Then	Pan	drew	his
sharp	knife,	 and	with	 it	he	cut	 seven	of	 the	 reeds	 that	grew	by	 the	murmuring
river.
"So,	you	shall	still	be	mine,	my	Syrinx,"	he	said.
Deftly	he	bound	the	reeds	together,	cut	them	into	unequal	lengths,	and	fashioned
for	himself	an	instrument,	that	to	this	day	is	called	the	Syrinx,	or	Pan's	Pipes.
That	is	how	Pan	came	to	make	music.
And	all	that	night	he	sat	by	the	swift-flowing	river,	and	the	music	from	his	pipe
of	reeds	was	so	sweet	and	yet	so	passing	sad,	that	it	seemed	as	though	the	very
heart	of	the	earth	itself	were	telling	of	its	sadness.	Thus	Syrinx	still	lives	and	still
dies:
	

"A	note	of	music	by	its	own	breath	slain,
Blown	tenderly	from	the	frail	heart	of	a	reed,"
	

And	as	the	evening	light	comes	down	on	silent	places	and	the	trembling	shadows
fall	on	the	water,	we	can	hear	her	mournful	whisper	through	the	swaying	reeds,
brown	and	silvery-golden,	that	grow	by	lonely	lochan	and	lake	and	river.
	



THE	DEATH	OF	ADONIS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jean	Lang	in	A	Book	of	Myths,	published	by
Thomas	Nelson	&	Sons,	New	York,	1914.

	

	

AS	APHRODITE	SPORTED	ONE	DAY	WITH	Eros,	the	little	god	of	love,	by
accident	 she	 wounded	 herself	 with	 one	 of	 his	 arrows.	 And	 straightway	 there
came	into	her	heart	a	strange	longing	and	an	ache	such	as	the	mortal	victims	of
the	bow	of	Eros	knew	well.	While	still	the	ache	remained,	she	heard,	in	a	forest
of	Cyprus,	the	baying	of	hounds	and	the	shouts	of	those	who	urged	them	on	in
the	chase.	For	her	the	chase	possessed	no	charms,	and	she	stood	aside	while	the
quarry	burst	 through	 the	branches	and	 thick	undergrowth	of	 the	wood,	and	 the
hounds	 followed	 in	hot	pursuit.	But	 she	drew	her	breath	 sharply,	 and	her	eyes
opened	wide	in	amazed	gladness,	when	she	looked	on	the	perfect	beauty	of	the
fleet-footed	hunter,	who	was	only	a	 little	 less	 swift	 than	 the	 shining	spear	 that
sped	from	his	hand	with	the	sureness	of	a	bolt	from	the	hand	of	Zeus.	And	she
knew	 that	 this	must	 be	none	other	 than	Adonis,	 son	of	 the	king	of	Paphos,	 of
whose	matchless	 beauty	 she	had	heard	not	 only	 the	 dwellers	 on	 earth,	 but	 the
Olympians	themselves	speak	in	wonder.	While	gods	and	men	were	ready	to	pay
homage	to	his	marvellous	 loveliness,	 to	Adonis	himself	 it	counted	for	nothing.
But	in	the	vigour	of	his	perfect	frame	he	rejoiced,	in	his	fleetness	of	foot,	in	the
power	 of	 that	 arm	 that	 Michael	 Angelo	 has	 modelled,	 in	 the	 quickness	 and
sureness	of	his	aim,	for	the	boy	was	a	mighty	hunter	with	a	passion	for	the	chase.
Aphrodite	 felt	 that	her	heart	was	no	 longer	her	own,	and	knew	that	 the	wound
that	 the	 arrow	of	Eros	had	dealt	would	never	 heal	 until	 she	knew	 that	Adonis
loved	her.	No	 longer	was	 she	 to	be	 found	by	 the	Cytherian	 shores	or	 in	 those
places	 that	 she	 had	 once	 held	 so	 dear,	 and	 the	 other	 gods	 smiled	 when	 they
beheld	her	vying	with	Diana	in	the	chase	and	following	Adonis	as	he	pursued	the
roe,	the	wolf,	and	the	wild	boar	through	the	dark	forest	and	up	the	mountain	side.
The	pride	of	the	goddess	of	love	must	often	have	hung	its	head.	For	her	love	was
a	thing	that	Adonis	could	not	understand.	He	held	her	"Something	better	than	his
dog,	 a	 little	 dearer	 than	 his	 horse,"	 and	 wondered	 at	 her	 whim	 to	 follow	 his
hounds	through	brake	and	marsh	and	lonely	forest.	His	reckless	courage	was	her
pride	and	her	torture.	Because	he	was	to	her	so	infinitely	dear,	his	path	seemed



ever	bestrewn	with	dangers.	But	when	she	spoke	 to	him	with	anxious	warning
and	begged	him	to	beware	of	 the	fierce	beasts	 that	might	one	day	 turn	on	him
and	bring	him	death,	the	boy	laughed	mockingly	and	with	scorn.
There	came	at	 last	a	day	when	she	asked	him	what	he	did	on	the	morrow,	and
Adonis	told	her	with	sparkling	eyes	that	had	no	heed	for	her	beauty,	that	he	had
word	of	a	wild	boar,	 larger,	older,	more	fierce	 than	any	he	had	ever	slain,	and
which,	before	the	chariot	of	Diana	next	passed	over	the	land	of	Cyprus,	would	be
lying	dead	with	a	spear-wound	through	it.
With	terrible	foreboding,	Aphrodite	tried	to	dissuade	him	from	his	venture.
To	all	her	warnings,	Adonis	would	but	give	smiles.	Ill	would	it	become	him	to
slink	abashed	away	before	 the	fierceness	of	an	old	monster	of	 the	woods,	and,
laughing	with	the	pride	of	a	whole-hearted	boy	at	a	woman's	idle	fears,	he	sped
homewards	with	his	hounds.
Aphrodite	spent	her	next	hours	with	the	gnawing	dread	of	a	mortal	woman	in	her
soul.	 Early	 she	 sought	 the	 forest	 that	 she	might	 again	 plead	with	Adonis,	 and
maybe	persuade	him,	for	love	of	her,	to	give	up	the	perilous	chase	because	she
loved	him	so.
But	 even	 as	 the	 rosy	 gates	 of	 the	Dawn	were	 opening,	Adonis	 had	 begun	 his
hunt,	 and	 from	 far	 off	 the	 goddess	 could	 hear	 the	 baying	 of	 his	 hounds.	 Yet
surely	their	clamour	was	not	that	of	hounds	in	full	cry,	nor	was	it	the	triumphant
noise	that	they	so	fiercely	make	as	they	pull	down	their	vanquished	quarry,	but
rather	it	was	baying	and	as	mournful	as	that	of	the	hounds	of	Hecate.	Swift	as	a
great	 bird,	 Aphrodite	 reached	 the	 spot	 from	 where	 the	 sound	 that	 made	 her
tremble	came	from.
Amidst	the	trampled	brake,	where	many	a	hound	lay	stiff	and	dead,	while	others,
disembowelled	 by	 the	 tusks	 of	 the	 boar,	 howled	 aloud	 in	 mortal	 agony,	 lay
Adonis.	As	he	 lay	 there,	he	"knew	the	strange,	slow	chill	which,	stealing,	 tells
the	young	that	it	is	death."
And	 as,	 in	 extremis,	 he	 thought	 of	 past	 things,	 true	manhood	 finally	 came	 to
Adonis	and	he	knew	something	of	the	meaning	of	the	love	of	Aphrodite,	a	love
stronger	than	life,	stronger	than	time,	stronger	than	death	itself.	His	hounds	and
his	spear	seemed	but	playthings	now.	Only	the	eternities	remained,	bright	Life,
and	black-robed	Death.
Very	still	he	lay,	as	though	he	slept.	He	was	marble-white,	and	as	beautiful	as	a
statue	wrought	 by	 the	 hand	 of	 a	 god.	 But	 from	 the	 cruel	 wound	 in	 the	white
thigh,	 ripped	 open	 by	 the	 boar's	 profaning	 tusk,	 the	 red	 blood	 dripped,	 in
rhythmic	 flow,	 crimsoning	 the	 green	 moss	 under	 him.	 With	 a	 moan	 of
unutterable	anguish,	Aphrodite	 threw	herself	beside	him,	and	pillowed	his	dear
head	 in	her	 tender	arms.	Then,	for	a	 little	while,	 life's	embers	flickered	up,	his



cold	 lips	 tried	 to	 form	 themselves	 into	 a	 smile	 of	 understanding	 and	 held
themselves	up	to	hers.	And,	while	they	kissed,	the	soul	of	Adonis	passed	away.
Passionately	 the	 god	 besought	 Zeus	 to	 give	 her	 back	 her	 lost	 love,	 and	when
there	was	no	answer	 to	her	prayers,	she	cried	 in	bitterness,	"Yet	shall	 I	keep	a
memorial	of	Adonis	that	shall	be	everlasting	to	all!"	And,	as	she	spoke,	her	tears
and	his	blood,	mingling	together,	were	turned	into	flowers.
Yet,	even	then,	the	grief	of	Aphrodite	knew	no	abatement.	And	when	Zeus,	now
wearied	with	her	crying,	heard	her,	 to	his	amazement,	beg	 to	be	allowed	to	go
down	to	the	Shades	that	she	might	there	endure	eternal	twilight	with	the	mortal
man	of	her	heart,	his	soul	was	softened.
"Never	can	it	be	that	the	Queen	of	Love	and	of	Beauty	leaves	Olympus	and	the
pleasant	 earth	 to	 tread	 for	 evermore	 the	 dark	 Cocytus	 valley,"	 he	 said.	 "Nay,
rather	shall	I	permit	the	beauteous	youth	of	your	love	to	return	for	half	of	each
year	from	the	Underworld	that	you	and	he	may	together	know	the	joy	of	a	love
that	has	reached	fruition."
And	so,	it	came	to	pass	that	when	dark	winter's	gloom	was	past,	Adonis	returned
to	the	earth	and	to	the	arms	of	she	who	loved	him.
And	 when	 the	 time	 of	 the	 singing	 of	 birds	 has	 come,	 and	 the	 flowers	 have
thrown	 off	 their	 white	 snow	 pall,	 and	 the	 brown	 earth	 grows	 radiant	 in	 its
adornments	of	green	blade	 and	of	 fragrant	blossom,	we	know	 that	Adonis	has
returned	from	his	exile,	and	we	can	trace	his	footprints	by	the	fragile	flower	that
is	his	very	own,	the	white	flower	with	the	golden	heart,	that	trembles	in	the	wind
as	once	the	white	hands	of	a	grief-stricken	goddess	shook	for	sorrow.
"The	flower	of	Death"	is	the	name	that	the	Chinese	give	to	the	wind-flower,	the
wood-anemone.	Yet	surely	the	flower	that	was	born	of	tears	and	of	blood	tells	us
of	a	life	that	is	beyond	the	grave,	a	love	which	is	unending.
The	 cruel	 tusk	 of	 a	 rough,	 remorseless	 winter	 still	 yearly	 slays	 the	 "lovely
Adonis"	and	drives	him	down	to	the	Shades.	Yet	we	know	that	Spring,	with	its
Sursum	Corda,	will	return	as	long	as	the	earth	shall	endure,	even	as	the	sun	must
rise	each	day	so	long	as	time	shall	last.
	



HOW	THE	CENTAUR	TRAINED	THE	HEROES	ON
PELION

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Charles	Kingsley	in	The	Heroes,	Or	Greek	Fairy
Tales,	published	by	MacMillan	&	Co,	1889.

	

	

THE	OLD	HELLENS	SAID	THAT	A	golden	fleece	hung	in	Colchis,	which	we
call	the	Circassian	coast,	nailed	to	a	beech-tree	in	the	war-God’s	wood,	and	that
it	was	 the	 fleece	 of	 the	wondrous	 ram	who	bore	Phrixus	 and	Helle	 across	 the
Euxine	sea.	For	Phrixus	and	Helle	were	the	children	of	the	cloud-nymph,	and	of
Athamas	the	Minoan	king.	And	when	a	famine	came	upon	the	land,	their	cruel
step-mother	Ino	wished	to	kill	 them,	so	 that	her	own	children	might	reign,	and
said	that	they	must	be	sacrificed	on	an	altar,	to	turn	away	the	anger	of	the	Gods.
So	the	poor	children	were	brought	to	the	altar,	and	the	priest	stood	ready	with	his
knife,	when	out	of	the	clouds	came	the	Golden	Ram,	and	took	them	on	his	back,
and	 vanished.	 Then	madness	 came	 upon	 that	 foolish	 king,	 Athamas,	 and	 ruin
upon	Ino	and	her	children.	For	Athamas	killed	one	of	them	in	his	fury,	and	Ino
fled	from	him	with	the	other	in	her	arms,	and	leaped	from	a	cliff	into	the	sea,	and
was	 changed	 into	 a	 dolphin,	 such	 as	 you	 have	 seen,	 which	 wanders	 over	 the
waves	for	ever	sighing,	with	its	little	one	clasped	to	its	breast.
But	the	people	drove	out	King	Athamas,	because	he	had	killed	his	child,	and	he
roamed	about	in	his	misery,	till	he	came	to	the	Oracle	in	Delphi.	And	the	Oracle
told	him	that	he	must	wander	for	his	sin,	till	the	wild	beasts	should	feast	him	as
their	guest.	So	he	went	on	 in	hunger	and	sorrow	for	many	a	weary	day,	 till	he
saw	 a	 pack	 of	 wolves.	 The	 wolves	 were	 tearing	 a	 sheep,	 but	 when	 they	 saw
Athamas	they	fled,	and	left	the	sheep	for	him,	and	he	ate	of	it,	and	then	he	knew
that	 the	 oracle’s	 prophesy	was	 fulfilled	 at	 last.	 So	 he	 wandered	 no	more,	 but
settled,	and	built	a	town,	and	became	a	king	again.
But	the	ram	carried	the	two	children	far	away	over	land	and	sea,	till	he	came	to
the	 Thracian	 Chersonese,	 and	 there	 Helle	 fell	 into	 the	 sea.	 So	 those	 narrow
straits	are	called	‘Hellespont,’	after	her,	and	they	bear	that	name	until	this	day.
Then	the	ram	flew	on	with	Phrixus	to	the	north-east	across	the	sea,	which	we	call
the	 Black	 Sea	 now,	 but	 the	 Hellens	 call	 it	 Euxine.	 And	 at	 last,	 they	 say,	 he



stopped	 at	 Colchis,	 on	 the	 steep	 Circassian	 coast,	 and	 there	 Phrixus	 married
Chalciope,	the	daughter	of	Aietes	the	king,	and	offered	the	ram	in	sacrifice,	and
Aietes	nailed	the	ram’s	fleece	to	a	beech,	in	the	grove	of	Ares	the	war-God.
After	a	while	Phrixus	died,	and	was	buried,	but	his	spirit	had	no	rest,	for	he	was
buried	far	from	his	native	land,	and	the	pleasant	hills	of	Hellas.	So	he	came	in
dreams	to	the	heroes	of	the	Minoans,	and	called	sadly	by	their	beds,	“Come	and
set	my	spirit	free,	that	I	may	go	home	to	my	fathers	and	to	my	kinsfolk,	and	the
pleasant	Minoan	land.”
And	they	asked,	“How	shall	we	set	your	spirit	free?”
“You	must	sail	over	the	sea	to	Colchis,	and	bring	home	the	golden	fleece.	Then
my	spirit	will	come	back	with	it,	and	I	shall	sleep	with	my	fathers	and	have	rest.”
He	 came	 and	 called	 to	 them	 often,	 but	 when	 they	 woke	 they	 looked	 at	 each
other,	 and	 said,	 “Who	dare	 sail	 to	Colchis,	 or	 bring	home	 the	 golden	 fleece?”
And	 in	all	 the	country	no	one	was	brave	enough	 to	 try	 it,	 for	 the	man	and	 the
time	were	not	yet	come.
Phrixus	had	a	cousin	called	Æson,	who	was	king	in	Iolcos	by	the	sea.	There	he
ruled	over	the	rich	Minoan	heroes,	as	Athamas	his	uncle	ruled	in	Boeotia,	and,
like	Athamas,	he	was	an	unhappy	man.	For	he	had	a	step-brother	named	Pelias,
of	whom	some	said	that	he	was	a	nymph’s	son,	and	there	were	dark	and	sad	tales
about	his	birth.	When	he	was	 a	babe	he	was	 cast	out	on	 the	mountains,	 and	a
wild	mare	came	by	and	kicked	him.	But	a	shepherd	passing	found	the	baby,	with
its	 face	all	blackened	by	 the	blow,	and	 took	him	home,	 and	called	him	Pelias,
because	his	face	was	bruised	and	black.	And	he	grew	up	fierce	and	lawless,	and
did	many	a	fearful	deed,	and	at	last	he	drove	out	Æson	his	step-brother,	and	then
his	own	brother	Neleus,	 and	 took	 the	kingdom	for	himself,	 and	 ruled	over	 the
rich	Minoan	heroes,	in	Iolcos	by	the	sea.
And	Æson,	when	he	was	driven	out,	went	sadly	away	out	of	 the	 town,	 leading
his	 little	son	by	 the	hand,	and	he	said	 to	himself,	“I	must	hide	 the	child	 in	 the
mountains,	or	Pelias	will	surely	kill	him,	because	he	is	the	heir.”
So	he	went	up	from	the	sea	across	the	valley,	through	the	vineyards	and	the	olive
groves,	and	across	 the	 torrent	of	Anauros,	 toward	Pelion	 the	ancient	mountain,
whose	brows	are	white	with	snow.
He	went	up	and	up	into	the	mountain,	over	marsh,	and	crag,	and	down,	till	 the
boy	was	tired	and	footsore,	and	Æson	had	to	bear	him	in	his	arms,	till	he	came	to
the	mouth	of	a	lonely	cave,	at	the	foot	of	a	mighty	cliff.
Above	the	cliff	the	snow-wreaths	hung,	dripping	and	cracking	in	the	sun,	but	at
its	 foot	 around	 the	 cave’s	 mouth	 grew	 all	 fair	 flowers	 and	 herbs,	 as	 if	 in	 a
garden,	 ranged	 in	 order,	 each	 sort	 by	 itself.	 There	 they	 grew	 gaily	 in	 the
sunshine,	and	the	spray	of	the	torrent	from	above,	while	from	the	cave	came	the



sound	of	music,	and	a	man’s	voice	singing	to	the	harp.
Then	Æson	put	down	the	lad,	and	whispered,	“Fear	not,	but	go	in,	and	whoever
you	shall	find,	lay	your	hands	upon	his	knees,	and	say,	‘In	the	name	of	Zeus,	the
father	of	Gods	and	men,	I	am	your	guest	from	this	day	forth.’”
Then	the	lad	went	in	without	trembling,	for	he	too	was	a	hero’s	son.	but	when	he
was	within,	he	stopped	in	wonder	to	listen	to	that	magic	song.
And	 there	 he	 saw	 the	 singer	 lying	 upon	 bear-skins	 and	 fragrant	 boughs.	 The
singer	was	Cheiron,	the	ancient	centaur,	the	wisest	of	all	things	beneath	the	sky.
Down	to	the	waist	he	was	a	man,	but	below	he	was	a	noble	horse.	His	white	hair
rolled	down	over	his	broad	shoulders,	and	his	white	beard	over	his	broad	brown
chest,	and	his	eyes	were	wise	and	mild,	and	his	forehead	like	a	mountain-wall.
And	in	his	hands	he	held	a	harp	of	gold,	and	struck	it	with	a	golden	key,	and	as
he	struck,	he	sang	till	his	eyes	glittered,	and	filled	all	the	cave	with	light.
And	he	sang	of	the	birth	of	Time,	and	of	the	heavens	and	the	dancing	stars,	and
of	the	ocean,	and	the	ether,	and	the	fire,	and	the	shaping	of	the	wondrous	earth.
And	he	sang	of	the	treasures	of	the	hills,	and	the	hidden	jewels	of	the	mine,	and
the	veins	of	fire	and	metal,	and	the	virtues	of	all	healing	herbs,	and	of	the	speech
of	birds,	and	of	prophecy,	and	of	hidden	things	to	come.
Then	he	sang	of	health,	and	strength,	and	manhood,	and	a	valiant	heart,	and	of
music,	and	hunting,	and	wrestling,	and	all	the	games	which	heroes	love.	He	sang
of	travel,	and	wars,	and	sieges,	and	a	noble	death	in	fight,	and	then	he	sang	of
peace	and	plenty,	and	of	equal	justice	in	the	land,	and	as	he	sang	the	boy	listened
wide-eyed,	and	forgot	his	errand	in	the	song.
And	at	last	old	Cheiron	was	silent,	and	called	the	lad	with	a	soft	voice.
And	the	lad	ran	trembling	to	him,	and	would	have	laid	his	hands	upon	his	knees.
but	Cheiron	smiled,	and	said,	“Call	here	your	father,	Æson,	for	I	know	you,	and
all	that	has	befallen,	and	saw	you	both	from	far	off	in	the	valley,	even	before	you
left	the	town.”
Then	Æson	came	in	sadly,	and	Cheiron	asked	him,	“Why	did	you	not	come	to
me	yourself,	Æson	the	Æolid?’
And	Æson	said,	“I	thought,	Cheiron	will	pity	the	lad	if	he	sees	him	come	alone,
and	I	wished	to	see	whether	he	was	fearless,	and	dare	venture	like	a	hero’s	son.
But	now	I	entreat	you	by	Father	Zeus,	let	the	boy	be	your	guest	till	better	times,
and	 train	 him	 among	 the	 sons	 of	 the	 heroes,	 that	 he	may	 avenge	 his	 father’s
house.”
Then	Cheiron	smiled,	and	drew	the	lad	to	him,	and	laid	his	hand	upon	his	golden
locks,	and	said,	“Are	you	afraid	of	my	horse’s	hoofs,	fair	boy,	or	will	you	be	my
pupil	from	this	day?”



“I	would	gladly	have	horse’s	hoofs	like	you,	if	I	could	sing	such	songs	as	yours.”
And	 Cheiron	 laughed,	 and	 said,	 “Sit	 here	 by	 me	 till	 sundown,	 when	 your
playfellows	will	come	home,	and	you	shall	learn	like	them	to	be	a	king,	worthy
to	rule	over	gallant	men.’
Then	he	turned	to	Æson,	and	said,	“Go	back	in	peace,	and	bend	before	the	storm
like	 a	 prudent	 man.	 This	 boy	 shall	 not	 cross	 the	 Anauros	 again,	 till	 he	 has
become	a	glory	to	you	and	to	the	house	of	Æolus.”
And	Æson	wept	over	his	son	and	went	away,	but	the	boy	did	not	weep,	so	full
was	 his	 fancy	 of	 that	 strange	 cave,	 and	 the	 centaur,	 and	 his	 song,	 and	 the
playfellows	whom	he	was	to	see.
Then	Cheiron	put	the	lyre	into	his	hands,	and	taught	him	how	to	play	it,	till	the
sun	sank	low	behind	the	cliff,	and	a	shout	was	heard	outside.
And	then	in	came	the	sons	of	the	heroes,	Æneas,	and	Heracles,	and	Peleus,	and
many	another	mighty	name.
And	great	Cheiron	 leapt	 up	 joyfully,	 and	his	 hoofs	made	 the	 cave	 resound,	 as
they	shouted,	“Come	out,	Father	Cheiron.	Come	out	and	see	our	game.”	And	one
cried,	“I	have	killed	two	deer;”	and	another,	“I	took	a	wild	cat	among	the	crags;”
and	Heracles	dragged	a	wild	goat	after	him	by	its	horns,	for	he	was	as	huge	as	a
mountain	crag.	Coeneus	carried	a	bear-cub	under	each	arm,	and	 laughed	when
they	scratched	and	bit,	for	neither	tooth	nor	steel	could	wound	him.
And	Cheiron	praised	them	all,	each	according	to	his	deserts.
Only	one	walked	apart	and	silent.	He	was	Asclepius,	the	too-wise	child,	with	his
bosom	full	of	herbs	and	flowers,	and	round	his	wrist	a	spotted	snake.	He	came
with	downcast	 eyes	 to	Cheiron,	 and	whispered	how	he	had	watched	 the	 snake
cast	 its	old	 skin,	and	grow	young	again	before	his	eyes,	and	how	he	had	gone
down	into	a	village	in	the	vale,	and	cured	a	dying	man	with	a	herb	which	he	had
seen	a	sick	goat	eat.
And	Cheiron	smiled,	and	said,	‘To	each	Athené	and	Apollo	give	some	gift,	and
each	is	worthy	in	his	place,	but	to	this	child	they	have	given	an	honour	beyond
all	honours,	to	cure	while	others	kill.’
Then	 the	 lads	 brought	 in	wood,	 and	 split	 it,	 and	 lighted	 a	 blazing	 fire.	Others
skinned	the	deer	and	quartered	 them,	and	set	 them	to	roast	before	 the	fire,	and
while	 the	 venison	 was	 cooking	 they	 bathed	 in	 the	 snow-torrent,	 and	 washed
away	the	dust	and	sweat.
And	then	all	ate	till	they	could	eat	no	more	(for	they	had	tasted	nothing	since	the
dawn),	and	drank	of	the	clear	spring	water,	for	wine	is	not	fit	for	growing	lads.
And	when	 the	 remnants	were	put	 away,	 they	 all	 lay	down	upon	 the	 skins	 and
leaves	about	the	fire,	and	each	took	the	lyre	in	turn,	and	sang	and	played	with	all



his	heart.
And	after	a	while	 they	all	went	out	 to	a	plot	of	grass	at	 the	cave’s	mouth,	and
there	they	boxed,	and	ran,	and	wrestled,	and	laughed	till	the	stones	fell	from	the
cliffs.
Then	Cheiron	took	his	lyre,	and	all	the	lads	joined	hands,	and	as	he	played,	they
danced	to	his	measure,	in	and	out,	and	round	and	round.	There	they	danced	hand
in	hand,	till	the	night	fell	over	land	and	sea,	while	the	black	glen	shone	with	their
broad	white	limbs	and	the	gleam	of	their	golden	hair.
And	 the	 lad	 danced	 with	 them,	 delighted,	 and	 then	 slept	 a	 wholesome	 sleep,
upon	 fragrant	 leaves	of	bay,	 and	myrtle,	 and	marjoram,	 and	 flowers	of	 thyme.
He	rose	at	the	dawn,	and	bathed	in	the	torrent,	and	became	a	schoolfellow	to	the
heroes’	 sons,	 and	 forgot	 Iolcos,	 and	 his	 father,	 and	 all	 his	 former	 life.	But	 he
grew	strong,	and	brave	and	cunning,	upon	the	pleasant	downs	of	Pelion,	 in	the
keen	hungry	mountain	air.	And	he	learnt	to	wrestle,	and	to	box,	and	to	hunt,	and
to	play	upon	the	harp.	Next	he	learnt	to	ride,	for	old	Cheiron	used	to	mount	him
on	his	back,	and	he	 learnt	 the	virtues	of	all	herbs	and	how	to	cure	all	wounds,
and	Cheiron	called	him	Jason	the	healer,	and	that	is	his	name	until	this	day.
	



HOW	JASON	LOST	HIS	SANDAL	IN	ANAUROS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Charles	Kingsley	in	The	Heroes,	Or	Greek	Fairy
Tales,	published	by	MacMillan	&	Co,	1889.

	

	

AND	TEN	YEARS	CAME	AND	WENT,	and	Jason	was	grown	to	be	a	mighty
man.	Some	of	 his	 fellows	were	 gone,	 and	 some	were	 growing	up	by	 his	 side.
Asclepius	was	gone	into	Peloponnese	to	work	his	wondrous	cures	on	men,	and
some	say	he	used	to	raise	the	dead	to	life.	And	Heracles	was	gone	to	Thebes	to
fulfil	 those	 famous	 labours	 which	 have	 become	 a	 proverb	 among	 men.	 And
Peleus	 had	married	 a	 sea-nymph,	 and	 his	wedding	 is	 famous	 to	 this	 day.	And
Æneas	was	gone	home	to	Troy,	and	many	a	noble	tale	you	will	read	of	him,	and
of	all	the	other	gallant	heroes,	the	scholars	of	Cheiron	the	just.	And	it	happened
on	a	day	that	Jason	stood	on	the	mountain,	and	looked	north	and	south	and	east
and	west,	and	Cheiron	stood	by	him	and	watched	him,	for	he	knew	that	the	time
was	come.
And	Jason	looked	and	saw	the	plains	of	Thessaly,	where	the	Lapithai	breed	their
horses,	and	 the	 lake	of	Boibé,	and	 the	stream	which	 runs	northward	 to	Peneus
and	Tempe,	and	he	 looked	north,	and	saw	the	mountain	wall	which	guards	 the
Magnesian	 shore,	 Olympus,	 the	 seat	 of	 the	 Immortals,	 and	 Ossa,	 and	 Pelion,
where	he	stood.	Then	he	looked	east	and	saw	the	bright	blue	sea,	which	stretched
away	for	ever	toward	the	dawn.	Then	he	looked	south,	and	saw	a	pleasant	land,
with	white-walled	 towns	 and	 farms,	 nestling	 along	 the	 shore	 of	 a	 land-locked
bay,	 while	 the	 smoke	 rose	 blue	 among	 the	 trees.	 He	 knew	 it	 for	 the	 bay	 of
Pagasai,	and	the	rich	lowlands	of	Hæmonia,	and	Iolcos	by	the	sea.
Then	he	sighed,	and	asked,	“Is	it	true	what	the	heroes	tell	me.	Am	I	heir	of	that
fair	land?”
“And	what	good	would	it	be	to	you,	Jason,	if	you	were	heir	of	that	fair	land?”
“I	would	take	it	and	keep	it.”
“A	 strong	man	has	 taken	 it	 and	 kept	 it	 long.	Are	 you	 stronger	 than	Pelias	 the
terrible?”
“I	can	try	my	strength	with	his,”	said	Jason
But	Cheiron	sighed,	and	said	“You	have	many	a	danger	to	go	through	before	you



rule	in	Iolcos	by	the	sea.	Many	a	danger	and	many	a	woe,	and	strange	troubles	in
strange	lands,	such	as	man	never	saw	before.”
“The	happier	I	will	be,”	said	Jason,	“to	see	what	man	never	saw	before.”
And	Cheiron	sighed	again,	and	said,	“The	eaglet	must	leave	the	nest	when	it	is
fledged.	Will	you	go	to	Iolcos	by	the	sea?	Then	promise	me	two	things	before
you	go.”
Jason	 promised,	 and	Cheiron	 answered,	 “Speak	 harshly	 to	 no	 soul	whom	you
may	meet,	and	stand	by	the	word	which	you	shall	speak.”
Jason	wondered	why	Cheiron	asked	 this	of	him,	but	he	knew	 that	 the	Centaur
was	a	prophet,	and	saw	things	long	before	they	came.	So	he	promised,	and	leapt
down	the	mountain,	to	take	his	fortune	like	a	man.
He	went	down	through	the	arbutus	thickets,	and	across	the	downs	of	thyme,	till
he	came	to	the	vineyard	walls,	and	the	pomegranates	and	the	olives	in	the	glen,
and	there	among	the	olives	roared	the	river	Anauros,	all	foaming	with	a	summer
flood.
And	on	the	bank	of	Anauros	sat	a	woman,	all	wrinkled,	grey,	and	old.	Her	head
shook	palsied	on	her	breast,	and	her	hands	shook	palsied	on	her	knees,	and	when
she	saw	Jason,	she	spoke,	whining,	“Who	will	carry	me	across	the	flood?”
Jason	was	bold	and	hasty,	and	was	just	going	to	leap	into	the	flood,	and	yet	he
thought	 twice	 before	 he	 leapt,	 so	 loud	 roared	 the	 torrent,	 all	 brown	 from	 the
mountain	 rains,	 and	 silver-veined	with	melting	 snow.	Underneath	 that	 roar	 he
could	 hear	 the	 boulders	 rumbling	 like	 the	 tramp	 of	 horsemen	 or	 the	 roll	 of
wheels,	as	they	ground	along	the	narrow	channel,	and	shook	the	rocks	on	which
he	stood.
But	 the	 old	woman	whined	 all	 the	more,	 “I	 am	weak	 and	 old,	 fair	 youth.	 For
Hera’s	sake,	carry	me	over	the	torrent.”
And	Jason	was	going	to	answer	her	scornfully,	when	Cheiron’s	words	came	to
his	mind.
So	he	 said,	 “For	Hera’s	 sake,	 the	Queen	of	 the	 Immortals	 on	Olympus,	 I	will
carry	you	over	the	torrent,	unless	we	both	are	drowned	midway.”
Then	the	old	dame	leapt	upon	his	back,	as	nimbly	as	a	goat,	and	Jason	staggered
in,	wondering.	and	the	first	step	was	up	to	his	knees.
The	second	step	was	up	to	his	waist,	and	the	stones	rolled	about	his	feet,	and	his
feet	slipped	about	 the	stones,	 so	he	went	on	staggering,	and	panting,	while	 the
old	woman	 cried	 from	 off	 his	 back,	 “Fool,	 you	 have	wet	my	mantle!	Do	 you
make	game	of	poor	old	souls	like	me?”
Jason	had	half	a	mind	to	drop	her,	and	let	her	get	through	the	torrent	by	herself,



but	Cheiron’s	words	were	in	his	mind,	and	he	said	only,	“Patience,	mother.	The
best	horse	may	stumble.”
At	last	he	staggered	to	the	shore,	and	set	her	down	upon	the	bank,	and	a	strong
man	he	needed	to	have	been,	or	that	wild	water	he	never	would	have	crossed.
He	lay	panting	awhile	upon	the	bank,	and	then	leapt	up	to	go	upon	his	journey,
but	 he	 cast	 one	 look	 at	 the	old	woman,	 for	 he	 thought,	 “She	 should	 thank	me
once	at	least.”
And	 as	 he	 looked,	 she	 grew	 fairer	 than	 all	women,	 and	 taller	 than	 all	men	on
earth,	and	her	garments	shone	like	the	summer	sea,	and	her	jewels	like	the	stars
of	heaven.	Over	her	forehead	was	a	veil	woven	of	the	golden	clouds	of	sunset,
and	through	the	veil	she	looked	down	on	him,	with	great	soft	heifer’s	eyes,	with
great	eyes,	mild	and	awful,	which	filled	all	the	glen	with	light.
And	Jason	fell	upon	his	knees,	and	hid	his	face	between	his	hands.
And	she	 spoke,	 “I	 am	 the	Queen	of	Olympus,	Hera,	 the	wife	of	Zeus.	As	you
have	done	for	me,	so	will	I	do	for	you.	Call	on	me	in	your	hour	of	need,	and	see
if	the	Immortals	forget.’
And	when	Jason	looked	up,	she	rose	from	off	the	earth,	like	a	pillar	of	tall	white
cloud,	and	 floated	away	across	 the	mountain	peaks,	 toward	Olympus,	 the	holy
hill.
Then	a	great	fear	fell	on	Jason,	but	after	a	while	he	grew	light	of	heart,	and	he
blessed	 old	 Cheiron,	 and	 said,	 “Surely	 the	 Centaur	 is	 a	 prophet,	 and	 guessed
what	would	come	 to	pass,	when	he	bade	me	speak	harshly	 to	no	soul	whom	I
might	meet.”
Then	he	went	down	toward	Iolcos,	and	as	he	walked	he	found	that	he	had	lost
one	of	his	sandals	in	the	flood.
And	as	he	went	through	the	streets,	 the	people	came	out	to	look	at	him,	so	tall
and	 fair	was	he,	 but	 some	of	 the	 elders	whispered	 together,	 and	 at	 last	 one	of
them	stopped	Jason,	and	called	to	him,	“Fair	lad,	who	are	you,	and	where	do	you
come	from,	and	what	is	your	errand	in	the	town?”
“My	name,	good	father,	is	Jason,	and	I	come	from	Pelion	up	above.	My	errand	is
to	Pelias	your	king.	Tell	me	then	where	his	palace	is.”
But	the	old	man	started,	and	grew	pale,	and	said,	“Do	you	not	know	the	oracle,
my	son,	that	you	go	so	boldly	through	the	town	with	but	one	sandal	on?”
“I	am	a	stranger	here,	and	know	of	no	oracle.	But	what	of	my	one	sandal?	I	lost
the	other	in	Anauros,	while	I	was	struggling	with	the	flood.”
Then	the	old	man	looked	back	to	his	companions,	and	one	sighed,	and	another
smiled.	At	last	he	said,	“I	will	tell	you,	lest	you	rush	upon	your	ruin	unawares.



The	 oracle	 in	Delphi	 has	 said	 that	 a	man	wearing	 one	 sandal	 should	 take	 the
kingdom	from	Pelias,	and	keep	it	for	himself.	Therefore,	beware	how	you	go	up
to	his	palace,	for	he	is	the	fiercest	and	most	cunning	of	all	kings.”
Then	 Jason	 laughed	 a	 great	 laugh,	 like	 a	war-horse	 in	 his	 pride.	 “Good	news,
good	father,	both	for	you	and	me.	For	that	very	end	have	I	come	into	the	town.”
Then	he	strode	on	toward	the	palace	of	Pelias,	while	all	the	people	wondered	at
his	bearing.
And	he	stood	in	the	doorway	and	cried,	“Come	out,	come	out,	Pelias	the	valiant,
and	fight	for	your	kingdom	like	a	man.”
Pelias	came	out	wondering.	“Who	are	you,	bold	youth?”	he	cried.
“I	am	Jason,	the	son	of	Æson,	the	heir	of	all	this	land.”
Then	 Pelias	 lifted	 up	 his	 hands	 and	 eyes,	 and	 wept,	 or	 seemed	 to	 weep,	 and
blessed	 the	heavens	which	had	brought	his	nephew	to	him,	never	 to	 leave	him
more.	“For,”	said	he,	“I	have	but	three	daughters,	and	no	son	to	be	my	heir.	You
shall	be	my	heir	then,	and	rule	the	kingdom	after	me,	and	marry	whichsoever	of
my	 daughters	 you	 shall	 choose.	 Though	 you	 will	 find	 it	 a	 sad	 kingdom,	 and
whosoever	rules	it	is	a	miserable	man.	But	come	in,	come	in,	and	feast.”
So	he	drew	Jason	in,	whether	he	would	or	not,	and	spoke	to	him	so	lovingly	and
feasted	 him	 so	well,	 that	 Jason’s	 anger	 passed.	After	 supper	 his	 three	 cousins
came	into	the	hall,	and	Jason	thought	that	he	should	like	well	enough	to	have	one
of	them	for	his	wife.
But	at	last	he	said	to	Pelias,	“Why	do	you	look	so	sad,	my	uncle?	And	what	did
you	mean	just	now	when	you	said	that	this	was	a	doleful	kingdom,	and	its	ruler	a
miserable	man?”
Then	Pelias	sighed	heavily	again	and	again	and	again,	like	a	man	who	had	to	tell
some	dreadful	story,	and	was	afraid	to	begin,	but	at	last	he	said,	“For	seven	long
years	 and	more	 have	 I	 never	 known	 a	 quiet	 night,	 and	 no	more	 will	 he	 who
comes	after	me,	till	the	golden	fleece	is	brought	home.’
Then	he	told	Jason	the	story	of	Phrixus,	and	of	the	golden	fleece,	and	told	him,
too,	which	was	a	lie,	that	Phrixus’	spirit	tormented	him,	calling	to	him	day	and
night.	And	his	daughters	came,	and	told	the	same	tale	(for	their	father	had	taught
them	 their	 parts),	 and	 wept,	 and	 said,	 “Oh	 who	 will	 bring	 home	 the	 golden
fleece,	that	our	uncle’s	spirit	may	rest,	and	that	we	may	have	rest	also,	whom	he
never	lets	sleep	in	peace?”
Jason	sat	awhile,	sad	and	silent,	for	he	had	often	heard	of	that	golden	fleece,	but
he	looked	on	it	as	a	thing	hopeless	and	impossible	for	any	mortal	man	to	win.
But	when	Pelias	 saw	him	 silent,	 he	 began	 to	 talk	 of	 other	 things,	 and	 courted
Jason	more	and	more,	 speaking	 to	him	as	 if	he	was	certain	 to	be	his	heir,	 and



asking	 his	 advice	 about	 the	 kingdom,	 till	 Jason,	 who	 was	 young	 and	 simple,
could	not	help	saying	to	himself,	“Surely	he	is	not	 the	dark	man	whom	people
call	 him.	 Yet	 why	 did	 he	 drive	 my	 father	 out?”	 And	 he	 asked	 Pelias	 boldly,
“Men	say	 that	you	are	 terrible,	 and	a	man	of	blood,	but	 I	 find	you	a	kind	and
hospitable	man,	and	as	you	are	to	me,	so	will	I	be	to	you.	Yet	why	did	you	drive
my	father	out?”
Pelias	smiled,	and	sighed.	“Men	have	slandered	me	in	that,	as	in	all	things.	Your
father	was	growing	old	and	weary,	and	he	gave	the	kingdom	up	to	me	of	his	own
will.	You	shall	see	him	tomorrow,	and	ask	him,	and	he	will	tell	you	the	same.”
Jason’s	heart	leapt	when	he	heard	that	he	was	to	see	his	father,	and	he	believed
all	that	Pelias	said,	forgetting	that	his	father	might	not	dare	to	tell	the	truth.
“One	thing	more	there	is,”	said	Pelias,	“on	which	I	need	your	advice,	for,	though
you	are	young,	I	see	in	you	a	wisdom	beyond	your	years.	There	is	one	neighbour
of	mine,	whom	I	dread	more	than	all	men	on	earth.	I	am	stronger	than	he	now,
and	can	command	him,	but	 I	know	 that	 if	he	stay	among	us,	he	will	work	my
ruin	in	the	end.	Can	you	give	me	a	plan,	Jason,	by	which	I	can	rid	myself	of	that
man?”
After	a	while	Jason	answered,	half	laughing,	“Were	I	you,	I	would	send	him	to
fetch	that	same	golden	fleece,	for	if	he	once	set	forth	after	it	you	would	never	be
troubled	with	him	more.”
And	at	that	a	bitter	smile	came	across	Pelias’	lips,	and	a	flash	of	wicked	joy	into
his	eyes,	and	Jason	saw	it,	and	started,	and	over	his	mind	came	the	warning	of
the	 old	man,	 and	 his	 own	 one	 sandal,	 and	 the	 oracle,	 and	 he	 saw	 that	 he	was
taken	in	a	trap.
But	Pelias	only	answered	gently,	“My	son,	he	shall	be	sent	forthwith.”
“You	 mean	 me?”	 cried	 Jason,	 starting	 up,	 “because	 I	 came	 here	 with	 one
sandal?”	And	he	lifted	his	fist	angrily,	while	Pelias	stood	up	to	him	like	a	wolf	at
bay,	and	which	of	 the	two	was	the	stronger	and	the	fiercer	 it	would	be	hard	to
tell.
But	after	a	moment	Pelias	 spoke	gently,	“Why	are	you	so	 rash,	my	son?	You,
and	not	I,	have	said	what	is	said.	Why	blame	me	for	what	I	have	not	done?	Had
you	bid	me	 love	 the	man	of	whom	I	 spoke,	and	make	him	my	son-in-law	and
heir,	I	would	have	obeyed	you,	and	what	if	I	obey	you	now,	and	send	the	man	to
win	himself	immortal	fame?	I	have	not	harmed	you,	or	him.	One	thing	at	least	I
know,	 that	 he	 will	 go,	 and	 that	 gladly,	 for	 he	 has	 a	 hero’s	 heart	 within	 him,
loving	glory,	and	scorning	to	break	the	word	which	he	has	given.”
Jason	saw	that	he	was	trapped,	but	his	second	promise	to	Cheiron	came	into	his
mind,	 and	 he	 thought,	 “What	 if	 the	 Centaur	 were	 a	 prophet	 in	 that	 also,	 and
meant	 that	 I	 should	win	 the	 fleece!”	 Then	 he	 cried	 aloud,	 “You	 have	 spoken



well,	cunning	uncle	of	mine!	I	love	glory,	and	I	dare	keep	to	my	word.	I	will	go
and	fetch	this	golden	fleece.	Promise	me	but	this	in	return,	and	keep	your	word
as	I	keep	mine.	Treat	my	father	lovingly	while	I	am	gone,	for	the	sake	of	the	all-
seeing	Zeus,	 and	give	me	up	 the	kingdom	for	my	own	on	 the	day	 that	 I	bring
back	the	golden	fleece.’
Then	Pelias	looked	at	him	and	almost	loved	him,	in	the	midst	of	all	his	hate,	and
said,	“I	promise,	and	I	will	perform.	It	will	be	no	shame	to	give	up	my	kingdom
to	the	man	who	wins	that	fleece.”	Then	they	swore	a	great	oath	between	them,
and	afterwards	both	went	in,	and	lay	down	to	sleep.
But	 Jason	could	not	 sleep	 for	 thinking	of	his	mighty	oath,	 and	how	he	was	 to
fulfil	it,	all	alone,	and	without	wealth	or	friends.	So	he	tossed	a	long	time	upon
his	bed,	and	thought	of	this	plan	and	of	that,	and	sometimes	Phrixus	seemed	to
call	him,	in	a	thin	voice,	faint	and	low,	as	if	it	came	from	far	across	the	sea,	“Let
me	come	home	to	my	fathers	and	have	rest.”	And	sometimes	he	seemed	to	see
the	eyes	of	Hera,	and	to	hear	her	words	again,	“Call	on	me	in	your	hour	of	need,
and	see	if	the	Immortals	forget.”
And	on	the	morrow	he	went	to	Pelias,	and	said,	“Give	me	a	victim,	that	I	may
sacrifice	to	Hera.”	So	he	went	up,	and	offered	his	sacrifice,	and	as	he	stood	by
the	altar	Hera	sent	a	thought	into	his	mind,	and	he	went	back	to	Pelias,	and	said,
“If	you	are	indeed	in	earnest,	give	me	two	heralds,	that	they	may	go	round	to	all
the	princes	of	the	Minoai,	who	were	pupils	of	the	Centaur	with	me,	that	we	may
fit	out	a	ship	together,	and	take	what	shall	befall.”
At	 that	Pelias	praised	his	wisdom,	and	hastened	 to	send	 the	heralds	out,	 for	he
said	 in	his	heart,	“Let	all	 the	princes	go	with	him,	and,	 like	him,	never	 return.
For	so	I	shall	be	lord	of	all	the	Minoai,	and	the	greatest	king	in	Hellas.”
	



HOW	THEY	BUILT	THE	SHIP	“ARGO”	IN	IOLCOS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Charles	Kingsley	in	The	Heroes,	Or	Greek	Fairy
Tales,	published	by	MacMillan	&	Co,	1889.

	

	

SO	THE	HERALDS	WENT	OUT,	AND	cried	 to	all	 the	heroes	of	 the	Minoai,
‘Who	dare	come	to	the	adventure	of	the	golden	fleece?’
And	 Hera	 stirred	 the	 hearts	 of	 all	 the	 princes,	 and	 they	 came	 from	 all	 their
valleys	to	the	yellow	sands	of	Pagasai.	And	first	came	Heracles	the	mighty,	with
his	 lion’s	skin	and	club,	and	behind	him	Hylas	his	young	squire,	who	bore	his
arrows	and	his	bow,	and	Tiphys,	the	skilful	steersman,	and	Butes,	the	fairest	of
all	 men.	 Then	 came	 Castor	 and	 Polydeuces	 the	 twins,	 the	 sons	 of	 the	 magic
swan,	and	Cæneus,	the	strongest	of	mortals,	whom	the	Centaurs	tried	in	vain	to
kill,	and	overwhelmed	him	with	trunks	of	pine-trees,	but	even	so	he	would	not
die,	 and	 there	 also	 came	Zetes	 and	Calais,	 the	winged	 sons	of	 the	north	wind,
and,	 Peleus,	 the	 father	 of	 Achilles,	 whose	 bride	 was	 silver-footed	 Thetis,	 the
goddess	 of	 the	 sea.	 Telamon	 and	Oileus,	 the	 fathers	 of	 the	 two	Aiantes,	 who
fought	 upon	 the	 plains	 of	 Troy,	 joined	 the	 crew,	 as	 did	 Mopsus,	 the	 wise
soothsayer,	who	knew	the	speech	of	birds,	and	Idmon,	to	whom	Phoebus	gave	a
tongue	 to	 prophesy	of	 things	 to	 come,	 and	Ancaios,	who	 could	 read	 the	 stars,
and	knew	all	 the	circles	of	 the	heavens,	and	Argus,	 the	famed	shipbuilder,	and
many	a	hero	more,	in	helmets	of	brass	and	gold	with	tall	dyed	horse-hair	crests,
and	 embroidered	 shirts	 of	 linen	 beneath	 their	 coats	 of	 mail,	 and	 greaves	 of
polished	tin	to	guard	their	knees	in	fight.	Each	man	carried	his	shield	upon	his
shoulder,	made	of	many	folds	of	tough	bull’s	hide,	with	his	sword	of	tempered
bronze	 in	his	 silver-studded	belt,	 and	 in	his	 right	hand	a	pair	 of	 lances,	 of	 the
heavy	white	ash-staves.
So	they	came	down	to	Iolcos,	and	all	the	city	came	out	to	meet	them,	and	were
never	 tired	 with	 looking	 at	 their	 height,	 and	 their	 beauty,	 and	 their	 gallant
bearing	and	 the	glitter	of	 their	 inlaid	arms.	And	some	said,	 ‘Never	was	such	a
gathering	of	 the	heroes	 since	 the	Hellens	conquered	 the	 land.’	But	 the	women
sighed	over	them,	and	whispered,	“Alas!	they	are	all	going	to	their	death!”
Then	they	felled	the	pines	on	Pelion,	and	shaped	them	with	the	axe,	and	Argus
taught	them	to	build	a	galley,	the	first	long	ship	which	ever	sailed	the	seas.	They



pierced	her	for	fifty	oars,	an	oar	for	each	hero	of	the	crew,	and	pitched	her	with
coal-black	pitch,	and	painted	her	bows	with	vermilion,	and	they	named	her	Argo
after	Argus,	and	worked	at	her	all	day	long.	And	at	night	Pelias	feasted	them	like
a	king,	and	they	slept	in	his	palace-porch.
But	Jason	went	away	to	the	northward,	and	into	the	land	of	Thrace,	till	he	found
Orpheus,	 the	 prince	 of	minstrels,	 where	 he	 dwelt	 in	 his	 cave	 under	 Rhodope,
among	 the	 savage	 Cicon	 tribes.	 And	 he	 asked	 him,	 “Will	 you	 leave	 your
mountains,	 Orpheus,	my	 fellow-scholar	 in	 old	 times,	 and	 cross	 Strymon	 once
more	with	me,	to	sail	with	the	heroes	of	the	Minoai,	and	bring	home	the	golden
fleece,	 and	 charm	 for	 us	 all	 men	 and	 all	 monsters	 with	 your	magic	 harp	 and
song?”
Then	Orpheus	sighed,	“Have	I	not	had	enough	of	toil	and	of	weary	wandering,
far	and	wide	since	I	lived	in	Cheiron’s	cave,	above	Iolcos	by	the	sea?	In	vain	is
the	skill	and	the	voice	which	my	goddess	mother	gave	me.	In	vain	have	I	sung
and	 laboured.	 In	 vain	 I	went	 down	 to	 the	 dead,	 and	 charmed	 all	 the	 kings	 of
Hades,	to	win	back	Eurydice	my	bride.	For	I	won	her,	my	beloved,	and	lost	her
again	the	same	day,	and	wandered	away	in	my	madness,	even	to	Egypt	and	the
Libyan	sands,	and	the	isles	of	all	the	seas,	driven	on	by	the	terrible	gadfly,	while
I	charmed	in	vain	the	hearts	of	men,	and	the	savage	forest	beasts,	and	the	trees,
and	 the	 lifeless	 stones,	with	my	magic	 harp	 and	 song,	 giving	 rest,	 but	 finding
none.	 But	 at	 last	 Calliope	my	mother	 delivered	me,	 and	 brought	me	 home	 in
peace,	 and	 I	 dwell	 here	 in	 the	 cave	 alone,	 among	 the	 savage	 Cicon	 tribes,
softening	 their	wild	hearts	with	music	and	 the	gentle	 laws	of	Zeus.	And	now	I
must	go	out	again,	to	the	ends	of	all	the	earth,	far	away	into	the	misty	darkness,
to	the	last	wave	of	the	Eastern	Sea.	But	what	is	doomed	must	be,	and	a	friend’s
demand	obeyed,	 for	prayers	are	 the	daughters	of	Zeus,	 and	who	honours	 them
honours	him.”
Then	Orpheus	rose	up	sighing,	and	took	his	harp,	and	went	over	Strymon.	And
he	led	Jason	to	the	south-west,	up	the	banks	of	Haliacmon	and	over	the	spurs	of
Pindus,	to	Doona,	the	town	of	Zeus,	where	it	stood	by	the	side	of	the	sacred	lake,
and	the	fountain	which	breathed	out	fire	in	the	darkness	of	the	ancient	oakwood
beneath	 the	mountain	of	 the	hundred	springs.	And	he	 led	him	 to	 the	holy	oak,
where	the	black	dove	settled	in	old	times,	and	was	changed	into	the	priestess	of
Zeus,	and	gave	oracles	to	all	nations	round.	And	he	bade	him	cut	down	a	bough,
and	sacrifice	to	Hera	and	to	Zeus,	and	they	took	the	bough	and	came	to	Iolcos,
and	nailed	it	to	the	beak-head	of	the	ship.
And	at	last	the	ship	was	finished,	and	they	tried	to	launch	her	down	the	beach,
but	 she	was	 too	 heavy	 for	 them	 to	move	 her,	 and	 her	 keel	 sank	 deep	 into	 the
sand.	Then	 all	 the	 heroes	 looked	 at	 each	 other	 blushing,	 but	 Jason	 spoke,	 and
said,	“Let	us	ask	the	magic	bough.	Perhaps	it	can	help	us	in	our	need.”



Then	a	voice	came	from	the	bough,	and	Jason	heard	the	words	it	said,	and	bade
Orpheus	play	upon	 the	harp,	while	 the	heroes	waited	 round,	 holding	 the	pine-
trunk	rollers,	to	help	her	toward	the	sea.
Then	Orpheus	took	his	harp,	and	began	his	magic	song:
“How	sweet	it	is	to	ride	upon	the	surges,
and	to	leap	from	wave	to	wave,
while	the	wind	sings	cheerful	in	the	cordage,
and	the	oars	flash	fast	among	the	foam!
	

How	sweet	it	is	to	roam	across	the	ocean,
and	see	new	towns	and	wondrous	lands,
and	to	come	home	laden	with	treasure,
and	to	win	undying	fame!”
	

And	the	good	ship	Argo	heard	him,	and	longed	to	be	away	and	out	at	sea,	till	she
stirred	 in	 every	 timber,	 and	 heaved	 from	 stem	 to	 stern,	 and	 leapt	 up	 from	 the
sand	upon	 the	 rollers,	and	plunged	onward	 like	a	gallant	horse,	and	 the	heroes
fed	her	path	with	pine-trunks,	till	she	rushed	into	the	whispering	sea.
Then	 they	 stored	 her	 well	 with	 food	 and	 water,	 and	 pulled	 the	 ladder	 up	 on
board,	 and	 settled	 themselves	 each	man	 to	 his	 oar,	 and	 kept	 time	 to	Orpheus’
harp,	and	away	across	the	bay	they	rowed	southward,	while	the	people	lined	the
cliffs,	and	the	women	wept,	while	the	men	shouted,	at	the	starting	of	that	gallant
crew.
	



HOW	THE	ARGONAUTS	SAILED	TO	COLCHIS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Charles	Kingsley	in	The	Heroes,	Or	Greek	Fairy
Tales,	published	by	MacMillan	&	Co,	1889.

	

	

THE	HEROES	 CAME	 TO	APHETAI,	 ACROSS	 the	 bay,	 and	 waited	 for	 the
south-west	wind,	and	chose	themselves	a	captain	from	their	crew.	They	all	called
for	Heracles,	because	he	was	the	strongest	and	most	huge,	but	Heracles	refused,
and	called	for	Jason,	because	he	was	the	wisest	of	them	all.	So	Jason	was	chosen
captain,	and	Orpheus	heaped	a	pile	of	wood,	and	slew	a	bull,	and	offered	 it	 to
Hera,	 and	called	all	 the	heroes	 to	 stand	 round,	 each	man’s	head	crowned	with
olive,	and	to	strike	their	swords	into	the	bull.	Then	he	filled	a	golden	goblet	with
the	 bull’s	 blood,	 and	with	wheaten	 flour,	 and	 honey,	 and	wine,	 and	 the	 bitter
salt-sea	water,	and	bade	the	heroes	taste.	So	each	tasted	the	goblet,	and	passed	it
round,	and	vowed	an	awful	vow.	They	vowed	before	the	sun,	and	the	night,	and
the	 blue-haired	 sea	 who	 shakes	 the	 land,	 to	 stand	 by	 Jason	 faithfully	 in	 the
adventure	of	the	golden	fleece.	Whosoever	shrank	back,	or	disobeyed,	or	turned
traitor	 to	his	vow,	 then	 justice	should	minister	against	him,	and	he	should	 feel
the	wrath	of	the	Erinnues	who	track	guilty	men.
Then	Jason	lighted	the	pile,	and	burnt	the	carcass	of	the	bull,	and	they	went	to
their	ship	and	sailed	eastward,	like	men	who	have	a	job	to	do,	and	the	place	from
which	they	went	was	called	Aphetai,	the	sailing-place,	from	that	day	forth.	Three
thousand	years	and	more	ago	they	sailed	away,	into	the	unknown	Eastern	seas,
and	great	nations	have	come	and	gone	since	then,	and	many	a	storm	has	swept
the	 earth,	 and	 many	 a	 mighty	 armament	 has	 wreaked	 havoc,	 to	 which	 Argo
would	 be	 but	 one	 small	 boat.	 English	 and	 French,	 Turkish	 and	Russian,	 have
sailed	those	waters	since,	yet	the	fame	of	that	small	Argo	lives	for	ever,	and	her
name	is	become	a	proverb	among	men.
So	they	sailed	past	the	Isle	of	Sciathos,	with	the	Cape	of	Sepius	on	their	left,	and
turned	 to	 the	northward	 toward	Pelion,	up	 the	 long	Magnesian	 shore.	On	 their
right	hand	was	the	open	sea,	and	on	their	left	old	Pelion	rose,	while	the	clouds
crawled	 round	 his	 dark	 pine-forests,	 and	 his	 caps	 of	 summer	 snow.	And	 their
hearts	yearned	for	the	dear	old	mountain,	as	they	thought	of	pleasant	days	gone
by,	and	of	the	sports	of	their	boyhood,	and	their	hunting,	and	their	schooling	in



the	cave	beneath	 the	cliff.	And	at	 last	Peleus	spoke,	“Let	us	 land	here,	friends,
and	climb	the	dear	old	hill	once	more.	We	are	going	on	a	fearful	journey,	who
knows	if	we	shall	see	Pelion	again?	Let	us	go	up	to	Cheiron	our	master,	and	ask
his	blessing	before	we	start.	And	I	have	a	boy,	too,	with	him,	whom	he	trains	as
he	trained	me	once,	the	son	whom	Thetis	brought	me,	the	silver-footed	lady	of
the	sea,	whom	I	caught	in	the	cave,	and	tamed	her,	though	she	changed	her	shape
seven	 times.	For	 she	 changed,	 as	 I	 held	her,	 into	water,	 and	 to	vapour,	 and	 to
burning	flame,	and	to	a	rock,	and	to	a	black-maned	lion,	and	to	a	tall	and	stately
tree.	But	I	held	her	and	held	her	ever,	till	she	took	her	own	shape	again,	and	led
her	 to	 my	 father’s	 house,	 and	 won	 her	 for	 my	 bride.	 And	 all	 the	 rulers	 of
Olympus	came	to	our	wedding,	and	the	heavens	and	the	earth	rejoiced	together,
when	an	Immortal	wedded	mortal	man.	And	now	let	me	see	my	son,	for	it	is	not
often	I	shall	see	him	upon	earth.	Famous	he	will	be,	but	short-lived,	and	die	in
the	flower	of	youth.”
So	Tiphys	the	helmsman	steered	them	to	the	shore	under	the	crags	of	Pelion,	and
they	went	up	through	the	dark	pine-forests	towards	the	Centaur’s	cave.
And	they	came	into	the	misty	hall,	beneath	the	snow-crowned	crag,	and	saw	the
great	Centaur	 lying,	with	his	huge	 limbs	spread	upon	the	rock,	and	beside	him
stood	Achilles,	the	child	whom	no	steel	could	wound,	and	played	upon	his	harp
right	sweetly,	while	Cheiron	watched	and	smiled.
Then	Cheiron	leapt	up	and	welcomed	them,	and	kissed	them	every	one,	and	set	a
feast	 before	 them	 of	 swine’s	 flesh,	 and	 venison,	 and	 good	 wine,	 and	 young
Achilles	served	them,	and	carried	the	golden	goblet	round.	And	after	supper	all
the	heroes	 clapped	 their	 hands,	 and	called	on	Orpheus	 to	 sing,	but	he	 refused,
and	 said,	 “How	can	 I,	who	am	 the	younger,	 sing	before	our	ancient	host?”	So
they	called	on	Cheiron	to	sing,	and	Achilles	brought	him	his	harp,	and	he	began
a	wondrous	song,	a	famous	story	of	old	time,	of	the	fight	between	the	Centaurs
and	 the	 Lapithai,	 which	 you	 may	 still	 see	 carved	 in	 stone.	 He	 sang	 how	 his
brothers	came	 to	 ruin	by	 their	 folly,	when	 they	were	mad	with	wine,	and	how
they	and	the	heroes	fought,	with	fists,	and	teeth,	and	the	goblets	from	which	they
drank,	and	how	they	tore	up	the	pine-trees	in	their	fury,	and	hurled	great	crags	of
stone,	while	 the	mountains	 thundered	with	 the	battle,	 and	 the	 land	was	wasted
far	and	wide,	till	the	Lapithai	drove	them	from	their	home	in	the	rich	Thessalian
plains	 to	 the	 lonely	glens	of	Pindus,	 leaving	Cheiron	all	alone.	And	 the	heroes
praised	his	song	heartily,	for	some	of	them	had	helped	in	that	great	fight.
Then	Orpheus	took	the	lyre,	and	sang	of	Chaos,	and	the	making	of	the	wondrous
World,	 and	how	all	 things	 sprang	 from	Love,	who	 could	not	 live	 alone	 in	 the
Abyss.	 And	 as	 he	 sang,	 his	 voice	 rose	 from	 the	 cave,	 above	 the	 crags,	 and
through	the	tree-tops,	and	the	glens	of	oak	and	pine.	And	the	trees	bowed	their
heads	when	 they	heard	 it,	 and	 the	grey	 rocks	 cracked	and	 rang,	 and	 the	 forest
beasts	crept	near	to	listen,	and	the	birds	forsook	their	nests	and	hovered	round.



And	old	Cheiron	clapped	his	hands	together,	and	beat	his	hoofs	upon	the	ground,
for	wonder	at	that	magic	song.
Then	Peleus	kissed	his	boy,	and	wept	over	him,	and	they	went	down	to	the	ship.
Cheiron	 came	 down	 with	 them,	 weeping,	 and	 kissed	 them	 one	 by	 one,	 and
blessed	 them,	 and	promised	 to	 them	great	 renown.	And	 the	heroes	wept	when
they	left	him,	till	their	great	hearts	could	weep	no	more,	for	he	was	kind	and	just
and	pious,	 and	wiser	 than	all	 beasts	 and	men.	Then	he	went	up	 to	 a	 cliff,	 and
prayed	 for	 them,	 that	 they	might	 come	 home	 safe	 and	well,	 while	 the	 heroes
rowed	away,	and	watched	him	standing	on	his	cliff	above	the	sea,	with	his	great
hands	 raised	 toward	 heaven,	 and	 his	 white	 locks	 waving	 in	 the	 wind.	 They
strained	their	eyes	to	watch	him	to	the	last,	for	they	felt	that	they	should	look	on
him	no	more.
So	they	rowed	on	over	the	long	swell	of	the	sea,	past	Olympus,	 the	seat	of	the
Immortals,	and	past	the	wooded	bays	of	Athos,	and	Samothrace	the	sacred	isle.
They	 came	 past	 Lemnos	 to	 the	 Hellespont,	 and	 through	 the	 narrow	 strait	 of
Abydos,	and	so	on	into	 the	Propontis,	which	we	call	Marmora	now.	And	there
they	met	with	Cyzicus,	ruling	in	Asia	over	the	Dolions,	who,	the	songs	say,	was
the	 son	 of	Æneas.	Now	Cyzicus,	 the	 songs	 say,	welcomed	 the	 heroes,	 for	 his
father	 had	 been	 one	 of	Cheiron’s	 scholars,	 so	 he	welcomed	 them,	 and	 feasted
them,	and	stored	their	ship	with	corn	and	wine,	and	cloaks	and	rugs,	 the	songs
say,	and	shirts,	of	which	no	doubt	they	stood	in	need.
But	at	night,	while	they	lay	sleeping,	They	were	attacked	by	terrible	men,	who
lived	with	the	bears	in	the	mountains,	like	Titans	or	giants	in	shape,	for	each	of
them	had	six	arms,	and	they	fought	wielding	young	firs	and	pines.	But	Heracles
killed	 them	 all	 before	 morning	 with	 his	 deadly	 poisoned	 arrows,	 but	 among
them,	in	the	darkness,	he	slew	Cyzicus	the	kindly	prince.
Then	they	got	to	their	ship	and	to	their	oars,	and	Tiphys	bade	them	cast	off	the
hawsers	 and	go	 to	 sea.	But	 as	he	 spoke	a	whirlwind	came,	 and	 spun	 the	Argo
round,	and	twisted	the	hawsers	together,	so	that	no	man	could	loosen	them.	Then
Tiphys	dropped	the	rudder	from	his	hand,	and	cried,	“This	comes	from	the	Gods
above.”	But	Jason	went	forward,	and	asked	counsel	of	the	magic	bough.
Then	 the	magic	 bough	 spoke,	 and	 answered,	 “This	 is	 because	 you	 have	 slain
Cyzicus	 your	 friend.	You	must	 appease	 his	 soul,	 or	 you	will	 never	 leave	 this
shore.”
Jason	went	back	sadly,	and	told	the	heroes	what	he	had	heard.	And	they	leapt	on
shore,	and	searched	till	dawn,	and	at	dawn	they	found	the	body,	all	rolled	in	dust
and	 blood,	 among	 the	 corpses	 of	 those	monstrous	 beasts.	And	 they	wept	 over
their	kind	host,	and	laid	him	on	a	fair	bed,	and	heaped	a	huge	mound	over	him,
and	offered	black	sheep	at	his	tomb,	and	Orpheus	sang	a	magic	song	to	him,	that
his	 spirit	 might	 have	 rest.	 And	 then	 they	 held	 games	 at	 the	 tomb,	 after	 the



custom	of	those	times,	and	Jason	gave	prizes	to	each	winner.	To	Ancæus	he	gave
a	golden	cup,	for	he	wrestled	best	of	all.	To	Heracles	he	gave	a	silver	goblet,	for
he	 was	 the	 strongest	 of	 all,	 and	 to	 Castor,	 who	 rode	 best,	 a	 golden	 crest.
Polydeuces	 the	 boxer	 won	 a	 rich	 carpet,	 while	 Orpheus	 won	 a	 sandal	 with
golden	wings	for	his	songs.	But	Jason	himself	was	the	best	of	all	the	archers,	and
the	Minoai	crowned	him	with	an	olive	crown,	and	so,	the	songs	say,	the	soul	of
good	Cyzicus	was	appeased	and	the	heroes	went	on	their	way	in	peace.
But	when	Cyzicus’	wife	heard	that	he	was	dead	she	died	likewise	of	grief,	and
her	tears	became	a	fountain	of	clear	water,	which	flows	the	whole	year	round.
Then	 they	 rowed	 away	 along	 the	 Mysian	 shore,	 and	 past	 the	 mouth	 of
Rhindacus,	 till	 they	 found	 a	 pleasant	 bay,	 sheltered	 by	 the	 long	 ridges	 of
Arganthus,	and	by	high	walls	of	basalt	rock.	And	there	they	ran	the	ship	ashore
upon	the	yellow	sand,	and	furled	the	sail,	and	took	the	mast	down,	and	lashed	it
in	 its	 crutch.	And	next	 they	 let	down	 the	 ladder,	 and	went	ashore	 to	 sport	 and
rest.
And	there	Heracles	went	away	into	the	woods,	bow	in	hand,	to	hunt	wild	deer,
and	Hylas	the	fair	boy	slipped	away	after	him,	and	followed	him	by	stealth,	until
he	lost	himself	among	the	glens,	and	sat	down	weary	to	rest	himself	by	the	side
of	a	lake,	The	water	nymphs	came	up	to	look	at	him,	and	loved	him,	and	carried
him	 down	 under	 the	 lake	 to	 be	 their	 playfellow,	 for	 ever	 happy	 and	 young.
Heracles	sought	 for	him	in	vain,	shouting	his	name	 till	all	 the	mountains	 rang,
but	Hylas	never	heard	him,	 far	down	under	 the	sparkling	 lake.	While	Heracles
wandered	searching	for	him,	a	fair	breeze	sprang	up,	and	Heracles	was	lost	upon
the	land	while	the	Argo	sailed	away.	Heracles	was	left	behind,	and	never	saw	the
noble	Phasian	stream.
Then	 the	Minoai	 came	 to	 a	 doleful	 land,	 where	 Amycus	 the	 giant	 ruled,	 and
cared	nothing	for	the	laws	of	Zeus,	but	challenged	all	strangers	to	box	with	him,
and	those	whom	he	conquered	he	slew.	But	Polydeuces	the	boxer	struck	him	a
harder	blow	than	he	ever	felt	before,	and	slew	him.	After	that	the	Minoai	went
on	up	the	Bosphorus,	till	they	came	to	the	city	of	Phineus,	the	fierce	Bithynian
king,	for	Zetes	and	Calais	bade	Jason	land	there,	because	they	had	a	job	to	do.
And	 they	went	 up	 from	 the	 shore	 toward	 the	 city,	 through	 forests	white	with
snow.	 Phineus	 came	 out	 to	 meet	 them	 with	 a	 lean	 and	 woful	 face,	 and	 said,
“Welcome,	 gallant	 heroes,	 to	 the	 land	 of	 bitter	 blasts,	 the	 land	 of	 cold	 and
misery.	Yet	 I	will	 feast	 you	 as	 best	 I	 can.”	And	 he	 led	 them	 in,	 and	 set	meat
before	them,	but	before	they	could	put	their	hands	to	their	mouths,	down	came
two	 fearful	monsters,	 the	 like	of	whom	man	never	 saw,	 for	 they	had	 the	 faces
and	 the	 hair	 of	 fair	 maidens,	 but	 the	 wings	 and	 claws	 of	 hawks,	 and	 they
snatched	the	meat	from	off	the	table,	and	flew	shrieking	out	above	the	roofs.
Then	Phineus	beat	his	breast	and	cried,	“These	are	the	Harpies,	whose	names	are



the	Whirlwind	and	the	Swift,	the	daughters	of	Wonder	and	of	the	Amber-nymph,
and	 they	 rob	 us	 night	 and	 day.	 They	 carried	 off	 the	 daughters	 of	 Pandareus,
whom	all	the	Gods	had	blessed,	for	Aphrodite	fed	them	on	Olympus	with	honey
and	milk	and	wine,	and	Hera	gave	them	beauty	and	wisdom,	and	Athené	skill	in
all	 the	 arts.	But	when	 they	 came	 to	 their	wedding,	 the	Harpies	 snatched	 them
both	away,	and	gave	them	to	be	slaves	to	the	Erinnues,	and	they	live	in	horror	all
their	 days.	And	 now	 they	 haunt	me,	 and	my	 people,	 and	 the	Bosphorus,	with
fearful	storms,	and	sweep	away	our	food	from	off	our	tables,	so	that	we	starve	in
spite	of	all	our	wealth.”
Then	up	rose	Zetes	and	Calais,	the	winged	sons	of	the	North-wind,	and	said,	“Do
you	not	know	us,	Phineus,	and	these	wings	which	grow	upon	our	backs?”	And
Phineus	hid	his	face	in	terror	but	he	answered	not	a	word.
“Because	you	have	been	a	traitor,	Phineus,	the	Harpies	haunt	you	night	and	day.
Where	is	Cleopatra	our	sister,	your	wife,	whom	you	keep	in	prison?	And	where
are	her	 two	children,	whom	you	blinded	in	your	rage,	at	 the	bidding	of	an	evil
woman,	and	cast	 them	out	upon	 the	rocks?	Swear	 to	us	 that	you	will	 right	our
sister,	 and	 cast	 out	 that	wicked	woman,	 and	 then	we	will	 free	 you	 from	 your
plague,	and	drive	the	whirlwind	maidens	to	the	south.	But	if	not,	we	will	put	out
your	eyes,	as	you	put	out	the	eyes	of	your	own	sons.”
Then	 Phineus	 swore	 an	 oath	 to	 them,	 and	 drove	 out	 the	 wicked	 woman,	 and
Jason	took	those	two	poor	children,	and	cured	their	eyes	with	magic	herbs.
But	Zetes	and	Calais	rose	up	sadly	and	said,	“Farewell	now,	heroes	all.	Farewell,
our	dear	companions,	with	whom	we	played	on	Pelion	in	old	times.	A	fate	is	laid
upon	us,	and	our	day	is	come	at	last,	in	which	we	must	hunt	the	whirlwinds	over
land	 and	 sea	 for	 ever,	 and	 if	 we	 catch	 them	 they	 die,	 and	 if	 not,	 we	 die
ourselves.”
At	that	all	the	heroes	wept,	but	the	two	young	men	sprang	up	and	aloft	into	the
air	after	the	Harpies,	and	the	battle	of	the	winds	began.
The	heroes	 trembled	 in	 silence	as	 they	heard	 the	 shrieking	of	 the	blasts,	while
the	palace	and	the	city	rocked,	and	great	stones	were	torn	from	the	crags,	and	the
forest	pines	were	hurled	earthward,	north	and	south	and	east	and	west,	and	the
Bosphorus	boiled	white	with	foam,	and	the	clouds	were	dashed	against	the	cliffs.
But	at	last	the	battle	ended,	and	the	Harpies	fled	screaming	toward	the	south,	and
the	sons	of	the	North-wind	rushed	after	them,	and	brought	clear	sunshine	where
they	 passed.	 For	 many	 a	 league	 they	 followed	 them,	 over	 all	 the	 isles	 of	 the
Cyclades,	and	away	to	the	south-west	across	Hellas,	till	they	came	to	the	Ionian
Sea,	and	there	they	fell	upon	the	Echinades,	at	 the	mouth	of	the	Achelous,	and
those	isles	were	called	the	Whirlwind	Isles	for	many	a	hundred	years.	But	what
became	of	Zetes	and	Calais	we	know	not,	for	the	heroes	never	saw	them	again.
Some	say	that	Heracles	met	them,	and	quarrelled	with	them,	and	slew	them	with



his	 arrows.	Others	 say	 that	 they	 fell	 down	 from	weariness	 and	 the	 heat	 of	 the
summer	 sun,	 and	 that	 the	 Sun-god	 buried	 them	 among	 the	 Cyclades,	 in	 the
pleasant	Isle	of	Tenos,	and	for	many	hundred	years	their	grave	was	shown	there,
and	 over	 it	 a	 pillar,	 which	 turned	 to	 every	 wind.	 But	 those	 dark	 storms	 and
whirlwinds	haunt	the	Bosphorus	until	this	day.
But	the	Argonauts	went	eastward,	and	out	into	the	open	sea,	which	we	now	call
the	Black	Sea,	but	it	was	called	the	Euxine	then.	No	Hellen	had	ever	crossed	it,
and	 all	 feared	 that	 dreadful	 sea,	 and	 its	 rocks,	 and	 shoals,	 and	 fogs,	 and	bitter
freezing	storms.	People	told	strange	stories	of	it,	some	false	and	some	half-true,
stories	of	how	it	stretched	northward	 to	 the	ends	of	 the	earth,	and	 the	sluggish
Putrid	Sea,	and	the	everlasting	night,	and	the	regions	of	the	dead.	So	the	heroes
trembled,	for	all	their	courage,	as	they	came	into	that	wild	Black	Sea,	and	saw	it
stretching	out	before	them,	without	a	shore,	as	far	as	eye	could	see.
And	 first	 Orpheus	 spoke,	 and	 warned	 them,	 “We	 shall	 come	 now	 to	 the
wandering	blue	rocks.	My	mother,	Calliope,	 the	immortal	muse,	warned	me	of
them.”
And	soon	they	saw	the	blue	rocks	shining	like	spires	and	castles	of	grey	glass,
while	an	ice-cold	wind	blew	from	them	and	chilled	all	the	heroes’	hearts.	And	as
they	 neared	 they	 could	 see	 them	 heaving,	 as	 they	 rolled	 upon	 the	 long	 sea-
waves,	crashing	and	grinding	together,	 till	 the	roar	went	up	to	heaven.	The	sea
sprang	 up	 in	 spouts	 between	 them,	 and	 swept	 round	 them	 in	 white	 sheets	 of
foam,	but	their	heads	swung	nodding	high	in	air,	while	the	wind	whistled	shrill
among	the	crags.
The	heroes’	hearts	 sank	within	 them,	 and	 they	 lay	upon	 their	 oars	 in	 fear,	 but
Orpheus	called	to	Tiphys	the	helmsman,	“We	must	pass	between	them,	so	look
ahead	for	an	opening,	and	be	brave,	for	Hera	is	with	us.”
But	Tiphys	the	cunning	helmsman	stood	silent,	clenching	his	teeth,	till	he	saw	a
heron	come	flying	mast-high	toward	the	rocks,	and	hover	awhile	before	them,	as
if	looking	for	a	passage	through.	Then	he	cried,	“Hera	has	sent	us	a	pilot,	let	us
follow	the	cunning	bird.”
Then	the	heron	flapped	to	and	fro	a	moment	longer,	till	he	saw	a	hidden	gap,	and
into	it	he	rushed	like	an	arrow,	while	the	heroes	watched	what	would	happen.
And	 the	 blue	 rocks	 clashed	 together	 as	 the	 bird	 fled	 swiftly	 through,	 but	 they
struck	but	a	feather	from	his	tail,	and	then	rebounded	apart	at	the	shock.
Then	Tiphys	cheered	the	heroes,	and	they	shouted,	and	the	oars	bent	like	withies
beneath	 their	 strokes	 as	 they	 rushed	 between	 those	 toppling	 ice-crags	 and	 the
cold	blue	lips	of	death.	And	before	the	rocks	could	meet	again	they	had	passed
them,	and	were	safe	out	in	the	open	sea.
And	after	that	they	sailed	on	wearily	along	the	Asian	coast,	by	the	Black	Cape



and	Thyneis,	where	the	hot	stream	of	Thymbris	falls	into	the	sea,	and	Sangarius,
whose	waters	float	on	the	Euxine,	till	they	came	to	Wolf	the	river,	and	to	Wolf
the	kindly	king.	And	 there	died	 two	brave	heroes,	 Idmon	and	Tiphys	 the	wise
helmsman.	One	died	of	an	evil	sickness,	and	one	was	slain	by	a	wild	boar.	So	the
heroes	heaped	a	mound	above	them,	and	set	upon	it	an	oar	on	high,	and	left	them
there	to	sleep	together,	on	the	far-off	Lycian	shore.	But	Idas	killed	the	boar,	and
avenged	Tiphys,	 and	Ancaios	 took	 the	 rudder	 and	was	 helmsman,	 and	 steered
them	on	toward	the	east.
And	they	went	on	past	Sinope,	and	many	a	mighty	river’s	mouth,	and	past	many
a	barbarous	tribe,	and	the	cities	of	the	Amazons,	the	warlike	women	of	the	East,
till	all	night	they	heard	the	clank	of	anvils	and	the	roar	of	furnace-blasts,	and	the
forge-fires	 shone	 like	 sparks	 through	 the	darkness	 in	 the	mountain	glens	 aloft.
They	were	now	fast	upon	the	shores	of	the	Chalybes,	the	smiths	who	never	tire,
but	serve	Ares	the	cruel	War-god,	forging	weapons	day	and	night.
And	at	day-dawn	they	looked	eastward,	and	midway	between	the	sea	and	the	sky
they	 saw	 white	 snow-peaks	 hanging,	 glittering	 sharp	 and	 bright	 above	 the
clouds.	And	 they	knew	 that	 they	were	come	 to	Caucasus,	 at	 the	end	of	all	 the
earth.	Caucasus	the	highest	of	all	mountains,	was	the	father	of	the	rivers	of	the
East.	On	his	peak	lies	chained	the	Titan,	while	a	vulture	tears	his	heart,	and	at	his
feet	are	piled	dark	forests	round	the	magic	Colchian	land.
And	they	rowed	three	days	to	the	eastward,	while	Caucasus	rose	higher	hour	by
hour,	 till	 they	 saw	 the	dark	 stream	of	Phasis	 rushing	headlong	 to	 the	 sea,	 and,
shining	 above	 the	 tree-tops,	 the	 golden	 roofs	 of	King	Aietes,	 the	 child	 of	 the
Sun.
Then	 out	 spoke	Ancaios	 the	 helmsman,	 “We	 are	 come	 to	 our	 goal	 at	 last,	 for
there	are	 the	 roofs	of	Aietes,	 and	 the	woods	where	all	poisons	grow.	But	who
can	tell	us	where	among	them	is	hid	the	golden	fleece?	Many	a	toil	must	we	bear
before	we	find	it,	and	bring	it	home	to	Greece.”
But	 Jason	cheered	 the	heroes,	 for	his	heart	was	high	and	bold,	 and	he	 said,	 “I
will	go	alone	up	to	Aietes,	though	he	be	the	child	of	the	Sun,	and	win	him	with
soft	words.	Better	so	than	we	go	altogether,	and	come	to	blows	at	once.”	But	the
Minoai	would	not	stay	behind,	so	they	rowed	boldly	up	the	stream.
And	a	dream	came	to	Aietes,	and	filled	his	heart	with	fear.	He	thought	he	saw	a
shining	star,	which	fell	into	his	daughter’s	lap,	and	that	Medeia	his	daughter	took
it	 gladly,	 and	 carried	 it	 to	 the	 river-side,	 and	 cast	 it	 in,	 and	 there	 the	whirling
river	bore	it	down,	and	out	into	the	Euxine	Sea.
Then	he	leapt	up	in	fear,	and	bade	his	servants	bring	his	chariot,	that	he	might	go
down	 to	 the	 river-side	 and	 appease	 the	 nymphs,	 and	 the	 heroes	 whose	 spirits
haunt	the	bank.	So	he	went	down	in	his	golden	chariot,	with	his	daughters	by	his
side,	Medeia	the	fair	witch-maiden,	and	Chalciope,	who	had	been	Phrixus’	wife.



Behind	 him	 followed	 a	 crowd	 of	 servants	 and	 soldiers,	 for	 he	was	 a	 rich	 and
mighty	prince.
And	as	he	drove	down	by	 the	 reedy	 river	 he	 saw	Argo	 sliding	up	beneath	 the
bank,	and	many	a	hero	in	her,	like	Immortals	for	beauty	and	for	strength,	as	their
weapons	glittered	 round	 them	 in	 the	 level	morning	sunlight,	 through	 the	white
mist	of	 the	stream.	But	Jason	was	 the	noblest	of	all,	 for	Hera,	who	 loved	him,
gave	him	beauty	and	tallness	and	terrible	manhood.
And	when	they	came	near	together	and	looked	into	each	other’s	eyes	the	heroes
were	awed	before	Aietes	as	he	shone	in	his	chariot,	 like	his	father	 the	glorious
Sun.	His	robes	were	of	rich	gold	tissue,	and	the	rays	of	his	diadem	flashed	fire,
and	in	his	hand	he	bore	a	jewelled	sceptre,	which	glittered	like	the	stars.	Sternly
he	 looked	 at	 them	 under	 his	 brows,	 and	 sternly	 he	 spoke	 and	 loud,	 “Who	 are
you,	and	what	do	you	want	here,	that	you	come	to	the	shore	of	Cutaia?	Do	you
take	no	account	of	my	rule,	nor	of	my	people	the	Colchians	who	serve	me,	who
never	tired	yet	in	the	battle,	and	know	well	how	to	face	an	invader?”
And	 the	heroes	sat	silent	awhile	before	 the	face	of	 that	ancient	king.	But	Hera
the	awful	goddess	put	courage	into	Jason’s	heart,	and	he	rose	and	shouted	loudly
in	answer,	“We	are	no	pirates	nor	lawless	men.	We	come	not	to	plunder	and	to
ravage,	 or	 carry	 away	 slaves	 from	 your	 land.	My	 uncle,	 the	 son	 of	 Poseidon,
Pelias	the	Minoan	king,	has	set	me	on	a	quest	to	bring	home	the	golden	fleece.
And	these	too,	my	bold	comrades,	 they	are	no	nameless	men,	for	some	are	the
sons	of	Immortals,	and	some	of	heroes	far	renowned.	And	we	too	never	tire	in
battle,	and	know	well	how	to	give	blows	and	 to	 take	 them.	Yet	we	wish	 to	be
guests	at	your	table.	It	will	be	better	so	for	both.”
Then	Aietes’	 race	 rushed	 up	 like	 a	whirlwind,	 and	 his	 eyes	 flashed	 fire	 as	 he
heard	these	bold	words,	but	he	crushed	his	anger	down	in	his	breast,	and	spoke
mildly	 and	with	 cunning,	 “If	 you	will	 fight	 for	 the	 fleece	with	my	Colchians,
then	many	a	man	must	die.	But	do	you	indeed	expect	to	win	from	me	the	fleece
in	fight?	So	few	you	are	 that	 if	you	be	worsted	I	can	 load	your	ship	with	your
corpses.	But	if	you	will	be	ruled	by	me,	you	will	find	it	better	far	to	choose	the
best	man	among	you,	and	let	him	fulfil	the	labours	which	I	demand.	Then	I	will
give	him	the	golden	fleece	for	a	prize	and	a	glory	to	you	all.”
So	saying,	he	turned	his	horses	and	drove	back	in	silence	to	the	town.	And	the
Minoai	sat	silent	with	sorrow,	and	longed	for	Heracles	and	his	strength,	for	there
was	no	facing	the	thousands	of	the	Colchians	and	the	fearful	chance	of	war.
But	Chalciope,	Phrixus’	widow,	went	weeping	to	the	town,	for	she	remembered
her	Minoan	husband,	and	all	 the	pleasures	of	her	youth,	while	she	watched	the
fair	 faces	 of	 his	 kinsmen,	 with	 their	 long	 locks	 of	 golden	 hair.	 And	 she
whispered	to	Medeia	her	sister,	“Why	should	all	these	brave	men	die?	Why	does
not	my	father	give	them	up	the	fleece,	that	my	husband’s	spirit	may	have	rest?”



And	Medeia’s	heart	pitied	the	heroes,	and	Jason	most	of	all,	and	she	answered,
“Our	 father	 is	 stern	 and	 terrible,	 and	 who	 can	 win	 the	 golden	 fleece?”	 But
Chalciope	said,	“These	men	are	not	 like	our	men.	There	 is	nothing	which	 they
cannot	dare	nor	do.”
And	Medeia	thought	of	Jason	and	his	brave	countenance,	and	said,	“If	there	was
one	among	them	who	knew	no	fear,	I	could	show	him	how	to	win	the	fleece.”
So	 in	 the	 dusk	 of	 evening	 they	 went	 down	 to	 the	 river-side,	 Chalciope	 and
Medeia	 the	witch-maiden,	 and	Argus,	 Phrixus’	 son.	 And	Argus	 the	 boy	 crept
forward,	 among	 the	 beds	 of	 reeds,	 till	 he	 came	 to	 where	 the	 heroes	 were
sleeping,	on	the	thwarts	of	the	ship,	beneath	the	bank,	while	Jason	kept	watch	on
shore.	He	leant	upon	his	lance	full	of	thought.	And	the	boy	came	to	Jason,	and
said,	“I	am	the	son	of	Phrixus,	your	Cousin.	Chalciope	my	mother	waits	for	you,
to	talk	about	the	golden	fleece.”
Then	Jason	went	boldly	with	the	boy,	and	found	the	two	princesses	waiting,	and
when	Chalciope	saw	him	she	wept,	and	took	his	hands,	and	cried,	“O	cousin	of
my	beloved,	go	home	before	you	die!”
“It	would	be	base	to	go	home	now,	fair	princess,	and	to	have	sailed	all	these	seas
in	vain.”	Then	both	the	princesses	besought	him,	but	Jason	said,	“It	is	too	late.”
“But	you	know	not,”	said	Medeia,	“what	he	must	do	who	would	win	the	fleece.
He	must	 tame	 the	 two	 brazen-footed	 bulls,	who	 breathe	 devouring	 flame,	 and
with	them	he	must	plough	before	nightfall	four	acres	in	the	field	of	Ares.	Then
he	must	sow	them	with	serpents’	 teeth,	of	which	each	 tooth	springs	up	 into	an
armed	man.	Then	he	must	 fight	with	all	 those	warriors,	 and	 little	will	 it	profit
him	to	conquer	them,	for	the	fleece	is	guarded	by	a	serpent,	more	huge	than	any
mountain	 pine,	 and	 over	 this	 serpent	 you	 must	 step	 if	 you	 would	 reach	 the
golden	fleece.”
Then	Jason	laughed	bitterly.	“Unjustly	is	that	fleece	kept	here,	and	by	an	unjust
and	 lawless	king.	Unjustly	 shall	 I	die	 in	my	youth,	 for	 I	will	 attempt	 it	before
another	sun	sets.”
Then	Medeia	trembled,	and	said,	“No	mortal	man	can	reach	that	fleece	unless	I
guide	him	through.	For	round	it,	beyond	the	river,	 is	a	wall	full	nine	ells	high,
with	 lofty	 towers	and	buttresses,	and	mighty	gates	of	 threefold	brass.	Over	 the
gates	 the	wall	 is	arched,	with	golden	battlements	above.	And	over	 the	gateway
sits	Brimo,	the	wild	witch-huntress	of	the	woods,	brandishing	a	pine-torch	in	her
hands,	while	her	mad	hounds	howl	around.	No	man	dare	meet	her	or	look	on	her,
but	only	I	her	priestess,	and	she	watches	far	and	wide	 lest	any	stranger	should
come	near.”
“No	wall	so	high	but	it	may	be	climbed	at	last,	and	no	wood	so	thick	but	it	may
be	crawled	through,	no	serpent	so	wary	but	he	may	be	charmed,	or	witch-queen



so	 fierce	 but	 spells	may	 soothe	 her,	 and	 I	may	yet	win	 the	 golden	 fleece,	 if	 a
wise	maiden	help	bold	men.”
And	he	looked	at	Medeia	cunningly,	and	held	her	with	his	glittering	eye,	till	she
blushed	and	trembled,	and	said,	“Who	can	face	the	fire	of	the	bulls’	breath,	and
fight	ten	thousand	armed	men?”
“He	whom	you	help,”	said	Jason,	flattering	her,	“for	your	fame	is	spread	over	all
the	earth.	Are	you	not	the	queen	of	all	enchantresses,	wiser	even	than	your	sister
Circe,	in	her	fairy	island	in	the	West?”
“Would	that	I	were	with	my	sister	Circe	in	her	fairy	island	in	the	West,	far	away
from	sore	temptation	and	thoughts	which	tear	the	heart!	But	if	it	must	be	so,	for
why	 should	 you	 die?,	 I	 have	 an	 ointment	 here.	 I	made	 it	 from	 the	magic	 ice-
flower	which	sprang	from	Prometheus’	wound,	above	the	clouds	on	Caucasus,	in
the	dreary	fields	of	snow.	Anoint	yourself	with	that,	and	you	shall	have	in	you
seven	men’s	strength.	Anoint	your	shield	with	it,	and	neither	fire	nor	sword	can
harm	you.	But	what	you	begin	you	must	 end	before	 sunset,	 for	 its	virtue	 lasts
only	one	day.	And	anoint	your	helmet	with	it	before	you	sow	the	serpents’	teeth
and	when	the	sons	of	earth	spring	up,	cast	your	helmet	among	their	ranks,	and
the	deadly	crop	of	the	War-god’s	field	will	mow	itself,	and	perish.”
Then	Jason	fell	on	his	knees	before	her,	and	thanked	her	and	kissed	her	hands,
and	 she	 gave	 him	 the	 vase	 of	 ointment,	 and	 fled	 trembling	 through	 the	 reeds.
And	Jason	told	his	comrades	what	had	happened,	and	showed	them	the	box	of
ointment,	and	all	rejoiced	but	Idas,	and	he	grew	mad	with	envy.
And	at	sunrise	Jason	went	and	bathed,	and	anointed	himself	from	head	to	foot,
and	his	shield,	and	his	helmet,	and	his	weapons,	and	bade	his	comrades	try	the
spell.	So	 they	 tried	 to	bend	his	 lance,	but	 it	 stood	 like	an	 iron	bar,	and	Idas	 in
spite	hewed	at	it	with	his	sword,	but	the	blade	flew	to	splinters	in	his	face.	Then
they	hurled	 their	 lances	at	his	shield,	but	 the	spear-points	 turned	 like	 lead,	and
Caineus	 tried	 to	 throw	him,	but	he	never	 stirred	a	 foot,	 and	Polydeuces	 struck
him	a	blow	with	his	fist	which	would	have	killed	an	ox,	but	Jason	only	smiled,
and	 the	 heroes	 danced	 about	 him	 with	 delightThen	 Jason	 leapt,	 and	 ran,	 and
shouted	in	the	joy	of	that	enormous	strength,	till	the	sun	rose,	and	it	was	time	to
go	and	to	claim	Aietes’	promise.
So	he	 sent	up	Telamon	and	Aithalides	 to	 tell	Aietes	 that	 he	was	 ready	 for	 the
fight,	and	they	went	up	among	the	marble	walls,	and	beneath	the	roofs	of	gold,
and	stood	in	Aietes’	hall,	while	he	grew	pale	with	rage.
“Fulfil	your	promise	to	us,	child	of	the	blazing	Sun.	Give	us	the	serpents’	teeth,
and	let	loose	the	fiery	bulls,	for	we	have	found	a	champion	among	us	who	can
win	the	golden	fleece.”
And	Aietes	bit	his	lips,	for	he	fancied	that	 they	had	fled	away	by	night,	but	he



could	not	go	back	from	his	promise,	so	he	gave	them	the	serpents’	teeth.
Then	he	 called	 for	 his	 chariot	 and	 his	 horses,	 and	 sent	 heralds	 through	 all	 the
town,	and	all	the	people	went	out	with	him	to	the	dreadful	War-god’s	field.
And	there	Aietes	sat	upon	his	throne,	with	his	warriors	on	each	hand,	thousands
and	 tens	 of	 thousands,	 clothed	 from	 head	 to	 foot	 in	 steel	 chain-mail.	And	 the
people	and	the	women	crowded	to	every	window	and	bank	and	wall,	while	the
Minoai	stood	together,	a	mere	handful	in	the	midst	of	that	great	host.
And	Chalciope	was	there	and	Argus,	trembling,	and	Medeia,	wrapped	closely	in
her	veil,	but	Aietes	did	not	know	that	she	was	muttering	cunning	spells	between
her	lips.
Then	Jason	cried,	“Fulfil	your	promise,	and	let	your	fiery	bulls	come	forth.”
Then	Aietes	 bade	 open	 the	 gates,	 and	 the	magic	 bulls	 leapt	 out.	 Their	 brazen
hoofs	rang	upon	the	ground,	and	their	nostrils	sent	out	sheets	of	flame,	as	they
rushed	with	lowered	heads	upon	Jason,	but	he	never	flinched	a	step.	The	flame
of	their	breath	swept	round	him,	but	it	singed	not	a	hair	of	his	head,	and	the	bulls
stopped	short	and	trembled	when	Medeia	began	her	spell.
Then	Jason	sprang	upon	the	nearest	and	seized	him	by	the	horn.	Up	and	down
they	wrestled,	till	the	bull	fell	grovelling	on	his	knees,	for	the	heart	of	the	brute
died	within	him,	and	his	mighty	limbs	were	loosed,	beneath	the	steadfast	eye	of
that	dark	witch-maiden	and	the	magic	whisper	of	her	lips.
So	both	the	bulls	were	tamed	and	yoked,	and	Jason	bound	them	to	the	plough,
and	goaded	them	onward	with	his	lance	till	he	had	ploughed	the	sacred	field.
And	 all	 the	Minoai	 shouted,	 but	 Aietes	 bit	 his	 lips	 with	 rage,	 for	 the	 half	 of
Jason’s	work	was	over,	and	the	sun	was	yet	high	in	heaven.
Then	 Jason	 took	 the	 serpents’	 teeth	 and	 sowed	 them,	 and	waited	 to	 see	what
would	happen.	But	Medeia	looked	at	him	and	at	his	helmet,	lest	he	should	forget
the	lesson	she	had	taught.
And	every	furrow	heaved	and	bubbled,	and	out	of	every	clod	arose	a	man.	Out
of	 the	 earth	 they	 rose	 by	 thousands,	 each	 clad	 from	head	 to	 foot	 in	 steel,	 and
drew	their	swords	and	rushed	on	Jason,	where	he	stood	in	their	midst	alone.
Then	the	Minoai	grew	pale	with	fear	for	him,	but	Aietes	laughed	a	bitter	laugh.
“See!	If	I	had	not	warriors	enough	already	round	me,	I	could	call	ever	more	of
them	out	of	the	bosom	of	the	earth.”
But	Jason	snatched	off	his	helmet,	and	hurled	it	into	the	thickest	of	the	throng.
And	blind	madness	came	upon	them,	suspicion,	hate,	and	fear,	and	one	cried	to
his	fellow,	“You	struck	me!”	And	another,	“You	are	Jason!	You	shall	die!”
So	fury	seized	those	earth-born	phantoms,	and	each	turned	his	hand	against	the



rest,	 and	 they	 fought	 and	 were	 never	 weary,	 till	 they	 all	 lay	 dead	 upon	 the
ground.	Then	the	magic	furrows	opened,	and	the	kind	earth	took	them	home	into
her	breast	and	the	grass	grew	up	all	green	again	above	them,	and	Jason’s	work
was	done.
Then	 the	Minoai	 rose	 and	 shouted,	 till	 Prometheus	 heard	 them	 from	 his	 crag.
And	 Jason	 cried,	 “Lead	 me	 to	 the	 fleece	 this	 moment,	 before	 the	 sun	 goes
down.”
But	 Aietes	 thought,	 “He	 has	 conquered	 the	 bulls,	 and	 sown	 and	 reaped	 the
deadly	crop.	Who	is	this	who	is	proof	against	all	magic?	He	may	kill	the	serpent
yet.”	 So	 he	 delayed,	 and	 sat	 taking	 counsel	with	 his	 princes	 till	 the	 sun	went
down	and	all	was	dark.	Then	he	bade	a	herald	cry,	“Every	man	to	his	home	for
to-night.	 To-morrow	 we	 will	 meet	 these	 heroes,	 and	 speak	 about	 the	 golden
fleece.”
Then	 he	 turned	 and	 looked	 at	Medeia.	 “This	 is	 your	 doing,	 false	witch-maid!
You	have	 helped	 these	 yellow-haired	 strangers,	 and	 brought	 shame	upon	your
father	and	yourself!”
Medeia	shrank	and	trembled,	and	her	face	grew	pale	with	fear,	and	Aietes	knew
that	she	was	guilty,	and	whispered,	“If	they	win	the	fleece,	you	die!”
But	 the	Minoai	marched	 toward	 their	ship,	growling	 like	 lions	cheated	of	 their
prey,	for	they	saw	that	Aietes	meant	to	mock	them,	and	to	cheat	them	out	of	all
their	toil.	And	Oileus	said,	“Let	us	go	to	the	grove	together,	and	take	the	fleece
by	force.”
And	 Idas	 the	 rash	cried,	“Let	us	draw	 lots	who	shall	go	 in	 first,	 for,	while	 the
dragon	is	devouring	one,	the	rest	can	slay	him	and	carry	off	the	fleece	in	peace.”
But	 Jason	held	 them	back,	 though	he	praised	 them,	 for	he	hoped	 for	Medeia’s
continued	help.
And	 after	 awhile	 Medeia	 came	 trembling,	 and	 wept	 a	 long	 while	 before	 she
spoke.	And	at	last	she	said,	“My	end	is	come,	and	I	must	die,	for	my	father	has
found	out	that	I	have	helped	you.	You	he	would	kill	if	he	dared,	but	he	will	not
harm	you,	because	you	have	been	his	guests.	Go	 then,	go,	and	remember	poor
Medeia	when	you	are	far	away	across	the	sea.”
But	all	the	heroes	cried,	“If	you	die,	we	die	with	you,	for	without	you	we	cannot
win	the	fleece,	and	home	we	will	not	go	without	it,	but	fall	here	fighting	to	the
last	man.”
“You	need	not	die,”	said	Jason.	“Flee	home	with	us	across	the	sea.	Show	us	first
how	to	win	 the	fleece,	 for	you	can	do	it.	Why	else	are	you	the	priestess	of	 the
grove?	Show	us	but	how	to	win	the	fleece,	and	come	with	us,	and	you	shall	be
my	queen,	and	rule	over	the	rich	princes	of	the	Minoai,	in	Iolcos	by	the	sea.”
And	 all	 the	 heroes	 pressed	 round,	 and	 vowed	 to	 her	 that	 she	 should	 be	 their



queen.
Medeia	wept,	and	shuddered,	and	hid	her	face	in	her	hands,	for	her	heart	yearned
after	her	sisters	and	her	playfellows,	and	the	home	where	she	was	brought	up	as
a	child.	But	at	last	she	looked	up	at	Jason,	and	spoke	between	her	sobs,	“Must	I
leave	my	home	and	my	people,	to	wander	with	strangers	across	the	sea?	The	lot
is	cast,	and	I	must	endure	it.	I	will	show	you	how	to	win	the	golden	fleece.	Bring
up	your	ship	to	the	wood-side,	and	moor	her	there	against	the	bank,	and	let	Jason
come	up	at	midnight,	and	one	brave	comrade	with	him,	and	meet	me	beneath	the
wall.”
Then	all	the	heroes	cried	together,	“I	will	go!”	“And	I!”	“And	I!”	And	Idas	the
rash	grew	mad	with	envy,	for	he	longed	to	be	foremost	in	all	things.	But	Medeia
calmed	them,	and	said,	“Orpheus	shall	go	with	Jason,	and	bring	his	magic	harp,
for	I	hear	that	he	is	the	king	of	all	minstrels,	and	can	charm	all	things	on	earth.”
And	Orpheus	 laughed	 for	 joy,	 and	 clapped	 his	 hands,	 because	 the	 choice	 had
fallen	on	him,	for	 in	 those	days	poets	and	singers	were	as	bold	warriors	as	 the
best.
So	 at	 midnight	 they	 went	 up	 the	 bank,	 and	 found	 Medeia,	 and	 beside	 came
Absyrtus	her	young	brother,	leading	a	yearling	lamb.
Then	Medeia	 brought	 them	 to	 a	 thicket	 beside	 the	War-god’s	 gate.	 There	 she
bade	 Jason	 dig	 a	 ditch,	 and	 kill	 the	 lamb,	 and	 leave	 it	 there,	 and	 strew	 on	 it
magic	herbs	and	honey	from	the	honeycomb.
Then	sprang	up	 through	 the	earth,	with	 the	 red	 fire	 flashing	before	her,	Brimo
the	wild	witch-huntress,	while	her	mad	hounds	howled	around.	She	had	one	head
like	 a	 horse’s,	 and	 another	 like	 a	 ravening	hound’s,	 and	 another	 like	 a	 hissing
snake,	and	a	sword	in	either	hand.	And	she	leapt	into	the	ditch	with	her	hounds,
and	they	ate	and	drank	their	fill,	while	Jason	and	Orpheus	trembled,	and	Medeia
hid	her	eyes.	And	at	last	the	witch-queen	vanished,	and	fled	with	her	hounds	into
the	woods,	and	the	bars	of	the	gates	fell	down,	and	the	brazen	doors	flew	wide,
and	Medeia	 and	 the	heroes	 ran	 forward	 and	hurried	 through	 the	poison	wood,
among	the	dark	stems	of	the	mighty	beeches,	guided	by	the	gleam	of	the	golden
fleece,	until	they	saw	it	hanging	on	one	vast	tree	in	the	midst.	And	Jason	would
have	sprung	to	seize	 it,	but	Medeia	held	him	back,	and	pointed,	shuddering,	 to
the	 tree-foot,	where	 the	mighty	serpent	 lay,	coiled	 in	and	out	among	 the	 roots,
with	a	body	like	a	mountain	pine.	His	coils	stretched	many	a	fathom,	spangled
with	bronze	and	gold,	and	half	of	him	they	could	see,	but	no	more,	for	the	rest
lay	in	the	darkness	far	beyond.
And	when	he	saw	them	coming	he	lifted	up	his	head,	and	watched	them	with	his
small	bright	eyes,	and	flashed	his	forked	tongue,	and	roared	like	the	fire	among
the	woodlands,	 till	 the	 forest	 tossed	and	groaned.	For	his	cries	 shook	 the	 trees
from	leaf	to	root,	and	swept	over	the	long	reaches	of	the	river,	and	over	Aietes’



hall,	and	woke	the	sleepers	in	the	city,	till	mothers	clasped	their	children	in	their
fear.
But	Medeia	called	gently	to	him,	and	he	stretched	out	his	long	spotted	neck,	and
licked	her	hand,	and	looked	up	in	her	face,	as	if	to	ask	for	food.	Then	she	made	a
sign	to	Orpheus,	and	he	began	his	magic	song.
And	as	he	sung,	 the	forest	grew	calm	again,	and	the	leaves	on	every	tree	hung
still,	and	the	serpent’s	head	sank	down,	and	his	brazen	coils	grew	limp,	and	his
glittering	eyes	closed	lazily,	till	he	breathed	as	gently	as	a	child,	while	Orpheus
called	to	pleasant	Slumber,	who	gives	peace	to	men,	and	beasts,	and	waves.
Then	Jason	leapt	forward	warily,	and	stepped	across	that	mighty	snake,	and	tore
the	 fleece	 from	off	 the	 tree-trunk,	and	 the	 four	 rushed	down	 the	garden,	 to	 the
bank	where	the	Argo	lay.
There	was	a	silence	for	a	moment,	while	Jason	held	the	golden	fleece	on	high.
Then	 he	 cried,	 “Go	 now,	 good	Argo,	 swift	 and	 steady,	 if	 ever	 you	would	 see
Pelion	more.”
And	she	went,	as	the	heroes	drove	her,	grim	and	silent	all,	with	muffled	oars,	till
the	pine-wood	bent	 like	willow	in	their	hands,	and	stout	Argo	groaned	beneath
their	strokes.
On	 and	 on,	 beneath	 the	 dewy	 darkness,	 they	 fled	 swiftly	 down	 the	 swirling
stream,	underneath	black	walls,	and	temples,	and	the	castles	of	the	princes	of	the
East.	 They	 flew	 past	 sluice-mouths,	 and	 fragrant	 gardens,	 and	 groves	 of	 all
strange	 fruits,	 past	 marshes	 where	 fat	 kine	 lay	 sleeping,	 and	 long	 beds	 of
whispering	reeds.	At	last	they	heard	the	merry	music	of	the	surf’s	surge	upon	the
bar,	as	it	tumbled	in	the	moonlight	all	alone.
Into	the	surge	they	rushed,	and	Argo	leapt	the	breakers	like	a	horse,	for	she	knew
the	 time	 was	 come	 to	 show	 her	 mettle,	 and	 win	 honour	 for	 the	 heroes	 and
herself.
Into	 the	 surge	 they	 rushed,	 and	 Argo	 leapt	 the	 breakers	 like	 a	 horse,	 till	 the
heroes	stopped	all	panting,	each	man	upon	his	oar,	as	she	slid	into	the	still	broad
sea.
Then	Orpheus	 took	his	harp	and	 sang	a	pæan,	 till	 the	heroes’	hearts	 rose	high
again,	and	they	rowed	on	stoutly	and	steadfastly,	away	into	the	darkness	of	the
West.
	



HOW	THE	ARGONAUTS	WERE	DRIVEN	INTO	THE
UNKNOWN	SEA

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Charles	Kingsley	in	The	Heroes,	Or	Greek	Fairy
Tales,	published	by	MacMillan	&	Co,	1889.

	

	

SO	THEY	FLED	AWAY	IN	HASTE	 to	 the	westward,	but	Aietes	manned	his
fleet	and	followed	them.	And	Lynceus	the	quick-eyed	saw	him	coming,	while	he
was	 still	many	 a	mile	 away,	 and	 cried,	 “I	 see	 a	 hundred	 ships,	 like	 a	 flock	of
white	swans,	far	 in	 the	east.”	And	at	 that	 they	rowed	hard,	 like	heroes,	but	 the
ships	came	nearer	every	hour.
Then	Medeia,	 the	 dark	witch-maiden,	 laid	 a	 cruel	 and	 a	 cunning	 plot,	 for	 she
killed	Absyrtus	her	young	brother,	and	cast	him	into	the	sea,	and	said,	“Before
my	father	can	take	up	his	corpse	and	bury	it,	he	must	wait	long,	and	be	left	far
behind.”
And	all	the	heroes	shuddered,	and	looked	one	at	the	other	for	shame,	yet	they	did
not	 punish	 that	 dark	witch-woman,	 because	 she	 had	won	 for	 them	 the	 golden
fleece.
And	when	Aietes	came	to	the	place	he	saw	the	floating	corpse,	and	he	stopped	a
long	while,	and	bewailed	his	son,	and	took	him	up,	and	went	home.	But	he	sent
on	his	sailors	toward	the	west,	and	bound	them	by	a	mighty	curse.
“Bring	back	 to	me	 that	 dark	witch-woman,	 that	 she	may	die	 a	 dreadful	 death.
But	if	you	return	without	her,	you	shall	die	by	the	same	death	yourselves.”
So	the	Argonauts	escaped	for	that	time,	but	Father	Zeus	saw	that	foul	crime,	and
out	of	the	heavens	he	sent	a	storm,	and	swept	the	ship	far	from	her	course.	Day
after	day	 the	 storm	drove	her,	 amid	 foam	and	blinding	mist,	 till	 they	knew	no
longer	where	they	were,	for	the	sun	was	blotted	from	the	skies.	And	at	last	the
ship	 struck	on	 a	 shoal,	 amid	 low	 isles	 of	mud	 and	 sand,	 and	 the	waves	 rolled
over	her	and	through	her,	and	the	heroes	lost	all	hope	of	life.
Then	Jason	cried	to	Hera,	“Fair	queen,	who	has	befriended	us	till	now,	why	have
you	left	us	in	our	misery,	to	die	here	among	unknown	seas?	It	is	hard	to	lose	the
honour	which	we	 have	won	with	 such	 toil	 and	 danger,	 and	 hard	 never	 to	 see



Hellas	again,	and	the	pleasant	bay	of	Pagasai.”
Then	 the	magic	bough	which	stood	upon	 the	Argo’s	beak	spoke	out,	“Because
Father	Zeus	is	angry,	all	this	has	fallen	on	you,	for	a	cruel	crime	has	been	done
on	board,	and	the	sacred	ship	is	foul	with	blood.”
At	 that	 some	 of	 the	 heroes	 cried,	 “Medeia	 is	 the	 murderess.	 Let	 the	 witch-
woman	bear	her	sin,	and	die!”	And	they	seized	Medeia,	to	hurl	her	into	the	sea,
and	atone	for	the	young	boy’s	death,	but	the	magic	bough	spoke	again,	“Let	her
live	till	her	crimes	are	full.	Vengeance	waits	for	her,	slow	and	sure,	but	she	must
live,	for	you	need	her	still.	She	must	show	you	the	way	to	her	sister	Circe,	who
lives	among	the	islands	of	the	West.	To	her	you	must	sail,	a	weary	way,	and	she
shall	cleanse	you	from	your	guilt.”
Then	all	the	heroes	wept	aloud	when	they	heard	the	sentence	of	the	oak,	for	they
knew	 that	 a	 dark	 journey	 lay	 before	 them,	 and	 years	 of	 bitter	 toil.	 And	 some
upbraided	the	dark	witch-woman,	and	some	said,	“No,	we	are	her	debtors	still.
Without	her	we	should	never	have	won	the	fleece.”	But	most	of	 them	bit	 their
lips	in	silence,	for	they	feared	the	witch’s	spells.
And	now	the	sea	grew	calmer,	and	the	sun	shone	out	once	more,	and	the	heroes
thrust	the	ship	off	the	sand-bank,	and	rowed	forward	on	their	weary	course	under
the	guiding	of	the	dark	witch-maiden,	into	the	wastes	of	the	unknown	sea.
Where	they	went	no	one	can	tell,	nor	how	they	came	to	Circe’s	isle.	Some	say
that	 they	went	 to	 the	westward,	 and	up	 the	 Ister	 stream,	 and	 so	 came	 into	 the
Adriatic,	dragging	their	ship	over	the	snowy	Alps.	And	others	say	that	they	went
southward,	into	the	Red	Sea,	and	past	the	sunny	lands	where	spices	grow,	round
Æthiopia	toward	the	West,	and	that	at	last	they	came	to	Libya,	and	dragged	their
ship	across	the	burning	sands,	and	over	the	hills	into	the	Syrtes,	where	the	flats
and	 quicksands	 spread	 for	 many	 a	 mile,	 between	 rich	 Cyrene	 and	 the	 Lotus-
eaters’	shore.	But	all	these	are	but	dreams	and	fables,	and	dim	hints	of	unknown
lands.
But	all	say	that	they	came	to	a	place	where	they	had	to	drag	their	ship	across	the
land	nine	days	with	ropes	and	rollers,	till	they	came	into	an	unknown	sea.	And
the	best	of	all	the	old	songs	tells	us	how	they	went	away	toward	the	North,	till
they	came	to	the	slope	of	Caucasus,	where	it	sinks	into	the	sea,	and	to	the	narrow
Cimmerian	Bosphorus,	where	 the	Titan	 swam	across	upon	 the	bull.	Then	 they
came	into	the	lazy	waters	of	the	still	Mæotid	lake.	And	then	they	went	northward
ever,	up	the	Tanais,	which	we	call	the	Don,	past	the	Geloni	and	Sauromatai,	and
many	 a	 wandering	 shepherd-tribe,	 and	 the	 one-eyed	 Arimaspi,	 of	 whom	 old
Greek	poets	tell,	who	steal	the	gold	from	the	Griffins,	in	the	cold	Riphaian	hills.
And	 they	 passed	 the	 Scythian	 archers,	 and	 the	 Tauri	 who	 eat	 men,	 and	 the
wandering	Hyperboreai,	who	feed	their	flocks	beneath	the	pole-star,	until	at	last
they	came	 into	 the	northern	ocean,	 the	dull	dead	Cronian	Sea.	And	 there	Argo



would	move	on	no	longer,	and	each	man	clasped	his	elbow,	and	leaned	his	head
upon	his	hand,	heart-broken	with	toil	and	hunger,	and	gave	himself	up	to	death.
But	brave	Ancaios	 the	helmsman	cheered	up	 their	hearts	once	more,	 and	bade
them	 leap	on	 land,	 and	haul	 the	 ship	with	 ropes	 and	 rollers	 for	many	 a	weary
day,	whether	over	land,	or	mud,	or	ice,	we	know	not,	for	the	song	is	mixed	and
broken	like	a	dream.	And	it	says	next,	how	they	came	to	the	rich	nation	of	the
famous	long-lived	men,	and	to	the	coast	of	the	Cimmerians,	who	never	saw	the
sun,	 buried	 deep	 in	 the	 glens	 of	 the	 snow	mountains,	 and	 to	 the	 fair	 land	 of
Hermione,	where	dwelt	the	most	righteous	of	all	nations,	and	to	the	gates	of	the
world	below,	and	to	the	dwelling-place	of	dreams.
And	at	 last	Ancaios	shouted,	“Endure	a	 little	while,	brave	 friends,	 the	worst	 is
surely	past,	for	I	can	see	the	pure	west	wind	ruffle	the	water,	and	hear	the	roar	of
ocean	on	the	sands.	So	raise	up	the	mast,	and	set	the	sail,	and	face	what	comes
like	men.”
Then	out	spoke	the	magic	bough,	“Ah,	would	that	I	had	perished	long	ago,	and
been	whelmed	by	the	dread	blue	rocks,	beneath	the	fierce	swell	of	 the	Euxine!
Better	 so,	 than	 to	wander	 for	 ever,	 disgraced	 by	 the	 guilt	 of	my	 princes.	 The
blood	 of	Absyrtus	 still	 tracks	me,	 and	woe	 follows	 hard	 upon	woe.	And	 now
some	dark	horror	will	clutch	me,	if	I	come	near	the	Isle	of	Ierne.	Unless	you	will
cling	 to	 the	 land,	 and	 sail	 southward	 and	 southward	 for	 ever,	 I	 shall	 wander
beyond	the	Atlantic,	to	the	ocean	which	has	no	shore.’
Then	 they	 blessed	 the	magic	 bough,	 and	 sailed	 southward	 along	 the	 land.	But
before	they	could	pass	Ierne,	the	land	of	mists	and	storms,	the	wild	wind	came
down,	dark	and	roaring,	and	caught	 the	sail,	and	strained	 the	 ropes.	And	away
they	drove	twelve	nights,	on	the	wide	wild	western	sea,	 through	the	foam,	and
over	the	rollers,	while	they	saw	neither	sun	nor	stars.	And	they	cried	again,	“We
shall	 perish,	 for	 we	 know	 not	 where	 we	 are.	We	 are	 lost	 in	 the	 dreary	 damp
darkness,	and	cannot	tell	north	from	south.”
But	 Lynceus	 the	 long-sighted	 called	 gaily	 from	 the	 bows,	 “Take	 heart	 again,
brave	sailors,	 for	 I	see	a	pine-clad	 isle,	and	 the	halls	of	 the	kind	Earth-mother,
with	a	crown	of	clouds	around	them.”
But	Orpheus	said,	“Turn	from	them,	for	no	living	man	can	land	there.	There	is
no	harbour	on	the	coast,	but	steep-walled	cliffs	all	round.’
So	Ancaios	 turned	 the	 ship	 away,	 and	 for	 three	 days	more	 they	 sailed	 on,	 till
they	came	to	Aiaia,	Circe’s	home,	and	the	fairy	island	of	the	West.
And	there	Jason	bid	them	land,	and	seek	about	for	any	sign	of	living	man.	And
as	 they	went	 inland	Circe	met	 them,	 coming	 down	 toward	 the	 ship,	 and	 they
trembled	when	they	saw	her,	for	her	hair,	and	face,	and	robes	shone	like	flame.
And	she	came	and	looked	at	Medeia,	and	Medeia	hid	her	face	beneath	her	veil.



And	Circe	cried,	“Ah,	wretched	girl,	have	you	forgotten	all	your	sins,	 that	you
come	here	to	my	island,	where	the	flowers	bloom	all	the	year	round?	Where	is
your	 aged	 father,	 and	 the	 brother	whom	 you	 killed?	Little	 do	 I	 expect	 you	 to
return	 in	safety	with	 these	strangers	whom	you	 love.	 I	will	 send	you	 food	and
wine,	but	your	ship	must	not	stay	here,	for	it	is	foul	with	sin,	and	foul	with	sin	its
crew.”
And	the	heroes	prayed	her,	but	in	vain,	and	cried,	“Cleanse	us	from	our	guilt!”
But	 she	 sent	 them	 away,	 and	 said,	 “Go	 on	 to	 Malea,	 and	 there	 you	 may	 be
cleansed,	and	return	home.”
Then	 a	 fair	 wind	 rose,	 and	 they	 sailed	 eastward	 by	 Tartessus	 on	 the	 Iberian
shore,	till	they	came	to	the	Pillars	of	Hercules,	and	the	Mediterranean	Sea.	And
then	they	sailed	on	through	the	deeps	of	Sardinia,	and	past	the	Ausonian	islands,
and	the	capes	of	the	Tyrrhenian	shore,	till	they	came	to	a	flowery	island,	upon	a
still	bright	summer’s	eve.	And	as	they	neared	it,	slowly	and	wearily,	they	heard
sweet	 songs	upon	 the	 shore.	But	when	Medeia	heard	 it,	 she	 started,	 and	cried,
“Beware,	all	heroes,	for	these	are	the	rocks	of	the	Sirens.	You	must	pass	close	by
them,	for	there	is	no	other	channel,	but	those	who	listen	to	that	song	are	lost.”
Then	 Orpheus	 spoke,	 the	 king	 of	 all	 minstrels,	 “Let	 them	 match	 their	 song
against	mine.	I	have	charmed	stones,	and	trees,	and	dragons,	how	much	more	the
hearts	of	men!”	So	he	caught	up	his	lyre,	and	stood	upon	the	poop,	and	began	his
magic	song.
And	now	they	could	see	the	Sirens	on	Anthemousa,	the	flowery	isle.	There	were
three	 fair	maidens	 sitting	 on	 the	 beach,	 beneath	 a	 red	 rock	 in	 the	 setting	 sun,
among	 beds	 of	 crimson	 poppies	 and	 golden	 asphodel.	 Slowly	 they	 sung	 and
sleepily,	with	silver	voices,	mild	and	clear,	which	stole	over	the	golden	waters,
and	into	the	hearts	of	all	the	heroes,	in	spite	of	Orpheus’	song.
And	all	things	stayed	around	and	listened.	The	gulls	sat	in	white	lines	along	the
rocks.	On	the	beach	great	seals	lay	basking,	and	kept	time	with	lazy	heads,	while
silver	shoals	of	fish	came	up	to	hearken,	and	whispered	as	they	broke	the	shining
calm.	 The	Wind	 overhead	 hushed	 his	 whistling,	 as	 he	 shepherded	 his	 clouds
toward	the	west,	and	the	clouds	stood	in	mid	blue,	and	listened	dreaming,	like	a
flock	of	golden	sheep.
And	 as	 the	 heroes	 listened,	 the	 oars	 fell	 from	 their	 hands,	 and	 their	 heads
drooped	on	their	breasts,	and	they	closed	their	heavy	eyes,	and	they	dreamed	of
bright	 still	 gardens,	 and	 of	 slumbers	 under	murmuring	 pines,	 till	 all	 their	 toil
seemed	foolishness,	and	they	thought	of	their	renown	no	more.
Then	one	lifted	his	head	suddenly,	and	cried,	“What	use	in	wandering	for	ever?
Let	 us	 stay	here	 and	 rest	 awhile.”	And	 another,	 “Let	 us	 row	 to	 the	 shore,	 and
hear	 the	words	 they	 sing.”	And	 another,	 “I	 care	not	 for	 the	words,	 but	 for	 the
music.	They	shall	sing	me	to	sleep,	that	I	may	rest.”



And	Butes,	the	son	of	Pandion,	the	fairest	of	all	mortal	men,	leapt	out	and	swam
toward	 the	 shore,	 crying,	 “I	 come,	 I	 come,	 fair	maidens,	 to	 live	 and	 die	 here,
listening	to	your	song.”
Then	Medeia	clapped	her	hands	together,	and	cried,	“Sing	louder,	Orpheus,	sing
a	bolder	 strain,	wake	up	 these	hapless	 sluggards,	or	none	of	 them	will	 see	 the
land	of	Hellas	more.”
Then	Orpheus	 lifted	his	harp,	and	crashed	his	cunning	hand	across	 the	strings,
and	his	music	and	his	voice	rose	like	a	trumpet	through	the	still	evening	air.	Into
the	air	it	rushed	like	thunder,	till	the	rocks	rang	and	the	sea,	and	into	their	souls	it
rushed	like	wine,	till	all	hearts	beat	fast	within	their	breasts.
And	he	sung	the	song	of	Perseus,	how	the	Gods	led	him	over	land	and	sea,	and
how	he	slew	the	loathly	Gorgon,	and	won	himself	a	peerless	bride.	He	sang	of
Perseus	 sitting	 now	 with	 the	 Gods	 upon	 Olympus,	 a	 shining	 star	 in	 the	 sky,
immortal	with	his	immortal	bride,	and	honoured	by	all	men	below.
So	Orpheus	sang,	and	so	did	the	Sirens,	answering	each	other	across	the	golden
sea,	 till	Orpheus’	 voice	 drowned	 the	 Sirens’,	 and	 the	 heroes	 caught	 their	 oars
again.
And	they	cried,	“We	will	be	men	like	Perseus,	and	we	will	dare	and	suffer	to	the
last.	Sing	us	his	song	again,	brave	Orpheus,	 that	we	may	forget	 the	Sirens	and
their	spell.”
And	as	Orpheus	sang,	 they	dashed	 their	oars	 into	 the	sea,	and	kept	 time	 to	his
music,	 as	 they	 fled	 fast	 away,	 and	 the	Sirens’	voices	died	behind	 them,	 in	 the
hissing	of	the	foam	along	their	wake.
But	Butes	swam	to	the	shore,	and	knelt	down	before	the	Sirens,	and	cried,	“Sing
on!	sing	on!”	But	he	could	say	no	more,	for	a	charmed	sleep	came	over	him,	and
a	 pleasant	 humming	 in	 his	 ears,	 and	 he	 sank	 all	 along	 upon	 the	 pebbles,	 and
forgot	all	heaven	and	earth,	and	never	looked	at	that	sad	beach	around	him,	all
strewn	with	the	bones	of	men.
Then	slowly	 rose	up	 those	 three	 fair	 sisters,	with	a	cruel	 smile	upon	 their	 lips,
and	 slowly	 they	 crept	 down	 towards	 him,	 like	 leopards	who	 creep	 upon	 their
prey,	 and	 their	hands	were	 like	 the	 talons	of	 eagles	 as	 they	 stepped	across	 the
bones	of	their	victims	to	enjoy	their	cruel	feast.
But	fairest	Aphrodite	saw	him	from	the	highest	Idalian	peak,	and	she	pitied	his
youth	and	his	beauty,	and	leapt	up	from	her	golden	throne.	Like	a	falling	star	she
cleft	the	sky,	and	left	a	trail	of	glittering	light,	till	she	stooped	to	the	Isle	of	the
Sirens,	and	snatched	their	prey	from	their	claws.	And	she	lifted	Butes	as	he	lay
sleeping,	 and	 wrapt	 him	 in	 golden	 mist,	 and	 she	 bore	 him	 to	 the	 peak	 of
Lilybæum,	and	he	slept	there	many	a	pleasant	year.
But	when	the	Sirens	saw	that	they	were	conquered,	they	shrieked	for	envy	and



rage,	and	 leapt	 from	 the	beach	 into	 the	 sea,	 and	were	changed	 into	 rocks	until
this	day.
Then	the	adventurers	came	to	the	straits	by	Lilybæum,	and	saw	Sicily,	the	three-
cornered	 island,	 under	which	Enceladus	 the	 giant	 lies	 groaning	day	 and	night,
and	when	he	turns	the	earth	quakes,	and	his	breath	bursts	out	in	roaring	flames
from	the	highest	cone	of	Ætna,	above	the	chestnut	woods.	And	there	Charybdis
caught	 them	 in	 its	 fearful	coils	of	wave,	and	 rolled	mast-high	about	 them,	and
spun	them	round	and	round	and	they	could	go	neither	back	nor	forward,	while
the	whirlpool	sucked	them	in.
And	while	 they	struggled	 they	saw	near	 them,	on	 the	other	side	of	 the	strait,	a
rock	stand	in	the	water,	with	its	peak	wrapped	round	in	clouds,	a	rock	which	no
man	could	climb,	though	he	had	twenty	hands	and	feet,	for	the	stone	was	smooth
and	slippery,	as	if	polished	by	man’s	hand,	and	halfway	up	a	misty	cave	looked
out	toward	the	west.
And	when	Orpheus	saw	it	he	groaned,	and	struck	his	hands	together.	And	“Little
will	 it	help	us,”	he	cried,	“to	escape	the	jaws	of	 the	whirlpool,	for	 in	 that	cave
lives	Scylla,	the	sea-hag	with	a	young	whelp’s	voice.	My	mother	warned	me	of
her	before	we	sailed	away	from	Hellas.	She	has	six	heads,	and	six	 long	necks,
and	hides	 in	 that	dark	cleft.	And	 from	her	cave	she	 fishes	 for	all	 things	which
pass	by,	for	sharks,	and	seals,	and	dolphins,	and	all	the	herds	of	Amphitrite.	And
never	ship’s	crew	boasted	that	they	came	safe	by	her	rock,	for	she	bends	her	long
necks	 down	 to	 them,	 and	 every	mouth	 takes	 up	 a	man.	And	who	will	 help	 us
now?	For	Hera	and	Zeus	hate	us,	and	our	ship	is	foul	with	guilt,	so	we	must	die,
whatever	befalls.”
Then	out	of	the	depths	came	Thetis,	Peleus’	silver-footed	bride,	for	love	of	her
gallant	husband,	and	all	her	nymphs	around	her,	and	they	played	like	snow-white
dolphins,	 diving	 on	 from	wave	 to	wave	 before	 the	 ship,	 and	 in	 her	wake,	 and
beside	 her,	 as	 dolphins	 play.	 And	 they	 caught	 the	 ship,	 and	 guided	 her,	 and
passed	her	on	from	hand	to	hand,	and	tossed	her	through	the	billows,	as	maidens
toss	 the	 ball.	 And	 when	 Scylla	 stooped	 to	 seize	 her,	 they	 struck	 back	 her
ravening	heads,	and	foul	Scylla	whined,	as	a	whelp	whines,	at	the	touch	of	their
gentle	hands.	She	shrank	into	her	cave	affrighted,	for	all	bad	things	shrink	from
good,	and	Argo	leapt	safe	past	her,	while	a	fair	breeze	rose	behind.	Then	Thetis
and	 her	 nymphs	 sank	 down	 to	 their	 coral	 caves	 beneath	 the	 sea,	 and	 their
gardens	of	green	and	purple,	where	live	flowers	bloom	all	the	year	round,	while
the	heroes	went	on	rejoicing,	yet	dreading	what	might	come	next.
After	that	they	rowed	on	steadily	for	many	a	weary	day,	till	they	saw	a	long	high
island,	 and	 beyond	 it	 a	 mountain	 land.	 And	 they	 searched	 till	 they	 found	 a
harbour,	 and	 there	 rowed	 boldly	 in.	 But	 after	 awhile	 they	 stopped,	 and
wondered,	 for	 there	stood	a	great	city	on	 the	shore,	and	 temples	and	walls	and



gardens,	 and	castles	high	 in	 air	 upon	 the	 cliffs.	And	on	either	 side	 they	 saw	a
harbour,	with	a	narrow	mouth,	but	wide	within,	and	black	ships	without	number,
high	and	dry	upon	the	shore.
Then	Ancaios,	the	wise	helmsman,	spoke,	“What	new	wonder	is	this?	I	know	all
isles,	 and	 harbours,	 and	 the	windings	 of	 all	 seas,	 and	 this	 should	 be	Corcyra,
where	a	few	wild	goat-herds	dwell.	But	from	where	do	these	new	harbours	and
vast	works	of	polished	stone	come	from?”
But	 Jason	 said,	 “They	 can	 be	 no	 savage	 people.	We	 will	 go	 in	 and	 take	 our
chance.”
So	they	rowed	into	the	harbour,	among	a	thousand	black-beaked	ships,	each	far
larger	 than	Argo,	 toward	 a	 quay	of	 polished	 stone.	And	 they	wondered	 at	 that
mighty	city,	with	its	roofs	of	burnished	brass,	and	long	and	lofty	walls	of	marble,
with	strong	palisades	above.	And	the	quays	were	full	of	people,	merchants,	and
mariners,	 and	 slaves,	 going	 to	 and	 fro	with	merchandise	 among	 the	 crowd	 of
ships.	And	the	heroes’	hearts	were	humbled,	and	they	looked	at	each	other	and
said,	“We	 thought	ourselves	a	gallant	crew	when	we	sailed	 from	Iolcos	by	 the
sea,	but	how	small	we	look	before	this	city,	like	an	ant	before	a	hive	of	bees.”
Then	 the	 sailors	hailed	 them	 roughly	 from	 the	quay,	 “What	men	are	you?	We
want	no	strangers	here,	nor	pirates.	We	keep	our	business	to	ourselves.”
But	Jason	answered	gently,	with	many	a	 flattering	word,	and	praised	 their	city
and	their	harbour,	and	their	fleet	of	gallant	ships.	“Surely	you	are	the	children	of
Poseidon,	and	the	masters	of	the	sea,	and	we	are	but	poor	wandering	mariners,
worn	out	with	thirst	and	toil.	Give	us	but	food	and	water,	and	we	will	go	on	our
voyage	in	peace.”
Then	the	sailors	laughed,	and	answered,	“Stranger,	you	are	no	fool.	You	talk	like
an	 honest	 man,	 and	 you	 shall	 find	 us	 honest	 too.	 We	 are	 the	 children	 of
Poseidon,	and	the	masters	of	the	sea,	but	come	ashore	to	us,	and	you	shall	have
the	best	that	we	can	give.”
So	they	limped	ashore,	all	stiff	and	weary,	with	long	ragged	beards	and	sunburnt
cheeks,	 and	 garments	 torn	 and	 weather-stained,	 and	 weapons	 rusted	 with	 the
spray,	while	 the	 sailors	 laughed	at	 them	 (for	 they	were	 rough-tongued,	 though
their	 hearts	 were	 frank	 and	 kind).	 And	 one	 said,	 “These	 fellows	 are	 but	 raw
sailors.	They	look	as	if	they	had	been	sea-sick	all	the	day.”	And	another,	:Their
legs	have	grown	crooked	with	much	rowing,	till	 they	waddle	in	their	walk	like
ducks.”
At	that	Idas	the	rash	would	have	struck	them,	but	Jason	held	him	back,	till	one	of
the	merchant	kings	spoke	to	them,	a	tall	and	stately	man.
“Do	not	be	angry,	 strangers.	The	 sailor	boys	must	have	 their	 jest.	But	we	will
treat	you	justly	and	kindly,	for	strangers	and	poor	men	come	from	God,	and	you



seem	no	common	sailors	by	your	strength,	and	height,	and	weapons.	Come	up
with	me	to	the	palace	of	Alcinous,	the	rich	sea-going	king,	and	we	will	feast	you
well	and	heartily,	and	after	that	you	shall	tell	us	your	name.”
But	Medeia	 hung	 back,	 and	 trembled,	 and	whispered	 in	 Jason’s	 ear,	 “We	 are
betrayed,	and	are	going	to	our	ruin,	for	I	see	my	countrymen	among	the	crowd.
There	are	dark-eyed	Colchi	in	steel	mail-shirts,	such	as	they	wear	in	my	father’s
land.”
“It	 is	 too	 late	 to	 turn,”	 said	 Jason.	And	he	 spoke	 to	 the	merchant	king,	 “What
country	is	this,	good	sir,	and	what	is	this	new-built	town?”
“This	 is	 the	 land	of	 the	Phæaces,	beloved	by	all	 the	 Immortals,	 for	 they	come
here	and	feast	like	friends	with	us,	and	sit	by	our	side	in	the	hall.	We	came	here
from	Liburnia	to	escape	the	unrighteous	Cyclopes,	for	they	robbed	us,	peaceful
merchants,	 of	 our	 hard-earned	 wares	 and	 wealth.	 So	 Nausithous,	 the	 son	 of
Poseidon,	 brought	 us	 here,	 and	 died	 in	 peace.	Now	his	 son	Alcinous	 rules	 us,
with	Arete	the	wisest	of	queens.”
So	 they	went	 up	 across	 the	 square,	 and	wondered	 still	more	 as	 they	went,	 for
along	the	quays	 lay	 in	order	great	cables,	and	yards,	and	masts,	before	 the	fair
temple	 of	 Poseidon,	 the	 blue-haired	 king	 of	 the	 seas.	 And	 round	 the	 square
worked	the	ship-wrights,	as	many	in	number	as	ants,	twining	ropes,	and	hewing
timber,	and	smoothing	long	yards	and	oars.	And	the	Minoai	went	on	in	silence
through	 clean	white	marble	 streets,	 till	 they	 came	 to	 the	 hall	 of	Alcinous,	 and
they	wondered	then	still	more.	For	the	lofty	palace	shone	aloft	in	the	sun,	with
walls	of	plated	brass,	from	the	threshold	to	the	innermost	chamber,	and	the	doors
were	of	silver	and	gold.	And	on	each	side	of	the	doorway	sat	living	dogs	of	gold,
who	never	grew	old	or	died,	so	well	had	Hephaistos	made	them	in	his	forges	in
smoking	Lemnos,	and	given	them	to	Alcinous	to	guard	his	gates	by	night.
And	 within,	 against	 the	 walls,	 stood	 thrones	 on	 either	 side,	 down	 the	 whole
length	of	the	hall,	strewn	with	rich	glossy	shawls.	On	them	the	merchant	kings	of
those	 crafty	 sea-roving	 Phæaces	 sat	 eating	 and	 drinking	 in	 pride,	 and	 feasting
there	all	the	year	round.	And	boys	of	molten	gold	stood	each	on	a	polished	altar,
and	held	torches	in	their	hands,	 to	give	light	all	night	to	the	guests.	And	round
the	 house	 sat	 fifty	 maid-servants,	 some	 grinding	 the	 meal	 in	 the	 mill,	 some
turning	 the	 spindle,	 some	weaving	 at	 the	 loom,	while	 their	 hands	 twinkled	 as
they	passed	the	shuttle,	like	quivering	aspen	leaves.
And	 outside	 the	 palace	 a	 great	 garden	was	walled	 round,	 filled	 full	 of	 stately
fruit-trees,	 grey	 olives	 and	 sweet	 figs,	 and	 pomegranates,	 pears,	 and	 apples,
which	 bore	 the	whole	 year	 round.	 For	 the	 rich	 south-west	wind	 fed	 them,	 till
pear	 grew	 ripe	 on	 pear,	 fig	 on	 fig,	 and	 grape	 on	 grape,	 all	 the	winter	 and	 the
spring.	And	at	the	farther	end	of	the	garden	gay	flower-beds	bloomed	through	all
seasons	of	the	year,	and	two	fair	fountains	rose,	and	ran,	one	through	the	garden



grounds,	and	one	beneath	the	palace	gate,	to	water	all	the	town.	Such	noble	gifts
the	heavens	had	given	to	Alcinous	the	wise.
So	 they	 went	 in,	 and	 saw	 him	 sitting,	 like	 Poseidon,	 on	 his	 throne,	 with	 his
golden	sceptre	by	him,	in	garments	stiff	with	gold,	and	in	his	hand	a	sculptured
goblet,	as	he	pledged	the	merchant	kings.	Beside	him	stood	Arete,	his	wise	and
lovely	queen,	who	leaned	against	a	pillar	as	she	spun	her	golden	threads.
Then	Alcinous	 rose,	 and	welcomed	 them,	 and	 bade	 them	 sit	 and	 eat,	 and	 the
servants	brought	them	tables,	and	bread,	and	meat,	and	wine.
But	Medeia	went	on	trembling	toward	Arete	the	fair	queen,	and	fell	at	her	knees,
and	clasped	them,	and	cried,	weeping,	as	she	knelt,	“I	am	your	guest,	fair	queen,
and	I	entreat	you	by	Zeus,	from	whom	prayers	come.	Do	not	send	me	back	to	my
father	to	die	some	dreadful	death.	Let	me	go	my	way,	and	bear	my	burden.	Have
I	not	had	enough	of	punishment	and	shame?”
“Who	are	you,	strange	maiden?	What	is	the	meaning	of	your	prayer?”
“I	am	Medeia,	daughter	of	Aietes,	and	I	saw	my	countrymen	here	today,	and	I
know	 that	 they	 are	 come	 to	 find	me,	 and	 take	me	 home	 to	 die	 some	 dreadful
death.”
Then	Arete	frowned,	and	said,	“Lead	this	girl	in,	my	maidens,	and	let	the	kings
decide,	not	I.”
And	Alcinous	 leapt	 up	 from	his	 throne,	 and	 cried,	 “Speak,	 strangers,	who	 are
you?	And	who	is	this	maiden?”
“We	 are	 the	 heroes	 of	 the	Minoai,”	 said	 Jason,	 “and	 this	 maiden	 has	 spoken
truth.	We	are	the	men	who	took	the	golden	fleece,	the	men	whose	fame	has	run
round	every	shore.	We	came	here	out	of	 the	ocean,	after	 sorrows	such	as	man
never	 saw	 before.	We	went	 out	many,	 and	 come	 back	 few,	 for	many	 a	 noble
comrade	have	we	lost.	So	let	us	go,	as	you	should	let	your	guests	go,	in	peace,
that	the	world	may	say,	‘Alcinous	is	a	just	king.’”
But	Alcinous	frowned,	and	stood	deep	in	thought.	At	last	he	spoke,	“Had	not	the
deed	been	done	which	 is	done,	 I	 should	have	said	 this	day	 to	myself,	 ‘It	 is	an
honour	to	Alcinous,	and	to	his	children	after	him,	that	the	far-famed	Argonauts
are	his	guests.’	But	 these	Colchi	are	my	guests,	as	you	are,	and	for	 this	month
they	have	waited	here	with	 all	 their	 fleet,	 for	 they	have	hunted	 all	 the	 seas	 of
Hellas,	and	could	not	find	you,	and	dared	neither	go	farther,	nor	go	home.”
“Let	them	choose	out	their	champions,	and	we	will	fight	them,	man	for	man.”
“No	guests	of	ours	shall	 fight	upon	our	 island,	and	 if	you	go	outside	 they	will
outnumber	you.	I	will	do	justice	between	you,	for	I	know	and	do	what	is	right.”
Then	 he	 turned	 to	 his	 kings,	 and	 said,	 “This	 may	 stand	 over	 till	 tomorrow.
Tonight	we	will	feast	our	guests,	and	hear	the	story	of	all	their	wanderings,	and



how	they	came	here	out	of	the	ocean.”
So	Alcinous	bade	the	servants	take	the	heroes	in,	and	bathe	them,	and	give	them
clothes.	And	they	were	glad	when	they	saw	the	warm	water,	for	it	was	long	since
they	had	bathed.	And	they	washed	off	the	sea-salt	from	their	limbs,	and	anointed
themselves	from	head	to	foot	with	oil,	and	combed	out	 their	golden	hair.	Then
they	came	back	again	into	the	hall,	while	the	merchant	kings	rose	up	to	do	them
honour.	And	each	man	said	 to	his	neighbour,	“No	wonder	 that	 these	men	won
fame.	How	they	stand	now	like	Giants,	or	Titans,	or	Immortals	come	down	from
Olympus,	though	many	a	winter	has	worn	them,	and	many	a	fearful	storm.	What
must	they	have	been	when	they	sailed	from	Iolcos,	in	the	bloom	of	their	youth,
long	ago?”
Then	they	went	out	 to	 the	garden,	and	 the	merchant	princes	said,	“Heroes,	 run
races	with	us.	Let	us	see	whose	feet	are	nimblest.”
“We	cannot	race	against	you,	for	our	limbs	are	stiff	from	sea,	and	we	have	lost
our	two	swift	comrades,	the	sons	of	the	north	wind.	But	do	not	think	us	cowards.
If	you	wish	to	try	our	strength,	we	will	shoot,	and	box,	and	wrestle,	against	any
men	on	earth.”
And	Alcinous	 smiled,	 and	answered,	 “I	believe	you,	gallant	guests.	With	your
long	 limbs	 and	 broad	 shoulders,	we	 could	 never	match	 you	 here.	 For	we	 care
nothing	here	 for	boxing,	or	 for	shooting	with	 the	bow.	We	care	 for	 feasts,	and
songs,	 and	 harping,	 and	 dancing,	 and	 running	 races,	 to	 stretch	 our	 limbs	 on
shore.”
So	they	danced	there	and	ran	races,	 the	jolly	merchant	kings,	till	 the	night	fell,
and	all	went	in.
And	 then	 they	 ate	 and	 drank,	 and	 comforted	 their	 weary	 souls,	 till	 Alcinous
called	a	herald,	and	bade	him	go	and	fetch	the	harper.
The	 herald	 went	 out,	 and	 fetched	 the	 harper,	 and	 led	 him	 in	 by	 the	 hand.
Alcinous	cut	him	a	piece	of	meat,	from	the	fattest	of	the	haunch,	and	sent	it	 to
him,	and	said,	“Sing	to	us,	noble	harper,	and	rejoice	the	heroes’	hearts.”
So	 the	 harper	 played	 and	 sang,	while	 the	 dancers	 danced	 strange	 figures,	 and
after	that	the	tumblers	showed	their	tricks,	till	the	heroes	laughed	again.
Then,	“Tell	me,	heroes,”	asked	Alcinous,	“you	who	have	sailed	the	ocean	round,
and	seen	the	manners	of	all	nations,	have	you	seen	such	dancers	as	ours	here,	or
heard	such	music	and	such	singing?	We	hold	ours	to	be	the	best	on	earth.”
“Such	dancing	we	have	never	seen,”	said	Orpheus,	“and	your	singer	is	a	happy
man,	for	Phoebus	himself	must	have	taught	him,	or	else	he	is	the	son	of	a	Muse,
as	I	am	also,	and	have	sung	once	or	twice,	though	not	so	well	as	he.”
“Sing	to	us,	then,	noble	stranger,”	said	Alcinous,	“and	we	will	give	you	precious



gifts.”
So	Orpheus	took	his	magic	harp,	and	sang	to	them	a	stirring	song	of	their	voyage
from	 Iolcos,	 and	 their	 dangers,	 and	 how	 they	 won	 the	 golden	 fleece,	 and	 of
Medeia’s	love,	and	how	she	helped	them,	and	went	with	them	over	land	and	sea.
He	sang	of	all	 their	 fearful	dangers,	 from	monsters,	and	 rocks,	and	storms,	 till
the	 heart	 of	 Arete	 was	 softened,	 and	 all	 the	 women	 wept.	 And	 the	 merchant
kings	rose	up,	each	man	from	off	his	golden	throne,	and	clapped	their	hands,	and
shouted,	“Hail	to	the	noble	Argonauts,	who	sailed	the	unknown	sea!”
Then	he	went	on,	and	sang	the	tale	their	journey	over	the	sluggish	northern	main,
and	through	the	shoreless	outer	ocean,	to	the	fairy	island	of	the	west.	He	sang	of
the	 Sirens,	 and	 Scylla,	 and	Charybdis,	 and	 all	 the	wonders	 they	 had	 seen,	 till
midnight	passed	and	the	day	dawned,	but	the	kings	never	thought	of	sleep.	Each
man	sat	still	and	listened,	with	his	chin	upon	his	hand.
And	 at	 last,	when	Orpheus	 had	 ended,	 they	 all	went	 thoughtfully	 out,	 and	 the
heroes	lay	down	to	sleep,	beneath	the	sounding	porch	outside,	where	Arete	had
strewn	them	rugs	and	carpets,	in	the	sweet	still	summer	night.
Arete	 pleaded	 hard	 with	 her	 husband	 for	Medeia,	 for	 her	 heart	 was	 softened.
And	she	said,	“The	Gods	will	punish	her,	not	we.	After	all,	she	is	our	guest	and
my	 suppliant,	 and	 prayers	 are	 the	 daughters	 of	 Zeus.	And	who,	 too,	 dare	 part
man	and	wife,	after	all	they	have	endured	together?”
And	 Alcinous	 smiled.	 “The	 minstrel’s	 song	 has	 charmed	 you.	 But	 I	 must
remember	what	is	right,	for	songs	cannot	alter	justice,	and	I	must	be	faithful	to
my	name.	Alcinous	 I	 am	 called,	 the	man	 of	 sturdy	 sense,	 and	Alcinous	 I	will
be.”	But	for	all	that	Arete	still	besought	him,	until	she	won	him	round.
So	next	morning	he	sent	a	herald,	and	called	the	kings	into	the	square,	and	said,
“This	is	a	puzzling	matter.	Remember	but	one	thing.	These	Minoai	live	close	by
us,	and	we	may	meet	 them	often	on	 the	seas,	but	Aietes	 lives	afar	off,	and	we
have	only	heard	his	name.	Which,	then,	of	the	two	is	it	safer	to	offend?	The	men
near	us,	or	the	men	far	off?”
The	princes	laughed,	and	praised	his	wisdom,	and	Alcinous	called	the	heroes	to
the	square,	and	the	Colchi	also,	and	they	came	and	stood	opposite	each	other,	but
Medeia	stayed	in	the	palace.	Then	Alcinous	spoke,	“Heroes	of	the	Colchi,	what
is	your	errand	about	this	lady?”
“To	 carry	 her	 home	with	 us,	 that	 she	may	 die	 a	 shameful	 death.	 If	we	 return
without	her,	we	must	die	the	death	she	should	have	died.”
“What	say	you	to	this,	Jason	the	Æolid?”	said	Alcinous,	turning	to	the	Minoai.
“I	say,”	said	 the	cunning	Jason,	“that	 they	are	come	here	on	a	bootless	errand.
Do	 you	 think	 that	 you	 can	 make	 her	 follow	 you,	 heroes	 of	 the	 Colchi?	 She
knows	 all	 spells	 and	 charms.	She	will	 cast	 away	your	 ships	 on	quicksands,	 or



call	 down	 on	 you	 Brimo	 the	 wild	 huntress.	 The	 chains	 will	 fall	 from	 off	 her
wrists,	and	she	will	escape	in	her	dragon-car,	or	if	not	thus,	some	other	way,	for
she	has	a	thousand	plans	and	wiles.	And	why	return	home	at	all,	brave	heroes,
and	 face	 the	 long	 seas	 again,	 and	 the	Bosphorus,	 and	 the	 stormy	Euxine,	 and
double	all	your	toil?	There	is	many	a	fair	 land	round	these	coasts,	which	waits
for	gallant	men	 like	you.	Better	 to	settle	 there,	and	build	a	city,	and	 let	Aietes
and	Colchis	help	themselves.”
Then	a	murmur	rose	among	the	Colchi,	and	some	cried	“He	has	spoken	well”.
Others	shouted,	“We	have	had	enough	of	roving,	we	will	sail	the	seas	no	more!”
And	 the	chief	 said	at	 last,	 “Be	 it	 so,	 then.	A	plague	 she	has	been	 to	us,	 and	a
plague	to	the	house	of	her	father,	and	a	plague	she	will	be	to	you.	Take	her,	since
you	are	no	wiser,	and	we	will	sail	away	toward	the	north.”
Then	Alcinous	gave	them	food,	and	water,	and	garments,	and	rich	presents	of	all
sorts,	and	he	gave	the	same	to	the	Minoai,	and	sent	them	all	away	in	peace.
So	 Jason	 kept	 the	 dark	 witch-maiden	 to	 breed	 him	 woe	 and	 shame,	 and	 the
Colchi	went	northward	into	the	Adriatic,	and	settled,	and	built	 towns	along	the
shore.
Then	the	heroes	rowed	away	to	the	eastward,	to	reach	Hellas,	their	beloved	land,
but	a	storm	came	down	upon	them,	and	swept	them	far	away	toward	the	south.
And	 they	 rowed	 till	 they	were	spent	with	 struggling,	 through	 the	darkness	and
the	blinding	rain,	but	where	they	were	they	could	not	tell,	and	they	gave	up	all
hope	 of	 life.	 At	 last	 Argo	 touched	 the	 ground,	 and	 when	 daylight	 came	 the
heroes	 waded	 to	 the	 shore	 and	 saw	 nothing	 round	 but	 sand	 and	 desolate	 salt
pools,	for	they	had	come	to	the	quicksands	of	the	Syrtis,	and	the	dreary	treeless
flats	which	 lie	 between	Numidia	 and	Cyrene,	 on	 the	 burning	 shore	 of	Africa.
And	 there	 they	 wandered	 starving	 for	 many	 a	 weary	 day,	 before	 they	 could
launch	their	ship	again,	and	gain	the	open	sea.	And	there	Canthus	was	killed	by	a
stone	which	a	herdsman	threw,	while	he	was	trying	to	drive	off	sheep.
And	 there	 too	Mopsus	died,	 the	 seer	who	knew	 the	voices	of	 all	 birds,	 but	he
could	not	foretell	his	own	end,	for	he	was	bitten	in	the	foot	by	a	snake,	one	of
those	which	sprang	from	the	Gorgon’s	head	when	Perseus	carried	 it	across	 the
sands.
At	last	they	rowed	away	toward	the	northward,	for	many	a	weary	day,	till	their
water	was	spent,	and	their	food	eaten,	and	they	were	worn	out	with	hunger	and
thirst.	But	at	last	they	saw	a	long	steep	island,	and	a	blue	peak	high	among	the
clouds,	and	they	knew	it	for	the	peak	of	Ida,	and	the	famous	land	of	Crete.	And
they	said,	“We	will	land	in	Crete,	and	see	Minos	the	just	king,	and	all	his	glory
and	his	wealth.	At	least	he	will	treat	us	hospitably,	and	let	us	fill	our	water-casks
upon	the	shore.”
But	when	 they	 came	nearer	 to	 the	 island	 they	 saw	 a	wondrous	 sight	 upon	 the



cliffs.	For	on	a	cape	to	the	westward	stood	a	giant,	taller	than	any	mountain	pine,
who	glittered	aloft	against	the	sky	like	a	tower	of	burnished	brass.	He	turned	and
looked	on	all	sides	round	him,	till	he	saw	the	Argo	and	her	crew.	When	he	saw
them	he	came	toward	them,	more	swiftly	than	the	swiftest	horse,	leaping	across
the	glens	at	a	bound,	and	striding	at	one	step	from	down	to	down.	And	when	he
came	abreast	of	them	he	brandished	his	arms	up	and	down,	as	a	ship	hoists	and
lowers	her	yards,	and	shouted	with	his	brazen	throat	like	a	trumpet	from	off	the
hills,	“You	are	pirates!	You	are	robbers!	If	you	dare	land	here,	you	die.”
Then	the	heroes	cried,	“We	are	no	pirates.	We	are	all	good	men	and	true,	and	all
we	ask	is	food	and	water;”	but	the	giant	cried	the	more,	“You	are	robbers!	You
are	pirates	all.	I	know	you.	If	you	land,	you	shall	die	the	death.”
Then	he	waved	his	arms	again	as	a	signal,	and	they	saw	the	people	flying	inland,
driving	their	flocks	before	them,	while	a	great	flame	arose	among	the	hills.	Then
the	giant	ran	up	a	valley	and	vanished,	and	the	heroes	lay	on	their	oars	in	fear.
But	Medeia	stood	watching	all	from	under	her	steep	black	brows,	with	a	cunning
smile	upon	her	 lips,	 and	a	 cunning	plot	within	her	heart.	At	 last	 she	 spoke,	 “I
know	this	giant.	I	heard	of	him	in	the	East.	Hephaistos	the	Fire	King	made	him
in	his	 forge	 in	Ætna	beneath	 the	earth,	 and	called	him	Talus,	 and	gave	him	 to
Minos	for	a	servant,	to	guard	the	coast	of	Crete.	Thrice	a	day	he	walks	round	the
island,	and	never	stops	to	sleep.	If	strangers	land	he	leaps	into	his	furnace,	which
flames	 there	 among	 the	 hills,	 and	when	 he	 is	 red-hot	 he	 rushes	 on	 them,	 and
burns	them	in	his	brazen	hands.”
Then	 all	 the	 heroes	 cried,	 “What	 shall	 we	 do,	 wise	 Medeia?	 We	 must	 have
water,	or	we	die	of	thirst.	Flesh	and	blood	we	can	face	fairly,	but	who	can	face
this	red-hot	brass?”
“I	can	face	red-hot	brass,	if	the	tale	I	hear	be	true.	For	they	say	that	he	has	but
one	vein	in	all	his	body,	filled	with	liquid	fire,	and	that	this	vein	is	closed	with	a
nail.	But	I	know	not	where	that	nail	is	placed.	But	if	I	can	get	it	once	into	these
hands,	you	shall	water	your	ship	here	in	peace.”
Then	she	bade	them	put	her	on	shore,	and	row	off	again,	and	wait	 to	see	what
would	befall.
And	the	heroes	obeyed	her	unwillingly,	 for	 they	were	ashamed	to	 leave	her	so
alone,	but	Jason	said,	“She	is	dearer	to	me	than	to	any	of	you,	yet	I	will	trust	her
freely	on	shore.	She	has	more	plots	than	we	can	dream	of	in	the	windings	of	that
fair	and	cunning	head.”
So	they	left	the	witch-maiden	on	the	shore,	and	she	stood	there	in	her	beauty	all
alone,	till	the	giant	strode	back	red-hot	from	head	to	heel,	while	the	grass	hissed
and	smoked	beneath	his	tread.
And	when	he	saw	the	maiden	alone,	he	stopped.	She	looked	boldly	up	into	his



face	without	moving,	and	began	her	magic	song:
	

‘Life	is	short,	though	life	is	sweet,
and	even	men	of	brass	and	fire	must	die.
The	brass	must	rust,	the	fire	must	cool,
for	time	gnaws	all	things	in	their	turn.
Life	is	short,	though	life	is	sweet,
but	sweeter	to	live	for	ever,
sweeter	to	live	ever	youthful	like	the	Gods,
who	have	ichor	in	their	veins,
ichor	which	gives	life,	and	youth,
and	joy,	and	a	bounding	heart.’
	

Then	 Talus	 said,	 “Who	 are	 you,	 strange	 maiden,	 and	 where	 is	 this	 ichor	 of
youth?”
Then	Medeia	held	up	a	flask	of	crystal,	and	said,	“Here	is	the	ichor	of	youth.	I
am	Medeia	 the	 enchantress.	My	 sister	 Circe	 gave	me	 this,	 and	 said,	 ‘Go	 and
reward	Talus,	 the	 faithful	 servant,	 for	 his	 fame	 is	 gone	 out	 into	 all	 lands.’	 So
come,	and	I	will	pour	this	into	your	veins,	that	you	may	live	for	ever	young.”
And	 he	 listened	 to	 her	 false	 words,	 that	 simple	 Talus,	 and	 came	 near,	 and
Medeia	said,	“Dip	yourself	in	the	sea	first,	and	cool	yourself,	lest	you	burn	my
tender	hands.	Then	show	me	where	the	nail	in	your	vein	is,	that	I	may	pour	the
ichor	in.”
Then	that	simple	Talus	dipped	himself	in	the	sea,	 till	 it	hissed,	and	roared,	and
smoked,	and	came	and	knelt	before	Medeia,	and	showed	her	the	secret	nail.
And	 she	 drew	 the	 nail	 out	 gently,	 but	 she	 poured	 no	 ichor	 in,	 and	 instead	 the
liquid	fire	spouted	forth,	like	a	stream	of	red-hot	iron.	And	Talus	tried	to	leap	up,
crying,	“You	have	betrayed	me,	false	witch-maiden!”	But	she	lifted	up	her	hands
before	him,	and	sang,	till	he	sank	beneath	her	spell.	And	as	he	sank,	his	brazen
limbs	clanked	heavily,	and	the	earth	groaned	beneath	his	weight,	and	the	liquid
fire	 ran	 from	 his	 heel,	 like	 a	 stream	 of	 lava,	 to	 the	 sea.	Medeia	 laughed,	 and
called	to	the	heroes,	“Come	ashore,	and	water	your	ship	in	peace.”
So	 they	 came,	 and	 found	 the	giant	 lying	dead,	 and	 they	 fell	 down,	 and	kissed
Medeia’s	feet,	and	watered	their	ship,	and	took	sheep	and	oxen,	and	so	left	that
inhospitable	shore.



At	 last,	 after	many	more	 adventures,	 they	 came	 to	 the	 Cape	 of	Malea,	 at	 the
south-west	 point	 of	 the	 Peloponnese.	 And	 there	 they	 offered	 sacrifices,	 and
Orpheus	 purged	 them	 from	 their	 guilt.	 Then	 they	 rode	 away	 again	 to	 the
northward,	past	the	Laconian	shore,	and	came	all	worn	and	tired	by	Sunium,	and
up	the	long	Euboean	Strait,	until	 they	saw	once	more	Pelion,	and	Aphetai,	and
Iolcos	by	the	sea.
And	 they	 ran	 the	 ship	 ashore,	 but	 they	had	no	 strength	 left	 to	 haul	 her	 up	 the
beach.	They	crawled	out	on	the	pebbles,	and	sat	down,	and	wept	till	they	could
weep	no	more.	For	 the	houses	 and	 the	 trees	were	 all	 altered,	 and	all	 the	 faces
which	they	saw	were	strange,	and	their	joy	was	swallowed	up	in	sorrow,	while
they	 thought	of	 their	youth,	and	all	 their	 labour,	and	 the	gallant	comrades	 they
had	lost.
And	 the	 people	 crowded	 round,	 and	 asked	 them	 “Who	 are	 you,	 that	 you	 sit
weeping	here?”
“We	are	the	sons	of	your	princes,	who	sailed	out	many	a	year	ago.	We	went	to
fetch	 the	 golden	 fleece,	 and	we	 have	 brought	 it,	 and	 grief	 therewith.	 Give	 us
news	of	our	fathers	and	our	mothers,	if	any	of	them	be	left	alive	on	earth.”
Then	there	was	shouting,	and	laughing,	and	weeping,	and	all	the	kings	came	to
the	shore,	and	they	led	away	the	heroes	to	their	homes,	and	bewailed	the	valiant
dead.
Then	Jason	went	up	with	Medeia	to	the	palace	of	his	uncle	Pelias.	And	when	he
came	in	Pelias	sat	by	the	hearth,	crippled	and	blind	with	age.	Opposite	him	sat
Æson,	Jason’s	father,	crippled	and	blind	likewise,	and	the	two	old	men’s	heads
shook	together	as	they	tried	to	warm	themselves	before	the	fire.
And	Jason	fell	down	at	his	father’s	knees,	and	wept,	and	called	him	by	his	name.
And	the	old	man	stretched	his	hands	out,	and	felt	him,	and	said,	“Do	not	mock
me,	young	hero.	My	son	Jason	is	dead	long	ago	at	sea.”
“I	am	your	own	son	Jason,	whom	you	trusted	to	the	Centaur	upon	Pelion.	I	have
brought	home	the	golden	fleece,	and	a	princess	of	the	Sun’s	race	for	my	bride.
So	now	give	me	up	the	kingdom,	Pelias	my	uncle,	and	fulfil	your	promise	as	I
have	fulfilled	mine.”
Then	his	father	clung	to	him	like	a	child,	and	wept,	and	would	not	 let	him	go,
and	cried,	“Now	I	shall	not	go	down	lonely	 to	my	grave.	Promise	me	never	 to
leave	me	till	I	die.”
	



HOW	THESEUS	LIFTED	THE	STONE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Charles	Kingsley	in	The	Heroes,	Or	Greek	Fairy
Tales,	published	by	MacMillan	&	Co,	1889.

	

	

Once	 upon	 a	 time	 there	 was	 a	 princess	 in	 Trœzene,	 Aithra,	 the	 daughter	 of
Pittheus	the	king.	She	had	one	fair	son,	named	Theseus,	the	bravest	lad	in	all	the
land,	and	Aithra	never	smiled	except	when	she	 looked	at	him,	for	her	husband
had	 forgotten	her,	 and	 lived	 far	 away.	And	 she	used	 to	go	up	 to	 the	mountain
above	 Trœzene,	 to	 the	 temple	 of	 Poseidon	 and	 sit	 there	 all	 day	 looking	 out
across	the	bay,	over	Methana,	to	the	purple	peaks	of	Ægina	and	the	Attic	shore
beyond.	And	when	Theseus	was	full	fifteen	years	old	she	took	him	up	with	her
to	the	temple,	and	into	the	thickets	of	the	grove	which	grew	in	the	temple-yard.
And	 she	 led	 him	 to	 a	 tall	 plane-tree,	 beneath	 whose	 shade	 grew	 arbutus,	 and
lentisk,	and	purple	heather-bushes.	And	there	she	sighed,	and	said,	“Theseus,	my
son,	go	into	that	thicket	and	you	will	find	at	the	plane-tree	foot	a	great	flat	stone.
Lift	it,	and	bring	me	what	lies	underneath.”
Then	Theseus	pushed	his	way	in	through	the	thick	bushes,	and	saw	that	they	had
not	been	moved	for	many	a	year.	And	searching	among	 their	 roots	he	 found	a
great	flat	stone,	all	overgrown	with	ivy,	and	acanthus,	and	moss.	He	tried	to	lift
it,	but	he	could	not.	And	he	tried	till	the	sweat	ran	down	his	brow	from	heat,	and
the	 tears	from	his	eyes	for	shame,	but	all	was	 to	no	avail.	And	at	 last	he	came
back	to	his	mother,	and	said,	“I	have	found	the	stone,	but	I	cannot	lift	it.	Nor	do	I
think	that	any	man	could	in	all	Trœzene.”
Then	she	sighed,	and	said,	“The	Gods	wait	long,	but	they	are	just	at	last.	Let	it
be	for	another	year.	The	day	may	come	when	you	will	be	a	stronger	man	than
lives	in	all	Trœzene.”
Then	she	took	him	by	the	hand,	and	went	into	the	temple	and	prayed,	and	came
down	again	with	Theseus	to	her	home.
And	when	a	full	year	was	past	she	led	Theseus	up	again	to	the	temple,	and	bade
him	lift	the	stone,	but	he	still	could	not.
Then	 she	 sighed,	 and	 said	 the	 same	 words	 again,	 and	 went	 down,	 and	 came
again	the	next	year,	but	Theseus	could	not	lift	the	stone	then,	nor	the	year	after,



and	he	 longed	 to	ask	his	mother	 the	meaning	of	 that	stone,	and	what	might	 lie
underneath	it,	but	her	face	was	so	sad	that	he	had	not	the	heart	to	ask.
So	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 “The	 day	 shall	 surely	 come	when	 I	will	 lift	 that	 stone,
though	no	man	 in	Trœzene	can.”	And	 in	order	 to	grow	strong	he	 spent	all	his
days	in	wrestling,	and	boxing,	and	hurling,	and	taming	horses,	and	hunting	the
boar	and	 the	bull,	and	coursing	goats	and	deer	among	 the	rocks,	until	upon	all
the	mountains	there	was	no	hunter	so	swift	as	Theseus.	He	killed	Phaia	the	wild
sow	of	Crommyon,	which	wasted	all	the	land,	till	all	the	people	said,	“Surely	the
Gods	are	with	the	lad.”
And	when	his	eighteenth	year	was	past,	Aithra	led	him	up	again	to	the	temple,
and	 said,	 “Theseus,	 lift	 the	 stone	 this	 day,	 or	 never	 know	who	 you	 are.”	And
Theseus	went	into	the	thicket,	and	stood	over	the	stone,	and	tugged	at	it,	and	it
moved.	Then	his	spirit	swelled	within	him,	and	he	said,	“If	I	break	my	heart	in
my	body,	it	shall	lift	up.”	And	he	tugged	at	it	once	more,	and	lifted	it,	and	rolled
it	over	with	a	shout.
And	when	he	looked	beneath	it,	on	the	ground	lay	a	sword	of	bronze,	with	a	hilt
of	 glittering	 gold,	 and	 by	 it	 a	 pair	 of	 golden	 sandals.	He	 caught	 them	up,	 and
burst	through	the	bushes	like	a	wild	boar,	and	leapt	to	his	mother,	holding	them
high	above	his	head.
But	 when	 she	 saw	 them	 she	 wept	 long	 in	 silence,	 hiding	 her	 fair	 face	 in	 her
shawl.	Theseus	 stood	by	her	wondering,	 and	wept	 also,	but	he	knew	not	why.
And	when	she	was	tired	of	weeping,	she	lifted	up	her	head,	and	laid	her	finger
on	 her	 lips,	 and	 said,	 “Hide	 them	 in	 your	 bosom,	Theseus	my	 son,	 and	 come
with	me	where	we	can	look	down	upon	the	sea.”
Then	 they	went	outside	 the	sacred	wall,	and	 looked	down	over	 the	bright	blue
sea,	and	Aithra	said,	“Do	you	see	this	land	at	our	feet?”
And	he	said,	“Yes,	this	is	Trœzene,	where	I	was	born	and	bred.”
And	 she	 said,	 “It	 is	 but	 a	 little	 land,	 barren	 and	 rocky,	 and	 looks	 towards	 the
bleak	north-east.	Do	you	see	that	land	beyond?”
“Yes,	that	is	Attica,	where	the	Athenian	people	dwell.”
“That	 is	 a	 fair	 land	 and	 large,	Theseus	my	 son,	 and	 it	 looks	 toward	 the	 sunny
south,	a	land	of	olive-oil	and	honey,	the	joy	of	Gods	and	men.	For	the	Gods	have
girdled	 it	 with	 mountains,	 whose	 veins	 are	 of	 pure	 silver,	 and	 their	 bones	 of
marble	white	as	snow,	and	there	the	hills	are	sweet	with	thyme	and	basil,	and	the
meadows	 with	 violet	 and	 asphodel,	 and	 the	 nightingales	 sing	 all	 day	 in	 the
thickets,	 by	 the	 side	 of	 ever-flowing	 streams.	 There	 are	 twelve	 towns	 well
peopled,	the	homes	of	an	ancient	race,	the	children	of	Kekrops	the	serpent	king,
the	son	of	Mother	Earth,	who	wear	gold	cicalas	among	the	tresses	of	their	golden
hair.	Like	the	cicalas	they	sprang	from	the	earth,	and	like	the	cicalas	they	sing	all



day,	rejoicing	in	the	genial	sun.	What	would	you	do,	son	Theseus,	 if	you	were
king	of	such	a	land?”
Then	Theseus	 stood	 astonished,	 as	 he	 looked	 across	 the	 broad	 bright	 sea,	 and
saw	 the	 fair	Attic	 shore,	 from	Sunium	 to	Hymettus	and	Pentelicus,	 and	all	 the
mountain	peaks	which	girdle	Athens	round.	But	Athens	itself	he	could	not	see,
for	purple	Ægina	stood	before	it,	midway	across	the	sea.
Then	his	heart	grew	great	within	him,	and	he	said,	“If	I	were	king	of	such	a	land
I	would	rule	it	wisely	and	well	in	wisdom	and	in	might,	so	that	when	I	died	all
men	might	weep	over	my	tomb,	and	cry,	‘Alas	for	the	shepherd	of	his	people!’”
And	Aithra	smiled,	and	said,	“Take,	then,	the	sword	and	the	sandals,	and	go	to
Ægeus,	king	of	Athens,	who	lives	on	Pallas’	hill,	and	say	to	him,	‘The	stone	is
lifted,	 but	whose	 is	 the	pledge	beneath	 it?’	Then	 show	him	 the	 sword	 and	 the
sandals,	and	take	what	the	Gods	shall	send.”
But	Theseus	wept,	“Shall	I	leave	you,	O	my	mother?”
She	answered,	“Weep	not	for	me.	That	which	is	fated	must	be,	and	grief	is	easy
to	 those	who	 do	 nought	 but	 grieve.	 Full	 of	 sorrow	was	my	 youth,	 and	 full	 of
sorrow	 my	 womanhood.	 Full	 of	 sorrow	 was	 my	 youth	 for	 Bellerophon,	 the
slayer	of	the	Chimæra,	whom	my	father	drove	away	by	treason.	Full	of	sorrow
my	womanhood,	for	your	treacherous	father	and	for	you,	and	full	of	sorrow	my
old	age	will	be	(for	I	see	my	fate	 in	dreams),	when	the	sons	of	 the	Swan	shall
carry	me	captive	to	the	hollow	vale	of	Eurotas,	till	I	sail	across	the	seas	a	slave,
the	handmaid	of	 the	pest	of	Greece.	Yet	 shall	 I	be	avenged,	when	 the	golden-
haired	heroes	sail	against	Troy,	and	sack	the	palaces	of	Ilium.	Then	my	son	shall
set	 me	 free	 from	 thraldom,	 and	 I	 shall	 hear	 the	 tale	 of	 Theseus’	 fame.	 Yet
beyond	that	I	see	new	sorrows,	but	I	can	bear	them	as	I	have	borne	the	past.”
Then	 she	 kissed	 Theseus,	 and	 wept	 over	 him,	 and	 went	 into	 the	 temple,	 and
Theseus	saw	her	no	more.
	



HOW	THESEUS	SLEW	THE	DEVOURERS	OF	MEN

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Charles	Kingsley	in	The	Heroes,	Or	Greek	Fairy
Tales,	published	by	MacMillan	&	Co,	1889.

	

	

So	Theseus	 stood	 there	 alone,	with	his	mind	 full	 of	many	hopes.	And	 first	 he
thought	of	going	down	to	the	harbour	and	hiring	a	swift	ship,	and	sailing	across
the	 bay	 to	Athens,	 but	 even	 that	 seemed	 too	 slow	 for	 him,	 and	 he	 longed	 for
wings	to	fly	across	the	sea,	and	find	his	father.	But	after	a	while	his	heart	began
to	fail	him,	and	he	sighed,	and	said	within	himself,	“What	if	my	father	has	other
sons	about	him	whom	he	loves?	What	if	he	will	not	receive	me?	And	what	have
I	done	 that	he	 should	 receive	me?	He	has	 forgotten	me	ever	 since	 I	was	born.
Why	should	he	welcome	me	now?”
Then	he	thought	a	long	while	sadly,	and	at	the	last	he	cried	aloud,	“Yes!	I	will
make	him	love	me,	for	I	will	prove	myself	worthy	of	his	love.	I	will	win	honour
and	renown,	and	do	such	deeds	that	Ægeus	shall	be	proud	of	me,	though	he	had
fifty	other	sons!	Did	not	Heracles	win	himself	honour,	though	he	was	oppressed,
and	the	slave	of	Eurystheus?	Did	he	not	kill	all	robbers	and	evil	beasts,	and	drain
great	 lakes	and	marshes,	breaking	 the	hills	 through	with	his	club?	Therefore	 it
was	that	all	men	honoured	him,	because	he	rid	them	of	their	miseries,	and	made
life	 pleasant	 to	 them	 and	 their	 children	 after	 them.	Where	 can	 I	 go,	 to	 do	 as
Heracles	has	done?	Where	can	I	find	strange	adventures,	robbers,	and	monsters,
and	 the	 children	 of	 hell,	 the	 enemies	 of	men?	 I	will	 go	 by	 land,	 and	 into	 the
mountains,	 and	 round	by	 the	way	of	 the	 Isthmus.	Perhaps	 there	 I	may	hear	of
brave	adventures,	and	do	something	which	shall	win	my	father’s	love.”
So	he	went	by	land,	and	away	into	the	mountains,	with	his	father’s	sword	upon
his	thigh,	till	he	came	to	the	Spider	mountains,	which	hang	over	Epidaurus	and
the	sea,	where	the	glens	run	downward	from	one	peak	in	the	midst,	as	the	rays
spread	in	the	spider’s	web.
And	he	went	up	into	the	gloomy	glens,	between	the	furrowed	marble	walls,	till
the	 lowland	 grew	 blue	 beneath	 his	 feet	 and	 the	 clouds	 drove	 damp	 about	 his
head.
But	he	went	up	and	up	forever,	through	the	spider’s	web	of	glens,	till	he	could
see	the	narrow	gulfs	spread	below	him,	north	and	south,	and	east	and	west,	black



cracks	half-choked	with	mists,	and	above	all	a	dreary	down.
But	over	that	down	he	must	go,	for	there	was	no	road	right	or	left,	so	he	toiled	on
through	bog	and	brake,	till	he	came	to	a	pile	of	stones.
And	on	the	stones	a	man	was	sitting,	wrapped	in	a	bearskin	cloak.	The	head	of
the	bear	served	him	for	a	cap,	and	its	teeth	grinned	white	around	his	brows,	and
the	feet	were	tied	about	his	 throat,	and	their	claws	shone	white	upon	his	chest.
And	when	he	saw	Theseus	he	rose,	and	laughed	till	the	glens	rattled.
“And	who	are	you,	fair	fly,	who	has	walked	into	the	spider’s	web?”	But	Theseus
walked	on	steadily,	and	made	no	answer,	but	he	thought,	“Is	this	some	robber?
And	has	an	adventure	come	already	to	me?”
But	the	strange	man	laughed	louder	than	ever,	and	said,	“Bold	fly,	know	you	not
that	these	glens	are	the	web	from	which	no	fly	ever	finds	his	way	out	again,	and
this	down	is	the	spider’s	house,	and	I	the	spider	who	sucks	the	flies?	Come	here,
and	let	me	feast	upon	you.	It	is	no	use	running	away.	So	cunning	a	web	has	my
father	Hephaistos	 spread	 for	me	when	 he	made	 these	 clefts	 in	 the	mountains,
through	which	no	man	finds	his	way	home.”
But	Theseus	came	on	steadily,	and	asked,	“And	what	is	your	name	among	men,
bold	spider?	And	where	are	your	spider’s	fangs?”
Then	 the	 strange	 man	 laughed	 again,	 “My	 name	 is	 Periphetes,	 the	 son	 of
Hephaistos	and	Anticleia	 the	mountain	nymph.	But	men	call	me	Corynetes	 the
club-bearer,	and	here	is	my	spider’s	fang.”	And	he	lifted	from	off	the	stones	at
his	side	a	mighty	club	of	bronze.
“This	my	father	gave	me,	and	forged	it	himself	in	the	roots	of	the	mountain,	and
with	it	I	pound	all	proud	flies	till	they	give	out	their	fatness	and	their	sweetness.
So	 give	 me	 up	 that	 gay	 sword	 of	 yours,	 and	 your	 mantle,	 and	 your	 golden
sandals,	lest	I	pound	you,	and	by	ill-luck	you	die.”
But	Theseus	wrapped	his	mantle	round	his	left	arm	quickly,	in	hard	folds,	from
his	shoulder	to	his	hand,	and	drew	his	sword,	and	rushed	upon	the	club-bearer,
and	the	club-bearer	rushed	on	him.
Thrice	he	struck	at	Theseus,	and	made	him	bend	under	the	blows	like	a	sapling,
but	 Theseus	 guarded	 his	 head	 with	 his	 left	 arm,	 and	 the	 mantle	 which	 was
wrapped	around	it.
And	thrice	Theseus	sprang	upright	after	the	blow,	like	a	sapling	when	the	storm
is	past,	and	he	stabbed	at	the	club-bearer	with	his	sword,	but	the	loose	folds	of
the	bearskin	saved	him.
Then	Theseus	grew	mad,	and	closed	with	him,	and	caught	him	by	the	throat,	and
they	fell	and	rolled	over	together,	but	when	Theseus	rose	up	from	the	ground	the
club-bearer	lay	still	at	his	feet.



Then	Theseus	took	his	club	and	his	bearskin,	and	left	him	to	the	kites	and	crows,
and	went	upon	his	journey	down	the	glens	on	the	farther	slope,	till	he	came	to	a
broad	green	valley,	and	saw	flocks	and	herds	sleeping	beneath	the	trees.
And	by	the	side	of	a	pleasant	fountain,	under	the	shade	of	rocks	and	trees,	were
nymphs	and	shepherds	dancing,	but	no	one	piped	to	them	while	they	danced.
And	when	they	saw	Theseus	they	shrieked.	and	the	shepherds	ran	off,	and	drove
away	 their	 flocks,	 while	 the	 nymphs	 dived	 into	 the	 fountain	 like	 coots,	 and
vanished.
Theseus	wondered	and	laughed,	“What	strange	fancies	have	folks	here	who	run
away	 from	 strangers,	 and	have	no	music	when	 they	dance!”	But	he	was	 tired,
and	dusty,	and	thirsty,	so	he	thought	no	more	of	them,	but	drank	and	bathed	in
the	clear	pool,	and	then	lay	down	in	the	shade	under	a	plane-tree,	while	the	water
sang	him	to	sleep,	as	it	tinkled	down	from	stone	to	stone.
And	when	he	woke	he	heard	a	whispering,	and	saw	the	nymphs	peeping	at	him
across	 the	 fountain	 from	 the	 dark	 mouth	 of	 a	 cave,	 where	 they	 sat	 on	 green
cushions	 of	 moss.	 And	 one	 said,	 “Surely	 he	 is	 not	 Periphetes,”	 and	 another
spoke,	saying,	“He	looks	like	no	robber,	but	a	fair	and	gentle	youth.”
Then	Theseus	smiled,	and	called	 them,	“Fair	nymphs,	 I	am	not	Periphetes.	He
sleeps	among	the	kites	and	crows,	but	I	have	brought	away	his	bearskin	and	his
club.”
Then	they	leapt	across	the	pool,	and	came	to	him,	and	called	the	shepherds	back.
And	he	told	them	how	he	had	slain	the	club-bearer.	The	shepherds	kissed	his	feet
and	 sang,	 “Now	we	 shall	 feed	 our	 flocks	 in	 peace,	 and	 not	 be	 afraid	 to	 have
music	when	we	dance,	for	the	cruel	club-bearer	has	met	his	match,	and	he	will
listen	for	our	pipes	no	more.”	Then	they	brought	him	kid’s	flesh	and	wine,	and
the	nymphs	brought	him	honey	from	the	rocks,	and	he	ate,	and	drank,	and	slept
again,	while	 the	nymphs	and	 shepherds	danced	and	 sang.	And	when	he	woke,
they	begged	him	to	stay,	but	he	would	not.	“I	have	a	great	work	to	do,”	he	said,
“I	must	be	away	toward	the	Isthmus,	that	I	may	go	to	Athens.”
But	the	shepherds	said,	“Will	you	go	alone	toward	Athens?	None	travel	that	way
now,	except	in	armed	troops.”
“As	 for	 arms,	 I	 have	enough,	 as	you	 see.	And	as	 for	 troops,	 an	honest	man	 is
good	enough	company	for	himself.	Why	should	I	not	go	alone	toward	Athens?”
“If	you	do,	you	must	look	warily	about	you	on	the	Isthmus,	lest	you	meet	Sinis
the	 robber,	 whom	men	 call	 Pituocamptes	 the	 pine-bender,	 for	 he	 bends	 down
two	pine-trees,	and	binds	all	travellers	hand	and	foot	between	them,	and	when	he
lets	the	trees	go	again	their	bodies	are	torn	in	sunder.”
“And	after	that,”	said	another,	“you	must	go	inland,	and	not	dare	to	pass	over	the
cliffs	of	Sciron,	for	on	the	left	hand	are	the	mountains,	and	on	the	right	the	sea,



so	 that	 you	 have	 no	 escape,	 but	must	 needs	meet	 Sciron	 the	 robber,	who	will
make	you	wash	his	feet.	While	you	are	washing	them	he	will	kick	you	over	the
cliff,	to	the	tortoise	who	lives	below,	and	feeds	upon	the	bodies	of	the	dead.”
And	 before	 Theseus	 could	 answer,	 another	 cried,	 “And	 after	 that	 is	 a	 worse
danger	still,	unless	you	go	inland	always,	and	leave	Eleusis	far	on	your	right.	For
in	Eleusis	rules	Kerkuon	the	cruel	king,	the	terror	of	all	mortals,	who	killed	his
own	daughter	Alope	in	prison.	But	she	was	changed	into	a	fair	fountain,	and	her
child	he	cast	out	upon	the	mountains,	but	the	wild	mares	gave	it	milk.	And	now
he	 challenges	 all	 comers	 to	wrestle	with	him,	 for	 he	 is	 the	best	wrestler	 in	 all
Attica,	and	overthrows	all	who	come,	and	those	whom	he	overthrows	he	murders
miserably,	and	his	palace-court	is	full	of	their	bones.”
Then	 Theseus	 frowned,	 and	 said,	 “This	 seems	 indeed	 an	 ill-ruled	 land,	 and
adventures	enough	in	 it	 to	be	 tried.	But	 if	 I	am	the	heir	of	 it,	 I	will	 rule	 it	and
right	it,	and	here	is	my	royal	sceptre.”
And	he	shook	his	club	of	bronze,	while	the	nymphs	and	shepherds	clung	round
him,	and	entreated	him	not	to	go.
But	on	he	went	 nevertheless,	 till	 he	 could	 see	both	 the	 seas	 and	 the	 citadel	 of
Corinth	towering	high	above	all	 the	land.	He	passed	swiftly	along	the	Isthmus,
for	his	heart	burned	to	meet	that	cruel	Sinis,	and	in	a	pine-wood	at	 last	he	met
him,	 where	 the	 Isthmus	 was	 narrowest	 and	 the	 road	 ran	 between	 high	 rocks.
There	he	sat	upon	a	stone	by	the	wayside,	with	a	young	fir-tree	for	a	club	across
his	knees,	and	a	cord	laid	ready	by	his	side,	and	over	his	head,	upon	the	fir-tops,
hung	the	bones	of	murdered	men.
Then	Theseus	shouted	to	him,	“Hello,	you	valiant	pine-bender,	have	you	got	two
fir-trees	left	for	me?”
And	Sinis	leapt	to	his	feet,	and	answered,	pointing	to	the	bones	above	his	head,
“My	larder	has	grown	empty	lately,	so	I	have	two	fir-trees	ready	for	you.”	And
he	rushed	on	Theseus,	lifting	his	club,	and	Theseus	rushed	upon	him.
Then	 they	 hammered	 together	 till	 the	 greenwoods	 rang,	 but	 the	 metal	 was
tougher	 than	 the	 pine,	 and	 Sinis’	 club	 broke	 right	 across,	 as	 the	 bronze	 came
down	upon	it.	Then	Theseus	heaved	up	another	mighty	stroke,	and	smote	Sinis
down	upon	his	face,	and	knelt	upon	his	back,	and	bound	him	with	his	own	cord,
and	said,	“As	you	have	done	to	others,	so	shall	it	be	done	to	you.”
Then	he	bent	down	two	young	fir-trees,	and	bound	Sinis	between	them	for	all	his
struggling	 and	 his	 prayers,	 and	 let	 them	 go,	 and	 ended	 Sinis,	 and	 went	 on,
leaving	him	to	the	hawks	and	crows.
Then	he	went	over	the	hills	toward	Megara,	keeping	close	along	the	Saronic	Sea,
till	he	came	 to	 the	cliffs	of	Sciron,	and	 the	narrow	path	between	 the	mountain
and	the	sea.



And	 there	he	 saw	Sciron	 sitting	by	 a	 fountain,	 at	 the	 edge	of	 the	 cliff.	On	his
knees	was	a	mighty	club,	and	he	had	barred	the	path	with	stones,	so	that	every
one	must	stop	who	came	up.
Then	Theseus	shouted	to	him,	and	said,	“Hello,	you	tortoise-feeder,	do	your	feet
need	washing	to-day?”
And	Sciron	 leapt	 to	his	feet,	and	answered,	“My	tortoise	 is	empty	and	hungry,
and	my	feet	need	washing	today.”	And	he	stood	before	his	barrier,	and	lifted	up
his	club	in	both	hands.
Then	Theseus	rushed	upon	him,	and	sore	was	the	battle	upon	the	cliff,	for	when
Sciron	felt	 the	weight	of	the	bronze	club,	he	dropped	his	own,	and	closed	with
Theseus,	and	tried	to	hurl	him	by	main	force	over	the	cliff.	But	Theseus	was	a
wary	wrestler,	and	dropped	his	own	club,	and	caught	Sciron	by	the	throat	and	by
the	knee,	 and	 forced	him	back	 against	 the	wall	 of	 stones,	 and	 crushed	him	up
against	them,	till	his	breath	was	almost	gone.	And	Sciron	cried	panting,	“Loose
me,	and	I	will	let	you	pass.”
But	Theseus	answered,	“I	must	not	pass	till	I	have	made	the	rough	way	smooth”,
and	he	forced	him	back	against	 the	wall	 till	 it	fell,	and	Sciron	rolled	head	over
heels.
Then	 Theseus	 lifted	 him	 up	 all	 bruised,	 and	 said,	 “Come	 here	 and	 wash	 my
feet.”	And	he	drew	his	 sword,	 and	 sat	down	by	 the	well,	 and	 said,	 “Wash	my
feet,	or	I	cut	you	piecemeal.”
And	Sciron	washed	his	feet	trembling,	and	when	it	was	done,	Theseus	rose,	and
cried,	 “As	 you	 have	 done	 to	 others,	 so	 shall	 it	 be	 done	 to	 you.	Go	 feed	 your
tortoise	yourself”,	and	he	kicked	him	over	the	cliff	into	the	sea.
And	whether	the	tortoise	ate	him,	no	one	knows,	for	some	say	that	earth	and	sea
both	disdained	 to	 take	his	body,	 so	 foul	 it	was	with	 sin.	So	 the	 sea	 cast	 it	 out
upon	 the	 shore,	 and	 the	 shore	 cast	 it	 back	 into	 the	 sea,	 and	 at	 last	 the	waves
hurled	it	high	into	the	air	in	anger,	and	it	hung	there	long	without	a	grave,	till	it
was	changed	into	a	desolate	rock,	which	stands	there	in	the	surge	until	this	day.
This	at	 least	 is	 true,	which	Pausanias	tells,	 that	 in	the	royal	porch	at	Athens	he
saw	the	figure	of	Theseus	modelled	in	clay,	and	by	him	Sciron	the	robber	falling
headlong	into	the	sea.
Then	Theseus	went	a	long	day’s	journey,	past	Megara,	 into	the	Attic	land,	and
high	before	him	rose	the	snow-peaks	of	Cithæron,	all	cold	above	the	black	pine-
woods,	where	 haunt	 the	Furies,	 and	 the	 raving	Bacchæ,	 and	 the	Nymphs	who
drive	men	wild,	far	aloft	upon	the	dreary	mountains,	where	the	storms	howl	all
day	long.	And	on	his	right	hand	was	the	sea	always,	and	Salamis,	with	its	island
cliffs,	 and	 the	 sacred	 strait	of	 the	 sea-fight,	where	 afterwards	 the	Persians	 fled
before	the	Greeks.	So	he	went	all	day	until	the	evening,	till	he	saw	the	Thriasian



plain,	 and	 the	 sacred	 city	 of	 Eleusis,	where	 the	 Earth-mother’s	 temple	 stands.
For	there	Demeter,	the	kind	Earth-mother,	met	Triptolemus	when	all	the	land	lay
waste,	and	in	her	hands	she	held	a	sheaf	of	corn.	And	she	taught	him	to	plough
the	fallows,	and	to	yoke	the	lazy	kine,	and	she	taught	him	to	sow	the	seed-fields,
and	 to	 reap	 the	golden	grain.	She	 sent	him	 forth	 to	 teach	all	nations,	 and	give
corn	 to	 labouring	men.	 So	 at	 Eleusis	 all	 men	 honour	 her,	 whosoever	 tills	 the
land,	her	and	Triptolemus,	her	beloved,	who	gave	corn	to	labouring	men.
And	 he	went	 along	 the	 plain	 into	 Eleusis,	 and	 stood	 in	 the	market-place,	 and
cried,	 “Where	 is	Kerkuon,	 the	king	of	 the	city?	 I	must	wrestle	a	 fall	with	him
today.”
Then	all	the	people	crowded	round	him,	and	cried,	“Fair	youth,	why	do	you	want
to	die?	Hasten	out	of	the	city,	before	the	cruel	king	hears	that	a	stranger	is	here.”
But	Theseus	went	up	 through	 the	 town,	while	 the	people	wept	and	prayed.	He
went	 through	 the	 gates	 of	 the	 palace-yard,	 and	 through	 the	 piles	 of	 bones	 and
skulls,	till	he	came	to	the	door	of	Kerkuon’s	hall,	the	terror	of	all	mortal	men.
And	there	he	saw	Kerkuon	sitting	at	the	table	in	the	hall	alone,	and	before	him
was	a	whole	 sheep	 roasted,	 and	beside	him	a	whole	 jar	of	wine.	And	Theseus
stood	and	called	him,	“Hello,	you	valiant	wrestler,	will	you	wrestle	a	fall	today?”
And	Kerkuon	looked	up	and	laughed,	and	answered,	“I	will	wrestle	a	fall	today,
but	come	in	now,	for	I	am	lonely	and	you	weary.	Eat	and	drink	before	you	die.”
Then	Theseus	went	up	boldly,	and	sat	down	before	Kerkuon	at	the	board,	and	he
ate	his	 fill	of	 the	sheep’s	flesh,	and	drank	his	 fill	of	 the	wine,	and	Theseus	ate
enough	for	three	men,	but	Kerkuon	ate	enough	for	seven.
But	 neither	 spoke	 a	word	 to	 the	other,	 though	 they	 looked	 across	 the	 table	 by
stealth,	and	each	said	in	his	heart,	“He	has	broad	shoulders,	but	I	trust	mine	are
as	broad	as	his.”
At	last,	when	the	sheep	was	eaten	and	the	jar	of	wine	drained	dry,	King	Kerkuon
rose,	and	cried,	“Let	us	wrestle	a	fall	before	we	sleep.”
So	 they	 tossed	 off	 all	 their	 garments,	 and	 went	 forth	 in	 the	 palace-yard,	 and
Kerkuon	strew	fresh	sand	in	an	open	space	between	the	bones.
And	there	the	heroes	stood	face	to	face,	while	their	eyes	glared	like	wild	bulls’.
All	the	people	crowded	at	the	gates	to	see	what	would	befall.
And	there	they	stood	and	wrestled,	till	the	stars	shone	out	above	their	heads,	up
and	down	and	round,	till	the	sand	was	stamped	hard	beneath	their	feet.	And	their
eyes	flashed	like	stars	in	the	darkness,	and	their	breath	went	up	like	smoke	in	the
night	air,	but	neither	took	nor	gave	a	footstep,	and	the	people	watched	silent	at
the	gates.
But	at	last	Kerkuon	grew	angry,	and	caught	Theseus	round	the	neck,	and	shook



him	as	a	mastiff	shakes	a	rat,	but	even	then	he	could	not	shake	Theseus	off	his
feet.
But	 Theseus	 was	 quick	 and	 wary,	 and	 clasped	 Kerkuon	 round	 the	 waist,	 and
slipped	his	loin	quickly	underneath	him,	while	he	caught	him	by	the	wrist,	and
then	 he	 hove	 a	mighty	 heave,	 a	 heave	which	would	 have	 stirred	 an	 oak,	 and
lifted	Kerkuon,	and	pitched	him	right	over	his	shoulder	on	the	ground.
Then	he	leapt	on	him,	and	called,	“Yield,	or	I	will	kill	you!”	but	Kerkuon	said	no
word,	 for	 his	 heart	 was	 burst	 within	 him	with	 the	 fall,	 and	 the	meat,	 and	 the
wine.
Then	 Theseus	 opened	 the	 gates,	 and	 called	 in	 all	 the	 people,	 and	 they	 cried,
“You	have	slain	our	evil	king.	Be	you	now	our	king,	and	rule	us	well.”
“I	will	be	your	king	in	Eleusis,	and	I	will	rule	you	right	and	well.	For	this	cause	I
have	slain	all	evil-doers.	Sinis,	and	Sciron,	and	this	man	last	of	all.”
Then	an	aged	man	stepped	forth,	and	said,	“Young	hero,	have	you	slain	Sinis?
Beware	then	of	Ægeus,	king	of	Athens,	to	whom	you	are	going,	for	he	is	near	of
kin	to	Sinis.”
“Then	I	have	slain	my	own	kinsman,”	said	Theseus,	“though	well	he	deserved	to
die.	Who	will	 purge	me	 from	his	 death,	 for	 rightfully	 I	 slew	him,	unrighteous
and	accursed	as	he	was?”
And	the	old	man	answered,	“The	sons	of	Phytalus,	heroes	all,	who	dwell	beneath
the	elm-tree	in	Aphidnai,	by	the	bank	of	silver	Cephisus,	will	purge	you.	They
know	 the	mysteries	of	 the	Gods.	There	you	shall	go	and	be	purified,	and	after
you	shall	be	our	king.”
So	he	took	an	oath	of	the	people	of	Eleusis,	that	they	would	serve	him	as	their
king,	and	went	away	next	morning	across	the	Thriasian	plain,	and	over	the	hills
toward	Aphidnai,	that	he	might	find	the	sons	of	Phytalus.
And	as	he	was	 skirting	 the	Vale	of	Cephisus,	along	 the	 foot	of	 lofty	Parnes,	a
very	tall	and	strong	man	came	down	to	meet	him,	dressed	in	rich	garments.	On
his	 arms	were	 golden	 bracelets,	 and	 round	 his	 neck	 a	 collar	 of	 jewels,	 and	 he
came	 forward,	 bowing	 courteously,	 and	 held	 out	 both	 his	 hands,	 and	 spoke,
“Welcome,	 fair	 youth,	 to	 these	mountains.	Happy	 am	 I	 to	 have	met	 you!	 For
what	greater	pleasure	to	a	good	man,	than	to	entertain	strangers?	But	I	see	that
you	are	weary.	Come	up	to	my	castle,	and	rest	yourself	awhile.”
“I	give	you	thanks,”	said	Theseus,	“but	I	am	in	haste	to	go	up	the	valley,	and	to
reach	Aphidnai	in	the	Vale	of	Cephisus.”
“Alas!	 You	 have	 wandered	 far	 from	 the	 right	 way,	 and	 you	 cannot	 reach
Aphidnai	tonight,	for	there	are	many	miles	of	mountain	between	you	and	it,	and
steep	passes,	and	cliffs	dangerous	after	nightfall.	It	is	well	for	you	that	I	met	you,



for	my	whole	 joy	 is	 to	 find	strangers,	and	 to	 feast	 them	at	my	castle,	and	hear
tales	from	them	of	foreign	lands.	Come	up	with	me,	and	eat	the	best	of	venison,
and	 drink	 the	 rich	 red	 wine,	 and	 sleep	 upon	 my	 famous	 bed,	 of	 which	 all
travellers	 say	 that	 they	 never	 saw	 the	 like.	 For	 whatsoever	 the	 stature	 of	 my
guest,	however	tall	or	short,	that	bed	fits	him	to	a	hair,	and	he	sleeps	on	it	as	he
never	slept	before.”	And	he	laid	hold	on	Theseus’s	hands,	and	would	not	let	him
go.
Theseus	 wished	 to	 go	 onwards,	 but	 he	 was	 ashamed	 to	 seem	 churlish	 to	 so
hospitable	a	man,	and	he	was	curious	to	see	that	wondrous	bed.	Besides,	he	was
hungry	 and	 weary.	 Yet	 he	 shrank	 from	 the	 man,	 but	 he	 knew	 not	 why,	 for,
though	his	voice	was	gentle	and	fawning,	it	was	dry	and	husky	like	a	toad’s,	and
though	 his	 eyes	 were	 gentle,	 they	 were	 dull	 and	 cold	 like	 stones.	 But	 he
consented,	and	went	with	the	man	up	a	glen	which	led	from	the	road	toward	the
peaks	of	Parnes,	under	the	dark	shadow	of	the	cliffs.
And	as	they	went	up,	the	glen	grew	narrower,	and	the	cliffs	higher	and	darker,
and	beneath	them	a	torrent	roared,	half	seen	between	bare	limestone	crags.	And
around	there	was	neither	tree	nor	bush,	while	from	the	white	peaks	of	Parnes	the
snow-blasts	 swept	 down	 the	 glen,	 cutting	 and	 chilling	 till	 a	 horror	 fell	 on
Theseus	as	he	 looked	 round	at	 that	doleful	place.	And	he	asked	at	 last,	 “Your
castle	stands,	it	seems,	in	a	dreary	region.”
“Yes,	 but	 once	 within	 it,	 hospitality	 makes	 all	 things	 cheerful.	 But	 who	 are
these?”	 and	 he	 looked	 back,	 and	 Theseus	 also,	 and	 far	 below,	 along	 the	 road
which	 they	 had	 left,	 came	 a	 string	 of	 laden	 asses,	 and	merchants	 walking	 by
them,	watching	their	ware.
“Ah,	poor	souls!”	said	the	stranger.	“Well	for	them	that	I	looked	back	and	saw
them!	And	well	 for	me	 too,	 for	 I	 shall	have	 the	more	guests	at	my	feast.	Wait
awhile	 till	 I	 go	 down	 and	 call	 them,	 and	 we	 will	 eat	 and	 drink	 together	 the
livelong	night.	Happy	am	I,	to	whom	Heaven	sends	so	many	guests	at	once!”
And	he	ran	back	down	the	hill,	waving	his	hand	and	shouting,	to	the	merchants,
while	Theseus	went	slowly	up	the	steep	pass.
But	as	he	went	up	he	met	an	aged	man,	who	had	been	gathering	drift-wood	in
the	torrent-bed.	He	had	laid	down	his	faggot	in	the	road,	and	was	trying	to	lift	it
again	to	his	shoulder.	And	when	he	saw	Theseus,	he	called	to	him,	and	said,	“O
fair	 youth,	 help	me	up	with	my	burden,	 for	my	 limbs	 are	 stiff	 and	weak	with
years.”
Then	Theseus	lifted	the	burden	on	his	back.	And	the	old	man	blessed	him,	and
then	looked	earnestly	upon	him,	and	said,	“Who	are	you,	fair	youth,	and	why	do
you	travel	this	doleful	road?”
“Who	I	am	my	parents	know,	but	I	travel	this	doleful	road	because	I	have	been



invited	by	a	hospitable	man,	who	promises	 to	 feast	me,	and	 to	make	me	sleep
upon	I	know	not	what	wondrous	bed.”
Then	the	old	man	clapped	his	hands	together	and	cried,	“O	house	of	Hades,	man-
devouring!	Will	your	maw	never	be	full?	Know,	fair	youth,	that	you	are	going	to
torment	 and	 to	 death,	 for	 he	 who	 met	 you	 (I	 will	 requite	 your	 kindness	 by
another)	 is	 a	 robber	 and	 a	murderer	 of	men.	Whatsoever	 stranger	he	meets	 he
entices	him	here	to	their	death.	As	for	this	bed	of	which	he	speaks,	truly	it	fits	all
comers,	yet	none	have	ever	risen	alive	off	it	save	me.”
“Why?”	asked	Theseus,	astonished.
“Because,	if	a	man	be	too	tall	for	it,	he	lops	his	limbs	till	they	be	short	enough,
and	 if	 he	be	 too	 short,	 he	 stretches	his	 limbs	 till	 they	be	 long	 enough,	 but	me
only	he	spared,	seven	weary	years	ago,	for	I	alone	of	all	fitted	his	bed	exactly,	so
he	spared	me,	and	made	me	his	slave.	And	once	I	was	a	wealthy	merchant,	and
dwelt	in	brazen-gated	Thebes,	but	now	I	hew	wood	and	draw	water	for	him,	the
torment	of	all	mortal	men.”
Then	Theseus	said	nothing,	but	he	ground	his	teeth	together.
“Escape,	then,”	said	the	old	man,	“for	he	will	have	no	pity	on	your	youth.	Only
yesterday	he	brought	up	here	a	young	man	and	a	maiden,	and	fitted	them	upon
his	bed.	The	young	man’s	hands	and	feet	he	cut	off,	but	the	maiden’s	limbs	he
stretched	 until	 she	 died,	 and	 so	 both	 perished	 miserably.	 But	 I	 am	 tired	 of
weeping	 over	 the	 slain.	 And	 he	 is	 called	 Procrustes	 the	 stretcher,	 though	 his
father	called	him	Damastes.	Flee	from	him,	yet	where	will	you	flee?	The	cliffs
are	steep,	and	who	can	climb	them?	and	there	is	no	other	road.”
But	Theseus	laid	his	hand	upon	the	old	man’s	mouth,	and	said,	“There	is	no	need
to	flee;”	and	he	turned	to	go	down	the	pass.
“Do	not	tell	him	that	I	have	warned	you,	or	he	will	kill	me	by	some	evil	death”,
the	old	man	screamed	after	him	down	the	glen,	but	Theseus	strode	on	regardless
in	his	wrath.
And	Theseus	said	to	himself,	“This	is	an	ill-ruled	land.	When	shall	I	have	done
ridding	it	of	monsters?”	And	as	he	spoke,	Procrustes	came	up	the	hill,	and	all	the
merchants	with	him,	 smiling	 and	 talking	gaily.	And	when	he	 saw	Theseus,	 he
cried,	“Ah,	fair	young	guest,	have	I	kept	you	too	long	waiting?”
But	Theseus	answered,	“The	man	who	stretches	his	guests	upon	a	bed	and	hews
off	 their	 hands	 and	 feet,	 what	 shall	 be	 done	 to	 him,	 when	 right	 is	 done
throughout	the	land?”
Then	Procrustes’	countenance	changed,	and	his	cheeks	grew	as	green	as	a	lizard,
and	he	felt	for	his	sword	in	haste,	but	Theseus	leapt	on	him,	and	cried,	“Is	this
true,	my	 host,	 or	 is	 it	 false?”	 and	 he	 clasped	 Procrustes	 around	 the	waist	 and
elbow,	so	that	he	could	not	draw	his	sword.	“Is	this	true,	my	host,	or	is	it	false?”



But	Procrustes	answered	never	a	word.
Then	Theseus	 flung	him	 from	him,	and	 lifted	up	his	dreadful	club,	and	before
Procrustes	could	strike	him	he	had	struck,	and	felled	him	to	the	ground.
And	once	 again	he	 struck	him,	 and	his	 evil	 soul	 fled	 forth,	 and	went	 down	 to
Hades	squeaking,	like	a	bat	into	the	darkness	of	a	cave.
Then	Theseus	stripped	him	of	his	gold	ornaments,	and	went	up	to	his	house,	and
found	there	great	wealth	and	treasure,	which	Procrustes	had	stolen	from	passers-
by.	And	he	called	the	people	of	the	country,	whom	Procrustes	had	spoiled	a	long
time,	 and	 shared	 the	 spoil	 among	 them,	 and	 went	 down	 the	 mountains,	 and
away.
And	he	went	down	the	glens	of	Parnes,	through	mist,	and	cloud,	and	rain,	down
the	slopes	of	oak,	and	lentisk,	and	arbutus,	and	fragrant	bay,	till	he	came	to	the
Vale	 of	 Cephisus,	 and	 the	 pleasant	 town	 of	 Aphidnai,	 and	 the	 home	 of	 the
Phytalid	heroes,	where	they	dwelt	beneath	a	mighty	elm.
And	 there	 they	 built	 an	 altar,	 and	 bade	 him	 bathe	 in	 Cephisus,	 and	 offer	 a
yearling	 ram,	 and	purified	him	 from	 the	blood	of	Sinis,	 and	 sent	 him	away	 in
peace.
And	 he	went	 down	 the	 valley	 by	Acharnai,	 and	 by	 the	 silver-swirling	 stream,
while	all	 the	people	blessed	him,	for	the	fame	of	his	prowess	had	spread	wide,
till	he	saw	the	plain	of	Athens,	and	the	hill	where	Athené	dwells.
So	Theseus	went	up	through	Athens,	and	all	 the	people	ran	out	 to	see	him,	for
his	fame	had	gone	before	him	and	every	one	knew	of	his	mighty	deeds.	And	all
cried,	 “Here	 comes	 the	 hero	 who	 slew	 Sinis,	 and	 Phaia	 the	 wild	 sow	 of
Crommyon,	 and	 conquered	 Kerkuon	 in	 wrestling,	 and	 slew	 Procrustes	 the
pitiless.”	But	Theseus	went	on	sadly	and	steadfastly,	for	his	heart	yearned	after
his	father,	and	he	said,	“How	shall	I	deliver	him	from	these	leeches	who	suck	his
blood?”
So	 he	 went	 up	 the	 holy	 stairs,	 and	 into	 the	 Acropolis,	 where	 Ægeus’	 palace
stood.	 He	 went	 straight	 into	 Ægeus’	 hall,	 and	 stood	 upon	 the	 threshold,	 and
looked	round.
And	there	he	saw	his	cousins	sitting	about	the	table	at	the	wine,	many	a	son	of
Pallas,	but	no	Ægeus	among	them.	There	they	sat	and	feasted,	and	laughed,	and
passed	 the	wine-cup	round,	while	harpers	harped,	and	slave-girls	sang,	and	 the
tumblers	showed	their	tricks.
Loud	laughed	the	sons	of	Pallas,	and	fast	went	the	wine-cup	round,	but	Theseus
frowned,	and	said	under	his	breath,	“No	wonder	that	the	land	is	full	of	robbers,
while	such	as	these	bear	rule.”
Then	 the	Pallantids	 saw	him,	 and	called	 to	him,	half-drunk	with	wine,	 “Hello,



tall	stranger	at	the	door,	what	is	your	will	today?”
“I	come	here	to	ask	for	hospitality.”
“Then	take	it,	and	welcome.	You	look	like	a	hero	and	a	bold	warrior,	and	we	like
such	to	drink	with	us.”
“I	ask	no	hospitality	of	you.	I	ask	it	of	Ægeus	the	king,	the	master	of	this	house.”
At	 that	 some	 growled,	 and	 some	 laughed,	 and	 shouted,	 “Heyday!	We	 are	 all
masters	here.”
“Then	I	am	master	as	much	as	the	rest	of	you,”	said	Theseus,	and	he	strode	past
the	 table	up	 the	hall,	and	 looked	around	for	Ægeus,	but	he	was	nowhere	 to	be
seen.
The	Pallantids	looked	at	him,	and	then	at	each	other,	and	each	whispered	to	the
man	next	him,	“This	is	a	forward	fellow.	He	ought	to	be	thrust	out	at	the	door.”
But	each	man’s	neighbour	whispered	 in	 return,	 “His	 shoulders	are	broad.	Will
you	rise	and	put	him	out?”	So	they	all	sat	still	where	they	were.
Then	Theseus	called	to	the	servants,	and	said,	“Go	tell	King	Ægeus,	your	master,
that	Theseus	of	Trœzene	is	here,	and	asks	to	be	his	guest	awhile.”
A	servant	ran	and	told	Ægeus,	where	he	sat	in	his	chamber	within,	with	Medeia
the	dark	witch-woman,	watching	her	eye	and	hand.	And	when	Ægeus	heard	of
Trœzene	he	 turned	pale	and	red	again,	and	rose	from	his	seat	 trembling,	while
Medeia	watched	him	like	a	snake.
“What	 is	Trœzene	 to	you?”	 she	asked.	But	he	 said	hastily,	 “Do	you	not	know
who	this	Theseus	is?	The	hero	who	has	cleared	the	country	from	all	monsters?
But	 that	 he	 came	 from	 Trœzene,	 I	 never	 heard	 before.	 I	 must	 go	 out	 and
welcome	him.”
So	Ægeus	came	out	into	the	hall,	and	when	Theseus	saw	him,	his	heart	leapt	into
his	mouth,	and	he	longed	to	fall	on	his	neck	and	welcome	him,	but	he	controlled
himself,	and	said,	“My	father	may	not	wish	for	me,	after	all.	I	will	try	him	before
I	discover	myself;”	and	he	bowed	low	before	Ægeus,	and	said,	“I	have	delivered
the	king’s	realm	from	many	monsters.	Therefore	I	am	come	to	ask	a	reward	of
the	king.”
And	 old	Ægeus	 looked	 on	 him,	 and	 loved	 him,	 as	what	 fond	 heart	would	 not
have	done?	But	he	only	sighed,	and	said,	“It	 is	 little	that	I	can	give	you,	noble
lad,	and	nothing	that	 is	worthy	of	you,	for	surely	you	are	no	mortal	man,	or	at
least	no	mortal’s	son.”
“All	I	ask,”	said	Theseus,	“is	to	eat	and	drink	at	your	table.”
“That	I	can	give	you,”	said	Ægeus,	“if	at	least	I	am	master	in	my	own	hall.”
Then	 he	 bade	 them	put	 a	 seat	 for	Theseus,	 and	 set	 before	 him	 the	 best	 of	 the



feast,	and	Theseus	sat	and	ate	so	much,	that	all	 the	company	wondered	at	him,
but	always	he	kept	his	club	by	his	side.
But	Medeia	the	dark	witch-woman	had	been	watching	him	all	the	while.	She	saw
how	Ægeus	turned	red	and	pale	when	the	lad	said	that	he	came	from	Trœzene.
She	saw,	too,	how	his	heart	was	opened	toward	Theseus,	and	how	Theseus	bore
himself	before	all	the	sons	of	Pallas,	like	a	lion	among	a	pack	of	curs.	And	she
said	to	herself,	“This	youth	will	be	master	here.	Perhaps	he	is	nearer	to	Ægeus
already	than	mere	fancy.	At	least	the	Pallantids	will	have	no	chance	by	the	side
of	such	as	he.”
Then	 she	went	back	 into	her	 chamber	modestly,	while	Theseus	 ate	 and	drank,
and	all	the	servants	whispered,	“This,	then,	is	the	man	who	killed	the	monsters!
How	noble	 are	 his	 looks,	 and	how	huge	his	 size!	Ah,	would	 that	 he	were	 our
master’s	son!”
But	presently	Medeia	came	forth,	decked	in	all	her	jewels,	and	her	rich	Eastern
robes,	and	looking	more	beautiful	than	the	day,	so	that	all	the	guests	could	look
at	nothing	else.	And	 in	her	 right	hand	she	held	a	golden	cup,	and	 in	her	 left	 a
flask	of	gold,	and	she	came	up	to	Theseus,	and	spoke	in	a	sweet,	soft,	winning
voice,	“Hail	to	the	hero,	the	conqueror,	the	unconquered,	the	destroyer	of	all	evil
things!	Drink,	hero,	of	my	charmed	cup,	which	gives	rest	after	every	toil,	which
heals	all	wounds,	and	pours	new	life	 into	 the	veins.	Drink	of	my	cup,	 for	 in	 it
sparkles	the	wine	of	the	East,	and	Nepenthe,	the	comfort	of	the	Immortals.”
And	 as	 she	 spoke,	 she	 poured	 the	 flask	 into	 the	 cup,	 and	 the	 fragrance	 of	 the
wine	spread	through	the	hall,	like	the	scent	of	thyme	and	roses.
And	Theseus	looked	up	in	her	fair	face	and	into	her	deep	dark	eyes.	And	as	he
looked,	he	shrank	and	shuddered,	for	they	were	dry	like	the	eyes	of	a	snake.	And
he	rose,	and	said,	“The	wine	is	rich	and	fragrant,	and	the	wine-bearer	as	fair	as
the	Immortals,	but	let	her	pledge	me	first	herself	in	the	cup,	that	the	wine	may	be
the	sweeter	from	her	lips.”
Then	Medeia	 turned	pale,	and	stammered,	“Forgive	me,	 fair	hero,	but	 I	am	ill,
and	dare	drink	no	wine.”
And	Theseus	looked	again	into	her	eyes,	and	cried,	“You	shall	pledge	me	in	that
cup,	 or	 die.”	And	 he	 lifted	 up	 his	 brazen	 club,	while	 all	 the	 guests	 looked	 on
aghast.
Medeia	shrieked	a	fearful	shriek,	and	dashed	the	cup	to	the	ground,	and	fled,	and
where	 the	 wine	 flowed	 over	 the	 marble	 pavement,	 the	 stone	 bubbled,	 and
crumbled,	and	hissed,	under	the	fierce	venom	of	the	draught.
But	Medeia	 called	 her	 dragon	 chariot,	 and	 sprang	 into	 it	 and	 fled	 aloft,	 away
over	land	and	sea,	and	no	man	saw	her	more.
And	Ægeus	cried,	“What	have	you	done?”	But	Theseus	pointed	to	the	stone,	“I



have	rid	the	land	of	an	enchantment.	Now	I	will	rid	it	of	one	more.”
And	 he	 came	 close	 to	 Ægeus,	 and	 drew	 from	 his	 bosom	 the	 sword	 and	 the
sandals,	and	said	the	words	which	his	mother	bade	him.
And	Ægeus	stepped	back	a	pace,	and	 looked	at	 the	 lad	 till	his	eyes	grew	dim,
and	then	he	cast	himself	on	his	neck	and	wept,	and	Theseus	wept	on	his	neck,	till
they	had	no	strength	left	to	weep	more.
Then	Ægeus	 turned	 to	 all	 the	 people,	 and	 cried,	 “Behold	my	 son,	 children	 of
Cecrops,	a	better	man	than	his	father	was	before	him.”
Who,	 then,	 were	 mad	 but	 the	 Pallantids,	 though	 they	 had	 been	 mad	 enough
before?	And	one	shouted,	“Shall	we	make	room	for	an	upstart,	a	pretender,	who
comes	from	we	know	not	where?”	And	another,	“If	he	be	one,	we	are	more	than
one,	 and	 the	 stronger	 can	hold	his	 own.”	And	one	 shouted	one	 thing,	 and	one
another,	for	they	were	hot	and	wild	with	wine,	but	all	caught	swords	and	lances
off	 the	wall,	where	 the	weapons	hung	around,	and	 sprang	 forward	 to	Theseus,
and	Theseus	sprang	forward	to	them.
And	he	cried,	“Go	in	peace,	if	you	will,	my	cousins,	but	if	not,	your	blood	be	on
your	own	heads.”	But	they	rushed	at	him,	and	then	stopped	short	and	railed	him,
as	curs	stop	and	bark	when	they	rouse	a	lion	from	his	lair.
But	one	hurled	a	lance	from	the	rear	rank,	which	passed	close	by	Theseus’	head.
At	that	Theseus	rushed	forward,	and	the	fight	began	indeed.	Twenty	against	one
they	fought,	and	yet	Theseus	beat	them	all,	and	those	who	were	left	fled	down
into	 the	 town,	where	 the	people	 set	on	 them,	 and	drove	 them	out,	 till	Theseus
was	 left	 alone	 in	 the	 palace,	 with	 Ægeus	 his	 new-found	 father.	 But	 before
nightfall	 all	 the	 town	 came	 up,	with	 victims,	 and	 dances,	 and	 songs,	 and	 they
offered	sacrifices	 to	Athené,	and	rejoiced	all	 the	night	 long,	because	 their	king
had	found	a	noble	son,	and	an	heir	to	his	royal	house.
So	Theseus	 stayed	with	his	 father	 all	 the	winter,	 and	when	 the	 spring	equinox
drew	near,	all	the	Athenians	grew	sad	and	silent,	and	Theseus	saw	it,	and	asked
the	reason,	but	no	one	would	answer	him	a	word.
Then	he	went	to	his	father,	and	asked	him,	but	Ægeus	turned	away	his	face	and
wept.
“Do	not	ask,	my	son,	beforehand,	about	evils	which	must	happen.	It	is	enough	to
have	to	face	them	when	they	come.”
And	when	the	spring	equinox	came,	a	herald	came	to	Athens,	and	stood	in	the
market,	and	cried,	“O	people	and	King	of	Athens,	where	is	your	yearly	tribute?”
Then	a	great	lamentation	arose	throughout	the	city.	But	Theseus	stood	up	to	the
herald,	and	cried,	“And	who	are	you,	dog-faced,	who	dare	demand	tribute	here?
If	I	did	not	reverence	your	herald’s	staff,	I	would	brain	you	with	this	club.”



And	 the	 herald	 answered	 proudly,	 for	 he	was	 a	 grave	 and	 ancient	man,	 “Fair
youth,	 I	am	not	dog-faced	or	 shameless.	 I	do	my	master’s	bidding,	Minos,	 the
King	of	hundred-citied	Crete,	the	wisest	of	all	kings	on	earth.	And	you	must	be
surely	 a	 stranger	 here,	 or	 you	 would	 know	 why	 I	 come,	 and	 that	 I	 come	 by
right.”
“I	am	a	stranger	here.	Tell	me,	then,	why	you	come.”
“To	fetch	the	tribute	which	King	Ægeus	promised	to	Minos,	and	confirmed	his
promise	with	an	oath.	For	Minos	conquered	all	this	land,	and	Megara	which	lies
to	 the	 east,	 when	 he	 came	 here	with	 a	 great	 fleet	 of	 ships,	 enraged	 about	 the
murder	of	his	son.	For	his	son	Androgeos	came	here	to	the	Panathenaic	games,
and	overcame	all	the	Greeks	in	the	sports,	so	that	the	people	honoured	him	as	a
hero.	But	when	Ægeus	saw	his	valour,	he	envied	him,	and	feared	lest	he	should
join	the	sons	of	Pallas,	and	take	away	the	sceptre	from	him.	So	he	plotted	against
his	 life,	 and	 slew	him	basely,	no	man	knows	how	or	where.	Some	say	 that	he
waylaid	him	by	Oinoe,	on	the	road	which	goes	to	Thebes,	Some	say	that	he	sent
him	against	the	bull	of	Marathon,	that	the	beast	might	kill	him.	But	Ægeus	says
that	the	young	men	killed	him	from	envy,	because	he	had	conquered	them	in	the
games.	So	Minos	came	here	and	avenged	him,	and	would	not	depart	till	this	land
had	promised	him	tribute.	Seven	youths	and	seven	maidens	every	year,	who	go
with	me	in	a	black-sailed	ship,	till	they	come	to	hundred-citied	Crete.”
And	Theseus	ground	his	teeth	together,	and	said,	“Were	you	not	a	herald	I	would
kill	you	for	saying	such	things	of	my	father,	but	I	will	go	to	him,	and	know	the
truth.”	So	he	went	to	his	father,	and	asked	him,	but	he	turned	away	his	head	and
wept,	and	said,	“Blood	was	shed	in	the	land	unjustly,	and	by	blood	it	is	avenged.
Break	not	my	heart	by	questions,	it	is	enough	to	endure	in	silence.”
Then	Theseus	groaned	 inwardly,	and	said,	“I	will	go	myself	with	 these	youths
and	maidens,	and	kill	Minos	upon	his	royal	throne.”
And	Ægeus	shrieked,	and	cried,	“You	shall	not	go,	my	son,	the	light	of	my	old
age,	to	whom	alone	I	look	to	rule	this	people	after	I	am	dead	and	gone.	You	shall
not	go,	to	die	horribly,	as	those	youths	and	maidens	die,	for	Minos	thrusts	them
into	a	 labyrinth,	which	Daedalus	made	 for	him	among	 the	 rocks,	Daedalus	 the
renegade,	 the	accursed,	 the	pest	of	 this	his	native	 land.	From	 that	 labyrinth	no
one	can	escape,	entangled	 in	 its	winding	ways,	before	 they	meet	 the	Minotaur,
the	monster	who	feeds	upon	the	flesh	of	men.	There	he	devours	them	horribly,
and	they	never	see	this	land	again.”
Then	 Theseus	 grew	 red,	 and	 his	 ears	 tingled,	 and	 his	 heart	 beat	 loud	 in	 his
bosom.	 And	 he	 stood	 awhile	 like	 a	 tall	 stone	 pillar	 on	 the	 cliffs	 above	 some
hero’s	grave,	and	at	last	he	spoke,	“Therefore	all	the	more	I	will	go	with	them,
and	slay	the	accursed	beast.	Have	I	not	slain	all	evil-doers	and	monsters,	that	I
might	free	 this	 land?	Where	are	Periphetes,	and	Sinis,	and	Kerkuon,	and	Phaia



the	wild	sow?	Where	are	the	fifty	sons	of	Pallas?	And	this	Minotaur	shall	go	the
road	which	they	have	gone,	and	Minos	himself,	if	he	dare	stay	me.”
“But	how	will	you	 slay	him,	my	son?	For	you	must	 leave	your	 club	and	your
armour	behind,	and	be	cast	to	the	monster,	defenceless	and	naked	like	the	rest.”
And	Theseus	said,	“Are	there	no	stones	in	that	labyrinth,	and	have	I	not	fists	and
teeth?	Did	I	need	my	club	to	kill	Kerkuon,	the	terror	of	all	mortal	men?”
Then	Ægeus	clung	 to	his	knees,	but	Theseus	would	not	hear,	and	at	 last	he	 let
him	go,	weeping	bitterly,	and	said	only	this	one	word,	“Promise	me	but	this,	if
you	return	in	peace,	though	that	may	hardly	be,	take	down	the	black	sail	of	the
ship	 (for	 I	 shall	watch	 for	 it	 all	day	upon	 the	cliffs),	 and	hoist	 instead	a	white
sail,	that	I	may	know	afar	off	that	you	are	safe.”
And	Theseus	promised,	and	went	out,	and	to	the	market-place	where	the	herald
stood,	while	they	drew	lots	for	the	youths	and	maidens,	who	were	to	sail	in	that
doleful	crew.	And	the	people	stood	wailing	and	weeping,	as	the	lot	fell	on	this
one	and	on	that,	but	Theseus	strode	into	 the	midst,	and	cried,	“Here	 is	a	youth
who	needs	no	lot.	I	myself	will	be	one	of	the	seven.”
And	the	herald	asked	in	wonder,	“Fair	youth,	know	you	where	you	are	going?”
And	Theseus	said,	“I	know.	Let	us	go	down	to	the	black-sailed	ship.”
So	 they	went	down	 to	 the	black-sailed	ship,	 seven	maidens,	and	seven	youths,
and	 Theseus	 before	 them	 all,	 and	 the	 people	 following	 them	 lamenting.	 But
Theseus	 whispered	 to	 his	 companions,	 “Have	 hope,	 for	 the	 monster	 is	 not
immortal.	Where	 are	 Periphetes,	 and	 Sinis,	 and	 Sciron,	 and	 all	 whom	 I	 have
slain?”	Then	their	hearts	were	comforted	a	little,	but	they	wept	as	they	went	on
board,	and	the	cliffs	of	Sunium	rang,	and	all	the	isles	of	the	Ægean	Sea,	with	the
voice	of	their	lamentation,	as	they	sailed	on	toward	their	deaths	in	Crete.
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And	at	last	they	came	to	Crete,	and	to	Cnossus,	beneath	the	peaks	of	Ida,	and	to
the	palace	of	Minos	 the	great	 king,	 to	whom	Zeus	himself	 taught	 laws.	So	he
was	 the	wisest	of	 all	mortal	kings,	 and	conquered	all	 the	Ægean	 isles,	 and	his
ships	were	as	many	as	the	sea-gulls,	and	his	palace	like	a	marble	hill.	And	he	sat
among	 the	pillars	 of	 the	hall,	 upon	his	 throne	of	 beaten	gold,	 and	 around	him
stood	the	speaking	statues	which	Daedalus	had	made	by	his	skill.	For	Daedalus
was	the	most	cunning	of	all	Athenians,	and	he	first	invented	the	plumb-line,	and
the	auger,	and	glue,	and	many	a	tool	with	which	wood	is	wrought.	And	he	first
set	up	masts	in	ships,	and	yards,	and	his	son	made	sails	for	them,	but	Perdix	his
nephew	excelled	him,	for	he	first	invented	the	saw	and	its	teeth,	copying	it	from
the	back-bone	of	a	fish,	and	invented,	too,	the	chisel,	and	the	compasses,	and	the
potter’s	 wheel	 which	 moulds	 the	 clay.	 Therefore	 Daedalus	 envied	 him,	 and
hurled	him	headlong	from	the	temple	of	Athené,	but	the	Goddess	pitied	him	(for
she	loves	the	wise),	and	changed	him	into	a	partridge,	which	flits	for	ever	about
the	 hills.	 And	Daedalus	 fled	 to	 Crete,	 to	Minos,	 and	worked	 for	 him	many	 a
year,	till	he	did	a	shameful	deed,	at	which	the	sun	hid	his	face	on	high.
Then	 he	 fled	 from	 the	 anger	 of	 Minos,	 he	 and	 Icarus	 his	 son	 having	 made
themselves	wings	of	feathers,	and	fixed	the	feathers	with	wax.	So	they	flew	over
the	sea	toward	Sicily,	but	Icarus	flew	too	near	the	sun,	and	the	wax	of	his	wings
was	melted,	and	he	fell	 into	the	Icarian	Sea.	But	Daedalus	came	safe	to	Sicily,
and	 there	 wrought	 many	 a	 wondrous	 work,	 for	 he	 made	 for	 King	 Cocalos	 a
reservoir,	 from	 which	 a	 great	 river	 watered	 all	 the	 land,	 and	 a	 castle	 and	 a
treasury	on	a	mountain,	which	the	giants	themselves	could	not	have	stormed.	In
Selinos	he	took	the	steam	which	comes	up	from	the	fires	of	Ætna,	and	made	of	it
a	 warm	 bath	 of	 vapour,	 to	 cure	 the	 pains	 of	 mortal	 men,	 and	 he	 made	 a
honeycomb	of	gold,	in	which	the	bees	came	and	stored	their	honey,	and	in	Egypt
he	made	the	forecourt	of	the	temple	of	Hephaistos	in	Memphis,	and	a	statue	of
himself	within	 it,	 and	many	 another	wondrous	work.	And	 for	Minos	 he	made
statues	which	spoke	and	moved,	and	the	temple	of	Britomartis,	and	the	dancing-
hall	of	Ariadne,	which	he	carved	of	fair	white	stone.	And	in	Sardinia	he	worked



for	Iölaos,	and	in	many	a	land	beside,	wandering	up	and	down	for	ever	with	his
cunning,	unlovely	and	accursed	by	men.
But	Theseus	 stood	before	Minos,	 and	 they	 looked	 each	other	 in	 the	 face.	And
Minos	bade	take	them	to	prison,	and	cast	them	to	the	monster	one	by	one,	that
the	death	of	Androgeos	might	be	avenged.
Then	Theseus	cried,	“A	boon,	O	Minos!	Let	me	be	thrown	first	to	the	beast.	For
I	came	here	for	that	very	purpose,	of	my	own	will,	and	not	by	lot.”
“Who	are	you,	then,	brave	youth?”
“I	am	the	son	of	him	whom	of	all	men	you	hate	most,	Ægeus	the	king	of	Athens,
and	I	am	come	here	to	end	this	matter.”
And	Minos	pondered	awhile,	 looking	 steadfastly	at	him,	and	he	 thought,	 “The
lad	means	to	atone	by	his	own	death	for	his	father’s	sin;”	and	he	answered	at	last
mildly,	“Go	back	in	peace,	my	son.	It	is	a	pity	that	one	so	brave	should	die.”
But	 Theseus	 said,	 “I	 have	 sworn	 that	 I	 will	 not	 go	 back	 till	 I	 have	 seen	 the
monster	face	to	face.”
And	 at	 that	 Minos	 frowned,	 and	 said,	 “Then	 you	 shall	 see	 him.	 Take	 the
madman	away.”
And	they	led	Theseus	away	into	the	prison,	with	the	other	youths	and	maids.
But	Ariadne,	Minos’	daughter,	saw	him,	as	she	came	out	of	her	white	stone	hall,
and	she	loved	him	for	his	courage	and	his	majesty,	and	said,	“Shame	that	such	a
youth	should	die!”	And	by	night	she	went	down	to	the	prison,	and	told	him	all
her	heart,	and	said,	“Flee	down	to	your	ship	at	once,	for	I	have	bribed	the	guards
before	the	door.	Flee,	you	and	all	your	friends,	and	go	back	in	peace	to	Greece,
and	take	me,	take	me	with	you!	I	dare	not	stay	after	you	are	gone,	for	my	father
will	kill	me	miserably,	if	he	knows	what	I	have	done.”
And	Theseus	stood	silent	awhile,	for	he	was	astonished	and	confounded	by	her
beauty,	but	at	last	he	said,	“I	cannot	go	home	in	peace,	till	I	have	seen	and	slain
this	Minotaur,	and	avenged	the	deaths	of	the	youths	and	maidens,	and	put	an	end
to	the	terrors	of	my	land.”
“And	will	you	kill	the	Minotaur?	How,	then?”
“I	know	not,	nor	do	I	care.	But	he	must	be	strong	if	he	be	too	strong	for	me.”
Then	she	loved	him	all	the	more,	and	said,	“But	when	you	have	killed	him,	how
will	you	find	your	way	out	of	the	labyrinth?”
“I	know	not,	neither	do	I	care.	But	it	must	be	a	strange	road,	if	I	do	not	find	it	out
before	I	have	eaten	up	the	monster’s	carcase.”
Then	she	loved	him	all	the	more,	and	said,	“Fair	youth,	you	are	too	bold.	But	I
can	help	you,	weak	as	I	am.	I	will	give	you	a	sword,	and	with	that	perhaps	you



may	slay	the	beast,	and	a	clue	of	thread,	and	by	that,	perhaps,	you	may	find	your
way	out	again.	Only	promise	me	that	if	you	escape	safe	you	will	take	me	home
with	you	to	Greece,	for	my	father	will	surely	kill	me,	 if	he	knows	what	I	have
done.”
Then	Theseus	laughed,	and	said,	“Am	I	not	safe	enough	now?”	And	he	hid	the
sword	 in	 his	 bosom,	 and	 rolled	 up	 the	 clue	 in	 his	 hand,	 and	 then	 he	 swore	 to
Ariadne,	 and	 fell	 down	before	her,	 and	kissed	her	hands	and	her	 feet,	 and	 she
wept	 over	 him	 a	 long	while,	 and	 then	went	 away,	 and	Theseus	 lay	 down	 and
slept	sweetly.
And	 when	 the	 evening	 came,	 the	 guards	 came	 in	 and	 led	 him	 away	 to	 the
labyrinth.
And	 he	 went	 down	 into	 that	 doleful	 gulf,	 through	 winding	 paths	 among	 the
rocks,	under	caverns,	and	arches,	and	galleries,	and	over	heaps	of	 fallen	stone.
And	he	turned	on	the	left	hand,	and	on	the	right	hand,	and	went	up	and	down,	till
his	head	was	dizzy,	but	all	 the	while	he	held	his	clue.	For	when	he	went	 in	he
had	fastened	it	to	a	stone,	and	left	it	to	unroll	out	of	his	hand	as	he	went	on,	and
it	lasted	him	till	he	met	the	Minotaur,	in	a	narrow	chasm	between	black	cliffs.
And	when	 he	 saw	 him	 he	 stopped	 awhile,	 for	 he	 had	 never	 seen	 so	 strange	 a
beast.	His	body	was	a	man’s,	but	his	head	was	the	head	of	a	bull,	and	his	teeth
were	 the	 teeth	 of	 a	 lion,	 and	 with	 them	 he	 tore	 his	 prey.	 And	 when	 he	 saw
Theseus	he	roared,	and	put	his	head	down,	and	rushed	right	at	him.
But	Theseus	stepped	aside	nimbly,	and	as	he	passed	by,	cut	him	in	the	knee,	and
before	he	could	turn	in	the	narrow	path,	Theseus	followed	him,	and	stabbed	him
again	and	again	from	behind,	till	the	monster	fled	bellowing	wildly,	for	he	never
before	had	 felt	 a	wound.	And	Theseus	 followed	him	at	 full	 speed,	holding	 the
clue	of	thread	in	his	left	hand.
Then	on,	through	cavern	after	cavern,	under	dark	ribs	of	sounding	stone,	and	up
rough	glens	and	torrent-beds,	among	the	sunless	roots	of	Ida,	and	to	the	edge	of
the	eternal	snow,	went	they,	the	hunter	and	the	hunted,	while	the	hills	bellowed
to	the	monster’s	bellow.
And	at	last	Theseus	came	up	with	him,	where	he	lay	panting	on	a	slab	among	the
snow,	and	caught	him	by	the	horns,	and	forced	his	head	back,	and	drove	the	keen
sword	through	his	throat.
Then	he	turned,	and	went	back	limping	and	weary,	feeling	his	way	down	by	the
clue	of	thread,	till	he	came	to	the	mouth	of	that	doleful	place	and	saw	waiting	for
him,	whom	but	Ariadne!
And	he	whispered	“It	is	done!”	and	showed	her	the	sword.	She	laid	her	finger	on
her	lips,	and	led	him	to	the	prison,	and	opened	the	doors,	and	set	all	the	prisoners
free,	while	the	guards	lay	sleeping	heavily,	for	she	had	silenced	them	with	wine.



Then	they	fled	to	their	ship	together,	and	leapt	on	board,	and	hoisted	up	the	sail,
and	 the	night	 lay	dark	around	 them,	so	 that	 they	passed	 through	Minos’	 ships,
and	escaped	all	safe	to	Naxos,	and	there	Ariadne	became	Theseus’	wife.
	



HOW	THESEUS	FELL	BY	HIS	PRIDE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Charles	Kingsley	in	The	Heroes,	Or	Greek	Fairy
Tales,	published	by	MacMillan	&	Co,	1889.

	

	

But	 that	 fair	 Ariadne	 never	 came	 to	Athens	with	 her	 husband.	 Some	 say	 that
Theseus	left	her	sleeping	on	Naxos	among	the	Cyclades,	and	that	Dionysus	the
wine-king	found	her,	and	took	her	up	into	the	sky,	as	you	shall	see	some	day	in	a
painting	of	old	Titian’s,	one	of	the	most	glorious	pictures	upon	earth.	And	some
say	that	Dionysus	drove	away	Theseus,	and	took	Ariadne	from	him	by	force,	but
however	 that	may	be,	 in	his	haste	or	 in	his	grief,	Theseus	 forgot	 to	put	up	 the
white	sail.	Now	Ægeus	his	father	sat	and	watched	on	Sunium	day	after	day,	and
strained	his	old	eyes	across	 the	 sea	 to	 see	 the	 ship	afar.	And	when	he	saw	 the
black	sail,	and	not	the	white	one,	he	gave	up	Theseus	for	dead,	and	in	his	grief
he	fell	into	the	sea,	and	died,	so	it	is	called	the	Ægean	to	this	day.
	

And	now	Theseus	was	king	of	Athens,	and	he	guarded	it	and	ruled	it	well.
For	he	killed	the	bull	of	Marathon,	which	had	killed	Androgeos,	Minos’	son,	and
he	drove	back	the	famous	Amazons,	the	warlike	women	of	the	East,	when	they
came	 from	 Asia,	 and	 conquered	 all	 Hellas,	 and	 broke	 into	 Athens	 itself.	 But
Theseus	 stopped	 them	 there,	 and	 conquered	 them,	 and	 took	 Hippolute	 their
queen	 to	 be	 his	 wife.	 Then	 he	 went	 out	 to	 fight	 against	 the	 Lapithai,	 and
Peirithoos	their	famous	king.	When	the	two	heroes	came	face	to	face	they	loved
each	other,	 and	 embraced,	 and	became	noble	 friends,	 so	 that	 the	 friendship	of
Theseus	and	Peirithoos	is	a	proverb	even	now.
And	he	gathered	(so	the	Athenians	say)	all	the	boroughs	of	the	land	together,	and
knit	 them	 into	one	 strong	people,	while	before	 they	were	all	parted	and	weak,
and	many	another	wise	 thing	he	did,	 so	 that	his	people	honoured	him	after	he
was	 dead,	 for	many	 a	 hundred	 years,	 as	 the	 father	 of	 their	 freedom	 and	 their
laws.	And	 six	 hundred	 years	 after	 his	 death,	 in	 the	 famous	 fight	 at	Marathon,
men	 said	 that	 they	 saw	 the	 ghost	 of	 Theseus,	 with	 his	 mighty	 brazen	 club,
fighting	in	the	van	of	battle	against	the	invading	Persians,	for	the	country	which
he	 loved.	And	twenty	years	after	Marathon	his	bones	(they	say)	were	found	in
Scuros,	 an	 isle	beyond	 the	 sea,	 and	 they	were	bigger	 than	 the	bones	of	mortal



man.	So	the	Athenians	brought	them	home	in	triumph,	and	all	the	people	came
out	to	welcome	them.	They	built	over	them	a	noble	temple,	and	adorned	it	with
sculptures	and	paintings	in	which	are	told	all	the	noble	deeds	of	Theseus,	and	the
Centaurs,	 and	 the	Lapithai,	 and	 the	Amazons,	 and	 the	 ruins	 of	 it	 are	 standing
still.
But	 why	 did	 they	 find	 his	 bones	 in	 Scuros?	Why	 did	 he	 not	 die	 in	 peace	 at
Athens,	and	sleep	by	his	father’s	side?	Because	after	his	triumph	he	grew	proud,
and	broke	 the	 laws	of	God	and	man.	And	one	 thing	worst	of	all	he	did,	which
brought	him	to	his	grave	with	sorrow.	For	he	went	down	(they	say	beneath	the
earth)	with	 that	bold	Peirithoos	his	 friend	 to	help	him	 to	carry	off	Persephone,
the	queen	of	 the	world	below.	But	Peirithoos	was	killed	miserably,	 in	 the	dark
fire-kingdoms	 underground,	 and	Theseus	was	 chained	 to	 a	 rock	 in	 everlasting
pain.	And	there	he	sat	for	years,	till	Heracles	the	mighty	came	down	to	bring	up
the	three-headed	dog	who	sits	at	Pluto’s	gate.	So	Heracles	loosed	him	from	his
chain,	and	brought	him	up	to	the	light	once	more.
But	 when	 he	 came	 back	 his	 people	 had	 forgotten	 him,	 and	 Castor	 and
Polydeuces,	 the	sons	of	 the	wondrous	Swan,	had	 invaded	his	 land,	and	carried
off	his	mother	Aithra	for	a	slave,	in	revenge	for	a	grievous	wrong.
So	the	fair	land	of	Athens	was	wasted,	and	another	king	ruled	it,	who	drove	out
Theseus	shamefully,	and	he	fled	across	the	sea	to	Scuros.	And	there	he	lived	in
sadness,	 in	 the	 house	 of	 Lucomedes	 the	 king,	 till	 Lucomedes	 killed	 him	 by
treachery,	and	there	was	an	end	of	all	his	labours.
	



HISTORICAL	NOTES

This	section	contains	some	brief	biographical	notes	about	the	original	collectors
and	their	books	featured	in	this	collection.	These	notes	have	been	adapted	from
those	primarily	on	Wikipedia	along	with	other	supporting	sources	and	notes.
	

Josephine	Preston	Peabody
Josephine	Preston	Peabody,	1874	–	1922)	was	an	American	poet	and	dramatist.
She	was	born	in	New	York	and	educated	at	the	Girls'	Latin	School,	Boston,	and
at	Radcliffe	College.
In	1898	 she	was	 introduced	 to	 fifteen-year-old	Khalil	Gibran	by	Fred	Holland
Day,	 the	 American	 photographer	 and	 co-founder	 of	 the	 Copeland-Day
publishing	 house,	 at	 an	 art	 exhibition.	 Shortly	 thereafter	 Gibran	 returned	 to
Lebanon	but	the	pair	continued	to	correspond.
From	1901	to	1903	she	was	instructor	in	English	at	Wellesley.	The	Stratford-on-
Avon	prize	went	to	her	in	1909	for	her	drama	The	Piper,	which	was	produced	in
England	in	1910;	and	in	America	at	the	New	Theatre,	New	York	City,	in	1911.
On	 June	 21,	 1906	 she	 married	 Lionel	 Simeon	Marks,	 a	 British	 engineer	 and
professor	 at	Harvard	University.	 They	 had	 a	 daughter,	Alison	Peabody	Mark,,
and	a	son,	Lionel	Peabody	Marks.
	

Jean	Lang
Jean	(Jeanie)	Lang	was	a	turn	of	the	twentieth	century	Scottish	author	who	was
introduced	 to	 the	 literary	 world	 by	 her	 uncle	 Andrew,	 who	 was	 the	 first	 to
translate	 The	 Odyssey	 into	 English.	 Her	 first	 book	 was,	 not	 surprisingly,	 a
reworking	 of	 The	 Odyssey	 and	 The	 Iliad	 into	 a	 version	 suitable	 for	 younger
readers.
	

Andrew	Lang
Andrew	Lang	FBA	was	a	Scottish	poet,	novelist,	literary	critic,	and	contributor
to	 the	 field	of	 anthropology.	He	 is	best	known	as	 a	 collector	of	 folk	and	 fairy
tales.	The	Andrew	Lang	lectures	at	the	University	of	St	Andrews	are	named	after
him.



Lang	was	born	on	31st	March	1844	 in	Selkirk.	He	was	 the	 eldest	 of	 the	 eight
children	 born	 to	 John	 Lang,	 the	 town	 clerk,	 and	 his	 wife	 Jane	 Plenderleath
Sellar,	 who	 was	 the	 daughter	 of	 Patrick	 Sellar,	 factor	 to	 the	 first	 duke	 of
Sutherland.	On	17th	April	1875,	he	married	Leonora	Blanche	Alleyne,	youngest
daughter	 of	 C.	 T.	 Alleyne	 of	 Clifton	 and	 Barbados.	 She	was	 (or	 should	 have
been)	variously	credited	as	author,	collaborator,	or	translator	of	Lang's	Colour	/
Rainbow	Fairy	Books,	which	he	edited.
He	was	educated	at	Selkirk	Grammar	School,	Loretto	School,	and	the	Edinburgh
Academy,	as	well	as	the	University	of	St	Andrews	and	Balliol	College,	Oxford,
where	 he	 took	 a	 first	 class	 in	 the	 final	 classical	 schools	 in	 1868,	 becoming	 a
fellow	 and	 subsequently	 honorary	 fellow	 of	Merton	College.	He	 soon	made	 a
reputation	as	one	of	the	most	able	and	versatile	writers	of	the	day	as	a	journalist,
poet,	critic,	and	historian.	In	1906,	he	was	elected	FBA.

He	 died	 of	 angina	 pectoris	 on	 20th	 July	 1912	 at	 the	 Tor-na-Coille	 Hotel	 in
Banchory,	survived	by	his	wife.	He	was	buried	 in	 the	cathedral	precincts	at	St
Andrews,	where	a	monument	can	be	visited	in	the	south-east	corner	of	the	19th
century	section.
Lang	 is	 now	 chiefly	 known	 for	 his	 publications	 on	 folklore,	 mythology,	 and
religion.	The	 earliest	 of	 his	 publications	 is	Custom	and	Myth	 (1884).	 In	Myth,
Ritual	and	Religion	(1887)	he	explained	the	"irrational"	elements	of	mythology
as	survivals	from	more	primitive	forms.	Lang's	Making	of	Religion	was	heavily
influenced	by	 the	18th	century	 idea	of	 the	"noble	savage",	 in	 it,	he	maintained
the	 existence	 of	 high	 spiritual	 ideas	 among	 so-called	 "savage"	 races,	 drawing
parallels	with	the	contemporary	interest	in	occult	phenomena	in	England.
His	Blue	Fairy	Book	(1889)	was	a	beautifully	produced	and	illustrated	edition	of
fairy	 tales	 that	 has	 become	 a	 classic.	 This	 was	 followed	 by	 many	 other
collections	of	fairy	tales,	collectively	known	as	Andrew	Lang's	Fairy	Books.	In
the	 preface	 of	 the	 Lilac	 Fairy	 Book	 he	 credits	 his	 wife	 with	 translating	 and
transcribing	most	of	the	stories	in	the	collections.
Lang	was	one	of	the	founders	of	"psychical	research"	and	his	other	writings	on
anthropology	 include	 The	 Book	 of	 Dreams	 and	 Ghosts	 (1897),	 Magic	 and
Religion	(1901)	and	The	Secret	of	 the	Totem	 (1905).	He	served	as	President	of
the	Society	for	Psychical	Research	in	1911.
He	 collaborated	 with	 S.	 H.	 Butcher	 in	 a	 prose	 translation	 (1879)	 of	 Homer's
Odyssey,	 and	with	E.	Myers	 and	Walter	Leaf	 in	 a	prose	version	 (1883)	of	 the
Iliad,	both	still	noted	for	their	archaic	but	attractive	style.
Lang's	 writings	 on	 Scottish	 history	 are	 characterised	 by	 a	 scholarly	 care	 for
detail,	a	piquant	literary	style,	and	a	gift	for	disentangling	complicated	questions.
The	Mystery	of	Mary	Stuart	(1901)	was	a	consideration	of	the	fresh	light	thrown



on	Mary,	Queen	of	Scots,	by	the	Lennox	manuscripts	in	the	University	Library,
Cambridge,	approving	of	her	and	criticising	her	accusers.
Lang	was	active	as	a	journalist	in	various	ways,	ranging	from	sparkling	"leaders"
for	the	Daily	News	to	miscellaneous	articles	for	the	Morning	Post,	and	for	many
years	he	was	literary	editor	of	Longman's	Magazine.
	

Anna	Cogswell	Tyler
Anna	 Cogswell	 Tyler	 1859-1923,	 was	 Anne	 Carroll	 Moore's	 assistant	 as
Librarian	 at	 the	 Pratt	 Institute	 in	 America.	 Moore	 was	 one	 of	 the	 leaders	 in
introducing	storytelling	for	children	in	public	libraries,	being	active	in	this	field
as	early	as	early	as	1896.
In	 1900	Marie	 Shedlock	 came	 to	 North	 America	 from	 England	 to	 lecture	 on
Hans	 Christian	 Andersen	 and	 his	 stories.	 Shedlock	 had	 been	 a	 professional
storyteller	 since	 1890,	 and	 anna	 Cogswell	 Tyler	 was	 inspired	 by	 Shedlock	 to
become	a	storyteller	in	her	own	right.
She	later	developed	the	storytelling	programme	at	the	New	York	Public	Library
following	Moore's	appointment	as	the	first	Supervisor	of	Work	with	Children	at
the	library	in	1907
	

Charles	Kinglsey
Kingsley	 was	 born	 in	 Holne,	 Devon,	 the	 elder	 of	 two	 sons	 of	 the	 Reverend
Charles	 Kingsley	 and	 his	 wife	 Mary	 Lucas	 Kingsley.	 His	 brother	 Henry
Kingsley	 and	 his	 sister	 Charlotte	 Chanter	 also	 became	 writers.	 He	 spent	 his
childhood	 in	Clovelly,	Devon,	where	 his	 father	was	Curate	 between	1826	 and
1832,	 and	Rector	 between	1832	 and	 1836,	 and	 at	Barnack,	Northamptonshire.
He	 was	 educated	 at	 Bristol	 Grammar	 School	 and	 Helston	 Grammar	 School
before	 studying	 at	 King's	 College	 London,	 and	 the	 University	 of	 Cambridge.
Charles	entered	Magdalene	College,	Cambridge,	in	1838,	and	graduated	in	1842.
On	graduating	he	chose	to	pursue	a	ministry	in	the	church.	From	1844,	he	was
rector	of	Eversley	 in	Hampshire.	 In	1859	he	was	appointed	chaplain	 to	Queen
Victoria.	In	1860,	he	was	appointed	Regius	Professor	of	Modern	History	at	the
University	of	Cambridge,	while	in	1861	he	became	a	private	tutor	to	the	Prince
of	Wales.
In	1869	Kingsley	resigned	his	Cambridge	professorship	and,	from	1870	to	1873,
was	 a	 canon	 of	 Chester	 Cathedral.	 While	 in	 Chester	 he	 founded	 the	 Chester
Society	for	Natural	Science,	Literature	and	Art,	which	played	an	important	part
in	 the	 establishment	 of	 the	 Grosvenor	 Museum.	 In	 1872	 he	 accepted	 the
Presidency	 of	 the	 Birmingham	 and	 Midland	 Institute	 and	 became	 its	 19th



President.	In	1873	he	was	made	a	canon	of	Westminster	Abbey.	Kingsley	died	in
1875	and	was	buried	in	St	Mary's	Churchyard	in	Eversley.
Kingsley	sat	on	the	1866	Edward	Eyre	Defence	Committee	along	with	Thomas
Carlyle,	 John	 Ruskin,	 Charles	 Dickens,	 John	 Tyndall,	 and	 Alfred	 Tennyson,
where	he	supported	Jamaican	Governor	Edward	Eyre's	brutal	suppression	of	the
Morant	Bay	Rebellion	against	the	Jamaica	Committee.
Kingsley's	 interest	 in	history	is	shown	in	several	of	his	writings,	 including	The
Heroes	(1856),	a	children's	book	about	Greek	mythology,	and	several	historical
novels,	of	which	the	best	known	are	Hypatia	(1853),	Hereward	the	Wake	(1865)
and	Westward	Ho!	(1855).
He	was	sympathetic	to	the	idea	of	evolution	and	was	one	of	the	first	to	welcome
Charles	Darwin's	book	On	the	Origin	of	Species.	He	had	been	sent	an	advance
review	copy	and	in	his	response	of	18	November	1859	stated	that	he	had	"long
since,	from	watching	the	crossing	of	domesticated	animals	and	plants,	learnt	to
disbelieve	 the	 dogma	 of	 the	 permanence	 of	 species."	 Darwin	 added	 an	 edited
version	of	Kingsley's	closing	remarks	to	the	next	edition	of	his	book,	stating	that
"A	celebrated	author	and	divine	has	written	to	me	that	'he	has	gradually	learnt	to
see	that	it	is	just	as	noble	a	conception	of	the	Deity	to	believe	that	He	created	a
few	original	forms	capable	of	self-development	into	other	and	needful	forms,	as
to	believe	that	He	required	a	fresh	act	of	creation	to	supply	the	voids	caused	by
the	 action	 of	His	 laws'."	When	 a	 heated	 dispute	 lasting	 three	 years	 developed
over	human	evolution,	Kingsley	gently	satirised	the	debate,	known	as	the	Great
Hippocampus	Question,	as	the	"Great	Hippopotamus	Question".
Kingsley's	 concern	 for	 social	 reform	 is	 illustrated	 in	 his	 classic,	 The	 Water-
Babies,	 A	Fairy	 Tale	 for	 a	 Land	Baby	 (1863),	 a	 tale	 about	 a	 chimney	 sweep,
which	retained	its	popularity	well	into	the	20th	century.	The	story	mentions	the
main	 protagonists	 in	 the	 scientific	 debate	 over	 human	 origins,	 rearranging	 his
earlier	 satire	 as	 the	 "great	 hippopotamus	 test".	The	 book	won	 a	Lewis	Carroll
Shelf	Award	in	1963.
His	chief	power	as	a	novelist	lay	in	his	descriptive	faculties.	The	descriptions	of
South	American	scenery	in	Westward	Ho!,	of	the	Egyptian	desert	in	Hypatia,	of
the	 North	 Devon	 scenery	 in	 Two	 Years	 Ago,	 are	 brilliant;	 and	 the	 American
scenery	is	even	more	vividly	and	more	truthfully	described	when	he	had	seen	it
only	by	the	eye	of	his	imagination	than	in	his	work	At	Last,	which	was	written
after	he	had	visited	 the	 tropics.	His	sympathy	with	children	 taught	him	how	to
gain	their	interest.	His	version	of	the	old	Greek	stories	entitled	The	Heroes,	and
Water-babies	and	Madam	How	and	Lady	Why,	 in	which	he	deals	with	popular
natural	 history,	 take	 high	 rank	 among	 books	 for	 children.	 Kingsley	 was
influenced	 by	 Frederick	 Denison	 Maurice,	 and	 was	 close	 to	 many	 Victorian
thinkers	and	writers,	including	the	Scottish	writer	George	MacDonald.



	

Homer
Homer	is	the	legendary	author	of	the	Iliad	and	the	Odyssey,	two	epic	poems	that
are	 the	 central	 works	 of	 ancient	 Greek	 literature.	 The	 Iliad	 is	 set	 during	 the
Trojan	 War,	 the	 ten-year	 siege	 of	 the	 city	 of	 Troy	 by	 a	 coalition	 of	 Greek
kingdoms.	 It	 focuses	 on	 a	 quarrel	 between	King	Agamemnon	 and	 the	warrior
Achilles	 lasting	 a	 few	 weeks	 during	 the	 last	 year	 of	 the	 war.	 The	 Odyssey
focuses	on	the	ten-year	journey	home	of	Odysseus,	king	of	Ithaca,	after	the	fall
of	Troy.
Many	 accounts	 of	 Homer's	 life	 circulated	 in	 classical	 antiquity,	 the	 most
widespread	being	that	he	was	a	blind	bard	from	Ionia,	a	region	of	central	coastal
Anatolia	 in	 present-day	 Turkey.	 Modern	 scholars	 consider	 these	 accounts
legendary.
The	 Homeric	 Question	 –	 concerning	 by	 whom,	 when,	 where	 and	 under	 what
circumstances	the	Iliad	and	Odyssey	were	composed	–	continues	to	be	debated.
Broadly	 speaking,	modern	 scholarly	 opinion	 falls	 into	 two	 groups.	 One	 holds
that	most	of	 the	 Iliad	 and	 (according	 to	 some)	 the	Odyssey	 are	 the	works	of	 a
single	poet	of	genius.	The	other	considers	the	Homeric	poems	to	be	the	result	of
a	process	of	working	and	reworking	by	many	contributors,	and	that	"Homer"	is
best	seen	as	a	label	for	an	entire	tradition.	It	is	generally	accepted	that	the	poems
were	 composed	 at	 some	 point	 around	 the	 late	 eighth	 or	 early	 seventh	 century
BC.
The	poems	are	in	Homeric	Greek,	also	known	as	Epic	Greek,	a	literary	language
which	shows	a	mixture	of	features	of	the	Ionic	and	Aeolic	dialects	from	different
centuries;	 the	predominant	 influence	 is	Eastern	 Ionic.	Most	 researchers	believe
that	the	poems	were	originally	transmitted	orally.
From	 antiquity	 until	 the	 present	 day,	 the	 influence	 of	 the	 Homeric	 epics	 on
Western	civilization	has	been	great,	inspiring	many	of	its	most	famous	works	of
literature,	music,	art	and	film.	The	Homeric	epics	were	the	greatest	influence	on
ancient	Greek	culture	and	education;	 to	Plato,	Homer	was	simply	 the	one	who
"has	taught	Greece"	–	ten	Hellada	pepaideuken.
	

Hesiod
Hesiod	 was	 a	 Greek	 poet	 generally	 thought	 by	 scholars	 to	 have	 been	 active
between	 750	 and	 650	 BC,	 around	 the	 same	 time	 as	 Homer.	 He	 is	 generally
regarded	as	the	first	written	poet	in	the	Western	tradition	to	regard	himself	as	an
individual	 persona	 with	 an	 active	 role	 to	 play	 in	 his	 subject.	 Ancient	 authors
credited	Hesiod	and	Homer	with	establishing	Greek	religious	customs.	Modern
scholars	refer	to	him	as	a	major	source	on	Greek	mythology,	farming	techniques,



early	economic	thought,	archaic	Greek	astronomy	and	ancient	time-keeping.
Three	 works	 have	 survived	 which	 are	 attributed	 to	 Hesiod	 by	 ancient
commentators:	Works	and	Days,	Theogony,	and	Shield	of	Heracles.	Other	works
attributed	 to	 him	 are	 only	 found	 now	 in	 fragments.	 The	 surviving	 works	 and
fragments	 were	 all	 written	 in	 the	 conventional	 metre	 and	 language	 of	 epic.
However,	the	Shield	of	Heracles	is	now	known	to	be	spurious	and	was	probably
written	in	the	sixth	century	BC.
Many	 ancient	 critics	 also	 rejected	 Theogony,	 even	 though	 Hesiod	 mentions
himself	 by	 name	 in	 that	 poem.	Theogony	 and	Works	and	Days	might	 be	 very
different	 in	 subject	 matter,	 but	 they	 share	 a	 distinctive	 language,	 metre,	 and
prosody	that	subtly	distinguish	them	from	Homer's	work	and	from	the	Shield	of
Heracles.	 Moreover,	 they	 both	 refer	 to	 the	 same	 version	 of	 the	 Prometheus
myth.	Yet	even	these	authentic	poems	may	include	interpolations.
Some	 scholars	 have	 detected	 a	 proto-historical	 perspective	 in	 Hesiod,	 a	 view
rejected	by	Paul	Cartledge,	for	example,	on	the	grounds	that	Hesiod	advocates	a
not-forgetting	 without	 any	 attempt	 at	 verification.	 Hesiod	 has	 also	 been
considered	the	father	of	gnomic	verse.	He	had	"a	passion	for	systematizing	and
explaining	things".
Ancient	Greek	poetry	in	general	had	strong	philosophical	tendencies	and	Hesiod,
like	 Homer,	 demonstrates	 a	 deep	 interest	 in	 a	 wide	 range	 of	 'philosophical'
issues,	 from	 the	 nature	 of	 divine	 justice	 to	 the	 beginnings	 of	 human	 society.
Aristotle	in	his	Metaphysics	believed	that	the	question	of	first	causes	may	even
have	started	with	Hesiod.
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I	was	born	in	1962	into	a	predominantly	sporting	household	–	Dad	being	a	good
footballer,	 playing	 senior	 amateur	 and	 lower	 league	 professional	 football	 in
England,	 as	well	 as	 running	 a	 series	 of	 private	 businesses	 in	 partnership	with
mum,	herself	an	accomplished	and	medal	winning	dancer.
I	 obtained	 a	 degree	 in	History	 from	Leeds	University	 before	wandering	 rather
haphazardly	into	the	emerging	world	of	business	computing	in	the	late	nineteen-
eighties.
A	little	like	my	sporting	father,	I	followed	a	succession	of	amateur	writing	paths
alongside	my	career	 in	 technology,	 including	working	as	a	 freelance	 journalist
and	 book	 reviewer,	 my	 one	 claim	 to	 fame	 being	 a	 by-line	 in	 a	 national
newspaper	in	the	UK,	The	Sunday	People.
I	also	spent	10	years	treading	the	boards,	appearing	all	over	the	south	of	the	UK
in	 pantos	 and	 plays,	 in	 village	 halls	 and	 occasionally	 on	 the	 stage	 of	 a
professional	theatre	or	two.
Following	 the	 sporting	 theme,	 and	 a	 while	 after	 I	 hung	 up	 my	 own	 boots,	 I
worked	on	live	TV	broadcasts	for	the	BBC,	ITV,	TVNZ,	EuroSport	and	others
as	 a	 rugby	 "Stato",	 covering	Heineken	Cups,	 Six	Nations,	 IRB	World	 Sevens
and	IRB	World	Cups	in	the	late	'90's	and	early	'00's.
I	 try	 to	 combine	 my	 love	 of	 storytelling	 with	 a	 passion	 for	 information
technology,	 and	 am	 currently	 Vice	 President	 -	 Technology	 with	 a	 major	 UK
FinTech	company.
You	can	find	out	more	about	me	on	the	Bio	page	or	at:	You	can	find	out	more
about	Clive’s	work	and	contact	him	at.	www.boyonabench.com
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