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PREFACE

By Dr. W. H. D. ROUSE

Ascott Hope was a name of joy to the schoolboys of
sixty years ago. They recognized in his stories their own
jolly lives, and saw the same happy young scamps who
were all round them, punching each other’s heads, and
shirking their work if they could, and triumphantly
hoodwinking their masters, and having a good time.
That was before the psychological problems came in, and
unwholesome schoolboys, half grown up, began to spin
their elaborate webs over the scene. Schoolboys are
really just the same as they were, as natural and as whole-
some, and that is the one hope of the world. Only one
new discovery has been made, but that is a great one:
the discovery that boys are just as much interested in their
intellectual work as in their games, if only they are given
a chance, if they are taught with common sense instead
of being bullied. That has not come into school stories
yet, but perhaps it may take the place of those dreary
problems one day, and a new Ascott Hope may appear.

The addition of a surname to Ascott Hope is not an
improvement, from the old boy’s point of view, any more
than it is to our delightful friend “ F. Anstey ”’; but if
the reader can forgive that, he will find a new sort of
Ascott Hope in this book. The stories of the Greek gods
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vi PREFACE

and heroes are immortal. They are as fascinating as a
fairy-tale, and many are as beautiful as the world of
nature; they are listened to with welcoming attention by
children of all ages and of all sorts, even by those who
have small education and few social amenities at home, so
long as they are simply put. Only the odd names give
them pause; and they soon become used to these if
there are not too many at a time. Indeed, the Greek
stories have much in common with the schoolboy. How
many would like to give a dose of medicine to some master,
as Rhea and Zeus did to Cronos! What fine fights Her-
acles and Theseus pulled off! What a clever dog Odysseus
was, and how he scored off Goggle-eye the Cyclops!
And have no fear that the boys will miss the fine things.
They may not go as deep into them as you do, but they
see them clearly enough.

These listeners care nothing at all for the origins of
mythology. The Sun Myth, the Tree Cults, Totemism
and Matriarchy are simply words to them. Ascott
Hope’s Introduction is not meant for them, but for their
elders, a more sophisticated class. These topics have
their interest, but it is surprising to consider how soon
they fade away. Some are quite dead already, and all
are reduced now to an insignificant place beside the
stories themselves. One topic, however, deserves more
than a passing mention, for a great change has come
since this book was written: the question of Homer.

Who wrote ‘ Homer ’? The ancients naturally said,
Homer, although there were some who thought there
were two Homers, one who wrote the [/iad, and one the
Odyssey. 'The world continued to think of Homer as
one, until in 1795 Wolf published his Prolegomena.
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There he suggested that the two works were a collection
of separate poems, handed down by oral tradition, chang-
ing and growing as they went, which were afterwards
collected and combined and written down. He was not
the first to suggest this, but his book was the beginning
of a huge library of works on the same lines. The criticism
of Homer became a laborious analysis of words and forms,
and no one could see the landscape for the weeds. I
was brought up to believe that there were at least three
Homers, three men of great genius instead of one;
and that was a very moderate estimate. The critics judged
like Geddes by “local mintmarks” and touches of
thought, or like others, from the digamma, rhythms,
dialect, and so forth. They dated the various books by
these, but almost the only thing they all agreed upon
was that the first book of the J/iad belonged to the oldest
stratum. Then came Miss F. M. Stawell, who used the
same evidence, and proved that the first book of the
lliad belonged to the latest stratum. That was the last
straw for me; I discerned that this kind of argument
could not mean much. But what really convinced me
was that I read through both poems aloud, in Greek,
with my class, several times, and their unity became quite
clear. It is interesting to note that when Wolf finished
his book, he read the poems again, and his own argu-
ments vanished from his mind; “ the pervading harmony
and consistency of the poems assert themselves with
irresistible power; and he is angry with the scepticism
which has robbed him of his belief in one Homer ”.*
All the while Andrew Lang + had been firm in his faith,

. * Sandy’s History of Classical Scholarship, 111, 56.
T Andrew Lang: Homer and His Life; The World of Homer.
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resting upon the literary evidence; and in the last genera-
tion scholars have been coming round to the old tradition,
not only in England but in Germany. So we may hope
that the Wolfian heresy, after a hundred years of vogue,
has gone to the dust-heap at last.

The text of this book has not been altered. Readers
must use their own judgment of the questions raised
about them, for there is a good deal of discussion of the
stories given besides the stories themselves. But the
stories are here, and that is the great thing; and where it
is possible, they are told in the way of the old tellers,
after Homer, the Hymns, Ovid and other literary sources.
There is only one general caution which must be given.
To the Greek, these stories were all part of one whole,
a history of the world with its parts in close connexion.
Some of the connecting links are given, but they all
exist, and the simplest way for a reader to find them out
is to follow up the genealogies. These can be found in
Hesiod; and Apollodorus is also a great help.



AUTHOR’S ORIGINAL PREFACE

This volume deals with the famous legendary fictions of Ancient
Greece, that have furnished so many themes and allusions to modern
authors. The origin of those stories and the nature of their mytho-
logical or dubiously historical personages are dealt with in an
Introduction which, it is hoped, will not too much try the reader’s
patience. The stories themselves are presented in simple outline,
illustrated here and there by purple passages from our own poets;
and, at the end, it has seemed best to give a few legends in the
shape of the noble verse that has embalmed them for us.

One difficulty requires to be got over by way of compromise.
In our time the tendency is to return to the Greek names of gods
and heroes who came to be better known under a Latinized dis-
guise during the dark ages that copied the literature of Rome
while neglecting that of Greece. As a rule, then, transliterated
Greek names have been used; yet in some cases those characters
are so familiar in another spelling, that it seems pedantry to call
Hercules Heracles, and Pollux Polydeuces, or wholly to proscribe such
current names as Bacchus and Cupid. 1f it comes to that, we must
remember that the Hellenes knew themselves as Greeks no more
than the Germans accept our a/ias for their Deutsch nationality.
Not a few classic names, indeed, have become so well naturalized
among us that we talk glibly enough of tantalizing, of a rhada-
manthine judgment, of bacchanalian revels, of herculean labours,
as of sons of Mars and smiles of Venus. Yet classic names and
attributes are sometimes handled with more confidence than dis-

crimination: it is not unusual, for instance, to catch hasty jour-
(c288) ix 2
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nalists pouring scorn upon the “ Cassandras ™ of the opposite party,
in manifest ignorance how poor Cassandra’s prophecies came too
true, to the undoing of those who would not mind them.

“ Naught so tedious as a twice-told tale ”, remarked one
eminent hero of ancient fiction; but these stories, though so often
told, in such varied forms, may still bear retelling for readers un-
acquainted with the original versions.
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INTRODUCTION

The Growth of Myths

In the childhood of our world the myth-making
faculty seems so much matter of course that the Greek
word uifos, primarily meaning a word or speech, took on
its special sense as work of fancy. Ignorant minds are
moved by fear and wonder to interpret their experience
in parables, the personages of which will be shadowy or
misty images of their own nature, distorted beyond mere
humanity and released from the limitations of earthly
life. At the early stage of mental development passed
through by each man, as by his kind, religion, law, and
poetry go hand in hand, sanctioning a love of per-
sonification expressed for our children by such ideas as
“Father Christmas”, the “Man in the Moon”, or
the “Land of Nod”. These playful myths are modi-
fied to edification by considerate elders; but from what
tales will be hailed as satisfactory in the best-regulated
nurseries we can guess how wild imaginations, without
probability or proportion, may commend themselves to
savage peoples whose growing perceptions can elaborate
so rude sketches into a mythology.

In an age of comparative enlightenment such imagi
nations too long lay despised for nursery fables, to be

forgotten in the schoolroom; but the new science of
€0 288) 1 2a



4 . INTRODUCTION

folklore has put them in their true place as important
lessons in the history of the human mind. The first
thing that strikes a student of them is the resemblances
and coincidences found in “old wives’ tales” all over
the world, obscured but not hidden under the differences
of colouring thrown upon them by diversity of custom
and environment. Two exclanations of such marks of
identity have been put forward. It may be that these
stories took their outline in one cradle of races, which
were afterwards so widely separated as to have lost trace
of their origin. Or, can it be in the nature of man that,
under varying climes and conditions, he is apt to hit
upon similar explanations of the phenomena everywhere
threatening and upholding his life ?

“ The same heart beats in every human breast.”

The question between these theories is complicated
by the consideration of migrations and conquests that all
along have goue to mix blood and thought. At this day
a Persian child may be learning its first notions from
a Mongol slave-nurse; and thousands of years ago the
rape of .2 Helen or the selling of a Joseph into Egypt
were everyday experiences all over the world. It is easy
to see how the races round the Mediterranean came to
share one another’s legends and superstitions. But it
seems much more of a puzzle when we find hints of
like imaginations rooted in Australia, that through all
historic time has been cut off from other homes of man,
and in America, where for ages the human mind seems
to have had its own independent development from
savagery.

Non nostrum tantas componere lites, when ethnologists
are not yet at one on such questions. Nor need we
here go into controversies that have divided rival schools
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of folklore students, the deepest of them still a matter
of enquiry. “I have changed my views repeatedly, and
I have resolved to change them again with every change
of the evidence”, says Dr. J. G. Frazer, confessing how
the candid enquirer must play the chameleon upon the
shifting colours of this freshly-turned-up ground. He
is here speaking of totemism, meaning a special relation
the savage believes himself to bear to some fetish object
or ancestral beast. The word wsem is little more than
a century old in our language, and it was only in our
time that, from its being taken as the crest of a Red
Indian clan, it has been promoted to rank as an index
of primitive customs over the world, specially significant
in connection with the law of exogamy that forbade
marriage between sons and daughters of the same totem.
Scholars have now had their eyes opened to once-
neglected hints of totemism in ancient records; and
Dr. Frazer has lately published four weighty volumes
on a subject which to writers like Femmore Cooper
supplied picturesque features for fiction, till L. H. Morgan
in his League of the Iroguois and J. F. M‘Lennan in his
Primitive Marriage began to point out the important
bearings of what had seemed a mere primitive heraldry.

Some commentators on folklore are suspected of
making too much of totemism as a key of interpretation.
Similarly, in the last generation the theory was pushed
too far that found a comprehensive formula for myths in
the visible changes of the sky and the seasons. The
blood-red giant whose strength declines after midday
might well be the sun; the hero who sets out so briskly
in the fresh dawn of life may find his career clouded by
the mists of evening; the moon and the stars too had
stories of their own, embroidered by fancy upon the
packground of night. This way of accounting for myths,
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helped out by dubious etymologies, was boldly extended
till the four-and-twenty blackbirds baked in a pie were
like to become in grave eyes the hours of day and
night, and the maid hanging out clothes in the garden
was dealing with clouds when the frost bit her nose.
The sun-myth school, taught in Britain by Max Muller
and the Rev. Sir G. W. Cox, has now suffered eclipse.!
But there can, of course, be no doubt that the sun
and moon, the changes of weather and seasons, the
havoc of storms, floods, and droughts, played a great
part in suggesting the personages and scenery of nascent
imagination.

Some students, flying from the Scylla of universal
sun-worship, appear drawn to the Charybdis of looking
on the growth of vegetable life as a main source of
mythology, one indeed fruitful in hints for marvel.
Such superstitions as the “corn baby ™, still lingering
among our peasantry in half-jocular respect, such rites
as those of our nearly obsolete “ Jack in the Green”,
are survivals of fancies once taken very seriously, as
they still are in many parts of the world. From its
most distant corners, missionaries, explorers, traders,
renegade white men, and other not always competent
witnesses, go on adding to the list of traditions, taboos,
sacrifices, charms, divinations, and other savage notions
and customs ; thus we have a growing heap of evidence
to be sifted, tested, and compared by scholars seeking
some consistent theory, a question that would not greatly
trouble the original shapers of myth and legend.

So much has been hinted to show how folklorists
are still at work on their foundations. Enough for us

1 The Dublin University publication Korrabos had a famous skit on this school.
adapting his own arguments to prove Max Miiller himself a mere sun-myth!
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to know primitive man as prone to wonder, to be moved
by desires and fears “as old at once and new as nature’s
self’, to look on all he does not understand as mystery,
then to express his fears, aspirations, and amazement in
rude fables, Which, shaped by priests and poets with
more or less conscious PACTRRRes S Grew to be at once
phases of faith and essays in science. ~Dim-sighted
fancies they were, misled by refractions and shadows,
yet gropings after truth, that, when lit by the dawn of
knowledge and culture, might lose much of their original
grossness, and be refined to inspiring systems of religion.
The day is gone by when we could complacently look
down on all paganism as a dead-level of ignorant idolatry
and deceitful priestcraft.
¢ Each form of worship that hath swayed

The life of man, and given it to grasp

The master-key of knowledge, reverence,

Enfolds some germ of goodness and of right

Else never had the eager soul which loathes

The slothtul down of pampered ignorance
Fouand in it even 2 moment’s fitful rest.”

It is not difficult to see how ancient Greece gave a
soil for the rich crop of religious imaginations that, em-
balmed by genius and artistic skill, have passed into the
literature of the world, while kindred beliefs of other
lands wither in oblivion or are preserved only as curious
specimens in the collections of ethnology. That sea-
broken peninsula, set about with islands which made
stepping-stones to the mainland shores of the eastern
Mediterranean, was from very early times a meeting-
place of different races that here blended their stock of
ideas as well as their blood. The autochthonous inhabi-
tants, Pelasgians, or whoever they were, could not fail to
be touched by hostile and commercial relations with the
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seaboard states of Asia and Africa, far before them in
culture.  Since the beginning of this century, it has
been made clear that Crete was from about B.c. 3000
a strong sea-power of comparative civilization. The
horizon of Greek history has been widened by the
digging up of the Mycen®an treasures in the north-
east of the Peloponnesus, where a new kingdom rose
to greatness as that of Crete fell into decay. Then this
horizon becomes clouded by swarms of Aryan invaders or
immigrants pushing from the north, as their kinsmen de-
scended upon Hindustan through the Himalayan passes,
and as the Goths afterwards overran the other peninsulas
of Europe. Thus divers influences from north and
south met within the narrow bounds ot Greece, whence
they soon flowed back upon Asia in the prosperous
Ionian and other colonies that kept their motherland in
touch with the dreamy East, whose own developed super-
stitions, in turn, kept infiltrating into the minds of a race
all along ready to absorb a variety of religious ideas.
There were repeated waves of Aryan immigration, the
strongest of them the Achaan and the Dorian that fixed
their main settlements respectively in the northern and
southern part of this almost sundered land. The con-
quered and displaced tribes would not be exterminated,
but to a large extent became absorbed among the in-
vaders, if they were unable to preserve their indepen-
dence penned up in rugged mountain fastnesses, as
appears to have been the case in Arcadia, as was cer-
tainly the case with Dravidian stocks in India, and with
the much-mixed Celts of our own Highlands. So here
was a Medea’s cauldron of flesh and blood, a hodge-
podge which would boil briskly on the fires of time till
there emerged a new national consciousness that by what
seems accident took for itself the general names of
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Hellas and Hellenes, then had to use its faculty for
story-telling by inventing a fabulous Hellen as ancestor.

Myth-making had naturally thriven among this
jumble of clashing races and blending superstitions.
Nor was the Grecian mind thus evolved to be shut up
within itself. The new seaboard states, like the old
ones, had relations of commerce with other shores, that
soon became relations of conquest. Pressed for room in
their narrow and not over-fertile bounds, the enterpris-
ing Greeks swarmed out into colonies upon the Black
Sea, and round half the Mediterranean. The south of
Italy came to be known as Magna Graecia, where the
chance of a tribe of Graeci coming in contact with the
Romans fixed on the whole race the Latinized name of
Greeks, by which they have been best known to the
modern world, as in some parts of Asia all Christians
came to be “Franks”, and among some Red Indian
tribes the American colonists in general were Roston
men”. Into Italy these intruders brought their reli-
gious notions to be grafted on often kindred roots
already fixed in the soil by common ancestors, strayed
from far and wide. Thus the Latin mythology readily
adopted variants of the Hellenic forms, more clearly
shaped by the influence of Greek literature upon con-
quering Rome. And in Asia the Greek mind not only
lent but borrowed new inspirations that went to make
its religion singularly rich in ideas to be shaped afresh
by a love of personification and a sense for the beauty
of life. Later on was to come a more fruitful union
between the clear-eyed genius of Hellenism and the
sterner Hebraic conscience. The myths of Greek
paganism themselves had been cross-bred from mingling
stocks, which might belong to sundered families of
buman thought and speech,
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It is, of course, not to be supposed that any such
mythology sprang into the world full-grown, as Minerva
from the head of Jove. Its embryo forms are hidden
from us in a remote past, unless we can catch them
reflected in the fables of savages at a stage of develop-
ment passed through by forgotten ancestors of Homer
and Pindar. The theophany of Olympus was an ob-
scure and slow accretion; and to the end the materials
of Greek faith remained imperfectly fused. Even in
the Christian era time-honoured “stocks and stones”
were worshipped with more fervour than the statues of
famous deities. The “sweetness and light” supposed
to characterize Greek conceptions came slowly to days
of art and study, perhaps tinged mainly the cultured
life of cities, while rude Arcadians and the like clung
to their old bogeydom. The earliest objects of adora-
tion, of propitiation rather, appear everywhere to have
been shapes of dread and horror, begetting imaginary
monsters, “ Gorgons and Hydras and Chimeras dire”.
It is a world-wide experience that such old supersti-
tions persist through ages of higher faith, long after
their origin has been forgotten. At this day there are
peasants in Britain who profess to have advanced beyond
the faith of Rome or of Anglicanism, yet unwittingly
practise pagan rites of sun-worship, and with maimed
observance keep the feasts of banished idols, themselves
lingering unsuspected here and there, as in the shape
of ugly obelisks approved among believers zealous to
proscribe the sign of the Cross.

The serpent, the owl, and other animals represented
as attendant on the Olympian gods were no doubt
older than themselves, hallowed as totems long before
Zeus took shape, still to pursue his earthly amours in
such suggestive forms as a bull’s or a swan’s. An un-
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canny creature like the snake makes a very early object
of reverence or abhorrence which it is long in losing.
Even in Scotland, where more deadly snakes than adders
are unknown, people will not eat an eel; and there is a
lingering preJudlce against pork, perhaps coming down
from days when the pig was in such honour here as to
name mountains and islands. In Greece, serpents were
revered by the ignorant later than Lucian’s day, whose
exposure of the false prophet Alexander shows us a
tame snake as chief “ property ™ of that impostor’s hocus-
pocus.

Superstition would not so readily try her *prentice
hand on man”. Early deities, after growing out of
the totem stage, are apt to take female forms, as con-
ceived in a matriarchal state of society, while rude
morals exalt the certain mother above the dubious father
of her children. Later, when the male has assumed his
place as head or tyrant of the family, with woman for
his drudge, he makes a god rather in the image of his
own sex. The Cretan state seen flourishing from about
B.C. 3000 appears to have had a female fertilizing spirit
for its chief divinity, along with a special regard for
the bulls that made a valuable asset to tribal wealth.
Similar conceptions prevailed on the Eastern shores
whence Greece drew the first seeds of culture. The
Aryan invaders from the north must have brought with
them the notion of a father in heaven, the shining
Dyaus, whose name has passed into so many tongues.
The marriage of this sky-god with the earth-spirit
begot that brood of deities, for whom dominions could
be found in the air, the earth, the sea, and the dark
underworld, and who were fabled to mix their immortal
blood with that of the national or local heroes making
a link between god and man.
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The Greek Pantheon was fortunate in finding more
than one wvates sacer, for want of whom so many gods
as well as heroes have been buried in oblivion. Homer
and Hesiod fixed for us the religious ideas obtaining
nearly a thousand years before our era; and both of
them mention bards who must have been handling the
same theme for generations. The theogony of Hesiod,
as Mr. Andrew Lang says, was for Greek youth what
the catechisms of our own Churches are for us, pre-
senting a formal view of Greek articles of faith. The
title of “Greek Bible” has been given to the poems of
Homer, which, whoever wrote them, appear to be earlier
than Hesiod in their first form; yet it is remarkable that
they put the gods in a loftier light, ignoring much of
the grossness found in later stories; and this though
the poet seems to be consciously archaizing, as when
he sets his heroes in the age of bronze weapons, but
here and there lets out that iron was familiar to his
time. The Odyssey, too, evinces some more elevated
conceptions and other manners than the J/iad, which
have been variously explained as signs of a later date or
of a separate origin. The Jliad, for example, shows the
Oriental contempt of dogs as prowling scavengers; while
in the Odyssey they are fierce but faithful guardians of
a flock, and one hound, lit up to fame by a ray of
sympathetlc feeling, bears a name, Argos, such as in
the lliad is attributed to the horses of Achilles. All
those questions as to Homeric personality, authenticity,
date, and origin on the Ionian shores of Asia or else-
where, must be passed over lightly here. There may
have been one great poet whose mind made a refining
crucible for the ore of legend; but scholars now rather
incline to take Homer as no more real than his heroes
—themselves perhaps half-real—his name covering a
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long process of welding together old fables and tradi-
tions into a final form where imperfect fusion is be-
trayed by careless inconsistencies; and the evolved moral
ideas that hint a later date may perhaps have belonged
to some false dawn of thought, clouded over by recurrent
barbarism.

In those famous poems the Pantheon appears not
quite complete; but all its chief members have taken
their place, superseding an older generation of gods,
whose history was less edifying. Local cults, no doubt,
went on amalgamating, also perhaps arising afresh, and
in some cases spreading far, as when Athene, the patron
goddess of Athens, became reverenced over Greece,
and across the Adriatic was transformed into the Latin
Minerva. There were waves of foreign influence, like
the enthusiasm of the worship of Bacchus introduced
with the culture of the vine, whereas honey had made
the nectar of the old gods. The Orphic spirit in Greek
religion is a more mysterious infusion. It has been
supposed that Orpheus was a real teacher, who sought
to raise men’s minds upon a cloud of mystic practices
and to refine superstition into a tule of nobler life.
Under his name, at all events, a movement of religious
zeal spread over the Hellenic world, probably allied
with the new doctrines of Pythagoras as to life after
death, marking one tendency of the Greek mind, while
another was manifested in the Ionian philosophers who
would have turned attention rather on rationalistic en-
quiries into the nature of matter and its phenomena.

About the middle of the millennium before Christ,
we come into the clearer light of Greece’s great days,
when its hurling back of the Persian hosts called forth
a stronger sentiment of national life, and mental] culture
went hand in hand with martial pride. A rapid develop-
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ment of intellectual life seems marked by the first solid
history, the work of Thucydides, coming close upon
the legendary tales of Herodotus. Now Phidias almost
breathes life into the statues of the gods; Pericles
adorns their temples, whose priests, and the craftsmen
to whom those shrines bring no small gain, are con-
cerned to keep up the old beliefs; but moralists are fain
to shake their heads over barbarous legends which the
great Athenian dramatists shape into statuesque tableaux
and choruses; while philosophy seems hard put to it in
reconciling them with new conceptions of duty and piety.
The philosophic mind, indeed, sublimating forms into
ideas, finds much to apologize for and to explain away
in the popular Pantheon, set in a new light by com-
parison with the gods of other lands. Pythagoras saw
Hesiod bound to a pillar in Hades as punishment for the
lies he had told about the gods; Plato was for banish-
ing the fabling poets from his ideal state. To Homer
himself, it will be remembered, Olympus furnished the
most comic scenes of his story. Later poets show con-
sciousness that their favourite themes need a good deal
of “editing”’, such’as Homer, too, no doubt did in his
day according to its lights. Euripides raised applause
by dealing boldly with unedifying stories of the gods,
when yet the sophist Protagoras was prosecuted for
professing himself an agnostic as to their very exis-
tence. Plato suggests nobler myths of creation, and
purgatorial emendations on the incredible torments of
Hades: he may still speak of gods, but what he has in
his mind’s eye is the archetypal godlike. More and
more, thinking men come to look on the divine as a
potency or tendency rather than a batch of personalities,
while the vulgar cling to old superstitions or even adopt
new ones with the eclectic spasms of decadence we see
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at work among some of ourselves, who give up their
orthodox faith to itch after exotic theosophies and
wonder-workings.

About a century before our era, Apollodorus wrote
in stolid prose a history of godlike and heroic doings,
which has made mémoires pour servir for many more-
spirited writers. Theocritus and other poets of a later
age give a shapely turn to the old legends, as did Ovid
in his Metamorphoses, that handed them down to the
medizval world. Prose writers like Apuleius, too, try
their hand at fairy tales. Then, in the second century
after Christ, comes a Lucian to assail Olympus with peals
of laughter, and to caricature the absurd marvels of
mythology. It is harder for us to understand the mental
attitude of Pausanias, who, in the same century, made
an alternately credulous and critical survey of the monu-
ments of his ancestral superstition, By this time the
wisest pagans were more or less unconsciously borrowing
from Christianity, while early Christian teachers might
take classic legends as texts for denouncing the works
of the devil, but would not be concerned to put these
stories in the best light. Purer morals brought new
tests to bear. Modern moralists and poets are bound to
pass lightly over the coarsenesses of a mythology that
has offered many subjects for edifying discourse and
enhancement by graceful fancy. Our artists, too, have
touched up some of those time-worn myths, bringing
out here a feature, and there covering up a fault, to fit
in with their rules of composition or canons of the
becoming.

So stands in what might be called ruinous repair
that broken temple of the Grecian mind which, ages
after it has seen a devout worshipper, makes one of the
grandest monuments of the human instinct bidding—



14 INTRODUCTION

¢ Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul,
As the swift seasons roll!
Leave thy low-vaulted past!
Let each new temple, loftier than the last,
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast,
Till thou at length art free,
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life’s unresting sea i

Theogony and Cosmogony

“The cosmogony or creation of the world has puzzled
philosophers of all ages”, pronounced the Vicar of
Wakefield’s learned acquaintance ; but ancient poets have
been readier with explanations, not wholly consistent.
The books that reach us under the name of Hesiod
set forth a formal series of conceptions, to a great extent
incidentally borne out by Homer. The protoplasm of
all things was Chaos, where Love soon began to stir and
to call forth reproductive shapes. Night brought forth
Day ; Earth, besides her brood of ruountains and seas,
was the parent of the sky, that easily passed into a
personage, Uranus, whose marriage with Gea, or Gg,
another allegory of the earth, founded a huge family of
Titans, Cyclopes, and the like gigantic beings.

This prologue presents a rather misty scene, but the
stage is now set for an historical drama in which the
dynasty of the gods shows to disadvantage by quarrels
between father and son more bitter than those of our
eighteenth-century Georges. Uranus hated his mon-
strous progeny so much that he imprisoned them in a
cave, and thereby drove Gza to a treasonable plot,
carried out by her youngest son Cronos (Saturn).
Armed with a sharp sickle, he attacked and shamefully
mutilated his father, from whose blood sprang fresh
monsters, Here Hesiod breaks the main thread of his
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story to record the birth of Aphrodite from the sea,
also the incarnation of the Fates, along with abstractions
such as Necessity, Strife, Toil, and many of the other
characters to figure in mythological romance.

We come back to the reign of Cronos, paired with
his sister Rhea, who afterwards as Cybele became vener-
ated as mother of the gods, representing the matriarchally
conceived deity who was long supreme on the adjacent
coasts of Asia. Her husband turned out a not less ruth-
less tyrant than his father. Warned that he should be
dethroned by one of his own children, he made a practice
of swallowing them at birth. The family thus sup-
pressed were three sisters, Hestia, Demeter, and Hera,
followed by three brothers, Pluto, Poseidon, and Zeus.
He who was to be the heir is the youngest in Hesiod,
like his father before him; but elsewhere Zeus is re-
presented as the eldest son. Rhea, like her mother, was
naturally ill-pleased by such treatment of her offspring ;
and when it came to the birth of Zeus, she played a
trick upon the unnatural father by wrapping a stone in
swaddling clothes, which he unsuspiciously swallowed,
while the babe was smuggled off to be brought up in
a cave on Mount Dicte in Crete. There reared to man-
hood, the young god fulfilled his destiny by coming
back to dethrone Cronos, forcing him also to disgorge
his brothers and sisters along with the stone representing
himself, long treasured as a relic at the shrine of Pytho
on Mount Parnassus, afterwards more famous as the
oracle of Delphi.

The reign of Zeus was soon marked by civil war.
He had released his gigantic uncles from their confine-
ment; and a faction of Titans ill rewarded him by
raising insurrection on behalf of Cronos. The ten years’
conflict of Titans and gods is a famous episode, that
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suggested to Milton his conception of the battle with
fallen angels. The scene of the struggle was imagined
as the mountains of Thessaly, where Olympus made
the fastness of the gods, while the Titans occupied the
Othrys range to the south, and were fabled to have piled
its summits on one another in their attempt to scale
heaven, but came to be beaten back by the thunderbolts
of Zeus, on whose side fought the hundred-handed giant
Briareus, the Cyclopes, and other monstrous warriors.
Finally the rebels were conquered and driven down to
confinement in Tartarus.

Zeus, now established as sovereign, gave to his
brothers, Poseidon and Pluto, the kingdoms of the sea
and of the dark underworld, while he kept earth and
heaven as his own dominion. But not yet could he reign
in peace. Fresh rebellion broke out under Typhon, a
hundred-headed monster begotten by Gza and Tartarus;
then came another insurrection of giants; so not for
long, Typhon being at last imprisoned under the burning
mass of Mount Etna, were the gods free to dwell at
ease beside their nectar; and henceforth the history of
Olympus becomes rather a scandalous chronicle of
despotism tempered by intrigues.

From heaven we turn to earth, the early story of
which seems more edifying. Iapetus, brother of Cronos,
had four sons, two of whom took part with the rebellious
Titans, one being Atlas, punished by having for ever to
hold up on his shoulders the vault of the sky, or the
earth itself, as his doom came to be more easily pictured
in an illustration made familiar in the frontispiece to
early collections of maps, hence christened by his name.
His brother Prometheus fought for Olympus, yet later
incurred the anger of Zeus. While man is sometimes
spoken of as autochthonous, generated from the soil,
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one story makes Prometheus his creator, who kneaded
him of clay in the image of the gods, shaping his body
to look up to heaven instead of down upon earth, and
endowing him with the best of the qualities distributed
by his brother Epimetheus among mere animals. At
all events, Prometheus (Forethought) figures as the
patron and champion of man, on whose behalf he stole
away from heaven the gift of fire, grudged by Zeus,
and in a hollow reed brought it down to be treasured
on earth. The angry king of Olympus punished his
bold vassal by fettering him on a cliff of the Caucasus
for thirty thousand years, daily tormented by an eagle
tearing at his liver.

Hesiod has to add a more grotesque offence given
by Prometheus to the lord of heaven. Sacrificing an ox,
he made two parcels of its flesh, one chiefly consisting
of the bones covered with a slight layer of fat under the
hide, then invited Zeus to choose one for himself; and
though the god saw through the trick, none the less he
held himself for insylted, and took this excuse to refuse
the gift of fire, which then had to be filched by man’s
presumptuous friend.

To balance the irrevocable boon of fire, Zeus gave
man a curse in the shape of that scapegoat on which early
priests and poets so readily load the sins of our race.
Woman was created and sent down to earth by the hands
of Epimetheus (Afterthought).! The name Pandora de-
notes how she was endowed by the gods with beauty and
accomplishments, instructed and dressed by Athene, while
Hermes bestowed on her artful wiles and Aphrodite
seductive charms. As outfit, she brought a box filled

! Plato relates a queer myth that man was originally created in a round shape,
with eight limbs, and that, to abate his pride, Zeus cut him in two, dividing the race
into male and female halves,
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with plagues and vices, which she was forbidden to open;
but female curiosity was already as strong as in the days
of Bluebeard : she raised the lid, and out flew the germs
of widespread suffering for mankind. When she shut it
up too late, only Hope remained at the bottom of the
fatal casket to be a balm for all those woes.

Consistency seems too much to expect of poets, and
from Pandora Hesiod goes on to give another history
of man, afterwards made more familiar by Ovid. Our
men of science tell us how we must have risen from a
low estate through successive ages of stone tools and
weapons, improved by the use of metals, hammering out
more and more elaborate arts. 'The poetic mind reverses
this progress, always looking back fondly on a golden
dawn of innocence and happiness, from which man fell
to the coarse realities of his present life. The classical
age of gold was under Saturn, when the denizens of earth
had no need to envy Olympus.

¢ Like gods they lived, with calm untroubled mind,
Free from the toil and anguish of our kind:
Nor e’er decrepit age mis-shaped their frame,
The hand’s, the foot’s proportions, still the same.
Pleased with earth’s unbought feasts, all ills removed,
Wealthy in flocks, and of the bless’d beloved,
Death as a slumber pressed their eyelids down;
All nature’s common blessings were their own;
The life-bestowing tilth its fruitage bore,
A full, spontaneous and ungrudging store:
They with abundant goods, mid quiet lands,
All willing shared the gatherings of their hands.”

Hesiod’'s #orks and Days (Elton’s translation).

Next came the Silver Age, in which man became less
pious and less blessed, incurring the anger of the gods,
who now sent scorching winds and nipping frosts to blight
that early Eden, In the Brazen Age that succeeded,
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mer. took to fighting among themselves. Between this
and the more degenerate Iron Age from which he is
looking back, Hesiod inserts an Heroic Age, when Zeus
restored some of man’s pristine virtue to carry him
through the great Trojan war and other semi-mytho-
logical exploits of early Greek history. Ovid, not so
much concerned with this period, reduces the ages from
five to four, going straight on from the Brazen to the
Iron Age, a change that has its basis of fact in the
gradual substitution of iron for bronze weapons. The
Roman poet’s time gave him too plain a picture of human
depravity.
¢ Enfranchised wickedness dominion hath,

And puts to flight truth, modesty and faith:

Fraud and deceit, and treachery and greed,

And souls that covet others’ good succeed:

The sailor spreads the sail on seas unknown;

From mountain slopes the patriarch trees fall down,

Supinely fall, and bound the wave upon;

And land which common was as air or sun,

Man metes and measures, marks and calls his own.

But not content to reap agrestan stores,

He delves below, and Stygian gloom explores.

Metallic ores—earth’s secret heart within—

He drags to light, provocatives to sin:

The noxious iron, more pernicious gold,

Parents of war and blood and deaths untold.

Man lived by rapine: thresholds lost their awe,

Nor safety gave to guest or son-in-law:

Fraternal love was rare, and murders rife

Through nuptial infidelity and strife:

The step-dame culled the lurid aconites,

The son conspired against parental rights:

Prostrate was piety.”

Ovid’s Metamorphoses (Rose’s translation).

So crying grew the sins of mankind that Zeus saw
well to destroy the rebellious race. He who might have
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tried the experiment of setting a better example, at first
was minded to use his celestial artillery, but feared to set
the heavens on fire as well as the earth : immortals living
in such glass houses could not safely throw thunderbolts.
So he sent a deluge that is curiously analogous to our
Bible story. The fountains of the sky were opened by
a strong south wind ; the deep, too, was stirred to wrath
by the trident of Poseidon, called to his brother’s aid ;
all the earth became submerged, so that fish swam in the
highest branches among the nests of birds, and the most
savage beasts of prey in vain huddled together seeking
flight from a common fate.

The few men who could escape that flood perished
by famine, all but one dutiful pair, able to find refuge
on the last spot of dry land at the head of Mount
Parnassus. These were Deucalion, son of Prometheus,
and Pyrrha, daughter of Epimetheus. When the waters
subsided under a north wind, they descended upon the
general wreck, and tearfully sought counsel at a ruined
altar of Themis, Titan-daughter of Uranus and consort
of Zeus. There a dark oracle bade them veil their faces,
ungird their garments, and throw behind them the bones
of their mother. The pious Pyrrha shrank from such
sacrilege ; but Deucalion rightly guessed the riddle as
meaning the bones of their mother earth. Obeying the
oracle, they threw stones behind them that, taking human
form like statues, began to breathe with life, turned into
men and women according as they came from the hand
of Deucalion or of Pyrrha. So arose a new breed of
humanity that, whatever its other qualities, had at least
the virtue of hardness and endurance to bear its lot.

The race thus re-created spread over the orbis terrarum,
taken to be not a globe but a round flat, environed on all
sides by the boundless river Oceanus, in which stars and
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sun had their birth or setting. This disk was divided
lengthwise by the broken line of the Mediterranean con-
tinued into the Euxine, an idea of which we have some
trace in our use of latitude and longitude. To the north
of this chasm Greece was fringed by Illyrians, Thracians,
and other semi-barbarous folk, shading off into wilder
Scythians and Sarmatians, beyond whom lay dark-dwell-
ing Cimmerians, and still farther the fabulous Hyper-
boreans were understood to enjoy perpetual sunshine and
bliss given them by ignorance; or perhaps we have here
a hint of some glimpse of the far northern summer
with its midnight sun. Far to the south, the *blame-
less” Ethiopians were credited with some similar im-
munities ; hence, too, came vague reports of pygmies
who in"our time have taken shape of flesh and blood ;
the shores of Africa were inhabited by more familiar
races, while impassable deserts and mountains naturally
made homes for giants and monsters. Atlas bore up
the world near the Straits of Gibraltar, where the end
of all known land was marked by the Pillars of Her-
cules, beyond which indeed were caught dim glimpses
of Gardens of the Hesperides and blessed Islands of
Atlantis, perhaps not mere dreams if it be true that the
Pheenicians circumnavigated Africa two thousand years
before Portuguese mariners. The eastern walls of the
world were the Caucasus and Taurus ranges, hiding
dusky peoples brought to knowledge by the Persian
invasions, then more clearly by the conquests of Alex-
ander. The cloudy prospect of Herodotus, who makes
no doubt of Europe being larger than Asia or Africa,
is bounded to the east by the deserts of Scinde, to the
west by the Cassiterides, “tin islands”, that seem the
southern end of our own country. In that direction
classic views became extended, till Pausanias could tell
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how on that shore of Ocean “live the Iberians and the
Celts, and in it is the Island of Britain ”—uot divises orbe
Britannos.

At the centre of all stood Greece, a focus of light
for the outer barbarians, to whom yet she owed her
strength and the seeds of her culture. The boss of the
universe was the Thessalian Olympus, on which dwelt
the gods in palaces of cloud turned by fancy to

¢ golden houses, girdled with the gleaming world:

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands,

Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps and
fiery sands,

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, and
praying hands”.

Several mountains took the sacred name of Olympus, and
poets soon began to make this a mere figure of speech,
raising their gods’ home into the skies, with the Milky
Way as a highroad of approach. In Homer, Zeus
threatens to hang up earth and sea in the air by a rope
fastened to the crest of such a cloudy Olympus.
Either openly or in disguise, the immortals were
much in the way of visiting our earth, and interfering
with its affairs, as often as not selfishly or capriciously.
Certain spots were taken as specially favoured by their
resort, or as penetralia for the revelation of their will
in mysterious oracles. One of the oldest of the oracles
was the dark grove of Dodona in Epirus, where the
sighing of the wind could be interpreted as the voice
of Zeus. The most famous and influential came to be
that of Apollo at Delphi on the slopes of Parnassus, a
spot looked on as the earth’s navel, the reverence of
which went far beyond Greece, and must have been
hoarier than the Olympian myths. In this theatre of
stern scenery, walled by stupendous precipices, a cleft
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in the ground emitted mephitic vapour, rising about
the tripod of the priestess who, when excited by the
fumes, was understood to speak the god’s mind. As
in the case of other prophecies, her utterances were
apt to be obscure, if not worded to fit more than one
meaning that would cover doubtful events. Enormous
treasures were offered at the temple of Delphi; and
the profitable working of the oracle seems to have fallen
into the hands of a local priestly caste, who in the end
destroyed its credit by interfering too manifestly in
politics, with a bias towards Sparta as against Athens.
Another noted oracle of Apollo was that at Didyma, on
the Ionian coast. The cave of Trophonius in Beeotia
was also celebrated as a mouthpiece of oracular utterance.

The fur trader Alexander Henry gives an elaborate
account of a Red Indian pow-wowing scene which strik-
ingly matches with what we know of the classic oracles.
The American Indians of the French and English war-
time also drew omens from the bones and entrails of
animals, as did those ancients at their sacrifices. All over
the world the flight of birds has been interpreted in signs
of good or ill luck, a notion surviving among ourselves,
so feebly, indeed, that the appearance of such or such
‘a number of magpies bears a different omen in separate
parts of the country. How strong this particular super-
stition was of old is shown by the word augur, originally
a diviner by birds; and, while the art was more regularly
organized by the Romans, the Greeks also looked on
birds as messengers of the gods, or as ministers of divine
~ justice. Prometheus was not the only sinner fabled to
be tormented by a vulture.

The legend of the Cranes of Ibycus is familiar to us
through Schiller’s ballad. The poet Ibycus, on his way
to the Isthmian Games, was murdered by two robbers, in
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sight of a flock of cranes, to whom he commended the
charge of vengeance. Sure enough, the unknown mur-
derers sitting in the open theatre, the conscience of one
was moved to exclaim, “The cranes of Ibycus!” as the
vengeful birds came hovering over their heads; then he
and his comrade, seized on suspicion, saw nothing for
it but to confess their crime, and paid with their blood
for that of the beloved poet.

¢ Scarce had the wretch the words let fall,
Than fain their sense he would recall.
In vain; those whitening lips, behold!
‘The secret have already told.
Into their Judgment Court sublime
The Scene is changed;—their doom is seal’d!
Behold the dark unwitness’d Crime,
Struck by the lightning that reveal’d!”

Marching to battle against Carthaginians, a Greek
army was dismayed to meet mules loaded with a herb
used to wreathe tombstones; but their leader turned off
the omen by pointing out how the same plant made
crowns for victors at the Isthmian Games; and confi-
dence was fully established by the appearance of two
eagles in the air. Not every hero was strong-minded
enough, like Epaminondas when the sacrifices went
against him, to quote Homer, that “there could be no
better omen than to fight for one’s country”. Not
every poet cared to copy the boldness of Euripides:
“The best seer is he who makes a good guess”. In the
time of Socrates and Thucydides the Athenian attack
on Syracuse was ruined by an eclipse of the moon,
as the Spartans connected their naval defeat at Cnidus
with an eclipse of the sun. From Thales to Alexander,
indeed, eclipses are recorded as repeatedly influencing
Greek history. A dream inspired Xenophon to take
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a lead among the retreating Ten Thousand. Light-
ning on the right might be hailed as a lucky omen,
while thunder on the left uttered a warning. A people
whose leaders and warriors were so easily moved by signs
and wonders, would not neglect such active machinery
of bane and blessing as charms, curses, amulets, and the
like. In our time have been unearthed leaden figures
pierced with nails, by which, ages ago, spiteful Hellenic
hearts practised upon the lives of long-forgotten enemies,
even as George IV’s unloved queen, in less earnest
mood, worked an ancestral spell upon a wax image of
her husband. ;

Keenly as the Greek enjoyed the beauty and sun-
light of life, his thoughts were much on death. Be-
neath the exultation of the pwan and the rapture of the
dithyrambic chorus, we catch, in recurrent undertone, the
“still, sad music of humanity ”. The poets, who for
him took the place of a priestly caste such as dominated
Oriental minds, are seldom without a vein of melancholy
moralizing, and do not shrink from straining their eyes
into the darkness beyond the grave. The kingdom of
the shades made a congenial scene for myths. Any
gloomy cave or volcanic chasm seemed fit to be an en-
trance of the fearsome underworld to which man must
come, for all his shuddering. In famous legends were
explored the incoherent horrors of Hades, and its lower
deep, Tartarus. Round this region coiled the black Styx,
over which the souls were ferried by Charon to enter the
gates guarded by Cerberus; and within flowed Phlege-
thon river of fire, Cocytus swollen with salt tears, and
the black flood of Acheron, both real streams whose
scenery suggested a dreary Inferno. In Tartarus certain
noted evil-doers were described as bearing ingeniously

protracted torments, while other unhappy souls suffered
(c288) 3
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rather through misfortune than for crime. But for the
common dead Hades made no place of active punish-
ment : their sad lot was the privation of light and joy
and all of life but a shadowy form keeping conscious-
ness enough to know what it had lost. Then as now,
man had his commonplaces of consolation; but when the
Greek spoke out his mind, he would agree with the ghost
of Achilles in the sentiment which Matthew Arnold
transfers to the Balder of Northern Mythology.
“Gild me not my death!
Better to live a serf, a captured man,

Who scatters rushes in his master’s hall,
Than be a crowned king here and rule the dead.”

That the soul, unless stained by extraordinary guilt,
had as little to fear as to hope in the homes of the dead,
is shown by the obol placed in the mouth of each corpse
as passage-money for Charon, without which he left the
ghost wandering miserably on the farther side for a hun-
dred years. Within the realm of shades the brightest
spot was the weird garden of its queen—

“ No growth of moor or coppice,
No heather-flower or vine,
But bloomless buds of poppies,
Green grapes of Proserpine,
Pale beds of blowing rushes,
Where no leaf blooms or blushes
Save this whereout she crushes
For dead men deadly wine .

For exceptionally favoured heroes, Homer has a
glimpse of some dim Elysian asylum far set in the
western seas, a scene copied by Tennyson in his island
valley of Avilion :

¢ Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,
Nor ever wind blows loudly, but it lies,
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Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard lawns,
And bowery hollows crowned with summer sea”.

Later poets improved upon this vague hint; and Hades
itself was furnished with a dark and a light side. There
stood out of the shade three stern judges, Minos, Rhada-
manthus, and Aacus, distinguished for their justice on
earth, before whom the trembling souls were led by
Hermes to receive sentence according to their deeds.
Those who had done evil were scourged by the Furies
to their appointed torment; but the good passed into
blissful Elysian fields, where the joys of life lived again
for them, and the water of Lethe blessed them with for-
getfulness. Fame, indeed, rather than virtue appears as
the title to a heavenly heritage, till philosophers like Plato
made conscience the tormenting vulture and saw souls
brought before those judges branded with the damning
record of their sins; then laughing Lucian reports the
tyrant Megapenthes sentenced by Rhadamanthus to go
without the blessed draught of Lethe that he might be
punished with memory of his past life. ~Such conceptions
came to be complicated by the Pythagorean idea of trans-
migration of souls, as by vague hopes engendered in
dreams of poetic prophecy and raptures of mystical initia-
tion ; but, unless for choice spirits, any prospect of a
heavenly home would be dim and flickering in ages un-
willing to look steadily through the gates of death..

How feebly the natural man pictures an abiding city
for his soul, is shown by the importance the Greeks put
on the body being laid to rest by funeral rites, without
which the dead might wander disconsolate, exiled even
from a home in Hades. In the wars that distracted their
states, the victors would commonly let the vanquished
bury their dead. The strange cruelty of Creon in for-
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bidding the burial of Polynices called forth the displeasure
of gods and men; another case marked as exceptional is
the insolence of Achxlles upon Hector’s body. In the
Gaulish invaders who came to found Galatia, nothing
seemed more barbarous than their carelessness as to what
became of their slain comrades. The Greek practice
varied between inhumation and cremation ; the latter, as
ensuring the body from outrage, apparently preferable,
till Christian ideas of resurrection quenched the funeral
pyre. Both forms of burial might be elaborately carried
out for such a hero as Patroclus; but in cases of haste
or necessity a mere sprinkling with dust, as in the story
of Antigone, could seem enough to satisfy religious senti-
ment. Homer and other authorities have hints of an
ancient custom of embalmment in honey or oil.

As in other parts of the world, the rich and powerful
might try to hoard up their memory in imposing
tombs, like that famed Mausoleum erected for Mausolus
of Caria; but the comparative want of slave labour in
Greece and the democratic sentiment that, under one
form or another, soon mastered its famous states, made
such monuments less costly than those of the Asian
and African kingdoms, while popular devotion and
artistic skill filled this land with stately temples, palaces
for the many deities, native or imported, crowding the
Pantheon of its faith.

The Pantheon

In what might be called the Augustan age of Olym-
pus, its dynastic founders had fallen into a shadowy back-
ground ; and the divine family stood out in a new genera-
tion of dominant forms, shaped partly by differentiation
of function and attributes, partly by accretion of kindred
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superstitions. The poets recognize twelve great gods
and goddesses—sixteen is a fuller tale sometimes put
forward—bearing over man and nature a rule limited by
their own feuds, also now and thén by a Fate mistily
conceived as lord of all life, human or supernatural.
Here follows a list of these divine personages, with some
outline of their character and conduct, showing plainly
how far man has since advanced in his religious ideas.
Within brackets is given the, to us, more familiar name
of the Latin deity, who, it must be remembered, had
often undergone modification in the country of his
adoption, or may have been originally a different per-
sonage adapted through the influence of that vassal that
led the mind of its conqueror captive. But while Greek
was long almost a dead letter to medizval Europe, the
Roman poets supplied their mythological names to point
the morals and adorn the tales of clerical scholarship
that handed on the dimmed lamp of learning through
the dark ages.

Zeus (Jupiter, Jove) was the king of earth and air,
and overlord of Olympus, yet himself not wholly free
from the power of what must be. He figures as a magni-
ficent form, curled and bearded, sometimes crowned with
oak leaves, holding in his hands the thunderbolts with
which he scourged impiety. The “Thunderer” made
one of his most familiar epithets; and Mr. J. C. Lawson
tells us how in modern Greece—where Artemis has be-
come St. Artemidos and St. Elias seems to have sup-
planted Helios—the Christian God is still conceived of
as aiming celestial artillery. An eagle attends him as
minister of his will, and for page or cup-bearer he has
Ganymede, a boy so beautiful that Zeus grudged him to
mankind, and by the agency of his eagle had him stolen
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trom Mount Ida to make him immortal in heaven. The
serpent is an apt symbol going with any god, and not
wanting to Zeus.

Besides Hera, his recognized sultana, the father of
gods and men had half a dozen other immortal consorts,
Metis, Themis, Eurynome, Demeter, Mnemosyne, and
Leto. This family did not hinder him from seeking
secret brides on earth, to whom he was in the way of
appearing transformed into a satyr, a bull, a swan, a
shower of gold, and so forth: with sly humour Lucian
makes the god complain that women never love him for
himself but always in some unworthy disguise. Of one
of his illicit loves, Semele, daughter of Cadmus, it is told
that she, prompted by Hera’s jealousy, desired to see
her lover in all his Olympian majesty, and was burned up
by the awful glow of that revelation. Another mortal
maiden hardly treated was Callisto, turned into a bear,
and in that shape hunted down by her mistress Artemis
at the instigation of jealous Hera ; then all the Olympian
seducer could ‘do for his victim was to place her and her
son among the stars as the Great and the Little Bear.

The god’s visits to earth, indeed, are sometimes on
errands of justice or enquiry. A pleasing story is that of
Philemon and Baucis, the Phrygian Darby and Joan who
entertained him as an unknown stranger in their humble
home, and by divine gratitude were warned to fly from
the wrath about to come on their impious neighbours.
Moreover, this worthy pair, invited to choose a boon,
asked nothing better than to end their days together after
spending them as ministers in the temple to which their
hospitable cot was transformed. More awful was the
example of Lycaon’s fate, that cruel and unbelieving king
of Arcadia who, to test his guest’s divinity, placed before
Zeus a dish of human flesh, and for such impiety was
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turned into a wolf, his family being exterminated by light-
ning, as seemed not unfair to early moralists. Another
victim of divine justice was Salmoneus, the overweening
king of Elis, who had sacrifices offered to him as a god,
and even haloed himself with artificial thunders and light-
nings, amid which a veritable bolt from heaven scorched
up this ape of divinity with his city and all its people.

To common men, Zeus was represented by many
statues, the noblest of them the work of Phidias, which,
forty feet high, in gold and ivory, passed for one of the
Seven Wonders of the ancient world, and was hailed
by the Roman conqueror, ZEmilius Paulus, as “the
very Jove of Homer”. This adorned the rich temple
at Olympia that became chief seat of the god’s wor-
ship, while Dodona, as already mentioned, seems his
oldest oracle. Another famous oracle was that of
Jupiter-Ammon in the sands of Libya; under this title
Zeus seems to have been fused with an Egyptian deity
and is figured with horns. But indeed his epithets and
attributes are innumerable. The Roman Jove, who bore
a graver character than his Greek fellow-despot, was
reverenced as Jupiter Optimus Maximus, his chief shrine
being a temple on the Capitoline Hill, the St. Peter’s of
pagan Rome.

Hera (Juno) was the legitimate queen of Olympus,
who by all accounts led her husband a troubled life of
it, through the jealousy for which he gave her but too
much cause. Her other leading characteristics were a
pride that kept her austerely virtuous, and a self-satisfac-
tion that, when infused with anger, too often soured to
vindictive hate; and always she proved quick to take
offence at any slight on the part of gods or men. Her
special handmaid was Iris, the rainbow, that carried her
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messages to earth; and her daughter Hebe served with
Ganymede as cup-bearer at the celestial table. Another
attendant came to be the peacock, when that gorgeous
bird was brought as a novelty to Greece. The cuckoo
was also a pet of hers.

The story goes that when Zeus courted lo, daughter
of Inachus king of Argos, and transformed her into a
white cow, the watchful Hera sought to foil her consort’s
intrigues by placing the animal under guard of the mon-
ster Argus, who had a hundred eyes, no more than two
of them closed at a time. Zeus, on his side, employed
Hermes to lull all the eyes of Argus to sleep with the
spell of his lyre, and then to slay him; and in memorial
of his ineffective service, Hera placed his hundred eyes
on the tail of a bird that made an emblem of her own
pride. Also she sent a gadfly to drive the unfortunate
Io through the world, wandering like the horned moon,
till at last that persecuted maiden found rest in Egypt,
where she bore a son who was the founder of Memphis.
This myth is typical of the punishments often inflicted
by a so impeccable and implacable goddess upon frail
mortals.

A prettier story than most of those told of her makes
an old priestess drawn to Hera’s temple by her two sons,
Cleobis and Biton, since befitting white heifers could not
be found to yoke in the car; then the mother was so
touched by their filial service that she prayed her patron
goddess to grant them the greatest boon of heaven, and
on coming out of the temple found them dead where
they had lain down to sleep off their fatigue. On this
fable of Herodotus, Addison in the Spectator rather cyni-
cally remarks that had their death followed an act of
disobedience, the moral would have been reversed.

The “ox-eyed Hera” is Homer’s well-worn epithet
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to denote the calmly imperial looks attributed to the
queen of heaven. She was worshipped specially at
Argos, at Samos, and in a temple at Olympia, older than
that of Zeus. The Roman Juno takes a more matronly
form, and appears rather as the protector of married life
than as the spiteful chastiser of illicit love.

AroLLo—with Pheebus prominent among his many
aliases—was the most beautiful and the most beloved
of the Olympians, close kinsman to that radiant sun-god
who shines out in so many mythologies. Beside his
sister Selene, the moon, he figures openly as Helios, the
sun, with the by-name of Hyperion under which Hamlet
contrasts him with a satyr. He was the son of Zeus
and Leto (Latona), who, driven to Delos by the jealousy
of Hera, there brought him forth with his twin sister
Artemis, so that this island became their favoured sanc-
tuary. The mother being still persecuted by jealous Juno,
Apollo was reared by Themis so thrivingly that at the
first taste of nectar and ambrosia he burst his swaddling-
clothes and stood forth a full-grown youth, demanding
the lyre and the silver bow with which he is usually
represented. His first great exploit was slaying the huge
serpent Python, where afterwards arose the Delphic
oracle; and he became pecuharly the god of prophecy,
as, in a manner, the voice of heaven upon earth. He
was also the source of life and healing, an attribute
specially manifested in his son Asculapius, father of the
medical profession, who was, indeed, slain by Zeus for
presuming to restore the dead to life; but he handed
down his science and practice to his daughter Hygeia.
The number of temples that came to honour Asculapius,
hints how this useful divinity was a double or deputy

of the sun-god in his healing power.
(c288) 3a
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Yet where the benignant sun burns fiercely at times,
“far-darting ” Apollo could hurt as well as heal, and his
arrows might kindle pestilence, as in the camp of the
Greeks before Troy. His chariot might be drawn by
lions as well as by swans. He had a charge of flocks
and herds, and generally of civilizing arts. But his chief
renown was as the patron of song and music, hailed by
the stirring chant of the pzan. Orpheus was his son
and for attendants he had the nine Muses — Clio
(history), Euterpe (lyric poetry), Thalia (comedy), Mel-
pomene (tragedy), Terpsichore (dance and song), Erato
(love song), Polymnia (sublime hymn), Urania (astro-
nomy), Calliope (epic poetry). The favourite haunts of
this choir were Mount Helicon and Mount Parnassus
with its Castalian spring, in which so many poets have
sought to bathe; and few bards of ancient or modern
times fail to invoke Pheebus as their patron spirit.

Pindar tells how, in his character of Hyperion (the
Sun), Apollo happened to be out of the way when the
gods were dividing the earth by lot, and, thus left por-
tionless, he asked of Zeus the volcanic Rhodes, which he
foresaw would rise from the waves. So this island of
roses became his special sanctuary, renowned by its
Colossus, a brazen image of him, a hundred feet or so
high, another wonder of the ancient world, overthrown by
one of the earthquakes that have worked havoc here with
later monuments. He had other local phases, like that
Smintheus of the Troad, who seems to have been a mouse-
god, the propitiation of destructive rodents flourishing
here as among the Philistines.

The sculptors, for whom this comely god made a
favourite model, usually show him as a naked form in
the bloom of noble and graceful manhood, crowned with
laurel, like the famous Apollo Belvidere statue of the
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Vatican. “Ever young and fair”, Apollo seems to
reflect the brightest side of Greek religion, and by his
fine humanity to come closest in touch with its cultured
worshippers. He had strongly marked traits of human
nature, both good and bad. Celebrated was his affec-
tion for the fair boy Hyacinthus, whom he accidentally
killed with a quoit as they played together, then as
monument of him caused a blue flower to spring from
his blood. Not less renowned was Apollo’s love for the
celibate nymph Daphne, who fled from him in vain, but
was saved from his embrace by being turned into a laurel,
to which the baffled god gave evergreen leaves. The
gods seldom show to advantage in their love for mortal
maidens, and this one was apt to treat his sweethearts
too cavalierly, as in the case of Coronis, mother of
ZAisculapius, whom he slew on a report of her perfidy
brought by a crow—originally a white bird, but now
turned black as a punishment for scandal-mongering.
Apollo was not only human but savage when he flayed
Marsyas alive for presuming to compete with him in
music. And his most unworthy exploit was joining his
sister Artemis in the cruel revenge they took on Niobe
by cutting off her whole flock of too loudly boasted dar-
lings. But, on the whole, he appears in the beneficent
character hymned by Shelley :—
«] feed the clouds, the rainbows and the flowers

With their ethereal colours; the Moon’s globe,

And the pure stars in their eternal bowers

Are cinctured with my power as with a robe;

Whatever lamps on Earth or Heaven may shine,
Are portions of one power, which is mine.

¢ I stand at noon upon the peaks of Heaven,
Then with unwilling steps I wander down
Into the clouds of the Atlantic even;
For grief that I depart they weep and frown:
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What look is more delightful than the smile
With which I soothe them from the western isle?

“I am the eye with which the Universe
Beholds itself and knows itself divine;
All harmony of instrument or verse,
All prophecy, all medicine are mine,
All light of art or nature;—to my song
Victory and praise in their own right belong.”

Artemris (Diana), Apollo’s twin sister, like himself,
drew into her name the character of several foreign deities,
one of them that renowned Diana of the Ephesians,
whose temple ranked among the Seven Wonders. Her
name was also given to the cruel goddess of Tauris, a
congenial guest at Sparta, where the hardy lads scourged
even to death befoere her altar look to be a softened form
of human sacrifice. The native Arcadian Artemis, again,
was a goddess of hunting and wild life, who went kirtled
to the knee on wooded mountains, followed by nymphs
of like tastes. She was chaste to a fault, as would appear
from the stories about her victims; and her fatal jealousy
would be most easily aroused not by love but by pre-
sumption on the part of mortals. Acteon, who acciden-
tally came upon her bathing, was turned into a stag to
be torn in pieces by his own hounds. There is, indeed,
some hint of tender passages between her and the giant
hunter Orion; but varying stories of his fate make him
the mark of her vengeful arrows; then he was set in
heaven as a constellation along with the Pleiades, seven
daughters of Atlas, her favourite attendants, whom this
hunter had tried to pursue. A softer side to Artemis
appears in her identification with the moon, in which
character she let her coldness grow warm for the beautiful
youth Endymion, kissed by her to sleep on Mount
Latmus, to whom Zeus allowed a choice between death
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and perpetual youth in dreamy slumber, guarded by the
enamoured goddess.
“ As I seemed to gaze on her,

Nearer she drew and gazed; and as I lay

Supine, beneath her spell, the radiance stooped,

And kissed me on the lips, a chaste, sweet kiss

Which drew my spirit with it. So I slept

Each night upon the hill, until the Dawn

Came in his golden chariot from the East,

And chased my love away.” —Lewis Morris.

Aruene (Minerva) was another virgin goddess, whose
cognomen Pallas may have been derived from an Athenian
hero of that name, while her chief Greek title shows her
specially at home in the city that honoured her with the
renowned Parthenon. The orthodox story about Pallas-
Athene’s birth was that she sprang full-grown and full-
armed from the head of her father Zeus. She is often
represented in armour, with helmet, breastplate, and
shield, and so has passed for the goddess of war; but
rather she fostered the patriotic defence without which
civilization were fruitless, her true spirit being for in-
vention, the care of the arts and crafts, and woman’s
handiwork especially. Justice and order grew up under
her xgis, so that she was the protectress of cities. As to
her particular regard for Athens, it is told that Poseidon
being her rival for the place of its godfather, a council of
the gods settled that honour on whichever should offer
the most welcome gift to man. Poseidon struck the
earth with his trident to call forth the horse, then Athene
produced the olive, preferred as an emblem of peace and
plenty, and bearing a quasi-sacred esteem in ancient
Greece, as shown by the use of its wood for funeral
pyres and of its leaves for crowns of honour.

The animals sacred to her were the serpent, the cock,
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and the owl, hence the proverb “owls to Athens”, trans-
latable by our “coals to Newcastle ”, a phrase that may
have been prompted by the owl stamped on Athenian
coins. She was grave, austere, dignified, and as a rule
beneficent, free from the scandals fixed on other god-
desses ; even wanton Cupid stood in awe of this virgin
governess. Once indeed she lost her temper with
Arachne, the Lydian spinster who presumed to vie with
her; and she appears in a ridiculous light when, on her
invention of the flute, she set Olympus laughing by the
queer faces she made in playing it. But she seldom
showed feminine weaknesses; and her martial figure had
masculine outlines. She plays the hero in Homer’s
battles, from which other intervening goddesses fly in
tearful dismay at their first taste of bloodshed. The
Roman Minerva rather emphasized her patronage of
letters, when a poet’s verse could not hope to flow
smoothly invité Minerva.

AruropiTE (Venus), the goddess of love, was a
daughter of Zeus according to one story, but an older
myth makes her spring from the sea in the cataclysm
that followed the overthrow of Uranus. Her name,
“foam-born ”, bears out such an origin; and the fact of
Paphos on Cyprus, Cythera, and other islands passing
as her favourite homes, hints how she came across the
ZAgean, being no other than the lustful Astarte that
scandalized the Hebraic conscience. To Greece she
came dowered with soft charms, in a chariot drawn by
doves or swans, adorned with flowers and fruit, and
having as her special ornament the cestus or girdle, the
loan of which was enough to inspire love, as when Hera
borrowed it to enhance her charms in wheedling Zeus
out of a favourable disposition towards the hated Trojans,
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At first Aphrodite appears well dressed as becomes a
matron ; but soon her form made an excuse for sculptors
and artists to display their mastery of the nude, in
countless famous pictures and in statues like those known
as the Venus of Milo and the Venus de Medici.

In song and story, too, the goddess of charms and
caprice was bound to be familiar. The tritest tale of
her loves, handled by Shakespeare, has Adonis for its
hero, the beautiful youth incarnating, like Persephone,
a myth of the alternation of growth and decay. For
his sake Aphrodite abandoned heaven, and took to
the woods like Artemis, where, instead of nerving the
boy to hardy deeds, she would have had him hunt
only such harmless animals as are the quarry of our
noble sportsmen. But Adonis, not yet tangled in the
wiles of love, was unwilling to toy in the shade with
this fair charmer, and tore himself from her embraces
to encounter a boar by which he was wounded to
death. So moving was the grief of the goddess that
Hades yielded up her darling to pass half the year
with her above-ground. Another form of this poetical
conception of the seasons makes Adonis an orphan
placed under charge of Persephone, who grew too fond
of him to let him go, till Zeus compromised the dispute
by decreeing that he should spend four months with
the queen of Hades, four with Aphrodite, and four at
his own will, barren winter being left out of account
in this view of earth’s recurrent life. The same notion
occurs in the myth of Persephone herself, one variant
of which divides her presence between three seasons,
while another regards only the successive change of
summer and winter.

Cupip, the Greek Eros, best known by his Latin
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name, who plays such pranks in myth, must have been
born to Venus somewhat late in life ; and still later she
has about her in art a whole brood of such tricksy sprites.
The original Eros was a more serious personage, who
appears to have grown backwards into a fat and foolish
boyhood. We find Love styled now the oldest, again
the youngest of the gods. It is not very clear how
Cupid came into the family; but poets as well as artists
soon made much of this wanton imp, naked and winged,
his eyes sometimes blindfolded, with his torch to kindle
hearts, and the arrows he shoots in careless mischief,
some tipped with gold to quicken, some with lead to
palsy the pulse of love. The most famous story about
him, that of Cupid and Psyche, is not found before
Apuleius in the second century of our era, but no
doubt came from ruder myths the doings ascribed to
Cupid, that are of course much older than Hesiod or
Homer. Eros had a less famous brother, Anteros, con-
ceived as the avenger of slighted love.

A more staid attendant of Aphrodite was Hymen,
who with his torch would lead the nuptial chorus.
For handmaidens she had the naked Graces, Euphro-
syne, Aglaia, and Thalia, daughters of Zeus, their Greek
title Charis sometimes appearing identified with the god-
dess herself, who passed through a gamut of phases from
the meretricious mistress of sensual pleasure to the
august mother of all life. Her official husband was
Hephestus; but it seemed natural she should play this
sooty clown false in her favour to other Olympians.
The Latin Venus, originally of more humble rank,
became exalted as mother of Aneas, when Roman poets
transfigured him into a national ancestor. And Plato
reminds how there were two conceptions of the Greek
Aphrodite, the Uranian who represents the purer spirit
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of Love, and the Pandemian, daughter of Zeus and the
Titan Dione, who was more manifest to vulgar natures.

Demerer (Ceres) was the daughter of Cronos by
Rhea, through whom she inherited the misty awe of Gea,
the earth, oldest of deities, that mother-spirit wedded
by the invading sky-god. She figures most famously in
the myth of her beloved daughter Persephone (Proser-
pine), known also as Corg (“the maiden’), who

 Gathering flowers,

Herself a fairer flower, by gloomy Dis
Was gathered ”’.

“That fair field of Enna” was in Sicily, recom-
mended by its fertility as a favourite haunt of Demeter;
but the scene of the rape of Proserpine is also put
in Asia. Mother and daughter were highly honoured
in Greece, especially at the Eleusinian Mysteries asso-
ciated with Demeter’s worship, which. came to be the
holiest rites of Greek religion, guessed at as a survival
of its primitive awe developed into some mystic hope
of immortality. This goddess of ancient date appeared
one of the most beneficent, by her evident gift of
growth, and by the agricultural arts she was fabled to
have communicated to man through her nursling Trip-
tolemus, who also gave the world a triple law called
by his name: To honour parents; to reverence the
gods with sacrifices of their boons; not to harm man
nor beast. As inventor, or introducer, of the plough,
he stands for father of civilization; so Scott was humor-
ously reflecting a classic idea when he christened the
unwelcome improver of Shetland farming by the name
of Triptolemus Yellowley.

Hestia (Vesta), though named among the great gods,
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does not much appear in their intrigues, being modest
and domesticated, as became her office of cherishing the
family hearth. Yet her maidenhood implied no want
of charm, if it be true that she was wooed in vain by
Apollo and by Poseidon. She was probably akin to
the deity still worshipped by the descendants of Persian
fire-worshippers, who look on fire as so sacred that a
Europeanized Parsee lights his first cigarette with a sense
of doing something daringly profane. In the Prytaneum,
or town hall of Greek cities, a public hearth was kept
burning, from which emigrants carried sacred fire to be
the seed of their colony’s religion. The Roman Vesta
seems a more conspicuous goddess, of great antiquity,
well known to us through the Vestal Virgins bound,
under severe penalties, to keep her fire burning and
their lives as pure as that of their mistress.

Hepumstus (Vulcan) was the god of fire in its in-
dustrial applications, the Tubal-Cain of the classic world.
Some accounts make him spring from Hera in a non-
natural manner, to match her husband’s prodigious pro-
duction of Minerva; but hers proved not a success,
as the boy was born lame and so puny that she threw
him out of heaven, to be reared by sea nymphs in a
submarine grotto. Another story is that when Zeus
chastised his nagging wife by hanging her from Olym-
pus, her heels weighted with a pair of anvils, Hephastus
took his mother’s part and was hurled down, to fall
nine days—or only “from morn to dewy eve —till
he came on the island of Lemnos with a broken leg;
but he returned to heaven to reconcile the quarrelsome
couple. There is also difference of testimony as to
his marriage: various beautiful brides are ascribed to
him, among them Venus herself, as if in mockery. For
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this lame and ugly fellow played the low comedian of
Olympus, at whose hobbling gait the more elegant gods
burst into unextinguishable laughter. Rough and be-
grimed as he was, there could be no question as to his
usefulness. The palaces and jewels of Olympus were
his handiwork, not to speak of the thunderbolts, as
well as cunning devices like the net in which he caught
Ares dallying with his faithless spouse, and for once
turned the laugh on his side. For the heroes of myth
he made such masterpieces as the shield of Hercules,
the armour of Achilles, and the sceptre of Agamemnon,
His workshops naturally came to be placed in volcanic
islands, where the Cyclopes acted as his journeymen,
the idea of them perhaps taken from craters, each with
its burning eye. So Virgil places Vulcan’s forge off the
coast of Sicily, with the Ztnean fires as furnace :(—

“On their eternal anvils here he found
The brethren beating, and the blows go round:
A load of pointless thunder now there lies
Before their hands, to ripen for the skies:
These darts, for angry Jove, they daily cast—
Consum’d on mortals with prodigious’ waste.
Three rays of writhen rain, of fire three more,
Of winged southern winds and cloudy store
As many parts, the dreadful mixture frame;
And fears are added, and avenging flame.
Inferior ministers, for Mars, repair
His broken axle-trees and blunted war,
And send him forth again with furbish’d arms,
To wake the lazy war, with trumpets’ loud alarms.
The rest refresh the scaly snakes that fold
The shield of Pallas, and renew their gold.
Full on the crest the Gorgon’s head they place
With eyes that roll in death and with distorted face.”
~—Dryden.

Ares (Mars), son of Zeus and Hera, was the god
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of war, apt to be at strife with his austere rival in that
capacity, Athene, and indeed with all his Olympian
kinsmen, among whom he gave his brother Hephastus
good cause for jealousy. In Greek mythology this
blustering athlete cuts no noble figure, being beaten by
Hercules and other earthly heroes, and showing some-
thing of the savage sullenness and stupidity that come
natural to legendary giants. Even his father had a
poor opinion of him, to judge by Homer’s report of
his reception in Olympus when he came complaining
of his hurts got by meddling in the battle before Troy.
“Of all the gods who tread the spangled skies,

Thou most unjust, most odious in our eyes!

Inhuman discord is thy dire delight,

The lust of slaughter and the rage of fight;

No bound, no law thy fiery temper quells,
And all thy mother in thy soul rebels ”.

Mars rose to a loftier position at Rome, where, as
father of Romulus and Remus, he took the same pro-
tecting part as Athene at Athens. But the Campus
Martius of Rome. was matched by the Areopagus of
Athens, fabled to be so called because there the gods
held a court to settle a dispute between Ares and
Poseidon. At Sparta he would be made much of: it
was there Pausanias found an image of him in fetters
to prevent the god from deserting this martial state.
In Italy he had for comrades Quirinus, a deification of
Romulus, and Bellona, who seems to have been a native
goddess adopted by the Romans; and in Greece, too,
Eris, «“Strife”, was his twin sister, while Terror and Fear
were his sons.

Hermes (Mercury) was another son of Zeus, by
Maia, the eldest of the Pleiades. His special function
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was as messenger and herald of the gods, in which
capacity he is represented as a handsome and agile
youth, with winged sandals and a broad-brimmed hat
also winged, bearing the caduceus, a staff wreathed with
serpents, which he got from Apollo under singular
circumstances. No sooner was Hermes born than he
took to stealing, and set out on a raid against cattle
belonging to his brother Apollo. Among the preco-
cious babe’s adventures on this sally was the finding of
a tortoise and turning its shell into the seven-stringed
lyre. Having stolen fifty oxen, he stoutly denied the
theft, and Maia stood up for her sleeping infant’s inno-
cence, till Zeus brought the truth to light; then Apollo
was so delighted with the tortoise-shell lyre, that he
not only pardoned his knavish little brother, but in
return for that invention gave him a wand of magic
power. Autolycus, the cunning robber of Mount Par-
nassus, might well be called his natural son.

Hermes came to be looked on as the god of herds,
also of commerce and of theft, a pluralism of functions
natural enough when cattle made the standard of value,
as shown in the history of our word pecuniary. He
was moreover the guardian of roads, of gymnastic exer-
cises, of clever inventions, such as the alphabet attri-
buted to him; of eloquence, and of games of chance;
in short he appears a god of all work, who amused his
leisure hours by playing sly tricks on his fellow denizens
of Olympus, as when he stole the trident of Poseidon,
the girdle of Aphrodite, and the arrows of Artemis; yet
for all his mischievousness he appears a favourite in the
family, and his father’s chosen henchman in his excursions
on earth. Of his own dealings with mortals, one is
moralized by Ovid in the story of his love for Herse,
daughter of Cecrops, whose sister Agraulos offered to
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betray her for a large bribe. But when Hermes came
back with the money, Athene had punished Agraulos by
setting the fiend Envy to poison her heart, so that she
now stood out against letting the god pass to her sister’s
chamber, till he turned her into a black stone.

The most dignified office of Hermes was conducting
the shades of the dead to the world bel-w. The Roman
Mercury seems originally to have been a patron of trade,
his name connected with merx ; but he took on the light-
hearted and slippery ways of the Greek god, that have
given an alias to the metal quicksilver. His most
famous statue seems to have been that by Praxiteles,
found in 2 mutilated state at Olympia. Small images of
Hermes were very common in Greek life, set up on
roadways and at the gates of houses, their faces some-
times painted black and white to symbolize the offices of
the god above and below ground, and often perhaps
mere fetish blocks such as that on which Lucian tried
his prentice hand as a carver with sore result.

Poserpon (Neptune) should have been introduced
earlier, as one of the oldest of the gods, brother of Zeus,
against whom he sometimes ventured to rebel, but as a
rule rested content with his satrapy of the sea, under
which he had a marvellous golden palace, its grottos
adorned with corals and sea-flowers, and lit with phos-
phorescent glow. Rejected as: patron of Athens, in
favour of his accomplished niece, he was understood to
have a special regard for the Isthmus of Corinth, that
focus cf navigation from east and west. His sceptre was
the trident fishing-spear of the Mediterranean; and he
rode forth in a chariot drawn by dolphins, sea-horses, or
other marine monsters. Horses came into his province
as well as waves, an idea not far to seek in the com-



THE PANTHEON 49

parison of leaping and rearing billows that has occurred
to many a poet. Naturally, he had his moods, in some
of which he could be very terrible to maritime mortals,
for, besides storms, he raised disastrous floods and de-
vouring monsters of plague and famine. His wife was
the sea nymph Amphitrite, who still accompanies him on
our crossing-the-line mummeries. By her he had Tritn
and other sons; but he would not have been a right god
without giving her cause for jealousy, as against that un-
fortunate Scylla whom she got turned into a six-headed
bugbear haunting the straits of Sicily, a caverned whirl-
pool opposite the rock Charybdis, into which a daughter
of Poseidon had been transformed by angry Zeus. These
perils, not now so apparent to sailors, were noted in the
proverb, Incidit in Scyllam qui vult vitare Charybdin.

The powers of water take changing shapes, like that
Proteus, son of Poseidon, who, guarding his herd of seals,
had to be caught and held fast before he would give forth
his oracles. He might be confused with Nereus, a bene-
volent Old Man of the Sea, who presided over calm
weather, and with his fifty daughters the Nereides, was
ready to help friendly mariners. Oceanus was an older
god, son of Uranus, with an enormous family of Ocean-
ides, among them the Electra, whose tears were drops of
amber, through which her name passed to that force that
has been so heavily enslaved by modern science. ~ Glaucus
seems a later deity, immortalized against his will by falling
into the sea. The eldest son of Oceanus was Achelous,
guardian of the largest Greek river, and rival of Hercules
for Deianira; he had some thousands of brothers, himself
the most famous among a large family of river gods.
Thetis, mother of Achilles, was daughter of one of those
slippery beings, whom Peleus won by being able to hold
her elusive form; then, Eris (Strife), not invited to their
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marriage, played the part of the wicked witch in our fairy
tales, as appears in the Tale of Troy. But Thetis is con-
nected with a legend of peace. She it was that, when
Halcyone threw herself into the sea after her shipwrecked
husband Ceyx, changed them both into the birds whose
nest was taken to float upon the sea in the calm of
“halcyon days ”.

PruTo, not having his seat on Olympus, hardly ap-
pears among the twelve great gods, large as this grim
lord of the underworld must have loomed before super-
stitious minds. The name of Hades he shares with his
realm; and Dis is another alias that at first seems to
have belonged to Zeus. Another title of both realm
and ruler, Orcus, is still very active in Italian folklore.
The most dreadful of the gods was conceived as a dark-
browed form, seated on an ebony throne, or driving in a
chariot drawn by coal-black steeds ; he brandishes a two-
pronged spear; and among his possessions is a helmet
that has the property to cast a spell of invisibility. Sacri-
fices to him were offered at dead of night, the blood of
victims being allowed to run into trenches from which it
might trickle down to his underground palace. The
one bright spot in his life was his love for Persephone,
whom he carried off to share his gloomy throne. But
this fair form became infected by the spirit of the dark
abode in which she must dwell half the year, so that in
2 shadowy manner she seems to pass into the fearsome
form of Hecate, the goddess of witchcraft and other weird
doings that haunts crossroads or lonely scenes of murder.
Such an ugly shade, indeed, appears to flicker as cast either
by Artemis or by Persephone, while it is as “ handmaid ”
to the latter that Hecate appears in a so-called Homeric
hymn.
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Dionysus (Bacchus) was a god who came to Greece
with the culture of the vine, and brought along with him
eastern orgies that had their religious side. Son of Zeus
by Semele, he was ever youthful, handsome and effeminate,
clad in a panther skin, crowned with vine leaves and
grape bunches round which his locks curled like tendrils,
carrying as his sceptre the #hyrsus, a wand wreathed with
ivy or other vines; and his invocation was the excited
dithyramb, contrasting with the sublime paan of Apollo.
Drama began with the choruses that celebrated his
festival at Athens. The Dionysia, transported into Italy
as Bacchanalia, were the Carnival days of the ancient
world, when the Saturnalia of Rome gave a hint for our
Christmas revelry. Bacchus had travelled far and wide,
a long visit to India being one of his wanderings, on
which” he may have picked up the tigers, lynxes, or
panthers that drew his chariot. His favourite attendants
were goat-footed Satyrs, headed by the purple-faced
Silenus, who made a disreputable boon companion. Also
he led about a rout of wild women, who, as will be when
women take to drink, were given to fits of scandalous
excitement. These Mzenads, Bacchants, or whatever
they might be called, danced along intoxicated with a
rabid frenzy that did not stick at the blood of any coldly
prudent man who shunned their noisy enthusiasm. So
it was with Pentheus, king of Thebes, who was for sternly
putting down this exotic’ worship; but when he thought
to spy on its rites in secret, the god beguiled him into
shameful disguise as a woman; then his own mother
headed the crew that pulled him from the tree in which
he had ensconced himself, and tore him to pieces in their
madness. Another king, Lycurgus of Thrace, who would
have restrained such inspired excesses was punished by
being driven mad himself,
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An amusing story is that of the pirates, who caught
Dionysus and would have sold him as a slave; only their
prudent steersman, guessing this to be a god, warned
his comrades what might come of such impiety. Sure
enough, the prisoner easily broke from their fetters, the
ship’s masts bloomed out in vines and ivy wreaths, the
sails dripped perfumed wine, and all around rang the
music of an invisible choir. By such prodigies the sailors’
eyes were opened too late: their captive took the shape
of a lion, backed by a bear that began by tearing the
captain ; then the rest jumped overboard to be changed
into dolphins, all but that considerate steersman, who at
the god’s request set him ashore at Naxos, where he had
his celebrated meeting with Ariadne. A rare hint of
temperance principles appears in the legend of Ilcarius,
an Athenian who entertained this strange god, and being
taught in return the power of the grape, was beaten to
death by his ungrateful neighbours, who took their first
experience of intoxication to be no better than poisonous;
then his daughter Erigone, led to his grave by the dog
Mera, hung herself above it for grief, and as reward
of her filial piety, she along with her father and the
faithful dog were placed as stars in the Great Bear
constellation.

Bacchus, like Cupid, belonged to a later generation
of gods, their nature, indeed, in general so fissiparous
that they had much power of adding to their numbers,
while they were liable to a confusion of character and a
multiplication of names. Zeus and the rest came to be
regarded under a variety of attributes and epithets, which
make them almost different personages in local worship.
In the Greek world, confusion was confounded by the
importation of avowed foreign deities like Isis and Serapis,
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till irreverent Lucian could represent the old gods as
seriously disturbed through the intrusion of parvenu
strangers, crowding Olympus with a mob of all nations
and languages, so that nectar and ambrosia are like to
run short. To abate this scandal, the satirist suggests a
celestial committee of privileges, seven in number, three
elected from the ancien régime of Saturn and four from
the twelve great gods of the Jovian dynasty, who should
be empowered to examine the titles of pretenders to
godship. This task seems too hard for mere human
patience; but before giving it up, we must at least
mention certain divine or quasi-divine personages and
conceptions that flit over the shifting background of
classical mythology.

Prurus, the god of wealth, was a different personage
from Pluto, understood to be in charge of the irvitamenta
malorum stored underground. He would not take his
grimy form till the precious metals came into use as
means of exchange; and the ancients made him blinded
by Zeus, poets and moralists in all ages having reason
to understand that riches do not always go with merit.
In the Theban temple of Tycke (Fortune) he appears
as a child in her arms, she also being represented as
blindfold, sometimes winged, sometimes standing on a
slippery ball, holding the Cornucopia, or horn of plenty,
from which she pours out her gifts so carelessly. Plutus
belongs, of course, to the same family of abstractions
as Momus (mirth), Comus, the presiding genius of
revelry, and that Priapus, whose figure did not strike
the ancients as unfit for polite society, while he had
serious functions as guardian of flocks, of swarming
bees, and of fruitfulness in general.

A word should be said in passing as to certain
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other names apparently peculiar to Roman mythology,
though perhaps handed down from Etruscan supersti-
tions of kindred origin to those of Greece. The most
renowned of these is Janus, the god of gates, whose
principal shrine at Rome was closed in time of peace,
twice or thrice only, it is said, during seven centuries,
and notably at the birth of Christ, as Milton proclaims
in his ode for the Nativity. He is represented with
two faces, to look both ways. Janus has passed for
deification of an ancient hero-king; but was probably
a sun-god who opened the gates of heaven; and he
appears to have been originally the chief god of Rome
till supplanted by Jupiter. Terminus was the god of
boundaries and landmarks, not left without work in a
land of small encroaching communities. Libitina pre-
sided over funerals, as Lucina over childbirth. Fortuna
seems here to have come to higher honour than did
her sister Tyche in Greece. The Lares were the Roman
spirits of ancestors; the Penates, household gods; the
Manes, shades of the dead, who appear in more ghastly
shape as Lemures, Lamie, and Larve; then every Roman
went through life attended by his Genius, as the Red
Indian by his manitou or totem spirit. In Greece, also,
‘man’s body was shadowed by his Ker, a ministering
wraith whose invisible activities are hard to catch; and
he might believe himself guided by his Daimon, a
guardian spirit that for us has taken uglier significance.

Manifold, indeed, were the bodiless shapes called
into imaginary existence by the Greek aptitude for per-
sonification. There was Ananke (necessity), before whom
the very gods must bow. A (the spirit of evil) sowed
crimes among men. Nemesis (retribution) came after the
wicked with slow but sure foot. Nike (victory), Dike
(justice), and Themis (law) were all vaguely conceived
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as airy beings. Pausanias records altars or temples to
such abstractions as Energy, Mercy, Shame, Rumour,
and Persuasion. Death and his brother Sleep make a
metaphor as old as Homer or Hesiod; and Dreams
came from above as messengers, false ones issuing
through a flattering sheet of ivory, but the true from
a gate of horn, to whisper to mortals locked in the
arms of Morpheus. They were children of wide-
mantled Night, who readily became a personage, like
Eos (Aurora), the Dawn; Phosphorus and Hesperus, the
Morning and the Evening Star, and a host of other
shining ones, attendants of the Moon and the Sun,
whose four horses had their names and local habita-
tion in the stables of the sky. So had the four winds,
Boreas, Eurus, Zephyrus, and Notus, children of Eos and
Astrea, the virgin star, those airy beings kept shut
up in the cave of Zolus, whence at command they
issued forth as winged youths to do the will of the
gods. The wife of Zephyrus was Chloris, who became
more famous as the Roman Flra, the flower goddess,
comrade of Pomona, whose spouse was Vertumnus, the
Season god, wooing her successively as a ploughman,
a reaper, a grape gatherer, and as an old woman white
with winter snows, at last in the composite present-
ment of a beautiful youth. The Seasons (Hore) were
also incarnated as lovely maidens, Eunomia, Dike, and
Irene, daughters of Zeus and Themis, going along with
the Graces in attendance upon Aphrodite or Apollo.
The mostly animal signs of the Zodiac belong, of course,
to older observation than that of Greek fancy.

The Seasons sometimes appear as two or four; but
it has already been mentioned how the Greeks might
leave winter out of account. It is noticeable how their
imagination of female forms usually goes in triads, while
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the same tendency was less marked in the case of gods.
There were three Fates, Moirai (Parcae)—Clotho, Lachesis,
and Atropos—to spin and cut the thread of life. Three
also were the Furies—Tisiphone, Alecto, and Megera—
whose proper title was the Erinyes, but men gave them
the flattering name of Eumenides (the Gracious Ones), as
our mischievous fairies were styled “the good people”,
or the “men of peace”. The Graie, grey cousins of
the Gorgons, may have been originally represented as
two, having one eye and one tooth between them, but
they also pass into a trinity. The Muses are three
times three. Three goddesses contend for the prize of
beauty, and Psyche, like Cinderella, has two sisters.

" Modern Greek folklore, that but blurredly reflects
the ancient mythology, runs much to the sets of three
brothers, so familiar in our mdrchen, of whom the
youngest commonly is the lucky one; whereas this
feature is not marked in the old Greek stories, so far as
male characters are concerned.  There are three supreme
deities; but Pluto seems not to rank with his brothers;
and of the three judges in the lower world, only Minos
and Rhadamanthus appear as holding regular sessions.
Two brothers seem more common than three in ancient
stories. Miss Jane Harrison suggests that three figures
would lend themselves to artistic composition ; but this
hardly explains why Greek heroes are grouped in triads
less often than heroines ; and several scholars to whom 1
have put the point can offer no explanation. Mr. J. C.
Lawson, in his scholarly comparison of ancient and
modern superstitions in Greece, finds that there three
has come to be a number of sinister associations.

It were a labour of Hercules to present a complete
list of all those beings of earth and air, of water and
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darkness, that flickered into imaginary shape. Every
river and fountain might have its nymph or Naiad,
every tree its Dryad; the mountains were haunted by
Oreades, as the forests by half-brutal Satyrs. Unknown
regions, then, were readily peopled by Giants, Centaurs,
Chimeras, Amazons, Sirens, Cyclopes, Hyperboreans, or
other fabulous creatures, such as long afterwards would
be looked for across the Atlantic by the contemporaries
of Columbus, in their turn taking omne ignotum pro magni-
Jfico, not to say Aorrifico.

Among what may be called the half-comic features of
mythology, stands out one figure that grew to singular
importance from humble beginnings. Pan (Faunus)
seems to have been a country sprite like our Puck,
a horned, sharp-eared, and goat-footed creature born
among the wooded hills of Arcadia, where, angrily dis-
turbed in his noonday sleep, he would sometimes appear
to startle travellers, and no wonder, when the nymph
who bore him to Hermes was dismayed at the sight
of her misshapen offspring. His harsh voice was fabled
to have served as volunteered artillery at the battle of
Marathon, where it threw the Persians into panic fear.
Another word we get from him is the pan-pipe, which
he is said to have invented when the nymph Syrinx
fled from his arms, and, on her prayer for rescue, was
turned into a reed, which he adapted to such good
purpose as to rival the music of Apollo’s lyre. He
came to be looked on as the god of woodland jollity,
of herds and flocks, of fertility, and of country life in
general. From being chief of the Satyrs, a hanger-on of
Dionysus, Aphrodite, and other unedifying high society,
he rose to rank as one of the most active of the gods.
By a confusion, no doubt, of his name with the word pan
(all), he was latterly looked upon as personification of
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nature; and at the dawn of a new era “ Universal Pan”
had so far come to represent Olympus that a dubious
legend makes the birth of Christ hailed by a supernatural
voice proclaiming to Greece, “ Great Pan is dead ”.
“'T'he oracles are dumb;

No voice or hideous hum

Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving.

Apollo from his shrine,

Can no more divine,

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving ”.

But Pan was dethroned rather than dead, living
on in Christian conceptions to shape the horned and
cloven-footed devil of medizval mythology. Nay, so
great loomed this vanished fame in after ages, that
there are traces of strange comparison between him and
his conqueror, so that Milton does not stick at using
this name to hymn the advent of our religion—

“Full little thought they than

That the mighty Pan
Was kindly come to live with them below ”.

Demigods and Heroes

The foregoing account of the gods indicates how
Greek mythology included many semi-divine personages,
of whom less need be said here, since they figure largely
in the tales that follow. A salient instance of this double
nature is supplied by the Dioscuri, Castor and Polydeuces
(Pollux), hatched from the same swan’s egg with their
sister Helen, that teterrima causa of so many souls going
down to Hades before their time. Though they had Zeus
for father, fate did not provide immortality enough to
go round this family ; and an oracle let the two brothers
know that one of them was destined to rank among the
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gods, while the other must share the common lot as
putative son of the Lacedemonian king Tyndareus.
The brothers, devotedly attached to each other, and
ignorant which of them was mortal, had no wish but to
die together. Dis aliter visum: in a quarrel with rival
suitors Castor was slain, and all Zeus could do for him
was to strike down the slayer with a thunderbolt. But
Pollux took his brother’s loss so much to heart, that
means were found to compromise with the decree of fate
by sharing the boon of divinity between them, so that
they spent together day about 6n Olympus and in Hades.
These semi-immortal personages were also inconsistently
placed among the stars as the Gemini. On earth they
rose to quasi-divinity, first at Sparta, the place of their
human origin, and their worship spread far over the
Greek ‘world into Italy. Castor having been renowned
as a charioteer and Pollux as a boxer, they were looked
on as patrons of public games, along with Hermes and
Hercules. It is less obvious how they came to be the
special protectors of mariners, like that “sweet little
cherub™ sitting up aloft as agent of the modern Nep-
tune’s goodwill to poor Jack: sailors of the Latin nations
still connect with their name the flitting gleams some-
times seen on a ship’s rigging. On land, they appear as
goodly youths nobly mounted on white chargers, who
came to help of favoured armies at a critical moment.
As Theseus rose from the dead to give ghostly aid to
his Athenians on the plain of Marathon, so at the battle
of Lake Regillus the Roman Dictator found that princely
pair riding beside him to victory.
¢ Back comes the Chief in triumph,
Who, in the hour of fight,
Hath seen the Great Twin-Brethren

In harness on his right.
(c288) 4
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Safe comes the ship to haven,
Through billows and through gales,
If once the Great Twin-Brethren
Sit shining on the sails.”

Pausanias mentions a case of this belief being turned to
hostile account: when the Spartans were celebrating the
feast of Castor and Pollux, two young Messenians,
dressed for the part in white tunics and purple cloaks,
rode into the camp to be received with awe as immortals,
then galloped through cuttmg and stabbing the deceived
worshippers.

Three hundred years or so before our era, the Greek
writer Euhemerus boldly applied to the national mytho-
logy an explanation identified with his name: that the
gods had been magnified out of renowned men. The
process appears in the case of Alexander the Great, who
claimed descent both from Achilles and Jupiter-Ammon,
and, out of policy or vanity, made a point of having his
quasi-divinity recognized in Greece. We know how
cheap deification came to be when not only emperors
were thus raised to the skies as matter of course, but
Antinous, the minion of Hadrian, had a temple built in
his honour, and sacrifice was offered to the images of the
famous physician, Hippocrates. A grateful pupil of the
Academy erected an altar to Plato. In earlier times
any benefactor or terror of men would readily take on
a supernatural character, at whose tomb sacrificial rites
seemed due. Everywhere the first sketches of history
show heroic personages, real or fictitious, looming out in
proportions that seem more than mortal, like Achilles
and Aneas. Romulus and Remus precede our own
Arthur in having ascribed to them some origin or end
distinguished from that of common men. Hiawatha
was a Red Indian Triptolemus who played the same part
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in bringing the sacred boon of corn among his fellow
barbarians.

All over the world indeed the tomb of any hero tends
to become a shrine. In Greece this hero-worship was
manifolded by the number of rival states, each of them
eloquently concerned to exalt its legendary worthies,
whose names, if not invented by local pride, came down
from a distant age when the gods were understood to
move freely upon earth. The bards who sang before
and after Homer had to earn praise or pudding by
extolling the ancestors of their hearers—Homer himself
had several legendary birthplaces, but not so many as
Zeus. The Catalogue of the ships in the I/iad appears
to have been inserted that no Greek state should be left
out of that roll of ancient glory. Much later, Pindar’s
odes were addressed to victors in the athletic games of
his day; and he takes every chance of bringing in
allusions to such legendary fame as might tickle the ears
of his numerous patrons. Not that the lauding bard
need have been mercenary: admiration is the natural
attitude of dithyrambic chroniclers, as in the case of one
whom in our own time we have seen working himself
up to extol dubious heroes from Dr. Francia to Frederick
the Great. But many a true worthy must have gone
down into endless night, for lack of a sacred trump to
sound his exploits.

“ For not to have been dipt in Lethe Lake,
Could save the son of Thetis from to die;
But that blind Bard did him immortal make
With verses dipped in dew of Castalie.”

Nor had the bards to please only limited audiences.
Contests in music and song made part of the meetings
for athletic prowess, The influence of the arts in ancient
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Greece, reflected in the fame of Apollo, went to refine
and to illustrate its early legends. They were no bar-
barians among whom so many stories show poetry in
high honour. The names of Sappho and Anacreon are
remembered better than their works. When Alexander
destroyed Thebes, he bid spare the house reputed as
Pindar’s. It is told that the Spartans being directed by
an oracle to seek a leader in war from their rival Athens,
the Athenians sent them the lame schoolmaster Tyrtaus,
as least likely to be of use to an enemy; but they had
reckoned without his gift of impassioned song, that so
inspired the Laced@monian soldiers as to lead them on
to victory singing the chants of which some fragments
have come down to us under his name. Terpander of
Lesbos is famed as the inventor of the seven-stringed
lyre, in its simpler form ascribed to the precocious infant
Hermes. A more mythical minstrel appears Arion, said
to have earned a fortune at musical meetings in Sicily.
Whatever poetical gains may have been, we owe a
debt of gratitude to the “rhapsodists”,* actors in mono-
logue, indeed, rather than poets, through whose chanting
or recitation were handed down to us the strains attri-
buted to Homer, which seem to have been finally stereo-
typed in the form given them by ceremonial delivery at
the Panathenaic gatherings, whether or no they were
edited under the direction of Pisistratus. We have
specimens, or at least the titles of other epics, some-
times ascribed to Homer, that were authority for some
traditional characters and incidents of legend. And as
there were heroes before Agamemnon, so after Homer
there were esteemed poets, such as Archilochus, Stesi-

1 In the literal meaning of rkapsodist, “stitcher together”, seems to be a hint of
argument for controverters of “Lewis Carroll’s” opinion, that the works known as
Homer’s, if not written by him, were by “another man of the same name”,
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chorus, and Simonides, whose works, though lost to us,
unless in fragments or allusions, no doubt went to colour
the old stories, not to speak of extant but neglected
poems like the Argonautica of Apollonius, an epic that
should be better known as model for Virgil's £neid.

It will not be amiss to say a word about those
primarily athletic contests that did so much to foster a
national life and common religion among the jarring
cities of the Greek world, the competitors coming not
only from Greece but from its colonies in Asia and Sicily.
The four great meetings of the Greek world were :—

The Olympic Games, held on the templed plain of
Olympia, near Pisa in Elis, where the Alpheus flows to
the western coast of the Peloponnesus. These seem the
oldest of all, traced back to the eighth century s.c., but
their origin is lost in immemorial antiquity; one fond
tradition made them founded by Zeus in honour of his
prevailing over Cronos. Other Panhellenic meetings
apparently date from the sixth century.

The Pythian Games at Delphi, its old name Pytho,
were given out as founded by Apollo. Like the Olympic
Games, they took place every four years, whereas the
next mentioned were at intervals of two years.

The Isthmian Games, held on the Isthmus of Corinth
in honour of Poseidon.

The Nemean Games, in Argolis, taken to be founded
or revived by Hercules after his killing of the Nemean
lion.

There were also the Panathenaic Games, peculiar to
Attica and her dependencies, and doubtless many other
local celebrations which did not succeed in establishing
themselves as national and historical landmarks.

Among these the famous Olympic Games were the
most important as a festival at once social, political, and
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religious, held at intervals of four years, which period,
styled an Olympiad, was used in dating events, like the
five-year Lustrum of the Romans, the successive Olympiads
running from 776 B.c., when the games first appear as
fully organized. We know how, in the effort to make
a “living Greece” once more of the modern kingdom,
they came to be revived at the end of the nineteenth
century, having died out in the fourth century of our era.

“You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet—
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone?”

The ancient ceremonies lasted for a month, beginning
with the first full moon of the summer solstice. Both
place and period were held as sacred, no armed fotce
being suffered to approach. This national truce, indeed,
might be disturbed by an old quarrel between Pisa and
Elis for the presidency of the meeting, which once, in
364 B.C., came to be broken up by a collision of impla-
cable feuds, turning the games into a battle.

In the athletic contests which filled the first half of
the month, all freeborn Hellenes might compete; but
they were not open to barbarians, a word implying all
people who did not speak Greek. ¢ Pot-hunting” and
“gate-money ” did not corrupt the sport of early days,
though something like “ professionalism” seems to have
been developed. - The prize was a simple crown of wild
olive; but the winner deemed himself rich in the general
applause and in that of his fellow citizens, who hailed his
victory as a special triumph for his native state, where
henceforth he lived in honour and privilege; and more
substantial rewards were not always wanting, while his
fame might be embalmed in a statue. The first and
chief contest would be the foot race, followed by wrest-
ling, boxing, hurling the spear and the discus, horse races,
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chariot races, and other exercises, altered or modified at
different times. There were competitions for boys only,
and at one time a race for girls; but as a rule women
were held aloof from the lists. The pancration made a
medley of boxing and wrestling, and the pentathion, a
succession of five separate contests, victory in either of
which came to be the ardent ambition of athletes. Nor
was personal prowess the only title to fame. Rich men,
and magnates of outlying colonies, trained horses for
races, where their success gave the owner such pride as
comes from possession of a Derby winner. But the
excitement of our Epsom or Newmarket faintly reflects
the eagerness with which the Greek world fixed its eyes
on the contests of Olympia.

The second half of the month was taken up with pro-
cessions, sacrifices, and such religious ceremonies, ending
with a banquet to the successful competitors. During
the festival it was customary for authors to read their
compositions as at a Welsh Eisteddfod ; and the History
of Herodotus is doubtfully said to have been published
in this manner. The huge concourse attracted on such
an occasion lent itself, likewise, to commercial dealings,
which gave it the character of an inter-state fair, Works
of art, also, were exhibited at what made the Greek form
of an Exhibition, while such sanctuaries as Olympia and
Delphi became permanent museums of national art and
history.

The whole scene was thickly set with temples and
statues, in part votive offerings, but often furnished by
fines for bribery or foul play, which seem not to have
been unknown. Besides metal, wood, clay, and stone,
ivory was used in combinations, like the famous chrys-
elephantine (gold and ivory) statue of Zeus by Phidias.
Pausanias, who plays Bzdeker for us among the memorials
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as they stood at his day, mentions one athlete, Thea-
genes, as having won 1400 crowns at the various games
of his time. He began his career as a schoolboy by taking
down a brazen statue in the marketplace and carrying it
home on"his back; but when he came to have a statue of
his own after death, an enemy was less lucky in dealing
with it, who used to vent his spite by scourging the
brazen image every night till it fell over and crushed
him. Milo of Croton is the competitor whose name
has come down to us most renownedly, for his feats
of strength and for his miserable end: trying to hold
open a split trunk, he got his hands wedged into it, and
was held a helpless prey for wolves. Sometimes a town
appears hard up for a hero, as that one whose boxing
champion, having killed his adversary at the Games, was
sentenced to lose the prize, then went so far out of his
mind for grief, that after returning home he performed
Samson’s exploit with the pillars of a school and pulled
down the roof upon threescore children. The indignant
people pelted him with stones to take refuge in the
temple of Athene, where he hid himself in a chest that
when broken open was found empty; and an oracle bid
his fellow citizens honour him as no mere mortal. Even
in such sports, we see how hero-myths might take shape;
then where minstrels and priests met, as well as athletes
and lovers of horse-flesh, the occasion naturally made an
exchange for legends jumbled together from the supersti-
tious imagination of different districts.

These intercommunications go to explain the form
in which many myths have come down to us, their out-
lines blurred, their colours run together, and sometimes
changing like a chameleon with the ground on which
they are set. The confusion would be increased by
migrating tribes bringing their legendary heroes to new
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seats. There seems to have been a movement both of
amalgamation and differentiation of traditions. Local
heroes got to be identified with more widely famed ones,
whose exploits in turn might be adopted to swell the
renown of some minor champion, while new sprouts of
glory could find credit by being grafted on to a time-
honoured heroic stock.

The characters and deeds of the heroes had, of course,
to fit local pride and jealousy, as when Minos, who in
general mythology presents the type of a just judge,
figures in the story of Theseus as a cruel tyrant wreaking
his spite against Athens. ¢ Thus it seems ill to earn the
hate of a city great in eloquence and poetry”, remarks
Plutarch, whose life of Theseus is strikingly critical in
tone. The recent discoveries in Crete, showing this
island “to have been a seat of maritime enterprise before
the rise of the Greek states on the mainland, pave the
way to some historic basis for Athens having been in
such a tributary position towards the powerful Minos
dynasty, as might well leave a grudge against their name.
The vengeance of Minos, by the way, is attributed to
the fact of his son Androgeos having been murdered
by resentful competitors whom he had beaten at the
Athenian games.

The Muses are not to be trusted as historians. If
heroes were promoted to godship, phantoms might take
vague heroic form, like that of Pelops, legendary lord of
the Peloponnesus, who appears in fable as boiled by his
father Tantalus to make a sacrilegious meal for the gods,
and again as winning an Olympic race by bribing his
opponent’s charioteer to run foul. For further instance
of how we must pick and choose among variant legends,
four different impieties are alleged as cause of the punish-

ment to which Tantalus was so famously doomed. Nor
(0 288) 4a
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can we be sure that we have all the versions once current.
Some tales are known to us only by casual allusions in
the poets; and some are best known as freely handled
for the Athenian stage. Here and there we may surmise
the moralizing or refining touch of an author. The
brutal Polyphemus of the Odyssey must have . grown
softer of heart when he combed and shaved himself for
love of the fair Galatea, though indeed his savage nature
came out in the revenge he took on his favoured rival,
Acis, as the happy pair sat listening to the love-lorn
Cyclops’ song. The painful stories of Niobe’s children,
and of Philomela, might both seem blended less shock-
ingly in that of Aedon, the jealous sister, who would
have slain Niobe’s first-born, but by mistake killed her
own con Itylus, a tragedy she laments for ever in the
plaintive notes of the nightingale; and this tale also
takes more than one form. Sometimes a patch can be
detected as let in to an old story, the fable of “The
Choice of Hercules” for example, ascribed to a sophist
of the fifth century B.c., and evidently out of keeping
with the sanguinary tissue of the original legend.

The figure most like a national hero is that of Her-
cules, who varyingly appears as born at Tiryns and at
Thebes, but never settled down at any city that could
take the full credit of his exploits, his wanderings carrying
him far and wide, beyond the bounds of Greece. Outside
of it was he honoured, as in his great temple at Tyre;
but indeed Herodotus notes two separate incarnations
of this great name. His descendants the Heraclide are
made to conquer the Peloponnesus, dividing its king-
doms between them—probably a mythical view of the
Dorian invasion—and the list of that progeny, as enumer-
ated by Apollodorus, is so long that it could have sup-
plied heroic worthies enough to serve all the Greek states.
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Many an ancient bard may have done violence to his
conscience by ennobling liberal patrons with the blood
of such an illustrious ancestor ; and Hercules strangling
the snakes in his cradle came to be a favourite device
on the coins of Greek cities and colonies. The story
of Perseus, still more that of Theseus, look like local
variants of the long list of prodigious exploits that from
many quarters came to be tacked on to a more widely
famous name.

Thus we may have similar exploits recorded of
different personages, and varying, often contradictory
versions of what seems the same tale. That, of course,
is no new thing in mythology. The classical writers who
had to handle this medley of tradition, were more or
less free to “edit” it according to their own tastes and
prejudices.  'Wild work was made of chronology by the
need of bringing such and such a hero to some place at
a certain time, and of putting certain heroes together on
the same scene. Tiresias, the blind seer, for instance,
figures like a Methusaleh in many generations. The
charms of Ninon de L’Enclos did not hold out so long
as Helen’s, who for a century or so, if all poets are to be
trusted, might by generations be prayed “make me im-
mortal with a kiss!” Hercules appears a contemporary
of many heroes, some of whom must have been too old
or too young to be very serviceable among the Argonaut
crew that had him for a shipmate. The enterprise of the
Argo, by the way, suggests how some early commercial
voyage to the inhospitable Euxine may have made a core
for such a snowball tale of marvel and adventure, as the
siege of Troy very probably was a real prelude to the
later struggles between Greece and Asia. Several cities,
indeed, are now seen to have stood successively on
the site of Troy, always likely to be a scene of collision
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between eastward adventurers and the holders of a
stronghold commanding the entrance to the Hellespont.

Homer stands above other bards in appealing to a
national patriotism, though there may be some trace of
particularismus in his opposition of the northern Achilles to
the Peloponnesian lord of Argos. 'Not less remarkable
is the l/iad’s advance from the barbarism of less refined
legends. Poisoned arrows have gone out of common
use, while there are hints of these in the Odyssey and in
the cureless shafts bequeathed by Hercules to Philoctetes;
warriors exchange courtesies as well as insults when about
to engage; woman is no mere thrall; and human sacri-
fice occurs only in the exceptional case of the funeral of
Patroclus, whose death indeed rouses Achilles for once
to insult the body of a gallant foe, yet he repents before
the grief of a suppliant father.

So much being hinted as to the Protean nature of the
materials here to be handled, in the following stories the
critical attitude must be laid aside. We have to take
these legends as we find them. The writer’s task is to
reproduce the chief features of this mythology, treated on
a given scale, usually after the best-known version, yet
sometimes with an eye to the taste of readers who will
not so readily stomach the grossness that did not offend
ancient hearers. In a certain amount of selection or
suppression, one is justified by classic example; but, as
far as may be, the attempt is to present the Greek mind
as shown in its famous fables, and to make familiar the
names and characters so often cited in poetry, oratory,
and history.
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A proud youth was Phaethon when his mother Cly-
mene let him know how for father he had no mortal man,
none less than the god Pheebus-Apollo that daily drove
across our world in the Sun’s dazzling chariot. But the
lad’s companions mocked him when he boasted such
high birth; then, at his mother’s bidding, he sought
out that heavenly sire to demand a boon through which
all should know him as of divine race.

Before dawn he came to the golden palace of Pheebus,
where the purple-mantled god sat on his ivory throne,
amid a rainbow sheen of jewels. Round him stood his
ministers and henchmen, the Hours, the Days, the
Months, and noblest of all, the Seasons : Spring wreathed
with fresh blossoms, naked Summer clothed in leaves
and crowned with ears of corn, Autumn stained by the
clusters of fruit he held in his sunburnt arms, and shiver-
ing Winter with snow-white locks. Phaethon’s eyes were
dazzled before such magnificence, so that he durst not
approach the throne till his all-seeing father called him by
name.

“Welcome, my son, to the halls of heaven!” quoth
Pheebus, laying aside the crown of sunrays on which
mortal sight could not bear to gaze. ¢ But say, what
brings thee from earth?”

Thus encouraged, the beardless boy drew near to
falter out his request, and soon waxed bolder in the god’s

smiling face. He made his complaint that men would
69
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not believe him Apollo’s son, unless his father gave him
a pledge of his birth that might be seen by the whole
world.

“ Before the whole world,” cried the god, “will I
own thee for my son. Well hast thou done to seek a
proof of favour, which thy father grants unheard: so I
swear by the Styx, that oath that binds even the gods.
Ask, then, and have!”

“Father,” exclaimed Phaethon eagerly, “grant me my
dearest wish, for one day to be trusted to drive the
chariot of the Sun!”

A shade fell on the radiant face of Phceebus, and once
and again he shook his glowing head before he answered.

“Rash boy, that knows not what he would dare!
That charge is too great for heedless youth, nay, for any
mortal, since not even to the gods may it be safely com-
mitted. Jupiter himself takes not in hand the reins of
the Sun’s coursers. Among all the sons of Olympus, I
alone can stand firm in the burning car and rule aright
its fiery steeds on their steep and toilsome path. Re-
nounce, I beseech thee, such a perilous boon. Ask
anything else in heaven or earth, and again I swear by
Styx it is thine.”

But the froward youth, with pouts and entreaties,
held fast to his audacious wish, and would not let himself
be moved by fatherly counsels. So at last, the lord of
the Sun, bound by his oath, was fain to consent, though
sorely fearing what would come of trusting such steeds
to so weak a hand.

It was time to be off on that daily journey, for already
Aurora began to draw back the rosy curtains of the East,
as Pheebus led his son to Vulcan’s masterpiece, the golden
chariot studded with sparkling gems, all so rich and
beautiful that Phaethon’s head was turned by his good
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fortune to be its master for one day. The vanishing
of the stars and the fading of the moon’s horns were
signal to lead out the four coursers of the Sun, pawing
and neighing to show how, full fed with ambrosia, and
refreshed by the night’s rest, they came eager for their
accustomed task. While the swift-fingered Hours fitted
on their clanking bits, and harnessed them to the chariot-
pole, fond Pheebus anointed the youth with a sacred
balm that would enable him better to bear the heat
of his glowing course. Meanwhile the god plied him
with warnings, to which his impatient son hardly gave
ear.

“Keep heedfully the straight path marked by fear-
some signs of beasts. Beware in going by the horns of
the Bull and the mouth of the roaring Lion, and the far-
stretched claws of the Scorpion or the Crab. Shun the
South Pole and the North Pole; hold the upper arch
of the sky from east to west; safest ever is the middle
way. Sink not too far down, lest the earth catch fire;
rise not too high to scorch the face of heaven. Spare
the goad, and draw tight the reins, for my horses fly of
themselves, and all the labour is to hold them in. Now
mount the car—or no, dear son, bethink thee in time!
It is not honour thou shalt win, but punishment and
destruction. Leave the chariot to me, and be content
to watch its course like thy fellow men!”

But already the presumptuous stripling had sprung
up to grasp the reins; and when Thetis drew the bar
of heaven, he let the chafing horses bound forth, throw-
ing back a hasty word of thanks and farewell to his
anxious father.

Boldly Phaethon urged that mettlesome team through
the morning mists, with the east wind following to
sweep him on his proud career. But soon the swift-
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ness took away his breath, while under his light weight
the car shook and swayed like a keel without ballast,
till his head began to turn. And too soon the fiery
coursers felt how their reins were in an unpractised
hand. Rearing and starting aside, they left their wonted
way ; then all the earth was amazed to see the glorious
chariot of the Sun speeding crookedly overhead as a
flash of lightning.

Before he had gone far, the rash charioteer sorely
repented his ambition, and would have asked no greater
boon than to be saved from that perilous honour.
Too late he saw how wisely his father had warned him.
His head whirled, his face grew white, and his knees
shook as he looked to earth and sea spread out
beneath, and to the boundless sky above. In vain he
tugged at the tangled bridles; in vain he cried to
the horses which he could not call by name. Heated
by the wild course, they no longer minded his un-
masterful hand, but took their own way through the
air, prancing hither and thither at will. Now they
soared up towards the sky, so that the clouds began
to smoke, and the Moon looked out with dismay to
see her brother’s car so strangely guided. Then turning
downwards, as if to cool themselves in the ocean, they
passed close over a high mountain, that in a moment
burst into flames.

Thus fearsome disaster fell upon the earth. The
Sun, instead of holding his stately beneficent course
across the sky, seemed to rush down in wrath like a
meteor, blasting the fair face of nature and the works
of man. The grass withered; the crops were scorched
away; the woods went up in fire and smoke; then
beneath them the bare earth cracked and crumbled,
and the blackened rocks burst asunder under the heat.
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The rivers dried up or fled back to their hidden foun-
tains; the lakes began to boil; the very sea sank in
its bed, and the fishes lay gasping on the shore, unless
they could gain the depths whence Poseidon thrice
raised his head and thrice plunged back into his
shrinking waves, unable to bear the deadly glow.
Scythia was not shielded by its frosts, nor Caucasus
by its snows, licked up beneath the passage of that
scorching whirlwind. Mighty Atlas, they say, had all
but let the red-hot world fall from his writhing
shoulders. On that day the negroes were burned
black, and, ever since, one stretch of our earth has lain
a sandy desert, where neither man nor beast can thrive.
But all over the habitable world the Sun’s charioteer
spread woe and ruin, as its cities were consumed one
by one, and the people in their torment swarmed here
and there, like ants, among the ashes of their homes.
Never had such a calamity fallen on man since Zeus
and Poseidon drowned his impiety under the flood in
which only Deucalion and Pyrrha found dry land!

By now the wretched Phaethon had given up hope
to check or guide his baleful course. Blinded by
terror and by the glare spreading beneath him where-
ever he sped, seared by the heat till he could not
stand on the glowing car, he threw down the useless
reins, to fall on his knees with a pitiful prayer for his
father’s help. But his prayer was lost in the cry that
went up from the whole earth, calling upon the lord
of heaven to save mankind from destruction.

Not unheard rose that cry. All-powerful Zeus was
sleeping away the noonday hour ; but quickly he awoke
and raised his head and saw what had befallen. Snatch-
ing a thunderbolt that lay ready to his hand, he hurled
it through the smoky air, and struck senseless Phacthon
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from this chariot he could not control. Down the
youth dashed with blazing locks, swift as a falling star,
to be quenched like a firebrand in the river Eridanus.
Then the horses of the Sun shook off their yokes,
breaking loose to seek their stalls in the sky; and for
once at noon night fell upon the earth, lit only by the
flickering fires kindled through Phaethon’s folly.

So, on that woeful day, ended the vainglorious son
born to Phcebus - Apollo, who was fain to hide his
countenance for shame of his fatherly fondness. But
some there were who mourned the rash youth’s end.
When the nymphs of the Eridanus had buried him
on its banks, his mother, frantic with grief, came
thither to pour out her heart’s blood in sorrow. His
three sisters, too, wept so bitterly, that the pitying gods
changed them into poplar trees dropping tears of
amber upon the water. And his friend Cygnus dived
so often into the river to gather up Phaethon’s charred
members, that when he pined away for grief, it was
granted him still to haunt the stream in the shape of
a swan,



PERSEUS
I. The Gorgon

Acrisius, king of Argos, was sore troubled through
an oracle declaring that by the hand of a grandson
he should die; then, having but one child, his fair
daughter Danag, he thought to cheat that doom by
keeping her unwedded. To make sure, he shut her
up in close prison, a cave underground, or, as some
say, a brazen tower, never to see the face of man
while she lived. But the gods can make their way
even where the light of day is shut out. Danag& was
visited by Zeus in the form of a shower of gold, and
here she bore a son, who was to be the famous hero
Perseus.

When the infant’s crying came to the ears of the
king, and he learned how a grandson had been born
to him for all his watchfulness, his cowardly soul was
filled with dismay. Not daring to have the boy’s
blood on his hands, nor yet to let him live, he had
mother and child put together in a chest and sent
drifting out to drown or starve upon the stormy sea.
But Zeus watched over them; and at his bidding
Poseidon stilled the winds and waves that gently bore
their frail ark eastward, till it came washed ashore on
the island of Seriphos in the Agean archipelago.

Here Danaé and her babe were found by a fisher-

man named Dictys, who treated them kindly, and
%
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took them to his house to bring up Perseus as his
own child. And so well throve this young stranger
that the men of Seriphos could guess him to be of
royal birth, nay, son of a god. In sports and combats
he soon vanquished all his playfellows, and grew up
to full strength and stature, his mind set on brave
deeds by which he might prove himself a hero among
men. In dreams he was inspired by Athene, who
strung his heart to choose the deadliest perils in the
flower of youth,.rather than inglorious ease and safety.

Soon he was to have his desire. His foster-father
Dictys had a brother, Polydectes, the chief of the
island, but of less noble nature. He, at first friendly
to the strangers cast on his shore, came to love Danag,
and would have forced her to be his wife. But all
her heart was given to her son, and such a wooer
seemed unworthy of one who had been loved by a
god. The cunning Polydectes bethought him how
to get rid of this manly youth who stood as a guard
to his mother’s honour. To have Dana& in his power
he set Perseus upon a fearful adventure, from which
the bravest man was little like to come back alive.

The task given him was to slay the monster
Medusa, one of the three Gorgon sisters, she alone
of them mortal, but her very looks deadly to the best-
armed foe. For, to punish an impious outrage on
Athene, her hair had been turned into vipers writh-
ing about a face so horrible that whoever set eyes upon
it was stiffened to stone before he could strike a blow.
Yet Perseus did not fear to face the Gorgon, when
his patron Athene gave him wise counsels how he
should accomplish that perilous quest.

“ Not without help of the gods can the bravest
man assail such a foe,” she bid him know, when the
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bold youth would have made light of all he must
dare.

For now the goddess appeared to him in radiant
majesty, accompanied by her brother Hermes, and
they lent him certain powerful talismans in proof of
their favour. Hermes girded on to him his own
crooked sword that could cut through the stoutest
armour, and fitted the youth’s feet with his winged
sandals to bear him swiftly over land and sea. More-
over, from the realm of Pluto he brought him a
wonderful helmet that made the wearer of it invisible.
Athene gave him her polished shield, which he must
use like a mirror so as to strike Medusa without look-
ing straight in her horrific face. Also ‘she provided
him with a goatskin bag to hide the Gorgon’s head,
that even in death would freeze the blood of all who
beheld it, friend or foe.

Thus equipped, he was bidden first to seek out, in
their icy home of the north, the frostbound Graiz,
half-sisters of the Gorgons, who alone could tell him
the way to the far-off isle where Medusa had her lair.
Not an hour did he lose in setting forth, only begging
of Athene to watch over his mother till he brought
back Medusa’s head. With such heavenly aid, he
could make no doubt of victory.

Springing into the air from the cliffs of Seriphos,
lightly he flew to the north, till he came among snows
and mists and mountains of ice where no mortal man
can dwell. There, on the edge of the Hyperborean sea,
he found the Grey Sisters huddled up together, dim and
shapeless forms, of which his eyes could hardly tell
whether they were two or three. Clothed only in their
long hair, white and bristling with ice, so old were they
and so doting that they had but one eye and one tooth
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left between them, which their fumbling hands passed
from each to other with groans and murmurs, as in turn
they needed to munch the snowflakes or to peer through
the blinding mists. This Perseus knew from Athene;
and as she had bidden him, he stole up to the old hags,
invisible in his helm of darkness, then suddenly snatched
away their eye, as they wrangled which should have it
to see whose steps came clanging on the frosty shore.

“Tell me the way to the Gorgons,” demanded he,
“or I take your tooth also, and leave you to starve in
this wilderness.”

A miserable outcry those Grey Sisters made, when
they found themselves thus robbed by an unseen hand.
With threats'and curses they bid him give up their eye;
but he held it firm, till, since so it must be, they mumbled
out directions by which he might find the Gorgons’ Isle.
For thanks he gave them back their eye, but they saw
him not, for he was gone before they could nod their
feeble heads, falling asleep like blocks of ice.

Now he must fly far to the south, where the mists
and snows soon melted away, and the earth lay green
with fields and forests, and the blue sea shone and
sparkled under a glowing sky. Hot and hotter grew
the air as he flew over land and sea towards the other
end of the world, all its rivers and mountains stretching
out below his feet, and at last a great ocean upon which
no sail was spread. There, following the course given
hira to steer by the sun and the stars, he spied out the
island whereon lived those hateful sisters, among lifeless
images of men and beasts whom their looks had turned
to stone.

Swooping down in the brightness of noonday, he saw
the three Gorgons fast asleep, Medusa in the middle.
But on her he did not dare to fix his eyes. As Athene
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had bidden him, he drew near with his back turned,
holding her shield so as to make a mirror for that blood-
curdling head, with its mane of vipers curling and writh-
ing about it even in sleep. Fearfully beautiful was
Medusa’s face as well as horrible ; but as she tossed to
and fro in her dreams, Perseus saw how her body was
clad in loathsome scales and brazen plumage, and how
her limbs ended in cruel claws; and her mouth open
in a bitter smile showed fangs like a serpent’s, bristling
round her forked tongue.

He durst not look longer for fear she should open
her blood-freezing eyes. Marking in his mirror how
she lay, he struck backwards, and with one sweep of
the crooked sword of Hermes had cut clean through her
neck so swiftly as to choke her one shrill cry. Then
with averted looks and shuddering hands he stowed away
the bleeding head in his goatskin bag, and rose into the
air with a shout of triumph.

That cry awoke the two sister Gorgons to find
Medusa’s headless body lying between them, and to hear
the exulting voice of the foe who had done this deed.
Hissing and howling, they spread their wings like mon-
strous birds of prey to seek him out with their iron talons.
But Perseus, hid from them by his helm of darkness,
was soon beyond reach of those revengeful monsters, that,
unlike their sister, could not be slain by mortal hand.

Fast and far the hero flew with his prize, the way
soon leading over a boundless desert on which he could
see no green thing nor any living creature. But as the
Gorgon’s blood oozed through the goatskin, gouts of
it dropped upon the thirsty sand, and there bred veno-
mous snakes and scorpions, ever since to plague that
barren soil. Huge pillars of whirling sand rose up to
mark how the raging Gorgons chased him in vain; for
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Perseus soared above them invisible, nor set foot on
earth till he came at evening to the westernmost bounds
of the known world.

Here night and day knelt the old giant Atlas, hold-
ing up by pillars the weight of the sky. Of him Perseus,
wearied by his long travel, begged leave to stay and rest
in the famed garden of golden apples which Atlas kept
jealously enclosed under guard of a dragon. But the
churlish giant bid him begone.

“] am a son of Zeus, and 1 have done a deed to earn
better welcome,” pleaded Perseus.

“ A son of Zeus is fated to rob my garden!” growled
the giant, remembering an oracle of old, which was indeed
to be fulfilled by Hercules.

«If so chary of what is thine, take thou a gift from
me!” And with this Perseus drew forth the Gorgon’s
head to hold it full in the giant’s face.

Not another word did Atlas speak. This hugest ot
Titans had in an instant been turned to a stony peak, his
tall head white with snows, his beard stiff with ice, his
rocky ribs bristling with forests. And so he stands to
this day, a lifeless mountain bearing up the clouds.

II. Andromeda

His face set to the east, Perseus held an airy way,
feeling himself truly invincible, now that to the god-
given talismans he had added the spell of Medusa’s
head, which even in death could appal the strongest foe.
When he had passed over the desert, and crossed the
green edges of the Nile, he came next to the land of
the Ethiopians, and other strange peoples; and soon
the rising sun showed him a marvellous sight. Against
a black rock on the seashore washed by every wave, the
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form of a sunburnt maiden stood like a statue, nor
moved as he swept down towards her, so that but for
the tears in her eyes and her long locks stirred by the
wind, he might have taken her for carved out of stone.
He saw how, veiled in sunlight and spray, she blushed
at his approach, faintly struggling as if she would have
covered her face with her hands, but could not, for she
was fast chained to the rock.

“Fair maiden, how comest thou in such a plight?”
he cried, wondering at her beauty, not less than her woe.
“Why these chains for a form more fitly arrayed in
wedding garlands? Thy name and race? asks one who
would fain set thee free from such unworthy bonds.”

The maiden strove to speak, but once and again
tears choked her voice, and shame tied her tongue.
But, when the hero put on his helm of darkness and
thus became invisible to her downcast eyes, she at last
found voice to answer.

“I am Andromeda, only daughter of Cepheus the
king; and here am I set to suffer for words not my
own. It was my mother Cassiope who, in her pride,
boasted of me as fairer than the Nereids, daughters
of the sea. They, out of spite, worked on Poseidon
to send a cruel sea-monster, ravaging our coasts, and
scaring the people from their homes. Then my father
sought the oracle of Ammon in the Libyan sands, and
had for answer that by the sacrifice of his daughter alone
could the pest be stayed. Long my parents were loath
to devote me thus; but the people cried out so sorely
that they were fain to obey the oracle. So here I stand
helpless, awaiting the monster, that is to devour me at
sunrise, then leave the land in peace. And there he
comes!” she ended with a shriek, as afar off rose a
shapeless black bulk from the sea depths.
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“ Not helpless, fair Andromeda!” quoth Perseus, and
with his magic sword cut the chains that bound her as
lightly as if they were thread. By heavenly aid, I have
slain the Gorgon, and so will I do to this monster, be it
ever so fearful.”

Now the maiden stood still and calm, trusting that
here must indeed be a son of the gods sent to deliver
her. But her cry of alarm had come echoed back from
the cliffs, on which stood the woeful parents with a crowd
of people, waiting to see her cruel end. Their warning
shouts told how that the monster made speed towards
the victim, who closed her eyes when she saw its back
cleaving the waves like a swift galley.

With one word of cheer to Andromeda, Perseus made
ready for the fight that should deliver her. He laid
aside Medusa’s head, veiling its horror in seaweeds that
afterwards were found changed into coral branches.
Drawing his sword, he sprang lightly into the air, and
flew to meet the monster as it rushed upon Andromeda
with foaming jaws and grinding teeth. But when from
above the hero’s shadow fell upon the sea, the creature
checked its, course to rage against this unlooked - for
enemy. Down swooped Perseus like an eagle, piercing
its scaly neck with his keen blade. The monster roared
and lashed and writhed, turning on its back as it vainly
tried to get him into its horrid jaws, while again and
again the sword goaded it to fresh fury upon the waves
purpled with its blood ; and to those looking on with
affrighted eyes it seemed as if the whole sea were stirred
by a storm.

At last, when all was still, the weeping parents ven-
tured down from the cliff to see what had befallen. They
found their daughter trembling but unharmed, and beside
her Perseus stood wiping his sword, where out of the
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heaving red water stood up the monster’s body, now
still as a huge black reef.

“Dry your tears and take back your daughter, loosed
by my sword,” was the greeting of Perseus. ¢“But her
whom 1 have won from death, I claim for a kinder
embrace. I am son of Zeus and Danaé, one whom ye
might not despise for her husband, even were she free
to choose.”

The grateful parents willingly agreed to give such
a champion not only their daughter, but all the kingdom
if he desired it as dowry. With tears, now of joy, they
led him to their palace, where a feast was soon prepared
to grace the marriage of Perseus and Andromeda, more
lovely than ever in her bridal array.

But their wedding feast was troubled by a clang of
arms, when into the hall burst Phineus, kinsman of the
king, by whom the maid had before been sought in
marriage. Backed by a throng of armed henchmen, he
demanded his promised bride, hotly defying the favoured
lover.

“No stranger is worthy to win the daughter of our
land!” he declared; and not a few of the guests cried
out on his side.

“Thou didst not woo her when chained to the rock !”
taunted Perseus. ¢ Neither suitor nor kinsman stood
by her against the monster from whose jaws I won
Andromeda to be mine.”

For answer Phineus hurled his spear, that stuck
quivering in a post beside Perseus as he stood with
his shield held over Andromeda. His sword flashed
out like lightning, and in a moment the hall was filled
with uproar. Song and mirth gave place to the clash
and hiss of weapons, and the tables ran red with blood
instead of wine. So many were the followers and well-
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wishers of Phineus that the king’s men could not with-
stand them ; then over the din rose the hero’s voice:
“Let all who are my friends turn away their eyes!”
He held up the Gorgon’s head, and in the twinkling
of an eye those enemies had been turned to stone as they
stood, one brandishing a sword, one flinging a dart, and

Phineus, last of all, upon his knees as he fell to beg

for his own life when he saw what befell his comrades

in rebellion. Not thus could they now disturb the
marriage banquet.

“ Beautiful, eager, triumphant, he leapt back again to his treasure;
Leapt back again, full blest, téward arms spread wide to receive him.
Brimful of honour he clasped her, and brimful of love she caressed

him
Answerir:g lip with lip; while above them the queen Aphrodité
Poured on their foreheads and limbs, unseen, ambrosial odours,

Givers of longing, and rapture, and chaste content in espousals.”
— C. Kingsley's “Andromeda™.

III. The Minister of Doom

Men say that the rock from which Perseus loosed
Andromeda may still be seen at Joppa below Jerusalem.
However that may be, in the kingdom of Cepheus he
built a ship, on which to carry home his bride to Seri-
phos. He reached the island to hear heartstirring news.
His mother was still alive, but Polydectes had made her
a slave, ever persecuting her with his hateful love, so
that she had been driven to take sanctuary from him in
Athene’s temple. Spurred by wrath, Perseus strode to
the hall of that tyrant, and found him revelling among
his drunken companions.

“Ha, foundling, whom we never thought to see
again!” was his scornful welcome. ¢ Hast brought the
Gorgon’s head?”
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«Behold !” said Perseus sternly, as he uncovered the
blood-curdling trophy, before which those mockers were
forthwith turned to stone; and there they stand in a
ring, washed evermore by wind and weather.

In place of Polydectes, Dana¢’s son made the good
Dictys chief of the island. Now, from his joyful mother
he learned how he was grandson of the king of Argos,
and set out forthwith to claim his rightful heritage. But
first he piously restored the magic gifts of the gods; and
to Athene he gave the head of that Gorgon foe of gods
and men, to be set as a boss in her dazzling shield, and
serve her as the dread Agis thrown over the innocent
in the eyes of those who would do them wrong.

Acrisius had heard with dread of his grandson being
still alive and on his way to Argos. Always bearing in
mind the words of the oracle that he should die by this
hand, he waited not his coming, but fled to Larissa in
the land of the Thessalians. Thither Perseus followed,
hoping to persuade his grandfather that he meant him no
harm. He came to Larissa when its king was holding
games, at which old Acrisius sat among the onlookers.
The young stranger joined in these sports, and all won-
dered how easily he bore off the prize in racing and
wrestling. But when his name ran from lip to lip,
Acrisius shrank into the shade and covered his face,
fearing to be known by that fated offspring.

It came to throwing the quoit, and again Perseus
hurled far beyond all his competitors. But there rose
a sudden gust of wind that carried his strongest cast
aside, so that the quoit struck Acrisius, him and no
other among the throng; and such a hurt was enough
to end his old and feeble life.

Perseus stood horror-struck to learn how by chance
he had been the death of his own grandsire. After bury-
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ing the body and purifying himself by due rites from his

unconscious guilt, he went back to Argos, but could not
with a quiet mind keep the inheritance thus won. He
exchanged his kingdom with the neighbour king of
Tiryns, and built for himself the great city Mycenz.
There his life was long, in honour and welfare, when
¢ Peaceful grew the land

The while the ivory rod was in his hand,

For robbers fled, and good men still waxed strong,

And in no house was any sound of wrong,

Until the Golden Age there seemed to be,
So steeped the land was in felicity .

—W. Morris.
Many famous heroes sprang from one whom men
came to look on as half-divine; and after their death,
Perseus and Andromeda, with Cepheus and Cassiope,
were placed by the gods among the bright stars that
guide wandering mariners.



ARACHNE
The Lydian, Arachne, daughter of a famed dyer in

purple, was herself still more famed for rare skill in
weaving. Not common country folk alone, but nymphs
of the woods and the streams came to watch how deftly
she plied her loom, and with what wonderful art she
used the needle to embroider rich patterns on her webs.
So high rose her name that it reached Pallas-Athene, the
goddess of such arts, to whose inspiration, men said, this
humbly-born maiden must owe her skill. But to say
that she needed any teacher hurt Arachne’s pride.

“Pallas, indeed!” she would cry, tossing her head.
“There is none in heaven or earth with whom I fear to
compete. Let Pallas come, if she will, to try her hand
against mine!”

“Nay, speak not so rashly,” said a grey-haired old
woman who stood by leaning on her staff, as the boastful
damsel once uttered such a challenge. “ Age and experi-
ence ever bring wisdom. Be ruled by me and own the
power of the goddess, for she has graces to give to
mortals who bend before her. No human work is so
good that it cannot be bettered.”

“Foolish old crone, keep thy counsel till it be asked
for!” hotly spoke back Arachne. “Folks lose their
wits, also, by living long. To thy slave or thy daughter,
play the mistress. For me, I need no lessons from
doting age, nor yet from Pallas. Why shrinks she from

a contest of our skill ?”
87
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“She is here!” rang out a queenly voice; for lo!
the seeming grandam had changed to Pallas herself,
who stood forth with flashing eyes and majestic bearing.
In that disguise of feeble age, she had come to spy on
her earthly rival’s handiwork ; and now, stung to haughty
disdain, she offered to match her art against the Lydian
spinster’s.

Arachne had at first flushed for astonishment, but
soon she recovered her confidence and boldly accepted
the challenge. The contest began forthwith: two looms
were set up, at which these eager rivals plied their best
craft and cunning, with such swiftness that ere long on
each the growing tissues shone in all the hues of the
rainbow woven into marvellous devices, and shot with
threads of gold.

For her design Pallas chose the gods ranged upon
the Acropolis at Athens, Jove’s awful majesty in the
midst, Poseidon smiting the rock with his trident, her-
self in full panoply among the rest, who was shown
calling forth the olive tree that made her best gift to
man. About this central group were pictured scenes of
impious mortals brought to confusion, rebellious giants
turned to mountains, and, for a hint to her presumptuous
rival, prating girls changed to screeching fowl. Round
all ran a border of olive foliage, as sign of whose handi-
work this was, with which few would dare to vie!

The irreverent Arachne, for her part, had picked out
stories that cast shame or derision upon the gods. Zeus
and his brethren were shown wooing mortals in unworthy
form, Apollo humbly serving as a shepherd on earth,
Dionysus playing his drunken pranks, nay, scandalous
memories of old Cronos himself. From such ancient
tales she could choose but too many to fill out her pic-
ture, all enclosed by a border of ivy leaves and flowers.



ARACHNE 89

But these scenes were worked in with so cunning art,
that one could believe to see real animals and real waves
standing out before the eye upon that accusing web, the
more offensive for its truth.

So Pallas-Athene felt when she rose to examine the
other’s work. With a cry that was half envy and half
indignation, she snatched at the too faithfully coloured
cloth, tearing it to pieces, and showering blows upon
the sly maker of such a masterpiece.

How might mortal maiden stand before the fair-
haired goddess when her eyes blazed with wrath? Thus
unfairly beaten, Arachne could not bear her spiteful
shame. She stole away to hang herself in despair.

Nor even then was the wrath of Pallas glutted. She
bid her rival live, yet in what hateful form! For a spell
was woven round her bloated body, her human features
disappeared, her hair fell off, her limbs shrunk up, and
thus poor Arachne hung as a spider, doomed for ever
to spin as if mocking the skill that had moved Olympian
envy.

(cz83) ’ 5



MELEAGER AND ATALANTA

I. The Boar Hunt

In Calydon, fair country of Ztolia, to King Oineus
and his wife Althza was born a son whom they
named Meleager. And when the babe was not a week
old, there came to the house three lame and wrinkled
old women, busy night and day with their distaffs,
spinning the thread of men’s life. For these were no
other than the Fates, who, as they bent over the new-
born child, croned out his fortune thus:—

“He will grow a goodly man, like his father,”
quoth the first.

“He will be a hero renowned through the world,”
murmured the second.

“He will live,” muttered the third, “only so long
as that firebrand on the hearth remains unconsumed.”

The anxious mother’s ear caught those words; then
no sooner had the weird sisters vanished, than she rose
from her bed to seize the firebrand, quench it in water,
and hide it away among her most secret treasures.

Young Meleager grew up, as had been foretold, a
son to be the pride of any mother. He made one of
the band of heroes who went with Jason to seek the
Golden Fleece; and when they came home, another
feat of arms awaited him to celebrate his name by the
slaying of the Calydonian boar.

In his son’s absence, King Oineus had drawn upon
90
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himself the wrath of a goddess. As thanksgiving for a
fruitful year, he loaded the altar of Demeter with corn,
to Dionysus he poured out wine, and to Athene oil;
but he forgot any sacrifice to Artemis, and that haughty
maiden avenged herself on the mortal who had failed
in doing her honour. She sent into his country a mon-
strous boar with glowing eyes and foaming jaws, its
bristles strong and sharp like sword points, its tusks
long as those of an elephant, its breath so fiery as to
scare man and beast when it broke crashing through the
woods. Wherever it ravaged, the crops were trampled
down, the herds scattered at its onset, the shepherds
fled from their flocks, and the husbandmen durst not
venture out to pluck the fruit of their vines and olives,
left to_hang rotting on the trees.

So when Meleager came home from Colchis, it was
to find his father’s land laid waste by the fear of this
monster. At once he set about gathering hunters and
hounds to track it to its lair, as no man had yet dared
to do. He was readily joined by several of his fellow
venturers on the Argo, not yet tired of perilous quests;
and in all Greece could be seen no such gallant band
as now joined together to hunt down the Calydonian
boar.

Among the rest came the maiden huntress, Atalanta,
of whom strange tales were told. Her father, too, was
a king, and had hoped for a son like Meleager to be
his heir; so, when a daughter was born to him, in his
anger he threw her out to die upon a wild mountain.
But there the child, men say, was suckled by a she-
bear, then in its den found by hunters, who brought
her up to their own rude life. Thus she grew man-
like and hardy, careless of wind or weather, not less
bold than beautiful, skilled to handle bow and spear,
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and more willing to face the fiercest beast than to listen
to tender words. All her heart was set on hunting and
strenuous exercises, and she thought of men only as
comrades in sports, at which few youths could surpass
her by strength or courage. More than one, rashly
seeking to woo her, had rough handling to take for his
answer.

“Happy the man who can find such a mate,” was
Meleager’s first thought when he saw Atalanta, with her
brown face like a lad’s, her hair loosely tied back upon
her broad shoulders, bearing a spear as lightly as if it
were a spindle, and carrying bow and quiver slung about
her sturdy sun-tanned limbs. But others murmured
that their quest was none for women; and grudges
rose against this unknown companion, who only asked
a chance to prove her prowess. It was no time, indeed,
for wooing nor for quarrelling, so without delay the
whole band set forth to seek their fearsome quarry.

No hard task was theirs to find the boar, that soon
came raging through the forest to meet those cham-
pions. The nets were spread to catch it; the hounds
were turned into the thorny thickets; but the monster
needed no rousing. Out of a bed of reeds it broke
upon them, a grisly sight that set the dogs turning tail,
when their masters stood fast to hurl a cloud of darts,
and the first spear-point that drew blood was Atalanta’s.

Maddened by wounds, with heaving sides and gnash-
ing jaws, the boar dashed among them like a thunder-
bolt, laying low three or four with its dripping tusks
before they could fetch a blow. One was fain to save
himself by swinging up into the boughs of an oak, on
the trunk of which the horrid foe sharpened its deadly
tusks in vain, till a rash hound came within reach to be
tossed howling into the air. One dog after another,
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too, was hurt by their own masters, as the spears flew
amiss. Running on with axe heaved above his head,
one bold hunter slipped upon the grass wet with blood
and lay a helpless victim in the monster’s way. But
when the men gave ground before its charge, Atalanta’s
arrow flew with so true an aim that the bristling boar
again stopped short to rage out its pain.

“Verily, maiden, thou art the best man of us all!”
cried Meleager; and the rest, ashamed to be outdone
by a woman, once more closed to the attack.

A score of wounds in turn brought the monster to
the ground ; and when it got to its feet it was to stagger
and turn round and round, blinded by blood. Red
froth poured out of its jaws, choking its angry growls;
its fiery eyes grew dim; and when at length Meleager
thrust his sword to the hilt in its reeking sides, the
huge beast lay writhing in its own gore mingled with
that of its conquerors, never more to be a terror to the
land.

The boar’s death-throes were hardly at an end be-
fore Meleager planted his foot on its neck with a shout
of exultation. Making haste to cut off the bleeding
head and to strip away the bristly skin, he offered these
trophies to Atalanta as the one that of all had best
deserved them, though they fell to himself whose for-
tune was to give the fatal stroke. But against this
some of the hunters cried out in displeasure, loudest of
all the two Thestiades, brothers of Altheza and uncles
to Meleager.

“This is no woman’s work, nor is its prize for a
maiden!” clamoured the jealous men; and those sons
of Thestios made bold to tear the spoils from Atalanta’s
hands.

Thus began a brawl in which the heroes turned on
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one another their weapons still warm from the boar’s
blood. So hot waxed the quarrel, that Meleager in his
own defence shed the life blood of both those kinsmen,
who would have scorned the fair huntress. So all their
jubilation was changed to bitterness and grief for friends
slain over the body of their foe.

An ill day was that for the house of Oineus, on
which its brave son made an end of the boar. When
the news came to Althza, she had gone out to the temple
to give proud thanks, but on the way fell in with a
mourning train that bore her dearly loved brothers to
their funeral pyre. Too soon she learned by whose
hand they had fallen; then, beside herself for sorrow,
she was moved to curse her own son. Beating her
breast and tearing her hair with wild outcry, she broke
open the secret place in which she kept hidden away
that quenched firebrand that measured his days of life.
Furiously she ran with it to where the sacrificial fire
burned on the altar. In her madness she scarce knew
what she did, yet thrice, four times, she drew back from
her unnatural purpose, the mother and the sister warring
in her breast. But as her eyes fell on the blood-stained
corpses of her own mother’s sons, with shuddering hand
and averted face she hurled that brand upon the flame.
Quickly was it burned to ashes; then as quickly her
rage melted to heartbreaking repentance. When soon
she heard what came of her vengeful frenzy, the woe-
begone mother saw nothing for it but to end her own
days, dying with her brethren, beside the embers on
which she had quenched the life of her son.

For as Meleager came bringing home in triumph the
spoils of the great hunt, suddenly his steps had faltered
and his eyes grew dim as if blinded by the smoke ot
that consuming firebrand. A hot fever filled his veins,
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while his heart dried up and his spirit withered away as
a dead leaf. With a groan of amazement he fell like
the trunk of some thunder-stricken oak, to breathe his
last without a wound, nor ever knew how he had come
to so untimely death. And thus was accomplished the
decree of those fatal sisters that looked upon his birth.

II. Atalanta’s Race

When the boar of Calydon had been quelled by
Meleager’s doughty band, Atalanta would have gone
back to her savage haunts, caring not to consort with
men since he was dead who alone had stirred her heart.
But that feat had come to the ears of her harsh sire
lasos, who might well be moved to pride in such a
daughter. He sought her out and brought her home
to his kingdom, still without an heir.

Many were the suitors willing to win a bride so fair
and so famous, daughter of a sonless king, and well able
to hold her own in arms. But Atalanta would have
none of them, choosing to remain a virgin, like the
goddess of hunting to whom she was vowed. Still she
practised manly exercises, scorning all softness, and
having no skill in women’s work. When her father
pressed her to wed, she made one and another excuse;
then at last agreed to take the wooer who could out-
strip her in running; but death to be his lot if he failed
to win the race.

Even on such hard conditions, brave and agile youths
came forward to run for their lives against Atalanta’s
hand. She, fleet as a fawn, lightly outran the swiftest
footed ; and one after another they paid their rashness
by a cruel end, for, while the suitor must run naked
and unarmed, the fierce maiden bore a spear, with which
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she goaded them not to victory but to death. Still, the
sight of their heads set up as a warning by the goal did
not chill the hearts of other adventurers, hoping to win
the prize where so many had shamefully failed. Among
the rest was young Hippomenes, who, while acting as
judge at such a contest, had let his own heart be inflamed
by Atalanta’s scornful eyes.

Before he offered himself to the trial, not trusting
wholly in his breath and sinews, like the rest, Hippo-
menes had implored the favour of Aphrodite on that
strange course of love. And the goddess heard and
helped him with a gift, that by her counsel should serve
him well. Three golden apples she gave him to carry
in his hands as he ran, and what he was to do with them
came from her knowing the heart of woman better than
was open to man’s wit.

Away went youth and maiden, racing towards the
goal. Before long Atalanta was like to pass her com-
petitor, who then slyly threw down one of the golden
apples to roll across her way. Tempted by wonder or
curiosity, she stooped to pick it up, while Hippomenes
pressed swiftly on. After brief delay it was easy for
her to catch up with him, but now he threw away the
second apple, and again she halted to seize it. Again
she followed hot-foot, when he, panting towards the goal,
let the third apple fall before her. And lo! while once
more she tarried to gain that glittering prize, her wily
suitor had won the race.

Thus taken in her own snare, the manlike maiden
could not but give her hand to Hippomenes, who hoped
to win her heart withal. But he, poor youth, had short
joy in his fortune. For, as Oineus neglected to pro-
pitiate Artemis, so this exultant bridegroom forgot to
. give thanks to Aphrodite for her favouring aid. Thereon
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the resentful goddess no longer smiled but frowned upon
their love. She led them into offence against Rhea,
mighty mother of the gods, who transformed that bold
runner and his ungentle bride into a pair of lions, har-
nessed to her car when she drove forth amid a wild
din of horns and cymbals.

C 288 5a



HERCULES
I. His Youth

Hercules, whom the Greeks called Herakles, was
the strongest man on earth, being indeed of the blood
of the gods. Amphitryon, king of Tiryns, passed for
his father, who had married Alcmene, granddaughter
of Perseus; but his true sire was Zeus himself, who
had deceived this queen in the form of her husband.
When his birth was at hand, the ruler of Olympus pro-
claimed that the child born that day should be lord ovet
all Greece. Then Hera, in hatred of her secret step-
son, brought about that his birth was hindered, and that
his cousin Eurystheus came into the world before him,
whereby afterwards Hercules was doomed to serve that
unworthy kinsman.

Alcmene so well guessed how the jealous mistress
of heaven would plot against her son, that she durst
not nurse him at home, but had him exposed in a field,
trusting that Zeus would not fail to protect his own
offspring.  There, then, came by Hera and Athene,
wondering at this sight of a naked, new-born child.
Hera, unaware who it was, caught up the babe to hold
it to her breast, but it sucked so violently that she threw
it down in anger. Athene, more patient and pitiful;
carried the unknown Hercules to the city, and gave
him to his own mother to be brought up as a foundling.

Joyfully Alcmene undertook to rear her child, hoping

98
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that the few drops of Hera’s milk he had sucked would
save him from the goddess’s ill-will. But when Hera
came to know who was the babe she had saved from
death, her heart was hot with spite. She sent two snakes
to kill him in his cradle. While his mother slept, those
ministers of her vengeance had twisted themselves about
the child’s neck. The nurse sitting by could not move
nor speak for horror. But Hercules awoke with a
shout that roused his anxious mother to see how her
lusty babe had caught one snake in each hand, and
laughingly strangled them before they could do him
harm. Alcmene’s cries in turn brought in her husband
with drawn sword, who might well stand amazed at such
a feat of infant strength. He sent for Tiresias to cast
the child’s fortune; and that blind seer now let him
know the origin and destiny of Hercules.

Henceforth Amphitryon spared no pains on the
bringing up of so wonderful a foster-son. He himself
taught the boy to tame horses and to drive a chariot.
The most famous teachers of arts and exercises were
sought out for him all over Greece, among them Linus,
son of Apollo, to be his master in music. But when
Linus one day would have chastised this sturdy pupil,
Hercules smote him to death with one blow of the lute,
thus early indulging the hot temper that was to cost
him dear. After this Amphitryon sent him from home
to dwell among his herdsmen on the mountains, where
he grew taller and stronger than any man in Greece,
able to fell an ox with his fist, and never missing his
aim with the bow or the spear. He is also said to have
made one of that fellowship of young heroes who were
schooled in the cave of the wise Centaur Cheiron.

There came a time when the full-grown youth must
choose whether his strength should be turned to good
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or evil. Wandering alone, he met two beautiful women,
each beckoning him to follow her on a different path.
She who spoke first was full-fed and richly arrayed ; her
eyes shone with pride and lust; and her wanton charms
seemed heightened by meretricious art.

“My name,” spoke she, “is Pleasure, loved by the
most of men. See how my path is broad and easy and
soft to the feet! Take this way and thou shalt never
want rich food and drink, nor fine raiment and soft beds,
nor any cheer of life, and all without pain or peril. For
I lead my friends far from strife and suffering, and give
them only sweet things for which other men have toiled.
Come, then, with me!”

The youth looked willingly at this fair temptress,
yet before taking her hand, he turned to the other, who
pointed out an opposite way. She appeared more modest
and maidenly, clad in simple white without gauds or
jewels, and in a low voice she spoke thus:—

“My name is Duty, whom no man dares to scorn,
yet few learn to love. My path indeed will prove steep
and thorny, and on it I promise not ease and pleasure,
but labour and smarting, without which no man gains
the best gifts of the gods. Yet pain bravely borne shall
turn to joy and pride for him who faces the foes of life,
wrestling with his own fate, and bearing the burdens of
weaker men. So shall he who follows me win honour
and peace upon earth, and at last his birthright among
the gods.”

¢“Say rather how he may come to die betimes on
that perilous path of thine!” cried Pleasure with a
mocking laugh.

“Aye,” whispered Duty, “but those worthy to go
with me think noble death better than to live in sloth
and folly.”
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For a moment the hero stood in doubt, then his
swelling heart went out to Duty, and he gave her his
hand. Thus was made the Choice of Hercules, whose
sorest sufferings would come when he strayed from that
toilsome path.

II. His Labours

Having chosen Duty as his guide, Hercules followed
her to become the most famous champion of his age.
He slew cruel giants, he exterminated fierce wild beasts;
everywhere he hastened to help the oppressed. Gods as
well as men hailed his mighty deeds. Athene equipped
him in armour from her own temple; Hermes gave him
a resistless sword; Apollo furnished him with sharp
arrows; and he bore a famous pictured shield, the work
of Hephazstus at the bidding of Zeus. Thus arrayed,
he flew to the aid of Thebes when it was threatened
by an invader haughtily demanding tribute. This city,
indeed, was dear to Hercules, since his reputed father
Amphitryon, his own kingdom given up, had made his
home there. In the battle for its defence Amphitryon
fell; but the prowess of his son gained the victory.
The grateful Creon, king of Thebes, gave Hercules
his daughter Megara in marriage; and it seemed as
if he had no more to wish for on earth.

But nothing could make Hera forget her hatred to
this son of Zeus. She sent upon the hero a furious
madness, in which he threw his own children upon a
fire and drove his wife from him in horror. When his
frenzy passed away, letting him know what he had done,
he fell into deep melancholy, and for a time was seen no
more among men, while he sought pardon and nealing
from the gods. As penance it was appointed him to
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become vassal to his kinsman Eurystheus, he who, by
Hera’s cunning trick, had gained the birthright promised
by Zeus. Humbly Hercules stooped his pride to serve
that poor-spirited and faint-hearted lord, spending now
the best years of his manhood in labours beyond the
power of any but himself. On ten weary errands must
he go at the bidding of Eurystheus, before he could be
his own man again : such was the decree given forth from

the oracle at Delphi.

The first task set him was to slay the Nemean lion,
a savage monster that had long kept the land of Argolis
in dread; it was invulnerable to all weapons, being of
the blood of that hundred-headed Typhon buried by
Zeus beneath the roots of Etna. Armed only with his
bow, and with a wild olive tree he tore up by the roots
to make him a club, Hercules hunted through the forest
of Nemea where the lion had its lair. Before long its
fearsome roar led him to a thicket, from which it burst
towards him open-mouthed, with jaws and mane dripping
blood. Hercules drew his bow with true aim, but one
and another arrow fell harmless from the creature’s hide,
that could not be pierced by the sharpest point. But
with his club the hero laid it low in the act to spring;
then, flinging away his weapons, he threw himself upon
the writhing beast, cast his arms round its neck, and
choked it to death. He had much ado to tear off its
skin, hard as iron; but when he had flayed it with its
own sharp claws, he hung the skin about him as a gar-
ment and helmed himself with its head. By these spoils
and by his huge club, this lion-killer was henceforth
known wherever he went. So terrible did he appear
bringing back such trophies, that the cowardly Eurys-
theus shrunk from meeting him face to face, but sent
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out his further commands for Hercules by another’s
voice.

The second task laid upon Hercules was to quell
a monster haunting the marshes of Lerna. This was
the Hydra, that huge snake with nine heads, one cof
which could not be hurt by any weapon, and the others
would grow again as fast as they were cut off. Accom-
panied by his nephew Iolaus, the hero set out for Lerna
in a swift chariot, and soon found the wooded hill where
the Hydra kept itself hidden. Leaving his nephew
beside the horses, with fiery arrows he fetched the crea-
ture from out of its hole, to swoop upon him, hissing
and spitting from all its heads, that waved like branches
in a storm. Undismayed, Hercules met its onset and
mowed down the twisting heads one by one, yet as fast
as he cut them off two grew up in place of one, while
it twined its loathsome body round his limbs and almost
stiffed him with its foul breath. He was fain to call for
the help of Iolaus, who ran up with a torch; then as
Hercules shore off the bristling heads, his nephew seared
each bleeding wound, so that they could not grow again.
At last the raging Hydra was left with that one head no
iron could wound ; but he crushed it with his club, and
tore it off and buried it in the ground under a heavy
rock. In its poisonous blood the conqueror dipped his

arrows, to make the hurt from them henceforth incur-
able.

His third labour was to bring in alive the golden-
antlered and brazen-hoofed stag Cerynitis, that roamed
free upon the Arcadian hills. A bold man he would
have been who should slay that beast, sacred as it was
to Artemis. For a year Hercules chased it in its native



104 HERCULES

haunts and far beyond; it led him out of Greece to
Thrace; and on over barbarous wildernesses, and deep
into the northern darkness. Foiled again and again, he
had nothing for it but to lame the agile stag with a dart,
then could catch it to bear home on his shoulders. By
the way he fell in with Artemis, wroth against him for
hurting a beast under her protection. But a hero can
soothe even an offended goddess; and she let him carry
the stag to Eurystheus.

The fourth labour was to catch a grimmer beast,
that boar that ravaged the Erymanthian mountain ridge
between Attica and Elis. On his way to this adventure,
Hercules brought on a strange battle, against his will.
He was entertained by a Centaur named Pholus, who set
before him meat enough but no wine, for-he had only
one cask, the gift of Dionysus, which belonged to the
Centaurs in common, and must not be opened unless all
the race were there to share it. Yet Hercules persuaded
his host to broach that cask; and when the fumes of
strong wine spread through the woods, the other Cen-
taurs came trampling up, armed with rocks and fir
branches. In their anger over the broached cask, they
would have fallen upon the stranger, who stoutly defended
himself, and his invincible arrows drove them to take
shelter in the cave of Cheiron, his old teacher. That
good Centaur, in the fray, was hurt by a chance arrow,
which, dipped in the Hydra’s poisonous blood, killed him
in slow agony, all his own arts of healing being in vain.
Pholus, too, the kindly host, died from handling one of
those deadly arrows, which he let fall on his foot. Having
mournfully done the last offices to those friends on whom
he had brought such suffering, Hercules held on to the
haunts of the Erymanthian boar, which he drove from
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the forests up to the bare crests, and wearied it out with
chasing in deep snowdrifts till he could bind it with cords
to bring alive to Eurystheus.

His fifth labour was cleansing in a single day the
stables of Augeas, king of Elis, who kept three thousand
cattle, but for thirty years had not taken the trouble to
clear out the enclosures heaped with their filth. When
he saw Hercules present himself for a task so unworthy
of a hero, Augeas laughed, and lightly promised him one-
tenth of his herds, if he would do the work that seemed
beyond a giant’s power. But Hercules was crafty as well
as stout. He saw how the rivers Peneus and Alpheus
flowed hard by, whose waters he brought by a new
channel to sweep through the Augean stables, and thus
cleansed them out in a day. Now that Augeas heard
how he came sent by Eurystheus for this very task, he
was for refusing the promised reward; but Hercules held
him to his offer, calling to witness against him his own
son Phyleus, in whose presence it was made ; and when
Phyleus testified truly, the angry father drove him from
home, along with the hero who had done him so good
service. Years later;, Hercules came back to teach that
churlish lord how ill he had done in breaking his word
with such a servant.

The sixth labour was hunting out the Stymphalides,
those same arrow-feathered birds of prey that troubled
the voyage of the Argonauts. Lake Stymphalis in
Arcadia was their breeding place, which Hercules found
black with such a throng of the mischievous fowl that
he knew not how to deal with them. But Athene, god-
dess of invention, came to his aid, giving him a huge
pat of brass clappers made by Hephastus, to raise a
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rattle louder than all the screeching of the birds.
Taking post on a hill, Hercules startled them up by
the clappers, then, as they rose in the air, shot them
down with his deadly arrows; and those that flew away
were so scared as never again to be seen in Greece.

The seventh labour was to master a bull wandering
madly about the island of Crete. Minos, its king, will-
ingly gave him leave to chase down this pest that worked
havoc through his dominions, and no man had yet been
able to tame it. But Hercules caught the bull, and
mounted its back, and rode it through the sea to Greece.
There Eurystheus turned it loose, again to be a terror
to the people, till it was hunted down on the plain of
Marathon by Theseus, him who ever took pride in doing
deeds after the pattern of his great kinsman.

The eighth labour of Hercules was to catch the mares
of Diomedes, a Thracian chief, who reared his horses to
_be savage as himself by feeding them on human flesh.

The hero first took Diomedes captive and gave him as
food to his own wild mares, which after devouring their
master, let Hercules drive them away quietly as kids.
Yet they were not wholly weaned from their fierce nature,
as, while he made a stand against the Thracians pursuing
him, the troop of mares tore in pieces his companion
Abderus, set to guard them ; and Hercules had to tame
them afresh. Men say that a horse of this breed was
that Bucephalus long afterwards mastered by Alexander
of Macedon.

The ninth labour was to win for Eurystheus’s daughter
the girdle of Hippolyte, gift of Ares to that queen of the
warlike Amazons, who lived far away in Asia. So un-



HIS LLABOURS 107

womanlike were they as to kill all their male children;
and they burned away their right breasts not to be
hindered in the use of the bow. Hippolyte was so
charmed by the looks and bearing of this foe that she
offered to give up her girdle freely. But Hera, taking
the form of an Amazon, stirred up the virago people
against him, nor could her stepson bring off that trophy
without a hard battle. As he carried it back to Greece,
Hercules passed by Troy, and there saved the daughter
of its king Laomedon from the claws of a monster, as
Perseus freed Andromeda. This king, also, cheated
the hero of his promised reward ; then Hercules vowed
to come back and leave no stone of Troy standing upon
another, as he did in after-years.

The tenth labour for Eurystheus, that should have
been the last, was to bring a herd of red cattle belonging
to the giant Geryon, from the island Erythia by the
western ocean, where they fed under guard of the two-
headed dog Orthrus; and Geryon himself was so mon-
strous that he had three bodies, three heads, six arms,
and six feet, being the son of Chrysaor, a giant engen-
dered from the blood of Medusa, slain by Perseus. The
more Hercules toiled for his kinsman, the more that
cowardly king hated him, envying his prowess; and now
Eurystheus hoped to be rid of him, sent so far against
such a foe. But Hercules set out cheerful and undis-
mayed, undertaking by the way exploits that would have
appalled most men. Reaching the straits of Gades, he
there set up two landmarks henceforth famed as the
pillars of Hercules. Thirsty after long wandering through
waterless deserts, the heat of the sun so irked him that
he dared to point his arrows against Pheebus, lord of the
sky. Yet noble Apollo took no offence at his boldness,
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but favoured him with a golden boat in which he passed
over to Erythia, where he slew the three-headed giant
and his two-headed dog, nay, shot an arrow into the
breast of Hera’s self, who came to the aid of that monster
against the man she ever hated.

Geryon’s herd he then drove home over seas and
rivers and mountains, yet not without fresh perils on the
way. As he passed through Italy, the fire-breathing
giant Cacus stole part of the cattle while their keeper
lay asleep. To leave no plain trace of the theft, he
dragged them into his cave backwards by the tail. De-
ceived by this trick, when he had searched all round,
Hercules gave them up for lost; but as he drove the
rest of the herd past that hidden cave, the beasts shut
up within lowed back to their fellows. To seek them
out was to put himself face to face with Cacus, who
found too late how ill it was to rob such a stranger.
Having slain the thievish giant, Hercules went on with
the herd, and still had much ado to keep them together,
for Hera sent a gadfly to drive them wild among the
hills ; and she flooded a water on his way, which he could
not cross till he had filled up the channel with stones.
It was then that he wandered far into the wilds of
Scythia, and there dealt with another monster, half-
woman, half-serpent. But in the end he brought the
herd safe to Greece, to make for Eurystheus a rich
sacrifice to that ungracious queen of heaven.

When now the hero hoped to be free, that mean-
minded king still claimed his service. Two of the tasks
he had accomplished Eurystheus refused to count among
the ten: the slaying of the Hydra, because then Hercules
had his nephew’s help ; and the cleansing of the Augean
stables, because for that he had taken hire. So he must
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undertake two more labours, making twelve in all; and
the last were the worst.

He was next sent to pluck three golden apples from
a garden given by Gaia, the earth-mother, to Zeus and
Hera on their marriage. The Garden of the Hesperides
it was called, from those four nymphs, daughters of Night,
who kept it; and for warder it had a sleepless hundred-
headed dragon. No man even knew where this garden
lay; and Hercules, in search of it, had to wander far and
wide, everywhere slaying giants and monsters with his
mighty club, nay once he came to blows with Ares him-
self, but Zeus by a thunderbolt parted those kinsmen of
Olympian blood. At last the friendly nymphs of the
Eridanus counselled the hero to ask his way from Nereus,
Old Man of the Sea, who knew all things. So Hercules
did, coming upon Nereus while he slept clad in dripping
seaweeds, to bind him and hold fast his slippery body
for all the changing forms it was his way to take, till,
weary of the struggle, he told how to find the island
Garden of the Hesperides in the western ocean.

Further directions he should get from Prometheus,
who now for thirty years had been chained to an icy crag
of the Caucasus, exposed by turns to scorching sun and
freezing winds, while daily tormented by the talons of an
eagle, or as some say, a vulture, the minister of Zeus.
As Hercules strode across those giant mountains, he saw
this bird flying on its cruel errand, and shot it with one
of his fatal arrows. Thus guided to the place of punish- -
ment that should last for ages, it was easy for the hero
to tear Prometheus loose ; nor did Zeus resent that bold-
ness of his son, but laid aside his ire against the friend
of man, The grateful prisoner, wise with age and lonely
sorrow, repaid his release by good counsels for Hercules,

bidding to seek out Atlas and ask him to fetch the golden
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apples from the Hesperides, who were thought to be his
children. '

So the messenger of Eurystheus held on to Africa,
and first he came to Egypt, where the king, Busiris, had
harsh welcome for strangers. Years before, a famine
falling on his land, a certain soothsayer from Cyprus told
how the gods’ anger might be turned away by yearly
sacrifice of some man not born on the soil. Busiris made
this soothsayer his first sacrifice; and every year some
stranger was marked for death. So Hercules, taken as
a goodly victim, was brought to the sacrifice with laughter
in his heart, for he burst the bonds like thread, killed the
king at his own altar, and went his way from among the
terrified Egyptians.

In Africa he overcame a doughtier foe, the giant
Antzus, who challenged all-comers to wrestle with him
for life or death, and could vanquish most men by the
fresh strength it was his nature to draw in as often as
he touched his mother-earth. But the hero had craft as
well as strength to hold Antzus up in the air and there
choke the breath out of him, so that he troubled travellers
no more. Hercules also cleared the Libyan sands of wild
beasts, as was his wont wherever he came.

So, after long travel, he found Atlas, where that weary
giant bears up the weight of the world. Hercules offered
to take the burden for a time on his own shoulders if
Atlas would go for the golden apples, as he consented to
do. But when he came back with three apples robbed
from the garden, Atlas was unwilling to shoulder his
heavy load again, now that he had felt what it was to
stretch his limbs freely. The hero had to use cunning
when force would not serve him. Feigning to be con-
tent, he only asked Atlas to hold the world for a little,
while he wound cords about his own aching head to ease
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the pressure. The dull-witted giant did so; but no
sooner had he the world on his back again, than Hercules
made off with the golden apples, leavmg Atlas taken by
his own trick.

When once more he came back safe and successful,
his unkind kinsman saw with despair how from all the
perilous labours laid upon him Hercules but won more
glory and goodwill as a benefactor of men. To make an
end of him, Eurystheus chose a task that seemed beyond
the might of any mortal; he sent his ever-victorious
champion to fetch from the nether world Cerberus, the
three-headed hound of hell. For this enterprise, Her-
cules piously prepared himself by visiting Eleusis, there
being initiated into its mysteries and cleansed from the
guilt of the Centaurs’ blood. He then went to Tenarum,
the southernmost point of the Peloponnesus, where a dark
cave opened as one of the gates of Hades. The god
Hermes led him below into that chill under-world, where
the thin shades fled in affright from a being of flesh and
blood; but Medusa stood to face him, and he would
have drawn his sword upon her, had not Hermes held
his hand, bidding him remember how ghosts could no
more be hurt by iron. The shade of Meleager, too,
ventured up to whisper to him a message of love for his
mourning sister Deianira, of which more was to come
than he knew.

Near the gates of Hades, Hercules was amazed to
find two living men chained to the black rock, and still
more when he recognized them as his old comrades
Theseus and Peirithous. For Peirithous, king of the
Lapithe, who fought their great battle with the Centaurs,
had been so exalted with pride that he ventured to woo
Persephone in hell itself, and his dear friend Theseus
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accompanied him on the too daring errand ; then, seized
by Pluto, they were both condemned to endless prison
among the dead. Hope shone in their eyes at the sight
of Hercules; pitiably they cried to him for help, which
he did not grudge. He caught Theseus by the hand to
tear him loose from his chains; and the king of Athens
could thus win back for a time to the upper world. But
when the hero would have freed Peirithous also, the
rocks shook as from an earthquake, and he must leave
that presumptuous man fast bound to his fate.

Yet so bold was he that he slew a bull of Pluto’s
cattle, pouring the blood into a trench for the wan ghosts
to get a taste of life; and when the herdsman would
have hindered, Hercules crushed his ribs, hardly letting
him go but at the entreaty of his mistress Persephone.
In such manner the hero stormed through hell till he
came at last face to face with its dark-browed king, who
barred his further passage. The undaunted one shot
an arrow into Pluto’s shoulder, making him roar for pain
never felt before. Thus aware that this was an asker not
to be denied, on learning his errand grim Pluto gave
him leave to carry away Cerberus, if he could master it
with his hands alone, using no weapon. Then at the
mouth of Acheron, Hercules gripped that hellish watch-
dog by the throat, and, for all the terror of its three
barking heads, its poison-dripping teeth, and its stinging
tail like a scorpion’s, he swung the loathly monster over
his back and brought it up to earth to cast before the
feet of Eurystheus.

This king, aghast at the very sight, could do nothing
with Cerberus but let it go. As for Hercules, triumphant
in every ordeal, Eurystheus gave up in despair his mas-
tership over such a hero, and set him free on condition
that he put back the monster at its fearsome watch post.
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III. His Death

Thus released from his long servitude, Hercules still
wandered about the world doing mighty deeds of strength
to aid his fellow men. Yet ever Hera’s ill will followed
him, clouding his mind, so that here and there he turned
aside from the chosen path of virtue. Athene for her
part stood by him with help and counsel; and Zeus
looked kindly upon the feats of his son, nor did he spare
to chastise his spiteful queen when she took on her to
send storms upon the hero’s course. How he sailed
with the Argonauts, how he dealt with the false king
of Troy, how he brought back Alcestis to the house of
Admetus, are famous tales often told.

Long ago, he had parted from his wife Megara, when
he madly slew her children; and in time he sought
another bride, Iole, daughter of King Eurytus, who in
his youth had taught him the use of the bow. This
renowned archer offered his daughter’s hand as prize to
whoever could shoot better than himself and his three
sons. Hercules came to the trial and beat his old
master. But when he claimed Iole, Eurytus was un-
willing to let her marry a man known to have brought
such woe on Megara. Among the king’s sons, Iphitus
alone took the part of him whom he loved and admired
beyond all men ; then, his bride being denied him, Her-
cules went away in wrath.

Forthwith it chanced that certain oxen of Eurytus
were stolen by the noted thief Autolycus. The king
made sure of this as done by Hercules in revenge; but
Iphitus would not believe such villainy of his friend. He
sought out Hercules, and they joined together to hunt
down the true robber. On their chase they had mounted
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a tower to look out for the stolen herd, when the hero’s
old madness returned upon him, and taking Iphitus as
to blame for the ill will of his father, he hurled him from
the tower in sudden fury.

When he came to himself and found that he had
killed his best friend, Hercules passed into melancholy
remorse. He pilgrimaged from one shrine to another,
seeking to be purified from that sin. The oracle at
Delphi at first refused to answer so blood-stained a
suppliant ; whereupon he threatened to rob the temple,
to carry off the tripod and to set up an oracle of his own;
then Zeus had some ado to make peace between his fierce
son and the offended Apollo. In the end Hercules
wrung from this god’s priestess a sentence that his guilt
could be purged away only by selling himself as a slave
for three years, and giving the price to the children of
Iphitus.

Willingly the hero stooped to this penance. In
charge of Hermes, taking ship for Asia, where he was
little known, he let himself be sold for three talents to.
Omphale, Queen of Lydia. She soon found out what
a strong slave she had, who rid her land of robbers and
beasts of prey as easily as another would bear wood and
water. But when she knew that this was no other than
the world-renowned Hercules, she would have kept him
for a spouse rather than a servant. Then, alas! in the
softness and luxury of eastern life, the hero forgot his
manhood, and let Omphale make sport with him. While
she took his club and lion-skin as toys, he put on
woman’s clothes and gauds to sit at her feet spinning
wool, or amusing her and her maids with stories of how
he had strangled snakes in his cradle, and laid low giants,
and quelled monsters, and gone down to face the king
of death in his dark abode,



HIS DEATH Iy

So three years passed away in shameful ease; then
at once Hercules came to his right mind, like one
awakening from a dream. He tore off the womanish
garments in shame; he dropped the distaff from his
knotty hands; and, turning his back on the idle court
of Omphale, strode forth once more to seek deeds that
might become a hero. But again a woman was fated to
be this strong man’s undoing.

In his later wanderings he came to Calydon, and saw
Deianira, daughter of King Oineus, to whom he bore a
message from her brother Meleager in Hades. From
him Hercules had heard of her beauty; now he loved
her well and carried her away as his wife, after a hot
fight for her with a rival wooer, the river-god Achelous,
who changed himself into a snake and a bull, but in any
form could not withstand the son of Zeus.

As if that beaten river-god would still do him an ill
turn, his road brought him to a stream in flood, where
the Centaur Nessus stood offering to carry wayfarers
across on his back. For himself Hercules scorned such
a ferry; he flung over his club and lion-skin on the
farther” bank, that he might lightly swim the swollen
water ; but his wife he trusted to Nessus. Then that
rude Centaur, inflamed by her beauty, would have borne
her off; but Hercules heard her cry, and with one of
his envenomed arrows brought Nessus to the ground.
In his death throes, the vengeful monster whispered
to Deianira a lying tale: he bid her dip a shirt in his
blood, and if ever she lost her husband’s love, that
should prove a charm to bring it back.

Hercules ended his labours by taking amends from
those who in past years had done him wrong, among
them King Eurytus, whom he conquered and slew, and
made his daughter Iole a captive. "When Deianira heard
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how her husband’s old love lay in his power, she was
moved by jealousy to try the spell of the Centaur’s
blood, which in truth had been poisoned by the hero’s
own deadly arrow. She sent him a shirt dipped in this
venom, begging him to wear it as made by her hands.
Without suspicion he put it on, when he came to offer
sacrifices of thanksgiving for his victory.

Then, as soon as the fire on the altar had warmed
the envenomed blood, burning pains seized him and shot
through every vein, till, for once in his life, he could
not but roar for agony. Vainly he struggled to pull off
the fatal garment; it stuck to his skin like pitch, and he
was fain to tear away the tortured flesh, beneath which
his veins hissed and boiled as if melted by inward flames.
In his rage he caught the servant who had innocently
brought this gift from his wife, and hurled him into the
sea. Seeing that he must die, with his last strength he
tore down tree trunks to make a funeral pyre, on which
he stretched himself, begging his companions to kindle
it beneath his still living body. His armour-bearer,
Philoctetes, alone had heart to do him this sad service,
which Hercules rewarded with the gift of his deadly bow
and arrows, that should one day be turned against Troy.

“Hera, thou art avenged: give me a stepmother’s
gift of death!” were his last words, as the flames rose
crackling about him; and a terrible storm of thunder
and lightning broke out above, through which Pallas-
Athene’s chariot bore the demigod to Olympus.

On the pyre lay the ashes of what part of him came
from his mother. The immortal part he had from Zeus
now dwelt in heaven. There even Hera’s hatred died
away, so that she welcomed him among the gods, and
gave him in marriage her daughter Hebe, the spirit of
eternal youth.



HIS DEATH 117

When poor Deianira knew what she had unwittingly
done to her too dearly loved husband, she killed herself
for remorse, goaded by the upbraiding of her own son
Hyllus. By the dying wish of Hercules this son married
Iole; and from them sprang a famous race of heroes,
known to after-ages as the Heraclids.

But the children of Hercules long inherited their
father’s hard fortunes. They were chased from city to
city by the hatred of Eurystheus, so that they must
wander over Greece under the guardianship of Iolaus,
now grown old and feeble, yet ever faithful to the me-
mory of his dead comrade and kinsman. At last Demo-
phoon, son of Theseus, gave them refuge in Athens, and
with Hyllus gathered an army to defend them against
Eurystheus. An oracle declaring that a maiden of noble
birth must be sacrificed as the price of victory, Macaria,
daughter of Hercules and Deianira, did not fear to
devote herself to death. And in the hot battle lolaus
prayed Zeus to give him back for one day the strength
of his youth; then, his prayer being heard, no foe could
stand before a champion worthy to follow that peerless
hero. The host of Eurystheus was set to flight, and its
lord brought to a miserable end.

Still the Heraclids found themselves dogged by evil
fate, as if the sins of their great father rose up against
them. It was long before the curse of the race seemed
to have worn out. Not till generations had passed, were
warriors of the blood of Hercules able to conquer the
Peloponnesus and divide its kingdoms among their
chiefs.
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Time was when great Apollo had so grievously
offended his father Zeus that as punishment he must
for nine years serve a mortal upon earth. Thus the god
became herdsman to the Thessalian king Admetus, who
made such a good master to him that, his term of service
up, as parting gift Apollo won for Admetus from the
Fates a boon never yet granted to man. When his day
came to die, this king might live on if he could find any
soul who loved him so well as to go down to Hades in
his stead.

The day dawned when Death’s messenger brought
to the house of Admetus that word that strikes dumb
king as well as beggar. Then eagerly he sought one
willing to take his place. None of his friends would go
down into darkness for his sake. His people had no
more to give him than due pity and lamentation. His
old father and mother clung fast to the few dim years
they might yet have to live. Only his wife Alcestis, in
the bloom of her beauty, joyful mother of children as
she was, declared herself ready to sacrifice her life for
his ; and so it was to be.

As the black shape of Death drew near the doors to
lead her away, the noble queen washed herself in running
water, put on her festal attire and choicest ornaments to
come forth for the last time into the light of day. With
heartbroken woe she embraced once more her tearful
children; of her servants too she took kind farewell;

and these were her last words to Admetus:—
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“Since thy life is dearer to me than my own, [ die
willingly, not caring to take another husband, nor to
abide with thy orphaned children, as well loved by thee
as by me. One thing only I ask: give them up to the
grudge of no second wife, for a serpent may be kinder
than a stepmother.”

The weeping king vowed that in death as in life
Alcestis should be his only bride; and with this promise
of comfort she fell into a mortal swoon.

While all the house was now busy with preparing
her funeral rites, there arrived at it an ill-timed guest,
who but Hercules bound on one of his mighty errands!
Struck by the signs of mourning that met his eyes, he
would have turned away; but Admetus, true to the
duty of being hospitable, dissembled his grief, giving
Hercules to think that the dead woman was only
a visitor. Led into the guest chamber, crowned with
flowers, and well supplied with wine, the hero carelessly
fell to boisterous drinking and singing, till an old servant
rebuked him for such unseemly riot in a house whose
mistress had just been carried out to burial.  Struck
sober by contrition, and by the generosity of his host,
Hercules asked which way Death had gone, then hurried
after, bent on wresting from him his victim; and the
house of Admetus was left hushed in its woe.

“ Night wore away
Mid gusts of wailing wind, the twilight grey
Stole o’er the sea, and wrought his wondrous change
On things unseen by night, by day not strange,
But now half seen and strange; then came the sun,
And therewithal the silent world and dun
Waking, waxed many-coloured, full of sound,
As men again their heap of troubles found,
And woke up to their joy or misery.”

—W. Morris.



120 ALCESTIS

Admetus was sitting alone at daybreak in his silent
home, overwhelmed by sorrow, also by shame that his
wife had shown him the courage to die. Now again
Hercules entered his gates, this time leading a veiled
woman at his side.

“Oh, king!” he greeted Admetus, “it was ill done
of thee to hide from me that thy wife lay dead; and I
did thee wrong by revelling in a home datkened by
such a loss. Here, to make amends, I bring a womgn
whom I won in a hard contest. Take her for thine
own; or at least keep her for me till I come again.”

“ILead her to some other friend!” cried Admetus,
waving her away; and as he fixed his eyes on the veiled
figure, he broke out: “I could not bear to see in my
house one whose form so strongly recalls my own wife,
that the very sight of her sets me weeping afresh.”

“Nay, dry these tears,” quoth the jovial hero.
“ Mourning brings not back the dead; but for the living
there are still gifts of joy. Take, then, this woman to
wife, and forget what has gone before.”

“Never can I love any woman save Alcestis!” vowed
the king; but his voice rose in a cry of joyful amaze-
ment, as Hercules drew off the veil to show him the
living face of her he loved so well.

Alcestis it was and no other, whom for once a half-
divine hero had been able to tear out of the arms of
Death. Three days she lay breathing yet speechless,
as if dazed by the dread of what she had seen through
the gate of Hades. Then she rose and spoke, and
went about the house which her life filled again with
gladness.



PYGMALION AND GALATEA

-Pygmalion, king of Cyprus, had more fame as a
sculptor than as a warrior. So devoted was he to his
art that he cared not to marry, declaring that no living
woman could be so beautiful as the figures he fashioned
with his own hands. And at one ivory statue he wrought
so long and so lovingly that it became the mistress of
his heart, till he would have spent all he had in the
world to give it breath as well as silent grace and beauty.
All day he laboured to put new touches of perfection
to the senseless form; and all night he lay sighing for
the power to make it flesh and blood.

Galatea was the name he gave his statue, in vain
hoping to call it to life. In vain he sought to kiss
warmth and motion into its shapely limbs. He decked
it with costly tissues, made its neck and arms sparkle
with precious jewels, wreathed its cold head with flowers
of every hue; but all in vain. The image remained
an image, that seemed less fair the more he hid its
white form in gold and purple.

There came the feast of Aphrodite, great goddess
of the island. Then Pygmalion presented himself in
her temple, bearing rich offerings and sending up a
passionate prayer with the incense smoke that rose from
the altar.

“Queen of love, take pity on one who has too long
despised thy power! Give me for bride the work of
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my own hands; or, if that may not be, a maiden of
earth as lovely as my Galatea!”

As if in favourable answer, three times the altar
flame leaped up in the air, making Pygmalion’s heart
beat high with joyful hope. He hastened home to
stand before the statue that a hundred times had almost
cheated his eyes into belief it might be alive.

““ Galatea!” he cried for the thousandth time, stretch-
ing out his arms ; then had almost shrunk back in dread
of what he so long desired.

For now as he gazed, a change came over the ivory
shape. Its breast heaved; its veins ran with blood ;
its eyes no longer stared upon him like stones. It was
no cheat. He pressed the hand that grew warm and
soft in his. He could feel the pulses throbbing under
his touch. He smiled to the face that smiled back
again. He spoke, and his Galatea’s lips had breath
to answer—

¢« Aphrodite hath worked her miracle!”

« Speechless he stood, but she now drew anear,
Simple and sweet as she was wont to be,
And once again her silver voice rang clear,
Filling his soul with great felicity;
And thus she spoke, ¢ Wilt thou not come to me,
O dear companion of my new-found life,

»”»

For I am called thy lover and thy wife’.
; —WW. Morris,



THE RAPE OF PERSEPHONE

An ill trick it was Aphrodite played on gods and
men when she bid her mischievous son shoot his dart
at Pluto, that even in his gloomy kingdem should be
known the power of love. From such a mountain-
mouth as breathes fire and smoke over Sicily came forth
the stern King of Hades, to drive in his iron chariot
across that fair isle, where the ground heaves beneath
fruitful crops, and ruin is strangely mingled with the
richest green.

There, in the Vale of Enna, his lowering looks fell
upon Persephone, sweet daughter of Demeter, blooming
like the flowers she plucked among her sportive com-
panions. But she dropped her lapful of violets and
lilies when that fearsome wooer caught her up into his
chariot, striking his forked spear upon the ground, that
opened in a dark cleft through which he bore her away
to his dwelling in the nether world. A cry for help,
too late, brought up Demeter to see that her beloved
daughter had vanished from the face of the earth.

“Persephone! Persephone!” she cried in vain. Ne
answer came but the rumble of the earthquake and the
stified roar of the volcano hailing that tyrant’s retreat
to his kingdom underground.

All day the woeful mother sought her lost child,
and all night she went calling Persephone’s name, lit
by torches kindled at the fires of Etna. Many a day,
indeed, she now wandered over land and sea, but neither

sun nor moon could show her the darling face, never
123



124 THE RAPE OF PERSEPHONE

forgotten in her heart. At last, coming back to Sicily,
she found a trace of Persephone, what but her girdle
floating on a stream into which one of the girl’s play-
mates had wept herself away, and could give only such
silent token of her friend’s fate!

But the nymph of another stream had power to
speak, fair Arethusa, who, pursued by the river-god
Alpheus under the sea, had fled to Ortygia, and there
was changed by Artemis into a sacred fountain. She
in pity told Demeter how, when drawing her springs
from the deep caverns underground, she had seen young
Persephone throned by Pluto’s side as the queen of
Hades, adorned with gems and gold in place of flowers,
and had through that chill darkness heard her sighing
for the sunlit vale whence death’s king so roughly
snatched her away. What power could bring her back
from his cold embrace?

In wild despair Demeter cursed the earth, and chiefly
the soil of Sicily that had swallowed up her child. Her
tears fell as a plague upon field and grove, so that they
no more yielded fruit for man or beast. The people
wasted away in famine, crying upon the gods, who
feared to lose the reverence and sacrifices due to them.
Zeus himself pled with Demeter in vain: she would
not return to her seat on Olympus, but went madly up
and down the world, scathing and blighting where she
was wont to bless.

“If a mother’s tears touch thee not, be mindful of
a father’s pride!” was ever her prayer to Zeus. “She
is thy daughter as well as mine, doomed to so untimely
fate ; and thy honour as well as my woe calls for redress
against the insolent robber of our child.”

At last the father of the gods was fain to appease
this ceaseless suppliant. He sent Hermes to fetch
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Persephone from the nether world and restore her to her
mother’s arms; yet so it might be only if she had eaten
nothing in the kingdom of Pluto. Alas! that very day
she had been tempted to taste the seeds of a pome-
granate; and thus was she still held in the power of
her grudging spouse.

Once more the miserable mother filled heaven with
her entreaties, and earth with her wrath. Again Zeus
gave a decree that should content both his brother and
the goddess of fruitfulness. Persephone’s life must
henceforth be divided between her mother and her hus-
band, and with each of them she should spend half the
year: no otherwise might it be than life and death for
her in turns.

Joyful was Demeter to clasp her fair daughter,
brought back from the gloomy realm of Pluto; a=zd
glad was the earth of her joy. For now again the land
grew green like a jewel set in its rim of blue sea; the
withered trees budded and blossomed ; the naked moun-
tains were clothed with leaves; sweet flowers sprang up
in valleys for children to gather freshly; the fields and
gardens bore goodly food for man, and all the world
smiled back to the bright sky of summer.

But, in turn, came year by year their darkening
days, when the goddess gave up her daughter to that
tyrant of the shades. Then all the earth must mourn
with Demeter, laying aside the gay garlands of summer
and the rich robes of autumn for wan weeds that ill kept
out the winter cold, till again the welcome heralds of
spring let men hail Persephone returning to her mother’s
arms. And so it goes with the world, while men still
live and die.

Other wondrous tales men tell of what befell Demeter
in those weary wanderings, to and fro, when long she
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sought her vanished child over the face of the earth. As
this: that coming one day to a cottage, disguised as an
old beggar woman, she was scornfully given a bowl of
mush at the door, where the son of the house, like the
rude boy he was, laughed to see how hungrily she ate
such humble food; then the seeming crone flung the
bowl in his face with an angry word, at which, lo! he
had been changed into a spotted lizard, to teach him and
his that poverty may hide a goddess.

But another home gave less churlish welcome to this
beggar, old and poor. At Eleusis, in Greece, it was that
a kindly housewife took her in, and would have had her
stay as nurse to the new-born son, named Triptolemus.
Bereaved Demeter came to love this child almost as her
own, so that she was minded to bestow on him in secret
the gift of immortality. His own mother, waking up
one night, stood amazed to find that nurse holding her
babe in the flames of the fire; then with screams of terror
she snatched him away, knowing not how his limbs had
been bathed in nectar, and a charm breathed over him so
that the fire should but temper his life to deathlessness.
Now the stranger shone forth by the hearth as a goddess,
to tell what purpose it was had thus been brought to
nought ; and forthwith she passed away upon her long
quest.

But when her mind was set at ease by the return of
Persephone, Demeter sought out that nursling at Eleusis
to show through him new favour to mortals. In her
dragon-chariot she sent Triptolemus out with the gift of
corn for men, and to teach them the use of the plough
and the sickle, so that no more should they be in danger
of famine. And in his native land she set on foot the
sacred Eleusinian festival, by which for ages to come its
people should remember Demeter and Persephone.

|
.
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Orpheus the Thracian was famed as sweetest minstrel
of old. Son of the muse Calliope, he was born under
Mount Rhodope, yet often wandered about Olympus,
home of the gods, enchanting also with his song the
wooded slopes on Parnassus and the sacred spring of
Helicon. The tale goes how when, with the skill taught
by his mother-muse, he struck the golden lyre given him
by Apollo, fierce beasts of the forest would come forth
charmed to tameness ; the rushing streams stood still to
listen; and the very rocks and trees were drawn after
that witching music, that softened the hearts of savage
men.

The singer who could breathe life into a stone, readily
won the heart of fair Eurydice, not the less since he had
shown himself brave as well as gifted when he followed
Jason on the quest of the Golden Fleece. But all too
short was the happiness of that loving pair. As she
danced at their bridal feast, a venomous snake, gliding
through the grass, stung the heel of Eurydice, her only
among the merry guests, so that she died on the night
she was wedded.

The lamenting husband bore her to the grave, playing
mournful airs that moved the hearts of all who followed
that funeral train. Then, life seeming to him dark as
death without his Eurydice, Orpheus pressed on to the
very gates of Hades, seeking her where no living man

might enter till the day of his own doom,
=
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But at this man’s tuneful strains, Charon silently
ferried him across the Styx, that black stream that divides
our sunlit world from the cold realms of Pluto. So
moving were the notes of his lyre that the iron bars slid
back of themselves, and Cerberus, the three-headed guard
of death’s gloomy portal, sank down without showing
his teeth, to let the lulling music pass. Without check
or challenge Orpheus stole boldly into the world of the
shades, flitting about him from all sides to fix their dim
eyes on the man who could work such a spell even among
the dead.

Fearsome and gruesome were the sights he saw in
the dark caves of Tartarus, yet through them he held on
undismayed, straining his eyes after Eurydice alone. He
came past the daughters of Danaus, who, all save one,
had stabbed their husbands on the wedding night, and
for such a crime must do eternal penance by vainly pour-
ing water into a sieve; but, as the Thracian singer went
by, they had a brief respite from their bootless task,
turning on him looks which he gave not back. So, too,
his music made a moment’s peace for Tantalus, that once
rich and mighty king, that for unspeakable offence against
the gods was doomed to suffer burning thirst in a lake
whose waters ever fled from his lips, and in his hungry
eyes bloomed clusters of ripe fruit shrinking and wither-
ing as he stretched out his hand to clutch them; and
over his head hung a huge stone threatening in vain to
crush him out of his misery. Again, Orpheus passed
where Sisyphus, for his life’s burden of wickedness, had
to roll uphill a heavy rock always slipping from his arms
to spin down to the bottom: he, too, could pause to
wipe his hot brow as the singer’s voice fell on his ears
like balm. Nor did the spell of music fail to stop Ixion’s
wheel, bound to which that treacherous murderer must
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for ever whirl through the fiery air in unpitied torment.
Then for once, they say, were tears drawn to the dry
eyes of the Furies, those three chastising sisters, whose
very name men fear to speak.
¢ Heavenly o’er the startled Hell,

Holy, where the Accursed dwell,

O Thracian, went thy silver song!

Grim Minos with unconscious tears,

Melts into mercy as he hears—

The serpents in Megzra’s hair

Kiss, as they wreathe enamoured there;

All harmless rests the madding throng;—

From the torn breast the Vulture mute

Flies, scared before the charméd lute—

Lulled into sighing from their roar

The dark waves woo the listening shore—

Listening the Thracian’s silver song!—

Love was the Thracian’s silver song!”

—Schiller.

But Orpheus looked not aside, and the thin ghosts
ever made way for him as he pressed on till he came
before the throne where the dark-browed King of Hades
sat beside his queen Persephone, her fair face veiled by
the shadows of that dire abode. Then, striking his
softest notes, the suppliant minstrel raised a chant to stir
the hardest heart, beseeching its sovereign for once to
loose the bonds of death.

“Love”, he sang, “gives me strength to seek the
shades before my time; love, that if tales be true, has
had power even here, when stern Pluto came forth to
win a bride snatched from the world of life. Let me
take back my loved one, doomed too soon by fate! Or,
if that may not be, oh! dread king, in mercy accept two
victims for one, nor bid me return alone to the upper
At

Black-browed Pluto nodded to his prayer, when Per-
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sephone whispered a pitiful word in her consort’s ear.
‘Then the lyre of Orpheus was silenced by a hollow voice
proclaiming through the vaulted halls a boon for once
granted to mortal man. All Hades held its breath to
hear.

“So be it! Back to the world above, and Eurydice
shall follow thee as thy shadow! But halt not, speak
not, turn not to look behind, till ye have gained the
upper air, or never mayst thou see her face again.
Begone without delay, and on thy silent path thou wilt
not be alone.”

In grateful awe, the husband of Eurydice turned his
back upon death’s throne, taking his way through the
chill gloom towards a faint glimmer that marked the gate
of Hades. Fain would he have looked round to make
sure that Eurydice came behind him, fain would he have
halted to listen for her footfall. But now all was still as
death, save his own hasty steps echoing dreadfully as he
pressed on - to the light that shone clearer and clearer
before him like a star of hope. Then doubt and im-
patience clouded his mind, so that he could not trust the
word of a god. He had not yet gained the gate, when,
giving way to eager desire, he turned his head and saw
indeed behind him the shrouded form of her he loved so
fondly.

“Eurydice!” he cried, stretching out his arms, but
they clasped the cold thin air; and only a sigh came back
to him, as her dim shape melted away into the darkness.

In vain the twice-bereaved lover made Hades ring
with Eurydice’s name. He was never to see her more
while he lived. Out of his senses for despair, he found
himself thrust into the daylight, alone. There he lay
like an image, for days unable to speak, or to sing, with
ne desire but to starve himself back to death.
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At last he rose and took his way into the world of
men. Now he went silent, the strings of his lyre broken
like his heart. He shunned all dwellings and scenes of
joy, nor would he look upon the face of women, though
many a maid smiled kindly to bid him forget his lost
Eurydice. Henceforth, his solitary haunts were the
mountain forests of Thrace, where beasts rather than
men would be his companions among the rough thickets.

But ere long, as he would have retuned his lyre to
strains of woe, the rocks rang with a clamorous din, and
forth upon him burst a troop of Manads, women frenzied
by the rites of Dionysus, to whom, with jangling cymbals
and clanging horns, they yelled a shrill chorus Ewoe,
Ewoe! Clothed in fawnskins, and garlanded with vine
leaves, they danced towards the stranger; but he rose
in horror to fly from their flushed faces, nor heeded the
wild outcry with which they called on him to join their
revel. Furious at this affront, the maddened votaries
of Bacchus followed him like fierce hunters closing on
a deer. They stoned him to the ground, they broke his
lyre in pieces, and, their drunken rage heated by the
sight of blood, that ruthless crew ended by tearing their
disdainer in pieces. His limbs were flung into a stream
which bore them to the sea; and they tell how his head,
still breathing Eurydice’s name, was washed ashore on the
isle of Lesbos, there to be buried by the Muses in a tomb
that became a sacred shrine, on which the nightingales
sang more sweetly than elsewhere.



MIDAS

Midas, king of Phrygia, was rich above all men in
the world, yet, like others who have much, his heart was
set on more. Once he had the chance to do a service
to a god, when in his garden was found old Silenus,
who, strayed from the train of his patron Dionysus, had
lain down here to sleep off a drunken bout. Midas
sportively bound the wandering reveller with roses, and,
after filling him with the meat and drink he loved, took
him back to the god of wine; then so well pleased was
Dionysus to see that jovial companion, that he bid the
friendly king choose any reward he liked to ask. Midas
did not think twice.

“Grant me this boon then,” he cried eagerly:  that
whatever 1 touch may turn to gold!”

“So be it!” laughed the god, pledging him in a cup
of wine; and Midas left his presence exulting to know
that henceforth his wealth was boundless.

Impatient to test his new-given power, as he walked
through the woods he tore off a twig, and lo! at his touch
it had turned to yellow gold. He picked up stones
from the path, then they, too, became pure gold, and
every clod he handled was at once a glittering nugget;
he grasped an ear of corn to find it hard as gold; and
when he plucked fruit or flowers they were like the
apples of the Hesperides, so that soon his attendants
went groaning under the burden of gold he gathered
on the way. Weighed down by his golden robes, he
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himself would fain have been borne along, but when
he mounted a mule it stood a lifeless image, and the
litter on which they laid him was too heavy for the
strength of all his men. Almost beside himself with
pride and greed, he got home to his palace, where, as he
brushed through the portal, its posts turned to golden
pillars ; and when he threw himself on the nearest seat,
it was henceforth such a costly throne as any king in
the world might envy.

Fatigued by his journey and its excitements, Midas
called for food. Obedient menials made haste to spread
a table, while others brought basins in which as their lord
plunged his hands, the water froze forthwith into golden
ice. So it was when he sat down to eat. He smiled
to see how his plates and bowls changed to gold, as
beseemed ; but his smile became a frown when the first
savoury mouthful met his lips as tasteless metal. In
vain he tried to swallow such rich fare; the sweetest
morsel crunched between his teeth like ashes; and when
he would have drained a cup of wine, the drink was solid
gold.

Tormented by hunger and thirst, he rose from that
mockery of a banquet, for once envying the poorest
kitchen-boy in his palace. It was no comfort to visit
the growing mass of his treasures; the very sight of gold
began to sicken him. If he embraced his children, if he
struck a slave, their bodies turned in an instant to golden
statues. All around glared hateful yellow in his eyes.
It was a relief when darkness came to hide that now-
abhorred wealth. Then, flinging off his heavy golden
robes, he sank with a sigh upon a soft couch that at
once grew hard and cold; and there he tossed restless
all night, the richest and the most wretched man alive.

In sleepless despair, with the first light of dawn he
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hastened to Dionysus, earnestly beseeching him to take
back his gift of splendid misery.

“So men’s dearest wishes oft prove unwise!” railed
the god. “ But once more I grant thee thy desire. Seek
out the source of the Pactolus, and by bathing in its
pure waters thou mayst undo the spell laid upon thee.”

Scarcely waiting to thank him, Midas set off for that
healing stream. Driven on by the gnawings of hunger,
over mountain and plain he panted till he came to the
Pactolus, whose sandy bed was streaked with gold wher-
ever he trod; and men say that scales of gold may still
be turned up to mark his footsteps. When he reached
its cool fountain and hurled into it his fevered body, the
crystal water was stained as if by gold. But no sooner
had his head plunged beneath it, than that fatal gift was
washed away; and to his unspeakable joy Midas came
out able to eat and drink like other men.

This king was not always so fortunate in his dealings
with the gods. Cured of his greed for gold, yet no
wiser in his mind, he took to roaming the green woods,
and there came upon Pan at strife with the great Apollo.
For that rude Satyr had presumed to boast his pipe of
reeds against the god’s lute; and they took Midas for
judge which of them made the sweetest music. After
listening to their strains, the dull-eared mortal gave judg-
ment for Pan; then Apollo, in displeasure, punished him
by decking his head with the ears of an ass, even as the
Muses spitefully turned the daughters of Pierus into
birds, when these mortal maidens would have contended
with them in song on Mount Helicon.

The first pool into which Midas looked showed him
how shamefully he had been transformed ; but this time
he could hope no favour from an angry god. Slinking
into his palace by night, the king would have hid from all
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that he bore those long, hairy ears. His head he kept
wrapped night and day in a turban such as makes a shield
against the sun for men of the hot East. None knew
why Midas went thus arrayed, save only his barber, to
whom he could not but disclose the truth, binding him
by oaths and threats never to breathe it to human ear.

But the barber, for his part, could not bear the weight
of such a secret which he must not tell. Itching to let
it out, yet fearing his master’s wrath, he stole down to
the lonely bank of the river and scooped out a hole, into
which he whispered “ Midas has ass's ears”, hoping to
be heard by no man. But where he had opened the
ground, there grew up a clump of reeds that, as often as
they were stirred by the wind, kept on murmuring,
“Midas has ass's ears”.



SCYLLA

Of Megara, Euclid’s birthplace, it is told how in old
days it was besieged by Minos of Crete. Long the
siege lasted, for the Fates had decreed that the city
should not be ‘taken while it contained a talisman, which
was no other than a lock of purple hair growing on the
head of Nisus, its king; and that secret he had told to
his daughter Scylla. So, month by month, the Cretan
army lay encamped without the walls; but all their
attacks were thrown away.

From the highest tower of the city, Scylla so often
looked down on the array of her father’s foes, that she
came to know the leaders by sight and by name. Always
her eyes sought out Minos, the famous king, who, enemy
as he was, seemed to her the most goodly and gallant
man she had ever seen. Her heart followed her eyes,
and her dreams kept the hero’s image in mind by dark-
ness as by daylight, till the love-sick maiden thought
more of this stranger than of her own country or kin.

“Were it not well to end the weary war?” she told
herself. ¢ With me for a captive, would not the King
of Crete grant us peace? And what could he refuse to
her who put into his hands the secret of victory?”

Brooding over such thoughts, at last poor Scylla
strung herself up to betray her native city, for the sake
of one whose voice she had never heard, save raised in
menace against its defenders. At the dead of night she

stole to her sleeping father’s couch. Softly she shore off
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the shining purple lock that glittered like a star among
his grey hair. Cautiously she slipped out from the gates,
and made her way to the enemy’s camp, demanding of
the sentinels to lead her into the presence of Minos.

With beating heart she knelt before the king, whose
love she hoped to buy at such a price. But when she
held out to him the purple lock, explaining how on it
lay the safety of her father’s kingdom, and by looks
rather than speech would have given him to know why
she thus played traitress to her own people, the noble
Minos repelled that gift with scornful indignation.

“A treacherous daughter is worthy of no brave man’s
love!” he declared. “Begone from my sight, dishonour
of thy race and thy sex! Minos gains not victory by
baseness.”

Now that Megara lay at his mercy the generous foe
offered it peace, and, without striking another blow, made
ready to sail away to Crete. Scylla, wild with shame
and remorse, not daring to face her father, begged in
vain to be taken on board the fleet.

“The ship that bore thee would never come safe
to port,” answered Minos sternly. “Such a one as
thou must be cursed by the gods, to find no resting-
place on sea nor on land.”

“I deserve indeed to die,” pleaded the miserable
maiden; “yet for thee it was I sinned against father
and country—leave me not to their wrath!”

The proud king turned away without a word. When
she saw his ship set sail, Scylla in despair leaped into the
water, clinging to its rudder as it stood away from her
native shore. But down swooped an eagle to strike her
with its beak and claws, so that she let go her hold and
would have been drowned, had not some god changed
her into a sea-bird, In that form is she doomed to fly
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homeless and restless over the waves, ever pursued by
the eagle, that is none other than her betrayed father,
to whom the gods granted such endless vengeance. So
say some; but others tell how the traitorous daughter
was transformed into a cruel monster haunting the strait

between Italy and Sicily.
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It seemed as if a curse rested on the house of
Sisyphus, king of Corinth, who for his tyranny and
treacheries had been doomed to endless labour in Hades.
His son Glaucus was famed for love of horses, which at
last brought him to a cruel end, when the mares which
he had fed on human flesh turned madly upon their
master and tore him in pieces. The son of Glaucus
was Bellerophon, a valiant and comely youth, who yet
could not escape the evil fate of his race. For, having
slain one of his countrymen in a chance fray, he must
needs fly from Corinth, to take refuge with Preetus,
king of Argos.

This king gave him kindly welcome, sheltering him
from the avengers, and offering solemn rites to cleanse
his guilt of bloodshed. Bellerophon’s youthful charm
won not only the favour of Preetus, but the sinful love
of Antea, the dark-eyed princess whom he had brought
from Asia to be his queen. But in vain she tempted
the loyal guest to secret wickedness. When all her
wiles could not make him untrue to honour and hos-
pitality, her love turned to hate, and with a lying tale
she would have stirred her husband’s wrath against his
foully slandered friend. The deceived Preetus was in
a strait what to do. He had come to love this gallant
youth so well, that he could not bear to have him slain
in his own sight. Yet, the false wife poisoning his mind,
he was moved to wreak his jealousy by another’s hand.
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Without letting Bellerophon guess his changed mood,
he sent him to visit his father-in-law, lobates, king of
Lycia, charged with a tablet on which was written in
secret characters the bearer’s doom.

All unsuspicious of harm, Bellerophon made the long
journey by sea and land, that at last brought him to the
city of the Lycian king. Iobates received the stranger
like a courteous host, asking not who he was, nor whence
he came, nor on what errand. Nine days he entertained
his unknown guest freely with feasts and games, since
Bellerophon’s noble bearing showed him worthy of
honour at a king’s hands. Not till the tenth day did
he declare his name, giving over to lobates the tablet
on which Preetus had drawn a secret message, to be
interpreted by his wife’s father alone.

“He who bears ithis roken comes deserving death at thy
hands. See to it!”

The king of Lycia, in turn, had come to love that
winsome Greek so well that he was dismayed to learn
how he had been sent here for execution. To his son-
in-law who gave him such a charge lobates was so
beholden that he durst not refuse to do his bidding;
yet loath was he to punish, for an unknown crime, one
who had already become his friend.

Unwillingly, he cast about for some plan of having
Bellerophon killed without shedding his blood by his
own hands; nor had he long to seek. The outskirts
of Lycia were then being ravaged by a fire-breathing
beast called the Chimera, that had devoured every
champion set out against it. The very sight of it
indeed was enough to appal the stoutest heart, for it
had the head of a lion, the hinder parts of a dragon,
the body of a monstrous goat, rough with scales and
bristles; and with its breath it scorched all who ven-
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tured to face it. Iobates, then, believed himself giving
up Bellerophon to certain death when he begged him to
rid the land of such a plague; and his heart smote him
to see how gladly the gallant youth took upon himself
that fatal adventure.

The very gods had pity on an innocent man thus
sent to so cruel death, none the less when by pious
sacrifices he invoked their aid on his perilous quest.
Before going far he came upon the winged horse
Pegasus, sprung from the blood of that Gorgon slain
by Perseus. Bellerophon would fain have made his own
such a goodly steed; but Pegasus, never yet backed
by man, reared and flung and sprang, and would not
let itself be caught. Tired out by his vain efforts to
tame it, he had fallen asleep beside a fountain, when
Athene appeared to him in a dream, who seemed to
lay a golden bridle at his side and to whisper in his
ear—“ Wake, take, tame’.

He woke up, and lo! beside him lay the golden
bridle, while Pegasus was still feeding by the fountain.
As he softly stole up to it, the horse did not now dash
away from him, but, lowering its proud neck, let him
slip the bit into its mouth, and stood still for him to
leap upon its back. By divine aid he had mastered the
horse of heaven.

Mounted on such a courser he soon reached the
haunts of the Chimera, that came out raging against
him, vomiting fire and smoke. But now that monster
had to do with an invincible foe. Soaring in the air
beyond reach of hurt, Bellerophon shot down sharp
arrows, till the ground, burning under the creature’s
breath, was quenched in its blood. Then the hero dis-
mounted to cut off its hairy head and scaly tail, which
he bore back in triumph as proof of his victory.
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Iobates, half-glad to see him return with such spoils,
half-concerned to find the victim still alive, soon took
excuse to lay upon him another perilous adventure.
He charged him with war upon the Solymi, a race of
fierce mountain robbers who infested the borders of
Lycia, and had slain the king’s bravest fighters in many
a battle. But they could not stand against the darts
of this flying champion ; and when he had rooted them
out of the land, he again came back unhurt.

Next, Iobates sent him far off against the Amazons,
that nation of women warriors who had overthrown
kings and their armies. But them, too, Bellerophon
conquered, and again came back in triumph. On his
way home an ambush was laid for him by Iobates, still
striving to do his son-in-law’s desire; then the hero slew
these assailants as easily as he quelled all other enemies.

“This can be no evildoer deserving punishment, but
rather a man dear to the gods,” the heart of lobates told
him; and when once more Bellerophon came back vic-
torious over every foe, the king no longer sought his
death. Joyfully he hailed him as worthy of all honour,
gave him his daughter to wife, and shared with him his
kingdom and riches, as if the stranger were his own son.

Thus raised to power and wealth, Bellerophon might
surely rest in peace after the trials of his youth. But
he who had borne himself so well in adversity, fell away
from virtue when life became smooth and soft for him.
It seemed as if that old guilt of bloodshed ever rose up
against him. With years he grew not wise but proud,
forgetting the gods to whom he owed his good fortune,
that therefore came to be clouded by their ill will. His
eldest son grew up a brave champion like the father,
only to fall in battle with savage robbers. His daughter
was slain by a shaft of offended Artemis, Heedless
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of these warnings, Bellerophon thought to fly to heaven
on his winged steed. Then Zeus sent a gadfly to sting
Pegasus, so that it reared in the air and threw off its
presumptuous rider, tumbling to earth alive but sorely
hurt. Now made aware of the gods’ anger, the down-
fallen hero henceforth shrunk from the looks of men.
Crippled and feeble, he wandered about like a madman
in solitary places, till at last death ended his miserable
age. of which Homer has to tell how—

“Woes heaped on woes consumed his wasted heart ”,
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After Orpheus, fabled as son of a Muse, the most
famous singer in ancient Greece was Arion, who lived
much with his chief patron, the wise Periander, king of
Corinth. But Arion had a mind for showing his skill in
other lands, and, for all Periander could say to keep him
at Corinth, he sailed away to take part in a great musical
contest held in Sicily.

There this minstrel gained such prizes and so rich
gifts that it was a treasure of gold and silver he had to
take back from the land to which he brought nothing but
his harp. To carry his wealth safe home, he hired a ship
of Corinth, trusting Periander’s countrymen rather than
strangers not to play him false. But the sailors were
covetous and treacherous; and the sight of that treasure
turned them to pirates.

All went well with the ship; and Arion little guessed
that he were safer on the stormiest waves. Halcyon
weather and gentle breezes were bearing him round the
southern point of Greece, when at once those wicked men
threw off the mask of kindliness. With drawn swords
they fell upon their passenger, declaring how they had
hatched a plot to rob him of all he possessed.

“Take my gold, but spare my life!” he entreated
them to no purpose.

“Then how should we face Periander?” was their
mocking answer. “Thy gold will we bring safe to

Corinth, but not the owner, who might tell tales. Choose
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forthwith : either slay thyself and get from us the boon
of a grave on shore, or we throw thee overboard with-
out more ado.”

All his promises and prayers being lost on them, the
poor rich man asked one last grace, that he should be
allowed to deck himself in his costliest robes, and to sing
to the harp his sweetest song; then he would leap into
the sea and save them the guilt of bloodshed. To this
the rough sailors agreed, not unwilling to hear for once
the strains of a renowned minstrel who had won all
that wealth they hoped now to make their own.

So Arion robed himself in purple, and perfumed his
hair, crowned with a triumphal wreath he took as the
noblest of his winnings. Thus arrayed, he stood upon
the poop to sing his death-chant. Poets tell that, when
he sang in wood and field, the lamb and the wolf would
stand together to listen, yea, the stag and the lion, the
hare and the hounds, while overhead the dove and the
hawk hung still to listen in the air. Now, so sweetly his
golden harp resounded over the sea, that not only were
those cruel men half-stirred to pity, but a shoal of dol-
phins gathered about the ship, drawn after the music as
if by a cable. When it came to an end, taking one last
look at the bright sky, harp in hand, Arion leapt over-
board.

The pirates let their sail fill and stood on for Greece,
pleased to be so well rid of him. But Arion had not
sunk under the waves. He was caught on the back of
an admiring dolphin, that carried him safe and dry over
the sea to Tenarum, the nearest point of land. So
works the magic of song for men favoured by Apollo.

Thus set on shore, Arion travelled through the Pelo-
ponnesus and came to Corinth a day before the ship.
The returned minstrel was gladly welcomed by Periander,
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who, indeed, could ill believe his story of strange escape
from drowning. When now the ship sailed into harbour,
those robbers, summoned before the king, were asked for
news of Arion. Boldly they declared that they had left
him honoured and prosperous in the new Greece beyond
the sea. But as the false words came from their lips, he
stepped forth before them clad as they saw him lost over-
board, and still bearing the harp of marvellous power.
The amazed sailors no longer durst deny their crime;
but fell on the ground praying for mercy, and for pardon
from their victim, whom they took for a god. The
harper’s heart was not tuned to vengeance; but the king
was stern in justice. He ordered the treacherous crew
to a death more cruel than they had designed for Arion,
in memory of whose wonderful preservation was erected
at Tenarum a brazen monument of him riding on the
dolphin’s back.!
1 Pausanias speaks as if he had seen this monument, and adds that he had himself
known “a dolphin so full of gratitude to a boy, by whom he had been healed of wounds

received from some fishermen, that he was obedient to his call and carried him cn his
back over the sca whenever he wished .



THE ARGONAUTS

I. Jason’s Youth

In a cave high up the rocky and snowy sides of
Mount Pelion dwelt Cheiron, oldest and wisest of the
Centaurs, that wondrous race that were half-horse and
half-man. When the brute strength of his lower part
began to fail, the white-bearded Centaur’s head was richly
stored with knowledge and experience, and his hands had
rare skill in playing on a golden harp, to the music of
which he gave forth wise counsels in human speech. So
great was his fame that many a king’s and hero’s son
came to be trusted to his care for rearing in all that be-
seemed a noble youth. From him they had lessons in
duty, to fear the gods, to reverence old age, and to stand
by one another in pain and hardship. He was a master
of the healing art, and this they learned as from the lips
of Asculapius himself. He taught them to sing, to make
music, to bear themselves gracefully in the dance, but also
to run, box, and wrestle, to climb the dizzy rocks, and to
hunt wild beasts in the mountain forests, laughing at all
dangers as they scorned sloth and gluttony, and cheerily
facing the sharpest storms of winter as they plunged into
foaming torrents under the hot summer sun. So in all
the world there were no goodlier lads than they who grew
up under the care of Cheiron to be both skilful and
strong, modest as well as brave, and fitted to rule by
having. rightly known to obey.
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Among that youthful fellowship, goodliest in his day
was Jason, a boy of princely race, nay, a king’s son by
right. For his father Ason had been born heir of lolcos,
yet let this kingdom be stolen from him by his wicked
half-brother Pelias, who would have slain Jason to make
that wrongdoing sure. But ZAson had saved the child by
flight, hiding him in Cheiron’s cave, where for years he
little guessed how it was his own heritage of rich plain
and well-peopled seashore on which he looked down from
the cloud-wrapped ridges of Mount Pelion; nor did Pelias
know what a champion was growing up within sight of his
usurped realm.

But when the sturdy lad had shot to full stature, and
his mind, no longer set on boyish sport and mirth, turned
eagerly to the wide world in which he might prove his
manhood, old Cheiron saw the time come to let him know
the secret of his birth, and how he was destined to avenge
on Pelias the wrong done to his father. The young hero
heard in amazement; then not a day would he delay in
setting out on the adventure in store for him. Taking
leave of his envious playmates, he dutifully received his
old master’s parting counsel.

“] need not wish thee fearless before enemies; but
remember how it becomes a king’s son to be friendly to
all other men, and helpful in their need.”

The youth’s heart beat high with hope, as under the
bright morning sun he took his way down the mountain,
where every step brought him nearer in view of the un-
known world below. Lightly clad in a close-fitting vest
beneath a panther’s skin he had won by his own spear,
his feet shod with new sandals, his long hair streaming in
the wind, Jason bounded from rock to rock, and stepped
out under the cool shade of pine woods, and pushed
through thickets of tangled shrubs, all familiar to him,
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for Cheiron had taught his scholars to know every flower
and leaf on their mountain home. But when the steep
paths had brought him down to the lowland country, he
found it covered with fields of corn, lush meadows, groves
of fruit trees, and such signs of human habitation. Yet it
was his hap to meet no soul to bid him speed, till on the
bank of a rushing river he found an old woman in mean
rags, who rocked herself feebly as she sat and cried out
beseechingly—

“Alas! who will carry me across?”

With disdain Jason looked at this poor crone, and
with doubt at the foaming torrent, swollen by the melting
of the snows above. But to his mind came Cheiron’s
word that he must be helpful to all kindly folk ; and the
youth took shame to himself that he had turned proudly
from one who rather called on him for pity.

“My shoulders are broad enough for such a light
load!” said he heartily. “Up with thee, old mother,
and, the gods aiding, I will bear thee safe!”

Without more ado, before he could raise a hand to
lift her up, the seeming helpless beggar sprang on his
back; and with her arms clinging round his neck, he
strode boldly into the stream. He slipped, he staggered
as it took him to the knees, to the waist, to the shoulders;
and he had almost been put to swimming for it, while the
old hag moaned and shrieked for terror, crying out that
he was drowning her, and abusing him crossly for wetting
her worthless rags.

“Hold on fast!” was his cheery answer, though she
half-choked him by her clutching fingers.

For a moment he had a mind to throw off this thank-
less stranger, and take his own chance of buffeting the
flooded torrent. But he knew that thought for unworthy,
and struggled on sturdily to gain at last the further bank.
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Here as he scrambled to shore, all dripping and breath-
less, and would have gently laid down his burden on the
grass, she sprang from his back to take on a wondrously
altered guise. For when he looked to see a wrinkled and
bent crone, with hardly a word to thank her helper, lo!
there stood before him a tall and stately form, like no
daughter of woman, her rags changed to jewelled robes,
and her eyes now smiling on him so radiantly that he
knew her as of divine race.

“Yes,” she said, reading his mind. “I am indeed
Hera, the queen of heaven, to whom thou hast done such
service unaware. Not in vain was thy spirit humbled
and thy back bowed for one appearing to be poor and
helpless. In thine own hour of need, call upon me, and
see if a goddess can be grateful.”

Speechless, the youth fell upon his knees, his eyes
dazzled by the vision of glory that, as he gazed, went up
in a shining cloud; and when he could see clearly, he was
alone on the river bank.

Thanking the gods that he had been true to his better
nature and to the teaching of his master, Jason took his
way onwards to a city whose towers stood out before him
upon the plain. But now he limped along more slowly,
for he found he had lost one of his sandals, left sticking
in the slimy bed of the torrent, where a sharp stone had
cut his bare foot. Schooled as he had been to make light
of such mishaps, he bound up his hurt with soft leaves,
and held on through shade and sunshine till towards
evening he reached the gate of Iolcos.

There he found all astir with a great feast held by
Pelias in honour of the gods. Many an eye was cast
curiously on this comely youth, as he wandered through
the streets, sun-tanned and dusty from the long way.
He thought these trim citizens despised him for being
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but half-shod, for he knew not what was known to them,
how an oracle had foretold that Pelias should lose his ill-
gotten kingdom to a stranger who came wearing but one
sandal.

Seeking his way to the palace, he presented himself
before Pelias, who, amid all his royal state, might well
start at the sight of this half-barefooted youth, since
night and day his guilty mind never forgot what sign
was to mark the avenger.

“Thy name and lineage ?” he faltered forth.

“I am Jason, son of Ason, come to claim my right-
ful heritage,” declared the youth boldly.

The king’s heart sank within him, for he was as full
of fears as of falsehood and cruelty. But, hiding his
dismay, he made a show of welcoming this nephew with
joy, and bid him sit down at the feast beside his own
fair daughters. To-morrow, he said, would be fitter
time to talk about the affairs of the kingdom. Mean-
while, let all be joy and mirth to hail the return of a
nephew long given up for dead.

Simple and honest himself, Jason was won by his
uncle’s fine words and by the charms of his new-found
cousins. Their seeming kindness turned his head, so
that he let his heart go out to them, believing Pelias
must have been slandered as a faithless usurper. He
ate and drank among them friendly, then, flushed with
wine, listened eagerly to the minstrels who cheered the
banquet. A song that set his pulses beating was the
tale of the Golden Fleece: how Phrixus and Helle, a
king’s son and daughter, were persecuted by their cruel
stepmother Ino; how they fled from her on a golden
ram, sent by a friendly god; how poor Helle, turning
giddy as they flew over land and sea, fell from its back
into the Hellespont, that has ever afterwards been known
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by her name; but Phrixus safely reached Colchis at the
farther end of the dark Euxine Sea; how he sacrificed
the ram to Zeus, and hung up its fleece in a sacred grove
by the river of the Colchians, among whom henceforth
he lived and died. There it was jealously treasured by
Hetes, king of that distant land, whose own life, said
an oracle, depended on its safe keeping, so that he had
it guarded night and day by a sleepless serpent, as by
other perils no hero had been found bold enough to
face; but never would the ghost of dead Phrixus be laid
till the Golden Fleece were won back to his kinsmen in
Greece. This song had been sung by command of Pelias;
and keenly he watched his nephew’s flashing eyes as the
moving tale was told.

“Ah!” exclaimed the crafty king, “time was when
I would have dared all for such a prize. But I am old,
and the sons of our day are not as their fathers. Where
lives the man who will venture to bring back the Golden
Fleece?”

“Here!” cried Jason, leaping to his feet. “I will
seek the Fleece, if I have to pay for it with my life.”

His cunning uncle made haste to embrace him, with
feigned pride and joy in a youth worthy of their heroic
stock. Yes, let him bring the Golden Fleece to Iolcos;
and he himself would gladly give up the kingdom to the
hero of such a deed! So he promised, secretly trusting
that his brave kinsman would never come back from that
perilous errand; and thus by guile and flattery he hoped
to make himself sure of his stolen power.

When, after a night’s sleep, he came to think calmly
over his undertaking, Jason might well see its rashness,
and maybe he suspected how his uncle had thus schemed
to get rid of him. But the old Centaur had taught him
never to draw back from his word, and what he had
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spoken in haste he must strive to perform by dint of
courage and prudence. He sought the aid of a cunning
shipwright called Argus, who from the tall pines of
Mount Pelion built him a fifty-oared ship, so strong that
it could bear the buffeting of winds and waves, yet so
light that it might be carried on the shoulders of its
crew. This was named the Argo, after its builder.
To man it, Jason sent out to his old schoolmates and
to other heroes of Greece, summoning stout hearts and
arms ready to join him in the quest of the Golden Fleece.

While they came together, Jason betook himself to
Hera’s sacred grove at Dodona, beseeching her promised
favour, of which he was assured by the Speaking Oak
that made her oracle. As proof of her gratitude, he was
bidden to tear away a limb of that oak to make a figure-
head for his ship; and this lifeless wood had the power
of speech, through which, when in doubt or danger, he
might be counselled by the goddess. Moreover, she
procured the goodwill of wise Athene to inspire Argus
in building the ship, which should set out under such
high auspices.

For comrades he had the best and bravest of the
Grecian youth, sons of gods and men, a band henceforth
to be known as the Argonauts. Among those heroes
were names of fame—Hercules, the twin-brethren Castor
and Pollux, Theseus, Orpheus, Peleus, Admetus, and
many more, fifty in all, one to each oar of the galley,
in which their seats were fixed by lot. Argus himself
made one of the crew, and Acastus, the son of Pelias,
stole off to join them against his father’s will. Tiphys
was their steersman; sharp-eyed Lynceus their pilot.
With one voice they would have chosen Hercules for
captain; but he gave the leadership to Jason, and all

were content. After due sacrifices to the gods, and fare-
(c288) 7
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wells to their friends, they launched forth the Argo into
the blue sea, its prow set towards the clouds hiding that
far-off eastern land whence they must tear the Golden
Fleece. Orpheus put heart into them with his songs;
but there was a tear in Jason’s eye, as he saw the moun-
tains of his fatherland fade away behind their track.

II. The Voyage to Colchis

"Twere long to tell all that hindered those heroes on
their far course, and how one and another were cut off
by mishaps, never to reach the Colchian land. Turn-
ing from the shores of Thessaly, they stood across the
Hgean Sea to the rocky island of Lemnos, where a
strange snare was set for them. The women of the
island, maddened by jealousy, had slain all their men
folk, and, now vainly repentant, hailed the newcomers as
husbands for their defenceless need. Jason and most of
his crew, going among them, gave way to their endear-
ments, and amidst pleasures and feasting were tempted
to forget what work they had on hand. But stout-
hearted Hercules had stayed by the ship; and when he
came on shore to chide his comrades, they took shame
for their softness, and tore themselves away to face the
cold sea winds like men, who for a moment had been
caught by womanly wiles.

Bending afresh to their oars, they passed through
the Hellespont and came to a haven in the Propontis
Sea, where Cyzicus, the young king of the Doliones,
received them gladly and would have them stay to his
wedding feast. But Hercules, again on watch in the
ship, saw how here too there was a snare set. For a
race of giant savages came down from the hills, and were
blocking up the harbour mouth with huge stones, when
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Hercules gave the alarm, and with his arrows kept off
these foemen, who fell or fled when the whole band had
gathered to defend their ship. And worse was to betide
here, for when the Argo steered forth into the open
sea, a storm drove her back by night, and their late
friendly hosts, the Doliones, taking them for enemies,
set upon them in the darkness, so that Jason unaware
slew the young king at whose marriage he had sat a
guest. Daylight showed both bands how they had mis-
taken each other; then for three days the Argonauts
tarried to celebrate the funeral rites of those unhappily
slain.

But soon they were to lose stout Hercules, who more
than once had served them so well. As he tugged at his
oar in the stormy waves, it broke, and not easily could
another be found to match his brawny arms. When
next they went on shore and his companions were being
feasted by the hospitable Mysians, Hercules strode off
into the forest to cut for himself a new oar from some
tall pine tree. With him went the beautiful boy Hylas,
whom he loved like a son, and also another of the crew
named Polyphemus. While Hercules stripped himself
to fell the tree he had chosen, young Hylas turned aside
to a spring from which he would have drawn water for
their supper. In this spring dwelt a bevy of water
nymphs, who, as they saw the boy leaning over with -
his brazen pitcher, were so taken by his beauty, that they
cast their arms round him and dragged him down into
the water, never again to be seen of men. Polyphemus
heard his last cry, and hastened to tell Hercules that the
lad was being caught by robbers or wild beasts.

In vain these two searched for him through the
forest, shouting and raging against the unseen foe who
had laid hands on the hero’s darling. Meanwhile their
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shipmates impatiently awaited them, for the wind had
turned fair. 'When the hours passed and Hercules came
not, they fell to quarrelling among themselves, for some
said they should not go without that tower of strength,
but others were for leaving him behind. So, in the end,
they did, and with quiet minds after the sea-god Glaucus
had risen from the waves to disclose to them how Her-
cules was not destined to share the gaining of the Golden
Fleece. That hero had glory enough awaiting him else-
where.

On their next landing, Hercules might have found
a task worthy of him, for this was the country of the
Bebrycians, whose brawny king’s humour was to chal-
lenge all strangers to box with him, never yet having
met his match. But Pollux took up the challenge, and
after doughty blows on both sides, smote the boaster to
the ground ; then his angry people would have avenged
him with their weapons; but the Argonauts drove them
away like wolves. Before letting him rise, the hero
made that churlish king swear to handle strangers more
courteously henceforth.

A more unfamiliar combat it was they undertook on
coming to the home of the blind king Phineus, who was
tormented by winged Harpies that pounced upon his
food to snatch or defile it ere he could carry a morsel to
his mouth. But two of Jason’s band were winged men,
able to rise in the air and drive away those monstrous
birds, letting the blind old man eat in peace his first
meal for many a day. In gratitude, he warned them of
dangers on their course, and first of the Symplegades,
two islands of floating ice-rock that would open like a
monster’s jaws to close upon their ship and crush i,
unless they could speed through at the nick of time.
By his advice they took a dove on board to show them
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the opening of the perilous passage. Loosing the dove,
they saw it fly through those heaving rocks, that closed
to snap off but its last feather and again drew asunder
in haste ; then the Argonauts pulled hard at their oars,
and their wary steersman brought them darting between
the icy walls that in another moment would have clashed
upon them.

Holding their way along the coast of the black
Pontus, they met with other mischances and delays.
Where king Lycus entertained them at the mouth of
the Acheron, Idmon, the diviner, blind to his own fate,
was slain by the tusk of a wild boar. Here, too, their
steersman Tiphys died of short sickness; and days were
spent on the funeral piles. Well for the heroes, it may
be, that they did not linger in the land of the Amazons,
for these fierce women were more ready to wield sword
and spear than distaff or needle; yet with them some
of the crew would have tried a bout, as if they had not
perils enough that could not be passed by! Also they
skirted the coast of the Chalybes, those sooty iron smiths
that night and day forge arms in the service of Ares.
Next, standing out to sea, they were attacked -by a flock
of prodigious birds, called the Stymphalides, that cast
their brazen feathers from them like darts to wound.
the men at their oars. But while half of them rowed
on, the other half stood on guard, and raised such a
din by smiting spear upon shield, that the birds were
scared away, and the Argo could anchor safely by an
island near the east end of this sea.

Here they drew near to their goal, and now they
fell in with new comrades that would stead them well.
For, shipwrecked on this island, they found four naked
youths, the sons of Phrixus, him who had brought the
Fleece to Colchis. Clad and fed by Jason, these four
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agreed to guide his company to the home of Zetes, yet
not without dread, for they knew how jealously that
cruel king guarded the Fleece on which hung his own
life. But the Argonauts, come safe through so many
perils, made light of all ZAetes could do against them;
and with the sons of Phrixus for pilots, they stood across
the sea to where the ice-topped Caucasus echoed the
groans of Prometheus chained upon a cloudy crag. And
so at last the Argo entered the Phasis, river of Colchis,
and by its bank her crew saw the dark grove sacred to
Ares, in which gleamed that Golden Fleece they had
come to fetch away.

ITI. The Winning of the Fleece

Leaving the most of his men to guard their ship,
Jason went forward to the city with a few companions,
among them the four sons of Phrixus, who were here
at home. Forth to meet them came King Zetes, for
from his towers he had seen the Argo reach the Colchian
shore; and an evil dream had warned him of her errand.
With him came his young son Absyrtus, also his two
daughters, Medea the witch-maiden, and Chalciope, the
widow of Phrixus. Right glad was she to see her sons,
whom she had mourned as lost. As her sister had done
on Phrixus years before, Medea looked kindly upon
Jason, for in a dream she had foreseen his coming, and
no such goodly man could she see in Colchis. Their
dark-minded sire had little joy to hail those strangers,
yet hiding his ill will, he led them to the lordly halls of
his dwelling, and set food and drink before them.

Not till the guests had eaten, did he ask what brought
them to Colchis. Then with Medea’s eyes ever fixed
upon him, Jason told of their voyage, and all the perils
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they had come through for the sake of the Golden
Fleece, which he boldly demanded as their reward. To
this the frowning king made answer:—

“Verily, it is a vain errand to come on from so
far. What ye have borne is but child’s play to that
which the man must dare who would prove himself
worthy of such a prize. Listen, stranger, if thou have
the heart even to hear the trial appointed for that rash
hand that may not touch sacred things till he have proved
himself more than man. Two brazen-hoofed bulls,
breathing fire from their nostrils, must he tame and
yoke to a plough. Thus must he plough four acres
of stony field, and sow the furrows with the teeth of
a venomous dragon. From these teeth will spring up
forthwith a crop of armed foemen, to be mowed down
before they can slay him. All this must he accomplish
between the sun’s rising and setting; then if he still
dare, he may strive with the serpent that guards the
Fleece night and day. = Art thou the man?”

Jason’s heart quailed within him as he listened to
this tale of terrors, that indeed seemed more than mortal
strength could affront. But he showed no fear, and,
trusting in the favour of Hera and his own arm, he let
the king know that he was ready for that ordeal, the
sooner the better. Since it must take the whole day,
this was put off till next morning; and the hero went
back to his ship to rest before meeting those unearthly
adversaries.

But while he slept, others in Colchis were wakeful.
Chalciope wept in sore dismay, fearing lest, if Jason
failed in his attempt, Aetes would slay all the Argo-
nauts, and among them her sons who had guided their
ship to Colchis. Therefore she sought the aid of her
witch sister to work some spell on behalf of the strangers.
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Nor did Medea need persuading to pity, for at first sight

she had loved Jason, and was minded to save him from
the death designed by her cruel father. At nightfall
she wandered among the woods gathering herbs and
roots, out of whose juices she knew the art to make a
magic salve, that for one whole day could keep a man
scathless from fire and sword, and temper all his arms
against the doughtiest stroke. Her charms duly worked,
wrapped in a veil she went towards the harbour at
the earliest peep of dawn, and there met Jason coming
forth to see the sun rise once more, if never again.

¢« Wilt thou go to death?” whispered a veiled woman
in his ear.

“] had not come to Colchis, did I fear death,”
answered Jason.

“A bold heart alone will not avail. But one friend
hast thou in this land, else thou wert lost,” murmured
the witch-maiden; and Jason knew her voice for that
of the king’s daughter whose dark eyes had met his
so kindly.

Hastily she gave him to understand how by her aid
he might pass through the sore ordeal unhurt. Then
the longer he listened, the more ready he was to trust
her counsels, daughter of an enemy as she was. When
in whispers she had told him all he must do, Medea
put into his hands the magical salve, and fled back to
her father’s house as day began to break.

Jason lost no time in putting her spell to the proof.
After bathing in the sea, he anointed himself from head
to foot with that salve, also his shield, his helmet, and
all his weapons. This done, he let his comrades try
their utmost upon him arrayed in the charmed armour.
The strongest of them hacked at his spear without being
able to break it with the sharpest sword; the mightiest
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tlows made no dint on his polished shield ; and he stood
like a rock against the brawniest wrestler of the band.
Seeing, then, how Medea had been true with him so
far, he did not doubt to follow out her bidding to the
end; so his heart was high as he presented himself to
the king at sunrise.

“Hast thou not repented?” asked Aetes with a
sneer. “I had hoped to find thee stolen away through
the night with all thy presumptuous crew. It is no will
of mine that a stranger must perish miserably. Bethink
thee once again!”

“The sun is in the sky; and I am ready,” answered
Jason.

Without more ado, the king led him to a field where
were laid out the brazen yoke, the iron plough, and
the goad with which he must tame- those fiery bulls,
whose bellowing could be heard from their stable under-
ground. All the beholders drew back, while Jason stuck
sword and spear in the earth, hung to them his helmet,
and, throwing off his mantle, stood nude like a marble
statue with only his shield in hand.

Out came the brazen-footed bulls so suddenly as
seeming to rise from the ground, that shook beneath
them as they bounded upon Jason, snorting red flames
from their nostrils, and roaring like thunder amid a
cloud of hot smoke. But the hero fled not nor flinched
at their onset. He held up his shield, against which they
dashed their iron horns in vain, and behind it he stood
unhurt by their scorching breath. All other eyes were
half-blinded in the smoke and dust, but they could see
anon how the hero caught one bull by the horn to bring
it on its back by sheer strength, and how he flung down
the other to its knees, wrestling against both of them

with hand and foot. They being thus overthrown, he
(0238) 7a
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forced upon their necks the strong yoke, and harnessed
them to the heavy plough, and, goading them forward,
though they bellowed and struggled like a storm wind,
he ploughed up the field with deep and straight furrows,
to the wonder of all looking on and the secret joy of
Medea, who in the background kept muttering magic
spells on his behalf.

Even scowling Aetes could not but marvel at such
feats. But wrath was in his heart as he saw half the
appointed task done, and still it was but noon. Yet
he trusted that the other half were beyond this bull-
taming champion’s strength. When the weary beasts
had been driven back to their underground cave, he
gave Jason a helmet full of dragons’ teeth to sow in
the fresh furrows. Strange seed that was, for no sooner
had the earth covered it than the whole field began to
stir and swell as if it were alive, and from every heaving
clod glistened blades that were not green grass but sharp
bronze and iron, the bare ground quickly bursting forth
with a crop of helmets and spears which rose higher
every moment, and grew up above shields and clanging
mail till every furrow bristled with a rank of armed
warriors, to be mowed down by Jason ere the sun sank
over the sea.

And now Medea’s secret counsel served him well,
for he took not spear nor sword in hand, but, when the
warriors were full grown and stood like bearded corn
ripe for the sickle, he pitched amidst them a huge stone,
such as might have made a quoit for a giant. The rattle
and crash of it was drowned by the yells of the armed
men, turning here and there to ask who had cast this
missile against them. So hot for fight were they that
forthwith they fell blindly upon one another, wrestling
together and plying sword and spear on the joints of
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each other’s harness. Thus madly and blindly they
fought, some springing up from the ground only to be
reaped in death. So, while Jason leant on his spear to
watch how these prodigious foes struck down their own
brethren, the fight went on till the furrows were filled
with blood and the field lay strewn with corpses, laid
low as under a hailstorm. And when the sun set, the
earth had swallowed up that monstrous brood, where
now green grass grew over their bones.

Black were the brows of Aetes as Jason came to
demand the Golden Fleece, since he had fulfilled the
hard task set him.

“We will speak of that to-morrow,” answered the
king, turning away sullenly to his halls, while the
Grecian heroes, proud and glad, went back to their
ship.

pThere, as they sat at supper, into the blaze of their
fire stole Medea with breathless haste to warn them
what was afoot. Her father, she disclosed, was secretly
gathering his warriors, and meant to set upon them next
morning with overwhelming might. If they would win
the Fleece, it must be now or never. She herself would
guide Jason to' the grove where it hung, and by her
spells she could lull its fearsome guardian to sleep.
Then he must seize it and fly before the sun rose.

This witch-maiden having already schooled him so
well, Jason could not doubt again to do her bidding.
His comrades left to unmoor the Argo and make all
ready for instant flight, he alone let Medea guide him
to the sacred shrine. With her had come her young
lf?rother Absyrtus; and he too followed, trembling for
ear.

At dead of night they entered the gloomy grove
of Ares, where at once they heard the blood-curdling
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hiss of that watchful serpent, whose coils glittered like
lightning about the tall tree on which hung the Golden
Fleece, turned to silver in the moonlight. Lightly as
they trod through the tangled thicket, before they came
in sight by flitting moonbeams, the monster had raised
his fearsome head and opened his poison-breathing jaws.
But Medea stole up to him with a soft, low chant that
charmed his ears, and she sprinkled his eyes with a
magical potion brewed from honey and herbs, and let
its drowsy odour rise through his jaws, till soon this
potent drug filled him with sleep. The serpent stretched
out his measureless coils to lie still as any fallen branch,
overpowered by the arts of the murmuring enchantress.
When his hissing had changed to deathlike silence, Jason
stepped warily over the scaly bulk, nor did that fierce
guardian stir as he laid hands on the Golden Fleece,
and tore it down from where it had hung since Phrixus
nailed it there.

“ Away!” was now the word, before the grisly serpent
should awaken from the spell cast upon him. But as
Jason turned exultingly towards his ship, Medea held
him back, and her song broke into lamenting.

“Well for thee that canst speed homeward to friends
and honour! But woe is me, poor maiden, whom an
angry father will slay when he knows how I have helped
the stranger against him!”

“No stranger to one for whom thou hast played such
a friendly part!” quoth Jason. “Fly with me, Medea,
as my bride, without whose aid I might have gone back
dishonoured. Thus I shall bear home two treasures for
one, and be most envied among the sons of Greece.
Speak, wilt thou share my fortune?”

She answered not, but a maiden’s silence may be
more than speech. So, bearing up the Fleece with one
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hand, he cast the other around her, and it needed no
force to draw away the daughter of Colchis, who might
never see her father’s land again. Side by side, the pair
hastened down to the harbour; and the weeping boy
Absyrtus clung to his sister, knowing not where she
went.

With the first beam of dawn they came to the Argo,
where the crew, sitting ready at their oars, hailed the
Golden Fleece with a shout of joy to waken all Colchis.
Medea and her brother being led on board, and the
trophy fastened to their mast, Jason cut the cable by one
stroke of his sword, then away went the A7go like a horse
let loose, soon bounding beyond sight of that eastern
shore.

IV. Medea

King Aetes was early astir, arming himself and his
men to fall upon those presumptuous strangers when
they should come to demand the Fleece. But daybreak
showed him the Argo flying across the sea; and hot was
his wrath to learn that she had carried off his daughter
and his son along with the chief treasure of Colchis, on
which hung his own life. Quickly making ready his
fleet, he launched forth to follow with so many ships
that they covered the dark water like a flock of sea-
gulls.

The Argonauts, seeing themselves pursued, hoisted
every sail and tugged their best at the oars. But now
it was ill for that crew that they had lost stout Hercules
as well as other strong arms. For all they could do, the
Colchian ships gained upon them so fast that one-half
of Jason’s men had to stand on guard grasping spear
and shield, while the other half rowed with all their
might.
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“On, on!” ever cried Medea, fearing to fall into
her father’s hands; and when his ship drew so near that
she could see his stern face and hear his threatening
voice, the cruel witch did a deed from which Jason
might know, as he would know to his sorrow, what a
fierce and ruthless bride he had stolen away. In spite
of the boy’s tears and entreaties, she hurled her brother
Absyrtus overboard; nay, some say that she had him
torn in pieces and thrown upon the waves that their
father might be delayed by gathering up the dead body
for pious burial.

So it was; and thus the Argo escaped from mortal
foemen, soon to be hidden in a cloud of thunder with
which the gods proclaimed their wrath against that hate-
ful crime. Henceforth, for long, Jason’s crew wandered
as under a curse, abandoned for a time, it would seem,
even by Hera’s favour, when the king of heaven frowned
upon them. They were driven astray by storms, blinded
in mists, and tossed on many a strange sea, ere the guilt
of innocent blood could be washed away from their ship.
Broken and befouled, it came on the rocks of an un-
known land ; and no man can well tell how and where
its crew made their way onward. Some say that Medea
had enchantments to drive it over the land as on the sea.

With no guide, unless it were that marvellous figure-
head speaking as an oracle, the Argonauts travelled now
up a great river and across mountains and deserts, their
ship dragged with them, till once more they could launch
it in the Mediterranean Sea, repaired and rigged afresh
for another voyage. Still trouble and danger were their
penance, even when by sacrifices and holy rites they had
appeased the gods for the death of Absyrtus. Many
strange adventures befell them among the same perilous
straits and giant-haunted islands as were afterwards known
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to the wandering Ulysses ; they had to steer past Scylla
and Charybdis and the luring Sirens; then but for
Medea’s crafty spells those stout hearts might never
have won home to Greece. They were wrecked on the
desert shore of Libya, and once more had to drag their
battered Argo over its barren sands. Launching again,
they came past Crete, to find this island guarded by the
giant Talus, whose monstrous body and limbs were of
red-hot brass, but for one vulnerable vein in his heel.
When the Argonauts would have landed for food and
water, from the cliffs he hurled mighty rocks at their
vessel, that would have been sunk had they not sheered
off in haste. But Medea, boldly going on shore, laid
Talus fast asleep by her magical incantations, then
wounded his heel of flesh to spill all his life-blood, se
that the heat went out of his huge body, and it rolled
from the rocks, crashing and splashing into the sea.

So many years had passed, that when at last they
saw lolcos, the band of hopeful youths who followed
Jason came back weary and toilworn men, grown old
before their time. ‘They were hardly to be known by
their friends, as they stepped on shore amid cries of
amzzement, welcome, and triumph at the sight of the
Gelden Fleece they brought as proof of their achieve-
ment. :

Pelias had long given them up for dead, never having
thought they could come back alive with such a trophy.
He himself was now drawing near to death, yet his
palsied hands clung to the ill-gotten sceptre, and, for
all his promise, he would not yield up the kingdom to
Jason. But Medea had wiles deeper than his own. He
and his looked askance on the Colchian witch, till she
offered by her magic to make him young again, as she
did for a ram which, boiled in a caldron with certain

7
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herbs, came forth under strange incantations a tender
lamb. Thereby she persuaded the daughters of Pelias
to do the like with their old father, who thus perished
miserably, slain by the hands of his own children. But
some tell how Ason, Jason’s father, was indeed restored
to youth by the Colchian witch, and that he reigned again
at Jolcos.

Jason himself had no mind for a kingdom gained
by so wicked arts; and it might well be that his heart
grew cold to such a cruel wife. Once more wandering
from home, he fell in love with Glauce, the daughter
of Creon, king of Corinth. He hoped to make Medea
content with his second marriage; but not yet did he
know the stern-hearted stranger he had taken to his
side. Dissembling her hate, the enchantress sent to
Glauce a rich wedding robe, steeped in poison, which
was the death of that woeful bride, vainly striving to
tear the splendid torment from her flesh. Then, in the
madness of jealousy, Medea slew her three young sons
with her own hand; and when Jason furiously turned
from their bodies to take vengeance on the unnatural
mother, he saw her for the last time borne away through
the air in a chariot drawn by dragons.

So a hero’s life on which such bright suns had risen,
was to set in dark clouds of affliction. Some say that
in his frenzy he killed himself by the corpses of his
children and of his murdered bride. But others tell
how, as he sat by the seashore beside his good ship
Argo, thinking sadly on the glorious days when she had
borne him to Colchis, the rotten figurehead broke off
and crushed him: so his protecting goddess sent death
as the best gift to a man whose work was done,



PYRAMUS AND THISBE

In neighbour houses dwelt Pyramus and Thisbe, he
the briskest youth, she the fairest maid of Babylon.
Long had their eyes spoken what from childhood grew in
their hearts ; but the fathers of both frowned upon their
wooing and forbade them to meet, as they could not be
forbidden to love. Nay, love’s flame burned but the
hotter for being covered up, till it lit for them a way by
which they could at least promise each other to be faithful
to death.

The two houses were parted by a wall of sun-baked
clay, in which the lovers found a chink to let them hear
one another’s voices from side to side Daily, when all
else was still, through this chink they exchanged sighs
and whispers, and spoke of kisses that could not meet.
Often they complained against the rough wall sundering
each from the other’s eyes; yet again were they fain to
be thankful for the cleft where lip and ear were pressed
by turns.

So for a time they nursed their secret love, yet could
not bear for ever to be denied what both would buy at
any cost. Through the wall a night was fixed between
them to give their guardians the slip: singly and by
separate ways, they should steal from home, to meet at
the tomb of Ninus, that known landmark in the woods
outside the city; then never more would they consent
to be parted.

So was agreed, and so was done, Thisbe, in her
169
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impatience, set out before the hour. With her veil
wrapped close about her, slinking hurriedly through the
streets in dread of every shadow, she first reached the
place of meeting, where the moonlight showed a foun-
tain shining beside the tomb, and over it hung a tree
loaded with white mulberries. ~She looked round for
Pyramus, but he came not yet by the silvered glades
of the wood. She bent her head to catch the tread
of his footstep; then what horrid sound of a sudden
broke upon her ears, echoed by a shriek of womanish
terror !

It was a roaring lioness that bounded out of the
thicket where it had been gorging its prey. The startled
maiden did not wait to see its fiery eyes and its dripping
jaws. Throwing off the long veil that hindered her
flight, with screams she ran wildly through the trees,
and never stopped till she could hide her beating heart
and trembling limbs in a dark cavern which opened a
refuge.

The full-fed lioness did not care to give chase.
But that savage creature fell upon Thisbe’s white veil,
left on the grass, befouling and tearing the fine stuff
with blood-stained fangs, before it passed on to quench
its thirst at the fountain, then betook itself to its hidden
lair among the rocks.

As he hastily drew near from the city, Pyramus
had heard the fierce roaring and the cry of that voice
he knew so well. Drawing his sword, he sped forward
to the tomb, where now all was still.

“Thisbe!” he murmured; “Thisbe!” he exclaimed.
But no answer came, and no living form moved under
the moonlight.

Soon, to his consternation, he saw the ground freshly
marked by a lion’s claws. And there, beside the foun-



PYRAMUS AND THISBE 171t

tain, lay Thisbe’s veil, all stained and torn. Horrified
to frenzy, he made no doubt that the lion had borne
away his beloved. Rashly he searched the dark wood,
calling on the fierce beast to seize him for its prey rather
than that helpless maid. Bitterly reproaching himself for
not having been first at the meeting-place, he came back
to shower tears and kisses on the veil of her he took for
dead.

“ Let me not live, after leading thee into such peril!”
he cried. ¢ At least our hearts’ blood may be mingled
together, now we are free to meet in death!”

With desperate hand he drove the sword deep into
his breast, and fell expiring at the foot of the mulberry
tree. His blood gushed out upon the roots, that sucked
it up to turn the white berries into dark purple, as if the
tree itself mourned for those unhappy lovers.

Day was breaking when Thisbe found courage to
come forth from her hiding-place, and, starting at every
crackle of a twig beneath her feet, made her way back
to the tomb where she hoped to be safe beside the arm
of Pyramus. All her fear now was he might think she
had played him false. Her heart throbbed with joy as
she saw him lying beneath that tree as if asleep; but
misgiving fell upon her with the sight of the white
mulberries turned black, and she stooped down to know
him writhing in his death-throes upon her veil wet with
his blood.

“Pyramus!” she cried wildly, raising his head.
“Speak to me! Say this is but an ugly dream!”

At her voice he opened his dim eyes, he tried to
smile and speak, but that effort was his last.

When no answer came, she tore her hair, she filled
the wood with lamentations, she mingled her tears with
his blood, she laboured to kiss him back into life; and
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when all was in vain, she saw the sword sheathed in his
breast. :

“Death, too, sought to part us, but that neither
death nor the living can do. Ah! cruel parents, at
least ye will not grudge us to rest for ever side by side.
And thou, oh! pitying tree, stand ever with black berries
as a monument of Pyramus and Thisbe.”

With these words she drew the blade from her
lover’s wound and plunged it, still warm, into her own
heart. Thus were they found locked together under
that mournful tree; then the gods moved their parents
to grant "Thisbe’s last prayer. They lay side by side
on the funeral pyre; and their ashes were mingled in
the same urn.

“ Here may ye se, what lover so he be,
A woman dare and can as well as he”
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Cecrops, Pandion, and Erechtheus were the first
kings of Athens, under whom it chose Pallas for its
guardian deity. This race was said to have sprung
from the earth, so deep in the past darkness, that men
knew of them no more than their names, nor even
clearly how they stood to each other in descent. But
there came a time when their children seemed like to
die out. For Erechtheus had only daughters, and all
but one fell victims to Poseidon, who bore a grudge
against the city that had preferred Athene to himself.

The one survivor was Creusa, who passed for child-
less. But she in secret had been wooed by Apollo, and
to him bore a son, whom, dreading her father’s wrath,
she had abandoned, hidden in a dark cave, where she
laid him swaddled in a basket, thus trusted to the pro-
tection of Apollo. Herself deserted by that faithless
celestial spouse, in time she was openly wedded to
Xuthus, a neighbour prince who had done service to
Athens in war, and thus seemed worthy to be its king.
Years went by without an heir being born; then often
Creusa thought wistfully of that babe she had left to
die, as seemed like, for she knew not what had become
of him.

But the child was not dead. Apollo felt more com-
passion for his helpless offspring than for the betrayed
mother; and by the hands of Hermes he had it carried

to Delphi to be laid as a suppliant on the steps of his
s
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own temple. There it was found by the priestess; who
adopted and reared this boy under the name of lon.
He grew up dedicated to the service of the temple,
sprinkling its pavements, sweeping them with laurel
branches, and scaring away birds from the consecrated
offerings. Then early he showed such piety and duti-
fulness as to endear him to his foster-mother, not less
than did his winsome looks and modest bearing.

When lon had grown to his full stature, there came
to the temple a train from Athens, its leaders no other
than Xuthus and Creusa, seeking at the oracle some
remedy for their childless lot. Creusa stood without,
and talked with that fair-faced acolyte, whose voice and
looks so stirred her heart that fain she would have
learned how he had been brought up in the god’s ser-
vice. But he knew nought of his origin, and as yet
she could not guess that he was her lost child. Mean-
while, Xuthus had entered the inner shrine, where,
putting his case to the inspired priestess, he was bidder
take for his own son the first he should meet on leaving
the temple. He rushed out, then his eyes fell upon
Ion, whom he made haste to embrace, hailing so goodly
a stripling as a welcome heir given to his prayers.

But Creusa did not share her husband’s joy. Now
she looked askance on Ion, her mind darkened by sus-
picion that this temple sweeper must be a natural son
of Xuthus, whom he had planned with the priestess to
pass off on her as a gift of the god. So strong was her
mistrust that she began to hate the youth to whom at
first her heart had gone out kindly. She took counsel
with an old servant of her house, a man to stick at
nothing for his mistress; and he engaged to poison
Ion at a feast with which the king would have cele-
brated his adoption. A deadly poison the queen had
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about her in two drops of the Gorgon’s blood given
to her father by Pallas.

Ion, at first troubled and amazed by the embraces
of one he took for a madman, had come to understand
that in some sort he must look on himself as the king’s
son. When the wine-cups were filled at the banquet,
Creusa’s servant, as if to do him honour, handed to
the new-made heir a rich golden bowl in which he had
mingled one drop of the Gorgon’s fatal blood. Then,
before drinking, the pious youth poured on the ground
part of the costly wine as libation to his guardian god.
A flock of sacred pigeons were ever fluttering about the
precincts of the temple, and now one of them lighted
down to taste this offering. No sooner was its beak wet
by the envenomed wine than it beat its wings with
a shriek of pain that drew all eyes to see it quivering
in deadly convulsions.

At this sight Ion flung down the cup, tearing his
garments and indignantly demanding who sought to take
his life. He turned on the old man that had offered
him the poisoned draught; then Creusa’s servant, seized
by the other guests, under wrathful threats confessed
that he had done this at her bidding. A cry arose
against the stranger womanj and the elders of Delphi
declared that she must be stoned to death as having
planned to violate the sanctity of the temple by making
away with its innocent minister.

When she heard how the executioners were in search
of her, Creusa fled as a suppliant to Apollo’s temple, and,
crouched at the altar, took sanctuary amidst a crowd
clamouring for her blood. Then as Ion stood plying
her with reproaches and questions why she had conceived
such wicked intent against him who had never done her
wrong, from the shrine burst forth the Pythia, for once
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deserting her tripod to speak openly before all. Amid
reverent silence she disclosed the secret of her nursling
Ion being laid on the steps of the temple, a nameless babe,
and brought forth the basket in which she had found
him.

Creusa’s heart began to beat, as she heard how this
boy was of the same age as her own child; and she
uttered a cry at the sight of the swaddling clothes she
had wrapped about him years ago. The recognition
was complete, when on these garments she traced patterns
worked by her own hands. Ion, whom in jealous anger
she would have murdered, could be no other than her
long-lost son.

The youth proved slower to believe that this must
be his mother; but the proofs were clear; and with
proud astonishment he heard how his father was Apollo
himself. Thus at last mother and son came to each
other’s knowledge; and all doubt was ended by an
appearance of Pallas sent to speak for her brother god,
who might well shame to tell his own tale. Bidding
Ion go to Athens and take up the heritage of its kings,
the goddess foretold that he should be the father of a
widespread people known after him as lonians; and to
Xuthus and Creusa she promised another son named
Dorus, from whom would spring the Dorian race. And
so it came to pass, if poets tell true.
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Ageus, the old king of Athens, was believed to have
no children, so the sons of his brother Pallas, known as
the Pallantids, looked to seize the throne on his death.
But years ago, Ageus had made a secret marriage with
Athra, daughter of Pittheus, king of Treezen, moved
thereto by an oracle that also promised him from that
union a son destined to rare renown. Yet soon he left
poor Athra, taking leave of her at a huge rock on the
seashore which he rolled away to hide beneath it his
sword and his sandals.

¢Should the gods grant us a son,” he charged her,
“let him not know his father till he be strong enough
to move this stone ; then let him seek me out at Athens,
bearing the sword and sandals as tokens.”

In due time Zthra bore a son named Theseus, whom
she kept in ignorance of his race, and among her own
people he passed as being the child of Poseidon, to whom
special reverence was paid at this seaport of Argolis.
The boy, indeed, grew up so lustily that he might well
be thought of more than mortal birth. While he was
still a child, Hercules visited Treezen, who was his kins-
man by the mother’s side; and the sight of such a famous
champion and the tales of his exploits filled young
Theseus with longing for the like adventures. While
other children shrank from the lion’s skin the hero wore,
he flew upon it with his little sword, taking this for a

lion indeed, when one day Hercules had thrown it off
m
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his brawny limbs. All through his youth Theseus kept
that hero before him as pattern of what he would be;
then in after-life he held it an honour to be friend and
companion of Hercules.

Deserted by her husband, the mother’s comfort was
in a son known as the stoutest and boldest lad in the
land, prudent, too, and trustworthy beyond his years.
For all that Theseus was loved by Zthra, she did not
forget how the time for their parting drew on. When
he was full grown, she took him to the rock by the shore
and bid him roll it away, as he did with ease, to find
beneath it the sword and sandals hidden here by Zgeus.
Then first she told him his true father’s name, and that
he must seek out the king at Athens, taking the sword
and sandals as tokens of his birth.

Full of pride to know himself the son of such a king,
and of eagerness to see the world, Theseus made light
of his old grandfather’s counsel that he should go to
Athens by sea. Greece in those days had sore trouble
from tyrants, robbers, and wild monsters; and the
youth’s heart was set upon ridding the country of pests
such as he might expect to meet on his way by land.

“So shall I be like Hercules,” he told his anxious
mother, “and come more welcome to my father if I
bring his sandals worn by travel and his sword stained
with blood.”

The mother sighed, but let him take his way. He
would not even choose the easiest road, but went up
into the mountains behind Epidaurus on the east coast
of Argolis. There he had not gone far, when out of a
wood rushed the robber Periphetes, brandishing a huge
club and calling on him to stand. Theseus stood firm,
sword in hand, and when they closed in hot tussle, that
club-bearer for once met his match, The youth nimbly



THESEUS 179

avoided every crushing blow, drove his sword through
the robbet’s heart, then went forward bearing the club
of Periphetes and his bearskin cloak as trophies.

With this cloak he felt himself like his model
Hercules ; and before long it served him well, when he
came to the isthmus of Corinth, haunted by a wretch
named Sinis, of whom men spoke with dread as the
“pine-bender”, for it was his wont to slay what unfor-
tunates fell into his hands after a cruel manner: bend-
ing down two pines he would fasten the man between
them, and let them spring up to tear his members
asunder. But when he would have so dealt with
Theseus the young hero felled him to the ground,
bound him with his own cords, and let his bones be shot
into the air to feed the kites.

Before leaving the isthmus, Theseus turned aside to
hunt down a fierce wild sow that ravaged the fields and
had been the death of all other hunters. The country
people, glad to be rid of this pest, warned him of another
foe upon his way. Going from Corinth to Megara, on
a narrow ledge of rock above the shore he would pass
the giant Sceiron, whose humour was to bid wayfarers
wash his feet, and to kick them over into the sea while
so obeying him. To hear of such a peril was enough
for Theseus, who now would not be persuaded to take
any road but this. He went to meet that churlish giant,
and, when called on to wash his feet, hurled him over
the steep into the sea, to be changed into a rock washed
for ever by the waves.

Next he came to Eleusis, where the people, pitying
so gallant a youth, would have had him slink past with-
out being seen by their tyrant Cercyon, who, trusting in
his mighty bones and sinews, challenged every stranger
to wrestle with him, and none had yet come alive out
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of his clutch. But Theseus was not one to pass by such
an adversary. He went up to the palace, ate and drank
with the king, and willingly stripped for a struggle in
which the insolent Cercyon fell never to rise again; then
the citizens, delivered from that oppressor, would have
had Theseus stay with them as their king.

But Theseus would not tarry, hastening on to
Athens past the den of another monstrous evildoer, to
fall in with whom he was all the readier for the warn-
ings given him. This was Procrustes, or the ¢ Stretcher”,
who would lie in wait for harmless travellers and with
friendly words lure them to his dwelling as guests, there
to divert himself upon them with a cruel device. He
had two beds, one over long, the other too short for a
grown man’s body. Were the stranger short of stature,
this giant’s way was to put him into the longer bed and
stretch out his limbs to fill it; but if tall, he was laid on
the smaller one and his legs were cut down till he fitted
that.

“Such a one were well brought to an end by his own
tricks,” quoth Theseus to himself, when, as his wont was,
Procrustes came out offering hospitality to this wayfarer.

The youth, feigning to be deceived, cheerfully turned
aside with him, then staggering and gaping as if he were
tired out, let himself be led into the torture chamber.

“Friend,” chuckled the giant, “you see how it is!
This other bed of mine is too short for a youth of your
inches; yet can I soon make that right.”

But as he would have laid Theseus on the shorter
bed, suddenly he found himself caught in a grasp of
iron, flung off his feet, thrown down and bound for the
stranger to hack and hew him with his own axe, and
so he came to the miserable death he had wrought on
many another.
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This was the hero’s last exploit on his way to Athens.
On the banks of the Cephissus, he next fell in with
friendly men, who refreshed him after his toils, washed
him clear of blood and dust, and sent him on with good
wishes, nor without pious rites and sacrifices to purify
him if he had done aught amiss on that adventurous
journey.

Yet a deadlier danger than all awaited him when at
last he came to his father’s home. ZEgeus, wellnigh in
his dotage, was no longer master at Athens. Treason
and rebellion filled the streets of the city, where his
nephews the Pallantids took on themselves to rule with
insolent pride, while in his palace the old king had
fallen under the power of Medea, that wicked witch-
woman, who lighted here after flying from Jason at
Corinth. By her magic arts she had foreseen the coming
of Theseus; and she knew at once who must be the
noble youth that now presented himself in the king’s
hall. It was easy for her to make the feeble old man
take this for some secret foe bent on his harm. Then
the enchantress mixed poison in a bowl of wine, which
she offered the stranger as welcome, whispering to
Ageus that thus they should be surely rid of him.

But before Theseus drank, he drew forth the sword
glittering in his father’s sight, not so dim but that
HAigeus remembered it as his own; and his dull eyes
grew bright as he guessed this goodly young man for
his long-forgotten son. Coming to himself, he dashed
the poisoned drink on the ground; and in a moment
father and son were in each other’s arms.

The cunning witch-queen might well scowl at their
happy meeting. She felt that her power over the doting
king was gone; and in her dragon-chariot she fled away
from Greece for ever. Theseus, hailed as his father’s
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heir, was soon able to quell the disorders of the king-
dom. He drove out of Athens the insolent Pallantids,
who already bore themselves as kings; and, young as he
was, he showed himself so worthy that all the citizens
were content to obey a ruler blessed with such a son
to uphold him. The first service he did to his new
country was to rid it of the fierce bull of Marathon, the
dread of which had long kept the husbandmen from till-
ing their lands. Many a hunter had sought that monster
to his own hurt, before Theseus, setting out alone against
it, brought the bull alive from its lair, led it as a show
through the streets, and offered it as a sacrifice to the
gods that had given him such strength and valour.

Ere long, the heir of ZAgeus had the chance to do
a greater deed for Athens, a deed never to be forgotten
in song and history. Years before, on Athenian ground
had been treacherously slain Androgeos, son of the mighty
Minos, king of Crete. Some say that this crime sprang
from jealousy, since the Cretan prince had beaten the
athletes of the country in their own games. The father,
to avenge his blood, had made war on Athens, to which
he granted peace at the price of a sore tribute. Every
nine years, seven of its finest youths and fairest maidens
must be sent to Crete, there to be delivered to the
Minotaur, a fearsome creature, half-beast and half-man,
by which they were savagely devoured. Now, for the
third time, this tribute had to be paid, the victims chosen
by lot among the noblest families of the zity. But when
it came to drawing lots, Theseus stood forth to offer
himself freely.

“The lot falls first on me, as son of your king!”
he declared. “I will head the tribute band, and let
the Minotaur taste my sword first of all, that has slain
as fierce monsters.”
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His generous devotion filled the citizens with grati-
tude, but the old king was loath to risk his only son
on such a perilous chance. In vain he begged Theseus
to hold back; the hero’s spirit was keen and steadfast
as his sword. So on the appointed day, he embarked
for Crete among the tale of luckless youths and maidens,
followed by the prayers of their woeful parents. His
own father, hardly hoping to see him again, made him
promise one thing. The ship that bore this doomed
band was wafted by black sails in sign of mourning; but
if it should be their lot to come back safe, they were to
hoist a white sail, that not an hour should be lost in
showing good news to those on the watch for their
return.

With winds but too fair for so forlorn an errand,
the ship came safe to the city of Minos. There he kept
the Minotaur in his famous labyrinth, a maze of wind-
ing passages in the rock, made for him by Dzdalus, that
cunning artificer of old, who, when he had served the
Cretan king long and well, offended him to such wrath,
that with his young son Icarus he had needs fly away
to Sicily. The crafty Dadalus knew how to fit wings
to their shoulders, fastened by wax; and thus they sped
over the sea, the father coming safe to land, but when
heedless Icarus flew too near the sun, the wax melted,
and, losing his wings, he fell into a sea thenceforth
called the Icarian, after his name. His body was wafted
far away over the waves, to be in time drawn ashore by
Hercules, who gave it burial on an island also named
from him, Icaria. Dadalus, grateful for this friendly
service, fashioned and set up at Pisa a statue of the hero
so lifelike, that when Hercules saw it in the twilight,
he took it for a threatening foe and dashed it to pieces
with a stone. Such an artist was that Dadalus whose
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name became a proverb for skill; and the world knew
no other such work as he left behind him in the Cretan
labyrinth.

Minos might well be proud to see the prince of
Athens offer himself to glut his revenge; yet even his
stern heart took pity on this noble youth, so boldly
claiming as a right to be first to face the ravenous
monster.

“ Bethink thee, ere it be too late,” he warned
Theseus. ¢ Naked and alone, thou must seek out the
Minotaur, that has torn in pieces every victim turned
into its haunt. And even couldst thou escape such an
enemy, no stranger, venturing within the labyrinth, has
ever been able to find his way out of its dark secrets.”

“So be it, if so it must be!” answered Theseus; and
that night was set for his dreadful ordeal.

But not in vain had the hero, at the bidding of an
oracle, invoked for his enterprise the protection of Aphro-
dite, goddess of love. One friend he had in Crete, before
ever a word passed between them. Ariadne, daughter
of King Minos, looked with kind eyes on this gallant
stranger, and her heart was hot to save him from so
miserable death. Seeking him out by stealth, she whis-
pered good cheer and counsel in his ear, giving him a
clue of thread which he should unroll as he passed on
into the labyrinth’s windings, then, his task done, he
might follow that helpful clue till it brought him back
to the free air. Moreover, she put into his hand a magic
sword, with which, and with none other, the Minotaut
might be slain. And, if he came out safe, she made him
promise to carry her away from her father’s anger, as
Theseus willingly agreed, when the very favour of so
bright eyes seemed a charm to bring him safe through
all dangers.
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Thus equipped and heartened, he took his way alone
into the mouth of the labyrinth, leaving the youths and
maidens, his comrades, to await what should befall him.
With tearful eyes they saw him swallowed up in the dark-
ness, and heard his steps die away within. Then all was
silence, till there burst forth an awful roar echoing through
those hollow windings, to show how the Minotaur was
aware of his foe. The time seemed long while fear-
fully they stood listening to a distant din of bellowing
and clattering and gnashing, as if a thunderstorm were
pent up in the cavern’s inmost penetralia. Again, all
fell silent; and, quaking at the knees, his companions
hardly hoped to see their leader come back from that
chill gloom that in turn should be their own grave. But
what -was their joy at last to catch his voice raised in
triumph, then he strode forth into the starlight, his
sword dripping with blood!

The hero threw himself on Ariadne’s neck to thank
her for the aid without which he would never have over-
come that monster, nor made his way out of its darksome
lair. But she bid him lose no moment in hastening
beyond the power of her father and all his men. The
watchmen she had made heavy-headed after draughts
of strong wine; and now, by her counsel, the crew of
Theseus bored holes in the Cretan ships that they might
be in no state to pursue. This done, taking Ariadne
with them, the Athenians got on board their own vessel,
and had hoisted sail before Minos awoke to see them
already far at sea.

And now the pair who had loved each other at first
sight would fain have been wedded; but their love went
amiss. For Theseus became warned in a dream that
his Ariadne was destined as the bride of no mortal man,

but of a god.. So he hardened his heart to put her ashore
(c288) 8
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on the island of Naxos, and there left her asleep by the
strand, sailing away without a word of farewell. Some
say that when poor Ariadne awoke to know herself thus
deserted, she fell into such despair that she saw nothing
for it but to take her own life. But the tale as told by
others is that on Naxos she was found by Bacchus, who
kissed away her tears and made her his wife, and so she
came to shine among the stars.!

However the truth be, Theseus held on his course
with a heavy heart, the joy of victory all overcast for him
by Ariadne’s loss. And in that sorrow he forgot his
father’s charge to hoist a white sail if he should come
back safe. Day after day, when the ship might be
expected, old ZEgeus sat upon a high point, straining
his weak eyes on watch for her return. At last she came
in sight, and lo! the sails were black as death. The king
gave up his son for lost. With a cry of despair he flung
himself over a cliff into the waves, still known by his
name as the Afgean Sea.

So mournful news met Theseus when he sailed into
the harbour in triumph, all Athens pressing down to
learn how it had fared with him. With thanksgiving
to the gods for their speeding, he had to mingle the
funeral rites of his father; and never could the son
pardon himself that fatal forgetfulness that made him
king of Athens.

As king, Theseus ruled wisely and well, so that in his
reign Athens first began to grow great. Many more
adventurous feats he did far and wide, of which the

! Among the various apologies for Ariadne’s desertion, Plutarch includes a most
anromantic one ot her being so sea-sick that Theseus had to put her on land, then
himself was blown out to sea by a storm—an accident common enough in fact on those
squally waters. A modern commentary, suggested by the recent discoveries in Crete,
is that the vast rambling palace built for its Minos kings may well have suggested the
poctical idea of a labyrinth.
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most celebrated is his war against the Amazons, and
the wooing with his sword of their queen Hippolyte
to be his loving wife. After her death he married
Phadra, daughter of Minos, who revenged on him his
desertion of Ariadne, when the time came that his glory
set in clouds of misfortune. Deceived by that wicked
stepmother, he cursed his innocent son Hippolytus, who
came soon to a violent end, flung out of his chariot and
dragged to death on the seashore when Poseidon sent
a monster out of the waves to scare his horses; then
too late the mourning father learned how false Phadra
had beguiled him. In his old age the fickle citizens of
Athens turned against the hero to whom they owed so
much; and so deep did he lay their ingratitude to heart,
that he turned his back upon the city, betaking himself
to an island where a treacherous enemy did him to death.
Not till ages had passed were his remains brought to
Athens, and a famous temple came to be built there to
his memory.



PHILOMELA

At Athens was told an older tale, and a sadder, than
that of Theseus. The founder of the city was taken to be
one Cecrops, from over the sea, whose grandson Pandion
had two daughters, Procne and Philomela. In his reign
Athens was hard beset by barbarians and delivered only
by help of Tereus, a fierce king from Thrace, to whom
grateful Pandion could not but offer as reward either of
his daughters in marriage.

Tereus chose Procne, the elder; and the wedding
was held forthwith, yet with evil auspices, for though
Tereus had the god Ares for father, Hymen came not
to bless the feast, nor Hera and her attendant Graces;
but the chief guests were the dread Furies, and a hoarse
owl hooted on the roof of the bridal chamber. The
rude Tereus, making light of these omens, bore his bride
away to Thrace. They had one son, named Itys, and
for years they lived together without mischance.

But, when years had passed, Procne began to weary
among the half-savage Thracians, who could not make
her forget Athens and her dear sister Philomela. At
last, her longing grew so strong that she coaxed Tereus
to let her go home on a visit. He harshly denied her
request; but by dint of tears and kisses she won him
over to consent that Philomela should be brought to see
her sister in Thrace.

Tereus sailed to Athens, where he found the old

king loath to part with his other daughter, even for a
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time. With misgivings he gave way to the plea of
Procne’s love of her sister, who for her part was not
less eager to see Procne once more. Before letting
her go, Pandion made Tereus swear to keep his dear
child from harm, and to send her back safe to Athens;
then he took leave of her with tearful farewells, as if
fearing never to embrace her again.

Too truly he feared, for the barbarous Thracian’s
oath was as false as his love. No sooner had he set
eyes on Philomela in the bloom of her maidenhood,
than his heart took flame, and he repented his choice
of the elder sister. As they sailed across the sea, he
set himself to woo the younger, who, in her innocence,
took all his endearments as offered for Procne’s sake,
and smiled upon him in the joyful hope soon to
meet her sister. But once he had her on land in his
own wild forests, Tereus no longer disguised his wicked
desire to put her in her sister’s paace.

The sorrowful Philomela would have none of his
hateful love; but she cried in vain for help to the
gods; and when with drawn sword he would have
forced her to his will, she fell on her knees beseech-
ing of him death rather than dishonour. From that
one crime the fierce tyrant shrank, yet with his cruel
blade he cut out her tongue that it might not betray
his falsehood. To make surer, he shut her up in a
lonely prison far among the woods, where Procne might
. never learn that she still lived.

To Procne he told that her sister was dead; and
when this news came to Athens, the old father died of
grief. Well Philomela guessed how Procne had been
deceived ; but her watchful keepers gave her no chance
to escape, so for a year the queen mourned both sister
and father as lost to her in the tomb, till at last
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with horror she learned the truth. Dumb Philomela’s
wits were free, and so were her hands. She got leave
to spend her prison hours in weaving, then on a white
web she wrought with purple threads the story of her
woeful case. 'When her work was done, for pity, or
bribes, she found a messenger to carry it to the queen.

Tereus was away from home when this woven letter
came to Procne’s hands, painting for her how she had
been deceived and how her beloved sister was still
alive. 'With the messenger for guide she hurried to
the prison, tore Philomela from her keepers, and
brought her home, the miserable sisters mmglmg their
tears, while Procne alone could raise her voice in
threats of vengeance against the husband who had so
foully wronged them both. She, erst so gentle and
ioving, now vowed to slay Tereus in his sleep, to burn
his house, to curse him before the gods who too long
had let such wickedness go unpunished.

As they reached the gates there ran out to meet
them Itys, Procne’s son, the darling of his rough
father, and his image in features. That likeness to
Tereus inflamed the mother’s wrath, and when she saw
how her sister could not speak a word to greet the
wondering boy, her fury broke out upon this innocent
one. Like a tigress she sprang at him, and, maddened
by woe, struck a dagger into the throat of her own
son. One wound was enough; yet Philomela, also, fed
her heartburning on the boy’s blood. These two raging
women tore Itys limb from limb, and boiled his flesh
in a caldron, all their minds hot for revenge on the
father.  When Tereus came home, Procne set before
him that horrid meal. He ate unsuspecting, and only
when gorged to the full, thought of asking what game
this was she had cooked so well.
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For answer burst in speechless Philomela, to fling
the gory head of his son at the king’s feet, and Procne
brandishing the torch with which she had kindled their
marriage bed. The looks of the two wronged women
told their tale as plainly as a hundred tongues. With
cries and imprecations the father leaped to his feet,
overturning the table in his blind horror of the un-
natural food. He drew his sword upon the sisters,
who fled before him from the accursed house, now
filled with smoke and flame.

Tereus fiercely followed them into the woods, where,
as minstrels tell, the gods worked a miracle to mark
the guilt of this house. Procne was turned into a
swallow, and Philomela into a nightingale, flying ever
pursued by a long-billed hoopoe that was no other
than the false husband with his blood-rusted sword.
But old Pausanias has another tale: “Procne and
Philomela melted away in tears, lamenting what they
had done and suffered, and the story of their being
changed into a nightingale and swallow comes from
these birds having a sorrowful and plaintive note”—such
as well might tune the unhappy sisters’ song.!

1This painful story is told in different ways, Procne and Philomela exchanging
their parts in one version.



THE TRAGEDIES OF THEBES

I. Cadmus

It is told of Cadmus, the Tyrian, that he first
taught the use of letters to Greece. And a strange
errand it was that brought this stranger from his home
beyond the sea.

His father, king Agenor, had one young daughter,
Europa, on whom fell the eyes of Zeus, and he plotted
to bear her away to be his own. As Europa was
sporting with her companions on the seashore, the god
appeared to her in the shape of a milk-white bull, so
gentle and goodly that she fell to stroking it and deck-
ing its head with flowers, while it licked her neck,
lowing as if to breathe a spell upon the Tyrian maid
that gave back a kiss to this kingly creature. As it
lay down on the grass, the playful girl made bold to
mount its broad back. But she screamed with fright
when at once it leapt to its feet, and galloped away
with her like a spirited courser. Europa did not dare
to throw herself off, still less when the bull plunged
with her into the sea. Heedless of her cries, it bore
that light burden across the waves, clinging to its
flower-wreathed horns and looking back wildly to the
shore, soon lost for her in tears. She would see her
native land no more.

With dolphins and Nereids gambolling on the track,

and Tritons blowing their horns in bridal glee, all night
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the bull swam swift and strong as a galley, then at
daylight set Europa on an island, which indeed was
Crete. There the bull vanished, Zeus taking his own
godlike form to tell her how he had done this for
love. Aphrodite, too, appeared to comfort her with a
promise that a whole new quarter of the world should
be called after her name. So the maiden let herself
forget her Asian home, and in time became the mother
of Minos and Rhadamanthus, who were to sit in Hades
as stern judges of the dead.

But the king of Tyre never ceased to mourn his
lost daughter. When her scared playmates came run-
ning back, crying out what had befallen her, he was
beside himself for wrath and grief. Bitterly reproach-
ing his three sons, Cadmus, Pheenix, and Cilix, with
having kept no better guard over their sister, he sent
them out in search of her, and bade them not return
home unless they brought back Europa.

The three youths set out together, and with them
went their woeful mother Telephassa, who could not
rest while her dear daughter was so strangely missing.
For weeks they hastened here and there, for months
and years, seeking everywhere to hear of Europa, but
no one had seen her in any haunt of men. First
Pheenix grew tired of their long quest, dropping off
from it to make himself a home in the land called
from him Pheenicia. Then Cilix in turn wearied of
long bootless wandering, and fixed himself in the
country of Cilicia. But Cadmus and his mother held
on, till she, worn out by sorrow and travel, lay down
to die, her last words a charge to him not to give up
the search.

With a few faithful servants who had followed him

from Tyre, Cadmus crossed the sea, and came into
(c288) 8a
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Greece; but there he could still hear no news of his
sister, so that at last he lost all hope to find her alive.
Without her he might not see his father’s face, and
he knew not where to turn for a home. Coming to
the renowned Delphic oracle of Apollo, he sought its
counsel, and was bidden to follow a cow he would find
feeding alone in a meadow hard by: where the cow first
lay down he should build a city and call its name Thebes.

He soon found the cow, that walked on before him,
leading him and his men many a league through fields
and hills, into a land of mountains and plains which
came to be called Beeotia. There at last the cow,
lowing to the sky, laid itself upon the grass as token
for Cadmus that his long wandering was at an end.
Thankfully he fell down to kiss the strange earth a
god seemed to give him for his own.

But the place had a fearsome lord with whom he
must reckon. Proposing to offer sacrifice to Pallas-
Athene, that she might be favourable to him, he sent his
servants to draw water from a stream which rushed out of
a dark cave, its mouth hidden in a thick grove of mossy
oaks never touched by the axe. The men entered the
grove, but came not back; and from within he heard
a sound of hissing, and saw wreaths of foul smoke
spreading among the trees. He bounded forward to
find his servants lying dead before the cave, scorched by
the breath of a huge dragon that stretched towards him
its three fiery heads, each bristling with three rows of
teeth through which it breathed poisonous fumes, its eyes
shining like fire, and its red crests glowing in the shadow
of the cave mouth, as it pushed out its long neck to lick
the bodies of the slain.

“Ah! poor companions, either must I avenge you, or
be your mate in death!” cried Cadmus, and snatched up

——
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a heavy rock to hurl it at the monster, from whose
horny scales it bounded back without doing them harm;
but all the dark wood echoed with an angry roar.

Undaunted, the hero flung his spear so straight and
strong that black blood gushed from the dragon’s breast
to mingle with the foam of its fury. Now it uncoiled
all its monstrous length, and issuing from the cave, reared
its horrid heads like trees to fall upon the man who dared
to face its wounded rage. But Cadmus held his ground,
smiting with all his might at the fiery jaws, till he drove
his sword through one poison-swollen throat to nail it to
an oak trunk. The monster twisted its necks and lashed
its tail so as to bend the thick tree double, but the roots
held firm, and the sword stuck fast; so there it writhed
helplessly while its fiery breath was quenched by its own
blood.

All unhurt, Cadmus stood over the dead body, when
he was aware of Pallas at his side, come down from
Olympus to found a city that should grow great under
her =gis.

¢ Sow the dragon’s teeth in the earth,” she bid him.
“ From them will spring up a race of warlike men to do
thy will.”

Much wondering at such counsel, Cadmus did not dis-
obey. He dug deep furrows with his sword; he plucked
out the dead dragon’s teeth; he sowed them in the earth
drenched by its gore. Forthwith the ground began to
heave and swell and bristle with spear points; then
quickly there sprang up a crop of armed men, their
weapons clashing together like corn beaten by the wind.
Cadmus, in amazement, made ready to defend himself,
but again a divine voice murmured in his ear—

¢ Sheathe thy sword : let these do after their kind.”

No sooner were the new-born warriors full grown out
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of the furrows, than they fell on each other in their lust
for battle. So fiercely they fought that, before the sun
was set, all but five had fallen dead on the bosom of
their mother earth. These five, weary with bloodshed,
dropped their weapons and offered themselves to serve
Cadmus in place of his followers slain by the dragon.

With their aid he built here the citadel that came to
be called Thebes, and thus founded a kingdom in the
Beeotian land. There are those who say that this Cad-
mus, “man of the east”, came not from Tyre, but from
famed Thebes in Egypt, whose name he brought into
Greece. But others have it that the name was given by
Apollo’s oracle.

The new city throve, yet its first lord had to suffer
from foes, both in heaven and on earth. The dragon-
serpent slain by him was sacred to the god Ares, who
long bore ill will to Cadmus for its death. In time
Cadmus seemed to have made amends for that sacrilege,
so that he got to wife Harmonia, daughter of Ares and
Aphrodite.  All the gods came to the marriage; and
among the gifts were a necklace and a veil made by
Hephastus for Aphrodite’s sake, gauds that became too
famous heirlooms as charged with misfortune for whoever
wore them. And though Ares, at the bidding of Zeus,
appeared to be reconciled with Cadmus, a curse rested
on his house. His children and his children’s children
came to evil ends, among them Ino, who drowned herself
after her husband in madness killed their son, and Semele,
consumed by the fierce glory of Zeus, when she became
the mother of Dionysus.

Cadmus himself, they say, was dethroned by his own
grandson Pentheus. In his old age, the many-woed king
had again to go forth homeless, yet not alone, for with
him went his faithful wife Harmonia, They wandered
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into the wild northern forests, till this once dauntless
hero, bowed down by infirmities and burdened with the
curse of that dragon’s blood, was fain to murmur—

“If a serpent be so dear to the gods, would I were
a serpent rather than a man!”

At once he sank upon his breast, his skin turning to
scales and his limbs to speckled coils. As Harmonia
saw how her husband was transformed, she prayed that
she too might become a serpent; and her prayer likewise
was answered. There they dwell still among the rocky
woods, hurting no man, nor hiding from the sight of
men who were once their fellows.

II. Niobe

Thebes, thus founded in bloodshed, had a long his-
tory written in letters of blood by the hate of rival gods.
It was the fate of Pentheus to be torn in pieces by the
women of his house, his own mother their leader, because
he frowned on their wild worship of Dionysos.

Another queen who worshipped the wine-god was
Dirce, wife of the usurper Lycus. The daughter of the
rightful king was Antiope, beloved by Zeus, to whom
she bore twin sons, Amphion and Zethus, brought up
humbly as shepherds on Mount Citheron, while their
mother wandered in lonely exile, and in the end, they say,
went mad through her misfortunes. At one time she fell
into the power of Dirce, who in her hatred for the captive
she had wronged, ordered her to be dragged to death by
a wild bull at the hands of Amphion and Zethus. But
when they knew the victim for their mother, they led
a band of herdsmen against the city, slew Lycus, and
tied cruel Dirce to the horns of the bull to make her
perish by her own device.
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So Amphion became king at Thebes, which he walled
about through the power of music, being so skilled to play
on a lyre given him by Hermes, that at its enchanting
sound the very stones were drawn to move as he bade
them. But on his children, too, fell a curse of wrath and
woe.
Amphion had married Niobe, daughter of the doomed
Tantalus, who was himself a son of Zeus. She bore
seven noble sons and seven fair daughters; then, too
proud of this goodly brood, she made bold to exult over
Leto, as mother of twins and no more. But these twins
were the divine Apollo and Artemis, on whom their
despised mother called to avenge her against that pre-
sumptuous queen.

“Enough!” Apollo cut short her tearful tale. “Com-
plaining but delays chastisement.”

Wrapt in dark storm-clouds, brother and sister flew
to overlook Thebes, where on an arena outside the walls,
the seven sons of Niobe were exercising themselves in
chariot racing, wrestling, and other sports. They had no
warning unless the clank of the god’s quiver, before the
eldest was pierced to the heart by an arrow from the sky,
and fell without a groan among the feet of his horses.
The second turned his chariot to fly, but that did not
avail him, struck by Apollo’s unerring aim. So, also, it
went with the third and fourth brothers, transfixed by a
single shaft. The fifth and sixth sons ran to raise the
bodies of their fallen brethren, but were themselves laid
low before they could embrace the dead. The youngest
only remained, a long-haired, fair-faced stripling, who,
guessing how he had to do with an angry god, threw
himself on his knees to beg for mercy, but the fatal
point was already winging to his breast.

The news of this sudden slaughter quickly spread
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through the city. Amphion stabbed himself for despair
at the loss of his sons. Niobe, gathering her scared
daughters about her, as chickens under the wings of a
bird, hurried out to the field on which her seven boys
were stretched lifeless around the altar of Leto. At the
sight of them, rage spoke louder than grief, and raising
her head against the gods who had so avenged their
mother, she cried bitterly—

“Triumph, cruel Leto; but even now my offspring
surpasses thine!”

For answer twanged the bow of Artemis, and the
eldest daughter fell as she stood tearing her hair over her
slain brothers. Next, the second with a sharp cry put
her hand to her heart; then the third sister, who would
have held her up, sank beside her, bleeding from an
invisible arrow. One by one, all the daughters were
shot down, till only the youngest in terror hung to her
mother, whose pride now gave way; tears burst forth,
and she stretched out her hands in suppliant prayer— -

“ Spare me but one, the last of so many!”

As she spoke, the last shaft of pitiless Artemis reached
the child on the mothet’s bosom. Without a wound,
Niobe herself sank as dead, her heart broken, her limbs
motionless, her eyes staring, the blood gone from her
face, where only her tears did not cease to flow. Sorrow
had turned her to stone. For ever, they say, as the hot
rays of the sun and the cold moonbeams pour down by
turns on that stone image, it weeps for the children of
whom Niobe had boasted against the jealous gods,
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III. (Edipus

After the destruction of Amphion’s race, Laius was
brought back to his forefathers’ throne, from which he
had been driven into exile. Among all the descendants
of Cadmus, the most famous and the most unhappy was
this king’s son, doomed by an oracle to be the death of
his own father and the husband of his mother. Fore-
warned of such a fate, when his queen Jocasta bore a
boy, Laius had him cast out on Mount Citharon, with
his feet tightly bound to make the child more helpless
against speedy death. But the goatherd charged with
this cruel errand took pity on the wailing infant, and,
though he told the king that his bidding was done, in
truth he had given it to another herd, who took it to
his master Polybus, king of Corinth. By him the boy
was kindly received, and brought up under the name of
(Edipus (“Swollen foot”); while Laius and Jocasta,
making sure he had been torn to pieces by wild beasts,
believed themselves to live childless, and thus hoped to
cheat the oracle.

Polybus and his childless wife Merope adopted the
outcast boy as their own son; then, as years went on,
few at Corinth remembered how he was not so in truth.
(Edipus grew to manhood never doubting but that these
foster-parents were his father and mother, till one day, at
a feast, some drunken fellow mocked at him for a base-
born foundling. - In wrathful concern he sought to know
from Merope whose son he truly was. She tried to put
him off, yet could not deny that he was a stranger by
birth. The dismayed youth turned to Polybus, who also
gave him doubtful answers, bidding him ask no more,
since it would be a woeful misfortune if ever he came to
know his real parents.
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But these hints only made (Edipus more eager to
learn the truth, and he bethought himself of Apollo’s
oracle. Leaving Corinth secretly, he travelled on foot to
Delphi, where the priestess vouchsafed no plain answer to
his question, but only this fearful warning—

“Shun thy father, ill-omened youth! Shouldst thou
meet with him, he will fall by thy hand; then, wedding
thine own mother, thou wilt leave a race destined to fresh
crimes and woe.”

(Edipus turned away with a shudder. Now he be-
lieved himself to understand why Polybus and Merope
had made a mystery of his birth. Fearing affliction for
them, who loved him well, he vowed never to go back
to Corinth, but to seek some distant land, where, if mad-
ness came upon his mind to drive him to such wicked"
deeds, he might be far from the parents he took for
threatened by so dire a curse.

From Delphi he was making towards Beeotia, when in
a narrow hollow way where three roads met, he came upon
an old man in a chariot, before which ran an arrogant
servant bidding all stand aside to let it pass. (Edipus,
used to bid rather than to be bidden, answered the man
hotly, and felled him to the ground; then his master
flung a javelin at this presumptuous youth. With his
staff (Edipus struck back, overturned the old man from
the chariot, and left him dead by the roadside. In the
pride of victory (Edipus went his way, ignorant that the
proud lord he had slain in a chance quarrel was no
other than his own father, Laius. A traveller who found
the king’s corpse buried it where it lay; and the news
was brought to Thebes by the charioteer, who, having
fled from that one bold assailant, to excuse his own
cowardice gave out that a band of robbers had fallen
upon them in the hollow pass.
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Wandering from city to city, (Edipus reached Thebes,
to find it all in mourning not only for the death of its
king, but from the dread of a monster that haunted the
rocky heights beyond the wall. This was the Sphinx,
which men took to be a sister of Cerberus, that three-
headed hound of Hades. To anyone coming near it,
the creature put a riddle, which if he failed to answer,
it devoured him on the spot. Till some man should
have guessed its riddle, the Sphinx would not be gone;
and so long as it brooded over the city, blight and famine
wasted the fields around. One or another Theban daily
met death in setting his wit against this monster’s, and its
last victim had been a son of Creon, Jocasta’s brother,
who for a time ruled the kingless land. Seeing himself
unable to get rid of the Sphinx, Creon proclaimed that
whoever could answer its riddle, were he the poorest
stranger, should have as reward the kingdom of Thebes,
with all the dead king’s treasures, and the hand of his
widow, Jocasta, in marriage.

As (Edipus entered the city, a herald 