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Foreword 

			By Ben Potter
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			Amongst the cursus honorum of monstrous myth-makers it would be difficult to choose one who stands out from the crowd as the quintessential scribe responsible for bestowing unto us the classical tradition of the brutal and belligerent beasts used by ancient parents to scare ancient children into eating their greens. 

			Though we could argue the toss as to whether the zenith of the genre is personified by Homer, Ovid, Virgil et al. it would be difficult to similarly argue about the place at which we should start; being, of course… well, the place where things started. 

			Hesiod’s Theogony, though more famous for its account of the genesis of gods, also recalls the beginnings of many of the fierce and famous creatures of the Greek pantheon of horrors. This is, in part, because said beasts almost exclusively have at least a drop of divine blood in them.

			Though it is widely assumed that Hesiod provides us with the first definitive account of the divines, a who’s who of the supernatural, a bible for a non-dogmatic religion, it is unclear to what extent he was chronicler or innovator. Though most experts assume he was bringing into one, easily-digestible package the collective lore of the Greek peoples, there is, to date, no way to satisfactorily corroborate this. 

			To choose an excerpt from Athenian tragedy was no easy task… only in the sense that one had to be plucked from a plethora of options. Though monsters, monstrous characters and even more monstrous actions dominate Greek tragedy, they usually do so in isolation i.e. as the background to, or climax of, a play – meaning a good deal of tedious explanation would be required and even then the context, dramatic flair and artistic value may well end up being severely diminished. Thus, Aeschylus’ Eumenides/Erinyes/Furies is presented in its entirety being, as it is, a play not only named after fearsome divines, but has the same eponymous harridans, chthonic deities who torture the souls of the guilty, making up the chorus. 

			Though the conclusion of a trilogy, the Eumenides is very neatly self-contained, being essentially a courtroom drama to decide whether Orestes is morally justified in the murder of his mother, Clytemnestra.

			Ovid was, to the Romans, much what we assume Hesiod was to the Greeks i.e. the curator of its folklore. Though many of his stories are pieced together from epic poetry, tragedy, philosophy, written history and, presumably, word-of-mouth, there is still much artistic license taken by this irrepressible and controversial figure whose lubricious verse so offended the emperor Augustus that the latter exiled the former to Romania.

			For the modern reader, Ovid represents a ‘greatest hits’ of the ancient world, touching, as he does, upon all of their most famous heroes, monsters and myths. His work, though beautifully weaved into a fluid tapestry of prosody, needs few explanatory notes and can simply be enjoyed on its own terms and for its own sake. 

			Perhaps the most original author, or at least the most verifiably original author, from our monstrous menagerie is the second century AD Roman poet, Apuleius. 

			Not only can we be fairly (antiquity has few absolutes) confident that his work was the invention of a rich and fertile mind rather than a catalogue of well-known fables, but he is the only scribe in our midst who writes in prose rather than in poetry.

			N.B. For non-classicists, the fact that a chap wrote creatively in prose is the ultimate ‘big deal’ moment, however it’s worth noting that it was either very, very unusual to do so, or an extremely unpopular form of writing (i.e. because we have so few extant texts in ‘novel’ form).

			Apuleius’ The Golden Ass is the picaresque story of Lucius, a lascivious and luckless chancer constantly buffeted around by the waves of fate in a world full of the superstitious and supernatural. The crux of the story centres around the hero’s fateful curiosity ending up getting him transformed into a donkey and, despite there being a simple remedy for this particular malady, repeatedly failing to change himself back. 

			The excerpt provided (much like books one to four of Homer’s Odyssey) was often printed and read extraneous of the wider story, being, as it was, self-contained and not ‘featuring’ the main character at all. 

			In the case of The Golden Ass, Lucius has been taken prisoner by bandits and is listening to a story an old crone is telling to a young girl (herself a prisoner) who is, quite justifiably, worried that she is about to abused or killed. Though the story does not immediately seem to be a monstrous one (though monsters do come into it later on), the underlying tension and fear centres around the unknown – the fear of what is lurking in the dark, the idea that, when we put our hand out and stroke a friendly face, we may, unbeknownst to us, actually be putting our fingers into the jaws of death. 

			About Homer’s Odyssey and Virgil’s Aeneid there will neither be enough time nor enough critical insight to do these behemoth poems justice. Luckily, being, respectively, the building blocks upon which the Greek and Roman cultures were built and, by proxy to which all Western culture is indebted, they are tales that are so deeply ingrained in the common collective consciousness that even those who have never read the texts are, somehow, aware of the tales therein contained. 

			The selections from the Odyssey pick themselves; they are the fantastical passages that Odysseus himself recounts to his saviours, the Phaeacian king and queen, Alcinous and Arete. These passages are favourites of scholars and laymen alike as they not only contain the most daring, wild and supernatural of all Odysseus’ adventures (starring familiar beasts like the Cyclops, the Sirens et al), but they also provide the greatest points of insight and debate into the character and credibility of our hero. 

			The abovementioned point, that, unlike in the rest of the epic, Odysseus narrates these tales himself, has led to much academic speculation that a man lauded as being ‘wily’ and a ‘master of stratagems’, a man whose trickery and deceit brought about victory over the Trojans in the guise of the wooden horse ruse, is quite capable of lying through his teeth to a bunch of strangers in order to improve his immortal reputation (kleos).

			Thus, though the excepts presented before you are easily the most monster-heavy anywhere in epic poetry, there is a possibility that, even within the Homeric universe itself, none of the events recounted actually occurred!

			Though Virgil doesn’t give us such a clear and continuous block of ferocious, fantastical fiends, he does recount one of the most evocative and evil passages found anywhere in the pages of ancient literature; that of Laocoon and the Serpents – immortalised in veristic agony by the statue of ‘Laocoon and His Sons’ in the Vatican Museum. 

			From here we jump forward to Aeneas’ flight from the burning Troy, during which he is addressed by the ghost (admittedly not a monster, but still pretty spooky!) of his newly-departed wife, Creusa.

			Even when Aeneas finally gets away from his forlorn homeland he can never shake his association with phantoms and fiends. His encounter with the Harpies is perhaps one of the most pleasing, and amusing, in all the classical canon. After that, Virgil, depending on your point of view, either pays deep homage to, or shamelessly pilfers from, the pages of Homer!

			Like in the Odyssey, we encounter Scylla, Charybdis, the Cyclops, and, crucially elevating Aeneas to an elite band of heroes, descent into the underworld. 

			Though the choice presented above may have been slightly tongue-in-cheek, one’s view of Virgil as either doffing his cap to his poetical predecessor or shamefacedly rustling some of the most beautiful lines ever committed to parchment can be the difference between one’s preference for the Greeks or the Romans in the battle for classical supremacy. 

			That said, any rational lover of art and beauty will, of course, understand that love for these two pioneering cultures are not mutually exclusive! Our hope is that seeing these two seminal texts side-by-side will educate and illuminate rather than cause division or derision. After all, it does not take a very brave commentator to state that, throughout all the annals of world literature, through Dante, Wu Cheng’en, Chaucer, Cervantes, Dostoyevsky or whomever flashes across the mind’s eye when one thinks about literary excellence, there have never been two myth-makers more deserved of the complimentary adjective ‘monstrous’ than either Virgil or Homer. 

			Enjoy. 

			-Ben Potter (August, 2016)

			



	

The Origins of Greek Monsters 

			Hesiod

			The Theogony, Lines 211-336 and 820-868

			 

			Translated by Hugh G. Evelyn-White

			 

			 

			The poet Hesiod lived between the 8th and 7th centuries B.C., around the time of Homer, and is most well known for his poems Works and Days and the Theogony. His works are considered one of the largest sources of Greek myth, farming technique and early economic thought. He is also credited, along with Homer, with establishing Greek religious customs. This can be seen in his work the Theogony, which describes the origins and genealogies of the Greek gods and was written in Homeric Greek. 

			 

			In this work, Hesiod starts from the earliest gods, such as Earth, Sky and Night. He describes how Night bore many monsters and Gods and from those monsters and Gods more monsters and Gods were begot. He also talks about how Night bore such things Blame and painful Woe and the birth of other negative feelings, which could be classified as monsters. He also explains the origins of the Gorgons and most importantly Medusa. He talks too of Pegasus and how it came into being.  He also tells of Zeus’ battle with Typhoeus, a terrible monster with a hundred snakeheads. Zeus banishes Typhoeus where he banished the Titans in Tartarus.

			 

			From these it is easy to see how Hesiod is considered one of the largest sources for Greek myth, having given very thorough accounts of not just the major Greek Gods. He goes in depth into the stories of every monster and creature we still hear about today. 
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			Night bare hateful Doom and black Fate and Death, and she bare Sleep and the tribe of Dreams. And again the goddess murky Night, though she lay with none, bare Blame and painful Woe, and the Hesperides who guard the rich, golden apples and the trees bearing fruit beyond glorious Ocean. Also she bare the Destinies and ruthless avenging Fates, Clotho and Lachesis and Atropos, who give men at their birth both evil and good to have, and they pursue the transgressions of men and of gods: and these goddesses never cease from their dread anger until they punish the sinner with a sore penalty. Also deadly Night bare Nemesis (Indignation) to afflict mortal men, and after her, Deceit and Friendship and hateful Age and hard-hearted Strife.

			But abhorred Strife bare painful Toil and Forgetfulness and Famine and tearful Sorrows, Fightings also, Battles, Murders, Manslaughters, Quarrels, Lying Words, Disputes, Lawlessness and Ruin, all of one nature, and Oath who most troubles men upon earth when anyone wilfully swears a false oath.

			And Sea begat Nereus, the eldest of his children, who is true and lies not: and men call him the Old Man because he is trusty and gentle and does not forget the laws of righteousness, but thinks just and kindly thoughts. And yet again he got great Thaumas and proud Phoreys, being mated with Earth, and fair-cheeked Ceto and Eurybia who has a heart of flint within her.

			And of Nereus and rich-haired Doris, daughter of Ocean the perfect river, were born children, passing lovely amongst goddesses, Ploto, Eucrante, Sao, and Amphitrite, and Eudora, and Thetis, Galene and Glauce, Cymothoe, Speo, Thoe and lovely Halie, and Pasithea, and Erato, and rosy-armed Eunice, and gracious Melite, and Eulimene, and Agaue, Doto, Proto, Pherusa, and Dynamene, and Nisaea, and Actaea, and Protomedea, Doris, Panopea, and comely Galatea, and lovely Hippothoe, and rosy-armed Hipponoe, and Cymodoce who with Cymatolege and Amphitrite easily calms the waves upon the misty sea and the blasts of raging winds, and Cymo, and Eione, and rich-crowned Alimede, and Glauconome, fond of laughter, and Pontoporea, Leagore, Euagore, and Laomedea, and Polynoe, and Autonoe, and Lysianassa, and Euarne, lovely of shape and without blemish of form, and Psamathe of charming figure and divine Menippe, Neso, Eupompe, Themisto, Pronoe, and Nemertes who has the nature of her deathless father. These fifty daughters sprang from blameless Nereus, skilled in excellent crafts.

			And Thaumas wedded Electra the daughter of deep- flowing Ocean, and she bare him swift Iris and the long-haired Harpies, Aello (Storm-swift) and Ocypetes (Swift-flier) who on their swift wings keep pace with the blasts of the winds and the birds; for quick as time they dart along.

			And again, Ceto bare to Phoreys the fair-cheeked Graiae, sisters grey from their birth: and both deathless gods and men who walk on earth call them Graiae, Pemphredo well-clad, and saffron-robed Enyo, and the Gorgons who dwell beyond glorious Ocean in the frontier land towards Night where are the clear- voiced Hesperides, Sthenno, and Euryale, and Medusa who suffered a woeful fate: she was mortal, but the two were undying and grew not old. With her lay the Dark-haired One in a soft meadow amid spring flowers. And when Perseus cut off her head, there sprang forth great Chrysaor and the horse Pegasus who is so called because he was born near the springs (pegae) of Ocean; and that other, because he held a golden blade (aor) in his hands. Now Pegasus flew away and left the earth, the mother of flocks, and came to the deathless gods: and he dwells in the house of Zeus and brings to wise Zeus the thunder and lightning. But Chrysaor was joined in love to Callirrhoe, the daughter of glorious Ocean, and begot three-headed Geryones. Him mighty Heracles slew in sea-girt Erythea by his shambling oxen on that day when he drove the wide-browed oxen to holy Tiryns, and had crossed the ford of Ocean and killed Orthus and Eurytion the herdsman in the dim stead out beyond glorious Ocean.

			And in a hollow cave she bare another monster, irresistible, in no wise like either to mortal men or to the undying gods, even the goddess fierce Echidna who is half a nymph with glancing eyes and fair cheeks, and half again a huge snake, great and awful, with speckled skin, eating raw flesh beneath the secret parts of the holy earth. And there she has a cave deep down under a hollow rock far from the deathless gods and mortal men. There, then, did the gods appoint her a glorious house to dwell in: and she keeps guard in Arima beneath the earth, grim Echidna, a nymph who dies not nor grows old all her days.

			Men say that Typhaon the terrible, outrageous and lawless, was joined in love to her, the maid with glancing eyes. So she conceived and brought forth fierce offspring; first she bare Orthus the hound of Geryones, and then again she bare a second, a monster not to be overcome and that may not be described, Cerberus who eats raw flesh, the brazen-voiced hound of Hades, fifty-headed, relentless and strong. And again she bore a third, the evil-minded Hydra of Lerna, whom the goddess, white-armed Hera nourished, being angry beyond measure with the mighty Heracles. And her Heracles, the son of Zeus, of the house of Amphitryon, together with warlike Iolaus, destroyed with the unpitying sword through the plans of Athene the spoil-driver. She was the mother of Chimaera who breathed raging fire, a creature fearful, great, swift-footed and strong, who had three heads, one of a grim-eyed lion; in her hinderpart, a dragon; and in her middle, a goat, breathing forth a fearful blast of blazing fire. Her did Pegasus and noble Bellerophon slay; but Echidna was subject in love to Orthus and brought forth the deadly Sphinx which destroyed the Cadmeans, and the Nemean lion, which Hera, the good wife of Zeus, brought up and made to haunt the hills of Nemea, a plague to men. There he preyed upon the tribes of her own people and had power over Tretus of Nemea and Apesas: yet the strength of stout Heracles overcame him.

			And Ceto was joined in love to Phorcys and bare her youngest, the awful snake who guards the apples all of gold in the secret places of the dark earth at its great bounds. This is the offspring of Ceto and Phoreys…

			…But when Zeus had driven the Titans from heaven, huge Earth bare her youngest child Typhoeus of the love of Tartarus, by the aid of golden Aphrodite. Strength was with his hands in all that he did and the feet of the strong god were untiring. From his shoulders grew an hundred heads of a snake, a fearful dragon, with dark, flickering tongues, and from under the brows of his eyes in his marvellous heads flashed fire, and fire burned from his heads as he glared. And there were voices in all his dreadful heads which uttered every kind of sound unspeakable; for at one time they made sounds such that the gods understood, but at another, the noise of a bull bellowing aloud in proud ungovernable fury; and at another, the sound of a lion, relentless of heart; and at anothers, sounds like whelps, wonderful to hear; and again, at another, he would hiss, so that the high mountains re-echoed. And truly a thing past help would have happened on that day, and he would have come to reign over mortals and immortals, had not the father of men and gods been quick to perceive it. But he thundered hard and mightily: and the earth around resounded terribly and the wide heaven above, and the sea and Ocean’s streams and the nether parts of the earth. Great Olympus reeled beneath the divine feet of the king as he arose and earth groaned thereat. And through the two of them heat took hold on the dark-blue sea, through the thunder and lightning, and through the fire from the monster, and the scorching winds and blazing thunderbolt. The whole earth seethed, and sky and sea: and the long waves raged along the beaches round and about, at the rush of the deathless gods: and there arose an endless shaking. Hades trembled where he rules over the dead below, and the Titans under Tartarus who live with Cronos, because of the unending clamour and the fearful strife. So when Zeus had raised up his might and seized his arms, thunder and lightning and lurid thunderbolt, he leaped form Olympus and struck him, and burned all the marvellous heads of the monster about him. But when Zeus had conquered him and lashed him with strokes, Typhoeus was hurled down, a maimed wreck, so that the huge earth groaned. And flame shot forth from the thunder- stricken lord in the dim rugged glens of the mount, when he was smitten. A great part of huge earth was scorched by the terrible vapour and melted as tin melts when heated by men’s art in channelled crucibles; or as iron, which is hardest of all things, is softened by glowing fire in mountain glens and melts in the divine earth through the strength of Hephaestus. Even so, then, the earth melted in the glow of the blazing fire. And in the bitterness of his anger Zeus cast him into wide Tartarus. 

			



	

The Eumenides 

			Aeschylus

			The Oresteia

			 

			Translated by E. D. A. Morshead

			 

			 

			Aeschylus was one of three great tragedians during the height of tragedy in Athens. Known mostly for his work in the beginning of the 5th century B.C., Aeschylus is often referred to as the “father of tragedy”. Of the estimated ninety plays Aeschylus wrote only a handful have survived. His plays were preformed at the Dionysian festival, and were meant not just as entertainment but also as education for the city of Athens.

			 

			The Eumenides is the final play in the trilogy of plays known as The Oresteia. After Orestes kills his mother, Clytemnestra, which was revenge for killing his father, Agamemnon, he is followed around by three horrible creatures know as the Eumenides, who drive him near to insanity. In this play Orestes is put on trial in Athena’s court in Athens for the murder of his mother with the Eumenides filling the role of the prosecution.  In the end Athena finds a place for the Eumenides, meaning literally “good anger”, to reside in Athens, literally incorporating them into the very fabric of Athenian society. Besides giving an account of the Eumenides, the play also establishes a myth of the first trial in Athens.
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			Dramatis Personae 

			  THE PYTHIAN PRIESTESS 

			APOLLO

			 ORESTES 

			THE GHOST OF CLYTEMNESTRA

			 CHORUS OF FURIES 

			ATHENA 

			ATTENDANTS OF ATHENA 

			TWELVE ATHENIAN CITIZENS

			 

			   Scene   Before the temple of APOLLO at Delphi. The
PYTHIAN PRIESTESS enters and approaches the doors of the temple.

			 

			 

			THE PYTHIAN PRIESTESS

			First, in this prayer, of all the gods I name  The prophet-mother Earth; and Themis next,  Second who sat-for so with truth is said-  On this her mother’s shrine oracular.  Then by her grace, who unconstrained allowed,  There sat thereon another child of Earth-  Titanian Phoebe. She, in after time,  Gave o’er the throne, as birthgift to a god,  Phoebus, who in his own bears Phoebe’s name.  He from the lake and ridge of Delos’ isle  Steered to the port of Pallas’ Attic shores,  The home of ships; and thence he passed and came  Unto this land and to Pamassus’ shrine.  And at his side, with awe revering him,  There went the children of Hephaestus’ seed,  The hewers of the sacred way, who tame  The stubborn tract that erst was wilderness.  And all this folk, and Delphos, chieftain-king  Of this their land, with honour gave him home;  And in his breast Zeus set a prophet’s soul,  And gave to him this throne, whereon he sits,  Fourth prophet of the shrine, and, Loxias hight,  Gives voice to that which Zeus his sire decrees.   Such gods I name in my preluding prayer,  And after them, I call with honour due  On Pallas, wardress of the fane, and Nymphs  Who dwell around the rock Corycian,  Where in the hollow cave, the wild birds’ haunt,  Wander the feet of lesser gods; and there,  Right well I know it, Bromian Bacchus dwells,  Since he in godship led his Maenad host,  Devising death for Pentheus, whom they rent  Piecemeal, as hare among the hounds. And last,  I call on Pleistus’ springs, Poseidon’s might,  And Zeus most high, the great Accomplisher.  Then as a seeress to the sacred chair  I pass and sit; and may the powers divine  Make this mine entrance fruitful in response  Beyond each former advent, triply blest.  And if there stand without, from Hellas bound,  Men seeking oracles, let each pass in  In order of the lot, as use allows;  For the god guides whate’er my tongue proclaims.

			She goes into the interior of the temple; after a short interval, she returns in great fear.

			Things fell to speak of, fell for eyes to see,  Have sped me forth again from Loxias’ shrine,  With strength unstrung, moving erect no more,  But aiding with my hands my failing feet,  Unnerved by fear. A beldame’s force is naught-  Is as a child’s, when age and fear combine.  For as I pace towards the inmost fane  Bay-filleted by many a suppliant’s hand,  Lo, at the central altar I descry  One crouching as for refuge-yea, a man  Abhorred of heaven; and from his hands, wherein  A sword new-drawn he holds, blood reeked and fell:  A wand he bears, the olive’s topmost bough,  Twined as of purpose with a deep close tuft  Of whitest wool. This, that I plainly saw,  Plainly I tell. But lo, in front of him,  Crouched on the altar-steps, a grisly band  Of women slumbers-not like women they,  But Gorgons rather; nay, that word is weak,  Nor may I match the Gorgons’ shape with theirs!  Such have I seen in painted semblance erst-  Winged Harpies, snatching food from Phineus’ board,-  But these are wingless, black, and all their shape  The eye’s abomination to behold.  Fell is the breath-let none draw nigh to it-  Exude the damned drops of poisonous ire:  And such their garb as none should dare to bring  To statues of the gods or homes of men.  I wot not of the tribe wherefrom can come  So fell a legion, nor in what land Earth  Could rear, unharmed, such creatures, nor avow  That she had travailed and had brought forth death.  But, for the rest, be all these things a carp  Unto the mighty Loxias, the lord  Of this our shrine: healer and prophet he,  Discerner he of portents, and the cleanser  Of other homes-behold, his own to cleanse!

			She goes out. The central doors open, disclosing the interior of the temple. ORESTES clings to the central altar; the FURIES lie slumbering at a little distance; APOLLO and HERMES appear from the innermost shrine.

			 APOLLO to ORESTES

			Lo, I desert thee never: to the end,  Hard at thy side as now, or sundered far,  I am thy guard, and to thine enemies  Implacably oppose me: look on them,  These greedy fiends, beneath my craft subdued I  See, they are fallen on sleep, these beldames old,  Unto whose grim and wizened maidenhood  Nor god nor man nor beast can e’er draw near.  Yea, evil were they born, for evil’s doom,  Evil the dark abyss of Tartarus  Wherein they dwell, and they themselves the hate  Of men on earth, and of Olympian gods.  But thou, flee far and with unfaltering speed;  For they shall hunt thee through the mainland wide  Where’er throughout the tract of travelled earth  Thy foot may roam, and o’er and o’er the seas  And island homes of men. Faint not nor fail,  Too soon and timidly within thy breast  Shepherding thoughts forlorn of this thy toil;  But unto Pallas’ city go, and there  Crouch at her shrine, and in thine arms enfold  Her ancient image: there we well shall find  Meet judges for this cause and suasive pleas,  Skilled to contrive for thee deliverance  For by my hest thou didst thy mother slay.

			 ORESTES

			O king Apollo, since right well thou know’st  What justice bids, have heed, fulfil the same,-  Thy strength is all-sufficient to achieve.

			 APOLLO

			Have thou too heed, nor let thy fear prevail  Above thy will. And do thou guard him, Hermes,  Whose blood is brother unto mine, whose sire  The same high God. Men call thee guide and guard,  Guide therefore thou and guard my suppliant;  For Zeus himself reveres the outlaw’s right,  Boon of fair escort, upon man conferred.

			APOLLO, HERMES, and ORESTES go out. The GHOST OF CLYTEMNESTRA rises.

			 GHOST OF CLYTEMNESTRA

			Sleep on! awake! what skills your sleep to me-  Me, among all the dead by you dishonoured-  Me from whom never, in the world of death,  Dieth this course, ‘Tis she who smote and slew,  And shamed and scorned I roam? Awake, and hear  My plaint of dead men’s hate intolerable.  Me, sternly slain by them that should have loved,  Me doth no god arouse him to avenge,  Hewn down in blood by matricidal hands.  Mark ye these wounds from which the heart’s blood ran,  And by whose hand, bethink ye! for the sense  When shut in sleep hath then the spirit-sight,  But in the day the inward eye is blind.  List, ye who drank so oft with lapping tongue  The wineless draught by me outpoured to soothe  Your vengeful ire! how oft on kindled shrine  I laid the feast of darkness, at the hour  Abhorred of every god but you alone!  Lo, all my service trampled down and scorned!  And he bath baulked your chase, as stag the hounds;  Yea, lightly bounding from the circling toils,  Hath wried his face in scorn, and flieth far.  Awake and hear-for mine own soul I cry-  Awake, ye powers of hell! the wandering ghost  That once was Clytemnestra calls-Arise!

			The FURIES mutter grimly, as in a dream.

			Mutter and murmur! He hath flown afar-  My kin have gods to guard them, I have none!

			The FURIES mutter as before.

			O drowsed in sleep too deep to heed my pain!  Orestes flies, who me, his mother, slew.

			The FURIES give a confused cry.

			Yelping, and drowsed again? Up and be doing  That which alone is yours, the deed of hell!

			The FURIES give another cry.

			Lo, sleep and toil, the sworn confederates,  Have quelled your dragon-anger, once so fell!

			 THE FURIES muttering more fiercely and loudly

			Seize, seize, seize, seize-mark, yonder!

			 GHOST

			In dreams ye chase a prey, and like some hound,  That even in sleep doth ply woodland toil,  Ye bell and bay. What do ye, sleeping here?  Be not o’ercome with toil, nor, sleep-subdued,  Be heedless of my wrong. Up! thrill your heart  With the just chidings of my tongue,-Such words  Are as a spur to purpose firmly held.  Blow forth on him the breath of wrath and blood,  Scorch him with reek of fire that burns in you,  Waste him with new pursuit-swift, hound him down!

			The GHOST sinks.

			 FIRST FURY awaking

			Up! rouse another as I rouse thee; up!  Sleep’st thou? Rise up, and spurning sleep away,  See we if false to us this prelude rang.

			 CHORUS OF FURIES singing

			strophe 1  Alack, alack, O sisters, we have toiled,  O much and vainly have we toiled and borne!  Vainly! and all we wrought the gods have foiled,  And turned us to scorn!  He hath slipped from the net, whom we chased: he hath ‘scaped us who should be our prey-  O’ermastered by slumber we sank, and our quarry hath stolen away!   antistrophe 1  Thou, child of the high God Zeus, Apollo, hast robbed us and wronged;  Thou, a youth, hast down-trodden the right that to godship more ancient belonged;  Thou hast cherished thy suppliant man; the slayer, the God- forsaken,  The bane of a parent, by craft from out of our grasp thou hast taken;  A god, thou hast stolen from us the avengers a matricide son-  And who shall consider thy deed and say, It is rightfully done?   strophe 2  The sound of chiding scorn  Came from the land of dream;  Deep to mine inmost heart I felt it thrill and burn,  Thrust as a strong-grasped goad, to urge  Onward the chariot’s team.  Thrilled, chilled with bitter inward pain  I stand as one beneath the doomsman’s scourge.   antistrophe 2  Shame on the younger gods who tread down right,  Sitting on thrones of might!  Woe on the altar of earth’s central fane!  Clotted on step and shrine,  Behold, the guilt of blood, the ghastly stain!   strophe 3  Woe upon thee, Apollo! uncontrolled,  Unbidden, hast thou, prophet-god, imbrued  The pure prophetic shrine with wrongful blood!  For thou too heinous a respect didst hold  Of man, too little heed of powers divine!  And us the Fates, the ancients of the earth,  Didst deem as nothing worth.   antistrophe 3  Scornful to me thou art, yet shalt not fend  My wrath from him; though unto hell he flee,  There too are we!  And he the blood-defiled, should feel and rue,  Though I were not, fiend-wrath that shall not end,  Descending on his head who foully slew.

			APOLLO enters from the inner shrine.

			 APOLLO

			Out! I command you. Out from this my home-  Haste, tarry not! Out from the mystic shrine,  Lest thy lot be to take into thy breast  The winged bright dart that from my golden string  Speeds hissing as a snake,-lest, pierced and thrilled  With agony, thou shouldst spew forth again  Black frothy heart’s-blood, drawn from mortal men,  Belching the gory clots sucked forth from wounds.  These be no halls where such as you can prowl-  Go where men lay on men the doom of blood,  Heads lopped from necks, eyes from their spheres plucked out,  Hacked flesh, the flower of youthful seed crushed out,  Feet hewn away, and hands, and death beneath  The smiting stone, low moans and piteous  Of men impaled-Hark, hear ye for what feast  Ye hanker ever, and the loathing gods  Do spit upon your craving? Lo, your shape  Is all too fitted to your greed; the cave  Where lurks some lion, lapping gore, were home  More meet for you. Avaunt from sacred shrines,  Nor bring pollution by your touch on all  That nears yuu. Hence! and roam unshepherded-  No god there is to tend such herd as you.

			 LEADER OF THE CHORUS

			O king Apollo, in our turn hear us.  Thou hast not only part in these ill things,  But art chief cause and doer of the same.

			 APOLLO

			How? stretch thy speech to tell this, and have done.

			 LEADER

			Thine oracle bade this man slay his mother.

			 APOLLO

			I bade him quit his sire’s death,-wherefore not?

			 LEADER

			Then didst thou aid and guard red-handed crime.

			 APOLLO

			Yea, and I bade him to this temple flee.

			 LEADER

			And yet forsooth dost chide us following him!,

			 APOLLO

			Ay-not for you it is, to near this fane.

			 LEADER

			Yet is such office ours, imposed by fate.

			 APOLLO

			What office? vaunt the thing ye deem so fair.

			 LEADER

			From home to home we chase the matricide.

			 APOLLO

			What? to avenge a wife who slays her lord?

			 LEADER

			That is not blood outpoured by kindred hands.

			 APOLLO

			How darkly ye dishonour and annul  The troth to which the high accomplishers,  Hera and Zeus, do honour. Yea, and thus  Is Aphrodite to dishonour cast,  The queen of rapture unto mortal men.  Know, that above the marriage-bed ordained  For man and woman staddeth Right as guard,  Enhancing sanctity of trothplight sworn;  Therefore, if thou art placable to those  Who have their consort slain, nor will’st to turn  On them the eye of wrath, unjust art thou  In hounding to his doom the man who slew  His mother. Lo, I know thee full of wrath  Against one deed, but all too placable  Unto the other, minishing the crime.  But in this cause shall Pallas guard the right.

			 LEADER

			Deem not my quest shall ever quit that man.

			 APOLLO

			Follow then, make thee, double toil in vain

			 LEADER

			Think not by speech mine office to curtail.

			 APOLLO

			None hast thou, that I would accept of thee!

			 LEADER

			Yea, high thine honour by the throne of Zeus:  But I, drawn on by scent of mother’s blood,  Seek vengeance on this man and hound him down.

			The CHORUS goes in pursuit of ORESTES.

			 APOLLO

			But I will stand beside him; ‘tis for me  To guard my suppliant: gods and men alike  Do dread the curse of such an one betrayed,  And in me Fear and Will say Leave him not.

			He goes into the temple.

			The scene changes to Athens. In the foreground is the Temple of ATHENA on the Acropolis; her statue stands in the centre; ORESTES is seen clinging to it.

			 ORESTES

			Look on me, queen Athena; lo, I come  By Loxias’ behest; thou of thy grace  Receive me, driven of avenging powers-  Not now a red-hand slayer unannealed,  But with guilt fading, half-effaced, outworn  On many homes and paths of mortal men.  For to the limit of each land, each sea,  I roamed, obedient to Apollo’s best,  And come at last, O Goddess, to thy fane,  And clinging to thine image, bide my doom.

			The CHORUS OF FURIES enters, questing like hounds.

			 LEADER OF THE CHORUS

			Ho! clear is here the trace of him we seek:  Follow the track of blood, the silent sign!  Like to some hound that hunts a wounded fawn,  We snuff along the scent of dripping gore,  And inwardly we pant, for many a day  Toiling in chase that shall fordo the man;  For o’er and o’er the wide land have I ranged,  And o’er the wide sea, flying without wings,  Swift as a sail I pressed upon his track,  Who now hard by is crouching, well I wot,  For scent of mortal blood allures me here.

			 CHORUS chanting

			Follow, seek him-round and round  Scent and snuff and scan the ground,  Lest unharmed he slip away,  He who did his mother slay!  Hist-he is there! See him his arms entwine  Around the image of the maid divine-  Thus aided, for the deed he wrought  Unto the judgment wills he to be brought.   It may not be! a mother’s blood, poured forth  Upon the stained earth,  None gathers up: it lies-bear witness, Hell!-  For aye indelible  And thou who sheddest it shalt give thine own  That shedding to atone!  Yea, from thy living limbs I suck it out,  Red, clotted, gout by gout,-  A draught abhorred of men and gods; but  Will drain it, suck thee dry;  Yea, I will waste thee living, nerve and vein;  Yea, for thy mother slain,  Will drag thee downward, there where thou shalt dree  The weird of agony!  And thou and whosoe’er of men hath sinned-  Hath wronged or God, or friend,  Or parent,-learn ye how to all and each  The arm of doom can reach!  Sternly requiteth, in the world beneath,  The judgment-seat of Death;  Yea, Death, beholding every man’s endeavour,  Recordeth it for ever.

			 ORESTES

			I, schooled in many miseries, have learnt  How many refuges of cleansing shrines  And when imposeth silence. Lo, I stand  Fixed now to speak, for he whose word is wise  Commands the same. Look, how the stain of blood  Is dull upon mine hand and wastes away,  And laved and lost therewith is the deep curse  Of matricide; for while the guilt was new,  ‘Twas banished from me at Apollo’s hearth,  Atoned and purified by death of swine.  Long were my word if I should sum the tale,  How oft since then among my fellow-men  I stood and brought no curse. Time cleanses all-  Time, the coeval of all things that are.  Now from pure lips, in words of omen fair,  I call Athena, lady of this land,  To come, my champion: so, in aftertime,  She shall not fail of love and service leal,  Not won by war, from me and from my land  And all the folk of Argos, vowed to her.  Now, be she far away in Libyan land  Where flows from Triton’s lake her natal wave,-  Stand she with planted feet, or in some hour  Of rest conceal them, champion of her friends  Where’er she be,-Or whether o’er the plain  Phlegraean she look forth, as warrior bold-  I cry to her to come, where’er she be,  (And she, as goddess, from afar can hear)  And aid and free me, set among my foes.

			 LEADER OF THE CHORUS

			Thee not Apollo nor Athena’s strength  Can save from perishing, a castaway  Amid the Lost, where no delight shall meet  Thy soul-a bloodless prey of nether powers,  A shadow among shadows. Answerest thou  Nothing? dost cast away my words with scorn,  Thou, prey prepared and dedicate to me?  Not as a victim slain upon the shrine,  But living shalt thou see thy flesh my food.  Hear now the binding chant that makes thee mine.

			 CHORUS chanting

			Weave the weird dance,-behold the hour  To utter forth the chant of hell,  Our sway among mankind to tell,  The guidance of our power.  Of justice are we ministers,  And whosoe’er of men may stand  Lifting a pure unsullied hand,  That man no doom of ours incurs,  And walks thro’ all his mortal path  Untouched by woe, unharmed by wrath.  But if, as yonder man, he hath  Blood on the hands he strives to hide,  We stand avengers at his side,  Decreeing, Thou hast wronged the dead:  We are doom’s witnesses to thee.  The price of blood, his hands have shed,  We wring from him; in life, in death,  Hard at his side are we!   strophe 1  Night, Mother Night, who brought me forth, a torment  To living men and dead,  Hear me, O hear! by Leto’s stripling son  I am dishonoured:  He hath ta’en from me him who cowers in refuge,  To me made consecrates-  A rightful victim, him who slew his mother,  Given o’er to me and fate.   refrain 1  Hear the hymn of hell,  O’er the victim sounding,-  Chant of frenzy, chant of ill,  Sense and will confounding!  Round the soul entwining  Without lute or lyre-  Soul in madness pining,  Wasting as with fire!   antistrophe 1  Fate, all-pervading Fate, this service spun, commanding  That I should bide therein:  Whosoe’er of mortals, made perverse and lawless,  Is stained with blood of kin,  By his side are we, and hunt him ever onward,  Till to the Silent Land,  The realm of death, he cometh; neither yonder  In freedom shall he stand.   refrain 1  Hear the hymn of hell,  O’er the victim sounding,-  Chant of frenzy, chant of ill,  Sense and will confounding!  Round the soul entwining  Without lute or lyre-  Soul in madness pining,  Wasting as with fire!   strophe 2  When from womb of Night we sprang, on us this labour  Was laid and shall abide.  Gods immortal are ye, yet beware ye touch not  That which is our pride!  None may come beside us gathered round the blood-feast-  For us no garments white  Gleam on a festal day; for us a darker fate is,  Another darker rite.   refrain 2  That is mine hour when falls an ancient line  When in the household’s heart  The God of blood doth slay by kindred hands,-  Then do we bear our part:  On him who slays we sweep with chasing cry:  Though he be triply strong,  We wear and waste him; blood atones for blood,  Yew pain for ancient wrong.   antistrophe 2  I hold this task-’tis mine, and not another’s.  The very gods on high,  Though they can silence and annul the prayers  Of those who on us cry,  They may not strive with us who stand apart,  A race by Zeus abhorred,  Blood-boltered, held unworthy of the council  And converse of Heaven’s lord.   strophe 3  Therefore the more I leap upon my prey;  Upon their head I bound;  My foot is hard; as one that trips a runner  I cast them to the ground;  Yea, to the depth of doom intolerable;  And they who erst were great,  And upon earth held high their pride and glory,  Are brought to low estate.  In underworld they waste and are diminished,  The while around them fleet  Dark wavings of my robes, and, subtly woven,  The paces of my feet.   antistrophe 3  Who falls infatuate, he sees not neither knows he  That we are at his side;  So closely round about him, darkly flitting,  The cloud of guilt doth glide.  Heavily ‘tis uttered, how around his hearthstone  The mirk of hell doth rise.   strophe 4  Stern and fixed the law is; we have hands t’ achieve it,  Cunning to devise.  Queens are we and mindful of our solemn vengeance.  Not by tear or prayer  Shall a man avert it. In unhonoured darkness,  Far from gods, we fare,  Lit unto our task with torch of sunless regions,  And o’er a deadly way-  Deadly to the living as to those who see not  Life and light of day-  Hunt we and press onward.   antistrophe 4  Who of mortals hearing  Doth not quake for awe,  Hearing all that Fate thro’ hand of God hath given us  For ordinance and law?  Yea, this right to us, in dark abysm and backward  Of ages it befell:  None shall wrong mine office, tho’ in nether regions  And sunless dark I dwell.

			ATHENA enters.

			 ATHENA

			Far off I heard the clamour of your cry,  As by Scamander’s side I set my foot  Asserting right upon the land given o’er  To me by those who o’er Achaea’s host  Held sway and leadership: no scanty part  Of all they won by spear and sword, to me  They gave it, land and all that grew thereon,  As chosen heirloom for my Theseus’ clan.  Thence summoned, sped I with a tireless foot,-  Hummed on the wind, instead of wings, the fold  Of this mine aegis, by my feet propelled,  As, linked to mettled horses, speeds a car.  And now, beholding here Earth’s nether brood,  I fear it nought, yet are mine eyes amazed  With wonder. Who are ye? of all I ask,  And of this stranger to my statue clinging.  But ye-your shape is like no human form,  Like to no goddess whom the gods behold,  Like to no shape which mortal women wear.  Yet to stand by and chide a monstrous form  Is all unjust-from such words Right revolts.

			 LEADER OF THE CHORUS

			O child of Zeus, one word shall tell thee all.  We are the children of eternal Night,  And Furies in the underworld are called.

			 ATHENA

			I know your lineage now and eke your name.

			 LEADER

			Yea, and eftsoons indeed my rights shalt know.

			 ATHENA

			Fain would I learn them; speak them clearly forth,

			 LEADER

			We chase from home the murderers of men.

			 ATHENA

			And where at last can he that slew make pause?

			 LEADER

			Where this is law-All joy abandon here.

			 ATHENA

			Say, do ye bay this man to such a flight?

			 LEADER

			Yea, for of choice he did his mother slay.

			 ATHENA

			Urged by no fear of other wrath and doom?

			 LEADER

			What spur can rightly goad to matricide?

			 ATHENA

			Two stand to plead-one only have I heard.

			 LEADER

			He wiR not swear nor challenge us to oath.

			 ATHENA

			The form of justice, not its deed, thou willest.

			 LEADER

			Prove thou that word; thou art not scant of skill.

			 ATHENA

			I say that oaths shall not enforce the wrong.

			 LEADER

			Then test the cause, judge and award the right.

			 ATHENA

			Will ye to me then this decision trust?

			 LEADER

			Yea, reverencing true child of worthy sire.

			 ATHENA to ORESTES

			O man unknown, make thou thy plea in turn.  Speak forth thy land, thy lineage, and thy woes;  Then, if thou canst, avert this bitter blame-  If, as I deem, in confidence of right  Thou sittest hard beside my holy place,  Clasping this statue, as Ixion sat,  A sacred suppliant for Zeus to cleanse,-  To all this answer me in words made plain.

			 ORESTES

			O queen Athena, first from thy last words  Will I a great solicitude remove.  Not one blood-guilty am I; no foul stain  Clings to thine image from my clinging hand;  Whereof one potent proof I have to tell.  Lo, the law stands-The slayer shall not plead,  Till by the hand of him who cleanses blood  A suckling creature’s blood besprinkle him.  Long since have I this expiation done,-  In many a home, slain beasts and running streams  Have cleansed me. Thus I speak away that fear.  Next, of my lineage quickly thou shalt learn:  An Argive am I, and right well thou know’st  My sire, that Agamemnon who arrayed  The fleet and them that went therein to war-  That chief with whom thy hand combined to crush  To an uncitied heap what once was Troy;  That Agamemnon, when he homeward came,  Was brought unto no honourable death,  Slain by the dark-souled wife who brought me forth  To him,-enwound and slain in wily nets,  Blazoned with blood that in the laver ran.  And I, returning from an exiled youth,  Slew her, my mother-lo, it stands avowed!  With blood for blood avenging my loved sire;  And in this deed doth Loxias bear part,  Decreeing agonies, to goad my will,  Unless by me the guilty found their doom.  Do thou decide if right or wrong were done-  Thy dooming, whatsoe’er it be, contents me.

			 ATHENA

			Too mighty is this matter, whosoe’er  Of mortals claims to judge hereof aright.  Yea, me, even me, eternal Right forbids  To judge the issues of blood-guilt, and wrath  That follows swift behind. This too gives pause,  That thou as one with all due rites performed  Dost come, unsinning, pure, unto my shrine.  Whate’er thou art, in this my city’s name,  As uncondemned, I take thee to my side.-  Yet have these foes of thine such dues by fate,  O’erthrown in judgment of the cause, forthwith  Their anger’s poison shall infect the land-  A dropping plague-spot of eternal ill.  Thus stand we with a woe on either hand:  Stay they, or go at my commandment forth,  Perplexity or pain must needs befall.  Yet, as on me Fate hath imposed the cause,  I choose unto me judges that shall be  An ordinance for ever, set to rule  The dues of blood-guilt, upon oath declared.  But ye, call forth your witness and your proof,  Words strong for justice, fortified by oath;  And I, whoe’er are truest in my town,  Them will I choose and bring, and straitly charge,  Look on this cause, discriminating well,  And pledge your oath to utter nought of wrong.

			ATHENA withdraws.

			 CHORUS singing

			strophe 1  Now are they all undone, the ancient laws,  If here the slayer’s cause  Prevail; new wrong for ancient right shall be  If matricide go free.  Henceforth a deed like his by all shall stand,  Too ready to the hand:  Too oft shall parents in the aftertime  Rue and lament this crime,-  Taught, not in false imagining, to feel  Their children’s thrusting steel:  No more the wrath, that erst on murder fell  From us, the queens of Hell,  Shall fall, no more our watching gaze impend-  Death shall smite unrestrained.   antistrophe 1  Henceforth shall one unto another cry  Lo, they are stricken, lo, they fall and die  Around me! and that other answers him,  O thou that lookest that thy woes should cease,  Behold, with dark increase  They throng and press upon thee; yea, and dim  Is all the cure, and every comfort vain!   strophe 2  Let none henceforth cry out, when falls the blow  Of sudden-smiting woe,  Cry out in sad reiterated strain  O Justice, aid! aid, O ye thrones of Hell!  So though a father or a mother wail  New-smitten by a son, it shall no more avail,  Since, overthrown by wrong, the fane of justice fell!   antistrophe 2  Know, that a throne there is that may not pass away,  And one that sitteth on it-even Fear,  Searching with steadfast eyes man’s inner soul:  Wisdom is child of pain, and born with many a tear;  But who henceforth,  What man of mortal men, what nation upon earth,  That holdeth nought in awe nor in the light  Of inner reverence, shall worship Right  As in the older day?   strophe 3  Praise not, O man, the life beyond control,  Nor that which bows unto a tyrant’s sway.  Know that the middle way  Is dearest unto God, and they thereon who wend,  They shall achieve the end;  But they who wander or to left or right  Are sinners in his sight.  Take to thy heart this one, this soothfast word-  Of wantonness impiety is sire;  Only from calm control and sanity unstirred  Cometh true weal, the goal of every man’s desire.   antistrophe 3  Yea, whatsoe’er befall, hold thou this word of mine:  Bow down at Justice’ shrine,  Turn thou thine eyes away from earthly lure,  Nor witk a godless foot that altar spurn.  For as thou dost shall Fate do in return,  And the great doom is sure.  Therefore let each adore a parent’s trust,  And each with loyalty revere the guest  That in his halls doth rest.   strophe 4  For whoso uncompelled doth follow what is just,  He ne’er shall be unblest;  Yea, never to the gulf of doom  That man shall come.   But he whose will is set against the gods,  Who treads beyond the law with foot impure,  Till o’er the wreck of Right confusion broods,-  Know that for him, though now he sail secure,  The day of storm shall be; then shall he strive and fail  Down from the shivered yard to furl the sail,   antistrophe 4  And call on Powers, that heed him nought, to save,  And vainly wrestle with the whirling wave.  Hot was his heart with pride-  I shall not fall, he cried.  But him with watching scorn  The god beholds, forlorn,  Tangled in toils of Fate beyond escape,  Hopeless of haven safe beyond the cape-  Till all his wealth and bliss of bygone day  Upon the reef of Rightful Doom is hurled,  And he is rapt away  Unwept, for ever, to the dead forgotten world.

			ATHENA enters, with TWELVE ATHENIAN CITIZENS. A large crowd follows.

			 ATHENA

			O herald, make proclaim, bid all men come.  Then let the shrill blast of the Tyrrhene trump,  Fulfilled with mortal breath, thro’ the wide air  Peal a loud summons, bidding all men heed.  For, till my judges fill this judgment-seat,  Silence behoves,-that this whole city learn,  What for all time mine ordinance commands,  And these men, that the cause be judged aright.

			APOLLO enters.

			 LEADER OF THE CHORUS

			O king Apollo, rule what is thine own,  But in this thing what share pertains to thee?

			 APOLLO

			First, as a witness come I, for this man  Is suppliant of mine by sacred right,  Guest of my holy hearth and cleansed by me  Of blood-guilt: then, to set me at his side  And in his cause bear part, as part I bore  Erst in his deed, whereby his mother fell.  Let whoso knoweth now announce the cause.

			 ATHENA to the CHORUS

			‘Tis I announce the cause-first speech be yours;  For rightfully shall they whose plaint is tried  Tell the tale first and set the matter clear.

			 LEADER

			Though we be many, brief shall be our tale.

			To ORESTES

			Answer thou, setting word to match with word;  And first avow-hast thou thy mother slain?

			 ORESTES

			I slew her. I deny no word hereof.

			 LEADER

			Three falls decide the wrestle-this is one.

			 ORESTES

			Thou vauntest thee-but o’er no final fall.

			 LEADER

			Yet must thou tell the manner of thy deed.

			 ORESTES

			Drawn sword in hand, I gashed her neck. ‘Tis told.

			 LEADER

			But by whose word, whose craft, wert thou impelled?

			 ORESTES

			By oracles of him who here attests me.

			 LEADER

			The prophet-god bade thee thy mother slay?

			 ORESTES

			Yea, and thro’ him less ill I fared, till now.

			 LEADER

			If the vote grip thee, thou shalt change that word.

			 ORESTES

			Strong is my hope; my buried sire shall aid.

			 LEADER

			Go to now, trust the dead, a matricide!

			 ORESTES

			Yea, for in her combined two stains of sin.

			 LEADER

			How? speak this clearly to the judges’ mind.

			 ORESTES

			Slaying her husband, she did slay my sire.

			 LEADER

			Therefore thou livest; death assoils her deed.

			 ORESTES

			Then while she lived why didst thou hunt her not?

			 LEADER

			She was not kin by blood to him she slew.

			 ORESTES

			And I, am I by blood my mother’s kin?

			 LEADER

			O cursed with murder’s guilt, how else wert thou  The burden of her womb? Dost thou forswear  Thy mother’s kinship, closest bond of love?

			 ORESTES

			It is thine hour, Apollo-speak the law,  Averring if this deed were justly done;  For done it is, and clear and undenied.  But if to thee this murder’s cause seem right  Or wrongful, speak-that I to these may tell.

			 APOLLO

			To you, Athena’s mighty council-court,  Justly for justice will I plead, even I,  The prophet-god, nor cheat you by one word.  For never spake I from my prophet-seat  One word, of man, of woman, or of state,  Save what the Father of Olympian gods  Commanded unto me. I rede you then,  Bethink you of my plea, how strong it stands,  And follow the decree of Zeus our sire,-  For oaths prevail not over Zeus’ command.

			 LEADER

			Go to; thou sayest that from Zeus befell  The oracle that this Orestes bade  With vengeance quit the slaying of his sire,  And hold as nought his mother’s right of kin!

			 APOLLO

			Yea, for it stands not with a common death,  That he should die, a chieftain and a king  Decked with the sceptre which high heaven confers-  Die, and by female hands, not smitten down  By a far-shooting bow, held stalwartly  By some strong Amazon. Another doom  Was his: O Pallas, hear, and ye who sit  In judgment, to discern this thing aright!-  She with a specious voice of welcome true  Hailed him, returning from the mighty mart  Where war for life gives fame, triumphant home;  Then o’er the laver, as he bathed himself,  She spread from head to foot a covering net,  And in the endless mesh of cunning robes  Enwound and trapped her lord, and smote him down.  Lo, ye have heard what doom this chieftain met,  The majesty of Greece, the fleet’s high lord:  Such as I tell it, let it gall your ears,  Who stand as judges to decide this cause.

			 LEADER

			Zeus, as thou sayest, holds a father’s death  As first of crimes,-yet he of his own act  Cast into chains his father, Cronus old:  How suits that deed with that which now ye tell?  O ye who judge, I bid ye mark my words!

			 APOLLO

			O monsters loathed of all, O scorn of gods,  He that hath bound may loose: a cure there is.  Yea, many a plan that can unbind the chain.  But when the thirsty dust sucks up man’s blood  Once shed in death, he shall arise no more.  No chant nor charm for this my Sire hath wrought.  All else there is, he moulds and shifts at will,  Not scant of strength nor breath, whate’er he do.

			 LEADER

			Think yet, for what acquittal thou dost plead:  He who hath shed a mother’s kindred blood,  Shall he in Argos dwell, where dwelt his sire?  How shall he stand before the city’s shrines,  How share the clansmen’s holy lustral bowl?

			 APOLLO

			This too I answer; mark a soothfast word  Not the true parent is the woman’s womb  That bears the child; she doth but nurse the seed  New-sown: the male is parent; she for him,  As stranger for a stranger, hoards the germ  Of life, unless the god its promise blight.  And proof hereof before you will I set.  Birth may from fathers, without mothers, be:  See at your side a witness of the same,  Athena, daughter of Olympian Zeus,  Never within the darkness of the womb  Fostered nor fashioned, but a bud more bright  Than any goddess in her breast might bear.  And I, O Pallas, howsoe’er I may,  Henceforth will glorify thy town, thy clan,  And for this end have sent my suppliant here  Unto thy shrine; that he from this time forth  Be loyal unto thee for evermore,  O goddess-queen, and thou unto thy side  Mayst win and hold him faithful, and his line,  And that for aye this pledge and troth remain  To children’s children of AtheniaD seed.

			 ATHENA

			Enough is said; I bid the judges now  With pure intent deliver just award.

			 LEADER

			We too have shot our every shaft of speech,  And now abide to hear the doom of law.

			 ATHENA to APOLLO AND ORESTES

			Say, how ordaining shall I ‘scape your blame?

			 APOLLO

			I spake, ye heard; enough. O stranger men,  Heed well your oath as ye decide the cause.

			 ATHENA

			O men of Athens, ye who first do judge  The law of bloodshed, hear me now ordain.  Here to all time for Aegeus’ Attic host  Shall stand this council-court of judges sworn,  Here the tribunal, set on Ares’ Hill  Where camped of old the tented Amazons,  What time in hate of Theseus they assailed  Athens, and set against her citadel  A counterwork of new sky-pointing towers,  And there to Ares held their sacrifice,  Where now the rock hath name, even Ares’ Hill.  And hence shall Reverence and her kinsman Fear  Pass to each free man’s heart, by day and night  Enjoining, Thou shalt do no unjust thing,  So long as law stands as it stood of old  Unmarred by civic change. Look you, the spring  Is pure; but foul it once with influx vile  And muddy clay, and none can drink thereof.  Therefore, O citizens, I bid ye bow  In awe to this command, Let no man live,  Uncurbed by law nor curbed by tyranny;  Nor banish ye the monarchy of Awe  Beyond the walls; untouched by fear divine,  No man doth justice in the world of men.  Therefore in purity and holy dread  Stand and revere; so shall ye have and hold  A saving bulwark of the state and land,  Such as no man hath ever elsewhere known,  Nor in far Scythia, nor in Pelops’ realm.  Thus I ordain it now, a council-court  Pure and unsullied by the lust of gain,  Sacred and swift to vengeance, wakeful ever  To champion men who sleep, the country’s guard.  Thus have I spoken, thus to mine own clan  Commended it for ever. Ye who judge,  Arise, take each his vote, mete out the right,  Your oath revering. Lo, my word is said.

			The twelve judges come forward, one by one, to the urns of decision; the first votes; as each of the others follows, the LEADER and APOLLO speak alternately.

			 LEADER

			I rede ye well, beware! nor put to shame,  In aught, this grievous company of hell.

			 APOLLO

			I too would warn you, fear mine oracles-  From Zeus they are,-nor make them void of fruit.

			 LEADER

			Presumptuous is thy claim, blood-guilt to judge,  And false henceforth thine oracles shall be.

			 APOLLO

			Failed then the counsels of my sire, when turned  Ixion, first of slayers, to his side?

			 LEADER

			These are but words; but I, if justice fail me,  Will haunt this land in grim and deadly deed.

			 APOLLO

			Scorn of the younger and the elder gods  Art thou: ‘tis I that shall prevail anon.

			 LEADER

			Thus didst thou too of old in Pheres’ halls,  O’erreaching Fate to make a mortal deathless.

			 APOLLO

			Was it not well, my worshipper to aid,  Then most of all when hardest was the need?

			 LEADER

			I say thou didst annul the lots of life,  Cheating with wine the deities of eld.

			 APOLLO

			I say thou shalt anon, thy pleadings foiled,  Spit venom vainly on thine enemies.

			 LEADER

			Since this young god o’errides mine ancient right,  I tarry but to claim your law, not knowing  If wrath of mine shall blast your state or spare.

			 ATHENA

			Mine is the right to add the final vote,  And I award it to Orestes’ cause.  For me no mother bore within her womb,  And, save for wedlock evermore eschewed,  I vouch myself the champion of the man,  Not of the woman, yea, with all my soul,-  In heart, as birth, a father’s child alone.  Thus will I not too heinously regard  A woman’s death who did her husband slay,  The guardian of her home; and if the votes  Equal do fall, Orestes shall prevail.  Ye of the judges who are named thereto,  Swiftly shake forth the lots from either urn.

			Two judges come forward, one to each urn.

			 ORESTES

			O bright Apollo, what shall be the end?

			 LEADER

			O Night, dark mother mine, dost mark these things?

			 ORESTES

			Now shall my doom be life, or strangling cords.

			 LEADER

			And mine, lost honour or a wider sway.

			 APOLLO

			O stranger judges, sum aright the count  Of votes cast forth, and, parting them, take heed  Ye err not in decision. The default  Of one vote only bringeth ruin deep,  One, cast aright. doth stablish house and home.

			 ATHENA

			Behold, this man is free from guilt of blood,  For half the votes condemn him, half set free!

			 ORESTES

			O Pallas, light and safety of my home,  Thou, thou hast given me back to dwell once more  In that my fatherland, amerced of which  I wandered; now shall Grecian lips say this,  The man is Argive once again, and dwells  Again within kiss father’s wealthy hall,  By Pallas saved, by Loxias, and by Him,  The great third saviour, Zeus omnipotent-  Who thus in pity for my father’s fate  Doth pluck me from my doom, beholding these,  Confederates of my mother. Lo, I pass  To mine own home, but proffering this vow  Unto thy land and people: Nevermore,  Thro’ all the manifold years of Time to be,  Shall any chieftain of mine Argive land  Bear hitherward his spears for fight arrayed.  For we, though lapped in earth we then shall lie,  By thwart adversities will work our will  On them who shall transgress this oath of mine,  Paths of despair and journeyings ill-starred  For them ordaining, till their task they rue.  But if this oath be rightly kept, to them  Will we the dead be full of grace, the while  With loyal league they honour Pallas’ town.  And now farewell, thou and thy city’s folk-  Firm be thine arms’ grasp, closing with thy foes,  And, strong to save, bring victory to thy spear.

			ORESTES and APOLLO depart.

			 CHORUS chanting

			Woe on you, younger gods! the ancient right  Ye have o’erridden, rent it from my hands.   I am dishonoured of you, thrust to scorn!  But heavily my wrath  Shall on this land fling forth the drops that blast and burn,  Venom of vengeance, that shall work such scathe  As I have suffered; where that dew shall fall,  Shall leafless blight arise,  Wasting Earth’s offspring,-Justice, hear my call!-  And thorough all the land in deadly wise  Shall scatter venom, to exude again  In pestilence on men.  What cry avails me now, what deed of blood,  Unto this land what dark despite?  Alack, alack, forlorn  Are we, a bitter injury have borne!  Alack, O sisters, O dishonoured brood  Of mother Night!

			 ATHENA

			Nay, bow ye to my words, chafe not nor moan:  Ye are not worsted nor disgraced; behold,  With balanced vote the cause had issue fair,  Nor in the end did aught dishonour thee.  But thus the will of Zeus shone clearly forth,  And his own prophet-god avouched the same,  Orestes slew: his slaying is atoned.  Therefore I pray you, not upon this land  Shoot forth the dart of vengeance; be appeased,  Nor blast the land with blight, nor loose thereon  Drops of eternal venom, direful darts  Wasting and marring nature’s seed of growth.  For I, the queen of Athens’ sacred right,  Do pledge to you a holy sanctuary  Deep in the heart of this my land, made just  By your indwelling presence, while ye sit  Hard by your sacred shrines that gleam with oil  Of sacrifice, and by this folk adored.

			 CHORUS chanting

			Woe on you, younger gods! the ancient right  Ye have o’erridden, rent it from my hands.   I am dishonoured of you, thrust to scorn!  But heavily my wrath  Shall on this land fling forth the drops that blast and burn,  Venom of vengeance, that shall work such scathe  As I have suffered; where that dew shall fall,  Shall leafless blight arise,  Wasting Earth’s offspring,-justice, hear my call!-  And thorough all the land in deadly wise  Shall scatter venom, to exude again  In pestilence on men.  What cry avails me now, what deed of blood,  Unto this land what dark despite?  Alack, alack, forlorn  Are we, a bitter injury have borne!  Alack, O sisters, O dishonoured brood  Of mother Night!

			 ATHENA

			Dishonoured are ye not; turn not, I pray,  As goddesses your swelling wrath on men,  Nor make the friendly earth despiteful to them.  I too have Zeus for champion-’tis enough-  I only of all goddesses do know  To ope the chamber where his thunderbolts  Lie stored and sealed; but here is no such need.  Nay, be appeased, nor cast upon the ground  The malice of thy tongue, to blast the world;  Calm thou thy bitter wrath’s black inward surge,  For high shall be thine honour, set beside me  For ever in this land, whose fertile lap  Shall pour its teeming firstfruits unto you,  Gifts for fair childbirth and for wedlock’s crown:  Thus honoured, praise my spoken pledge for aye.

			 CHORUS chanting

			I, I dishonoured in this earth to dwell,-  Ancient of days and wisdom! I breathe forth  Poison and breath of frenzied ire. O Earth,  Woe, woe for thee, for me!  From side to side what pains be these that thrill?  Hearken, O mother Night, my wrath, mine agony!  Whom from mine ancient rights the gods have thrust  And brought me to the dust-  Woe, woe is me!-with craft invincible.

			 ATHENA

			Older art thou than I, and I will bear  With this thy fury. Know, although thou be  More wise in ancient wisdom, yet have  From Zeus no scanted measure of the same,  Wherefore take heed unto this prophecy-  If to another land of alien men  Ye go, too late shall ye feel longing dreep  For mine. The rolling tides of time bring round  A day of brighter glory for this town;  And thou, enshrined in honour by the halls  Where dwelt Erechtheus, shalt a worship win  From men and from the train of womankind,  Greater than any tribe elsewhere shall pay.  Cast thou not therefore on this soil of mine  Whetstones that sharpen souls to bloodshedding,  The burning goads of youthful hearts, made hot  With frenzy of the spirit, not of wine.  Nor pluck as ‘twere the heart from cocks that strive,  To set it in the breast of citizens  Of mine, a war-god’s spirit, keen for fight,  Made stern against their country and their kin.  The man who grievously doth lust for fame,  War, full, immitigable, let him wage  Against the stranger; but of kindred birds  I hold the challenge hateful. Such the boon  I proffer thee-within this land of lands,  Most loved of gods, with me to show and share  Fair mercy, gratitude and grace as fair.

			 CHORUS chanting

			I, I dishonoured in this earth to dwell,-  Ancient of days and wisdom! I breathe forth  Poison and breath of frenzied ire. O Earth,  Woe, woe for thee, for me!  From side to side what pains be these that thrill?  Hearken, O mother Night, my wrath, mine agony!  Whom from mine ancient rights the gods have thrust  And brought me to the dust-  Woe, woe is me!-with craft invincible.

			 ATHENA

			I will not weary of soft words to thee,  That never mayst thou say, Behold me spurned,  An elder by a younger deity,  And from this land rejected and forlorn,  Unhonoured by the men who dwell therein.  But, if Persuasion’s grace be sacred to thee,  Soft in the soothing accents of my tongue,  Tarry, I Dray thee, yet, if go thou wilt.  Not rightfully wilt thou on this my town  Sway down the scale that beareth wrath and teen  Or wasting plague uport this folk. ‘Tis thine,  If so thou wilt, inheritress to be  Of this my land, its utmost grace to win.

			 LEADER OF THE CHORUS

			O queen, what refuge dost thou promise me?

			 ATHENA

			Refuge untouched by bale: take thou my boon.

			 LEADER

			What, if I take it, shall mine honour be?

			 ATHENA

			No house shall prosper without grace of thine.

			 LEADER

			Canst thou achieve and grant such power to me?

			 ATHENA

			Yea, for my hand shall bless thy worshippers.

			 LEADER

			And wilt thou pledge me this for time eterne?

			 ATHENA

			Yea: none can bid me pledge beyond my power.

			 LEADER

			Lo, I desist from wrath, appeased by thee.

			 ATHENA

			Then in the land’s heart shalt thou win thee friends.

			 LEADER

			What chant dost bid me raise, to greet the land?

			 ATHENA

			Such as aspires towards a victory  Unrued by any: chants from breast of earth,  From wave, from sky; and let the wild winds’ breath  Pass with soft sunlight o’er the lap of land,-  Strong wax the fruits of earth, fair teem the kine,  Unfailing, for my town’s prosperity,  And constant be the growth of mortal seed.  But more and more root out the impious,  For as a gardener fosters what he sows,  So foster I this race, whom righteousness  Doth fend from sorrow. Such the proffered boon.  But I, if wars must be, and their loud clash  And carnage, for my town, will ne’er endure  That aught but victory shall crown her fame.

			 CHORUS chanting

			Lo, I accept it; at her very side  Doth Pallas bid me dwell:  I will not wrong the city of her pride,  Which even Almighty Zeus and Ares hold  Heaven’s earthly citadel,  Loved home of Grecian gods, the young, the old,  The sanctuary divine,  The shield of every shrine!  For Athens I say forth a gracious prophecy,-  The glory of the sunlight and the skies  Shall bid from earth arise  Warm wavelets of new life and glad prosperity.

			 ATUENA chanting

			Behold, with gracious heart well pleased  I for my citizens do grant  Fulfilment of this covenant:  And here, their wrath at length appeased,  These mighty deities shall stay.  For theirs it is by right to sway  The lot that rules our mortal day,  And he who hath not inly felt  Their stern decree, ere long on him,  Not knowing why and whence, the grim  Life-crushing blow is dealt.  The father’s sin upon the child  Descends, and sin is silent death,  And leads him on the downward path,  By stealth beguiled,  Unto the Furies: though his state  On earth were high, and loud his boast,  Victim of silent ire and hate  He dwells among the Lost.

			 CHORUS chanting

			To my blessing now give ear.-  Scorching blight nor singed air  Never blast thine olives fair!  Drouth, that wasteth bud and plant,  Keep to thine own place. Avaunt,  Famine fell, and come not hither  Stealthily to waste and wither!  Let the land, in season due,  Twice her waxing fruits renew;  Teem the kine in double measure;  Rich in new god-given treasure;  Here let men the powers adore  For sudden gifts unhoped before!

			 ATHENA chanting

			O hearken, warders of the wall  That guards mine Athens, what a dower  Is unto her ordained and given!  For mighty is the Furies’ power,  And deep-revered in courts of heaven  And realms of hell; and clear to all  They weave thy doom, mortality!  And some in joy and peace shall sing;  But unto other some they bring  Sad life and tear-dimmed eye.

			 CHORUS chanting

			And far away I ban thee and remove,  Untimely death of youths too soon brought low!  And to each maid, O gods, when time is come for love,  Grant ye a warrior’s heart, a wedded life to know.  Ye too, O Fates, children of mother Night,  Whose children too are we, O goddesses  Of just award, of all by sacred right  Queens, who in time and in eternity  Do rule, a present power for righteousness,  Honoured beyond all Gods, hear ye and grant my cry!

			 ATHENA chanting

			And I too, I with joy am fain,  Hearing your voice this gift ordain  Unto my land. High thanks be thine,  Persuasion, who with eyes divine  Into my tongue didst look thy strength,  To bend and to appease at length  Those who would not be comforted.  Zeus, king of parley, doth prevail,  And ye and I will strive nor fail,  That good may stand in evil’s stead,  And lasting bliss for bale.

			 CHORUS chanting

			And nevermore these walls within  Shall echo fierce sedition’s din,  Unslaked with blood and crime;  The thirsty dust shall nevermore  Suck up the darkly streaming gore  Of civic broils, shed out in wrath  And vengeance, crying death for death!  But man with man and state with state  Shall vow The pledge of common hate  And common friendship, that for man  Hath oft made blessing, out of ban,  Be ours unto all time.

			 ATHENA chanting

			Skill they, or not, the path to find  Of favouring speech and presage kind?  Yea, even from these, who, grim and stern,  Glared anger upon you of old,  O citizens, ye now shall earn  A recompense right manifold.  Deck them aright, extol them high,  Be loyal to their loyalty,  And ye shall make your town and land  Sure, propped on justice’ saving hand,  And Fame’s eternity.

			 CHORUS chanting

			Hail ye, all hail! and yet again, all hail,  O Athens, happy in a weal secured!  O ye who sit by Zeus’ right hand, nor fail  Of wisdom set among you and assured,  Loved of the well-loved Goddess-Maid! the King  Of gods doth reverence you, beneath her guarding wing.

			 ATHENA chanting

			All hail unto each honoured guest!  Whom to the chambers of your rest  ‘Tis mine to lead, and to provide  The hallowed torch, the guard and guide.  Pass down, the while these altars glow  With sacred fire, to earth below  And your appointed shrine.  There dwelling, from the land restrain  The force of fate, the breath of bane,  But waft on us the gift and gain  Of Victory divine!  And ye, the men of Cranaos’ seed,  I bid you now with reverence lead  These alien Powers that thus are made  Athenian evermore. To you  Fair be their will henceforth, to do  Whate’er may bless and aid!

			 CHORUS chanting

			Hail to you all! hail yet again,  All who love Athens, gods and men,  Adoring her as Pallas’ home!  And while ye reverence what ye grant-  My sacred shrine and hidden haunt-  Blameless and blissful be your doom!

			 ATHENA

			Once more I praise the promise of your vows,  And now I bid the golden torches’ glow  Pass down before you to the hidden depth  Of earth, by mine own sacred servants borne,  My loyal guards of statue and of shrine.  Come forth, O flower of Attic land,  O glorious band of children and of wives,  And ye, O train of matrons crowned with eld!  Deck you with festal robes of scarlet dye  In honour of this day: O gleaming torch,  Lead onward, that these gracious powers of earth  Henceforth be seen to bless the life of men.

			ATHENA leads the procession downwards into the Cave of the FURIES, now Eumenides, under the Areopagus: as they go, the escort of women and children chant aloud

			 CHANT

			With loyalty we lead you; proudly go,  Night’s childless children, to your home below!  O citizens, awhile from words forbear!  To darkness’ deep primeval lair,  Far in Earth’s bosom, downward fare,  Adored with prayer and sacrifice.  O citizens, forbear your cries!  Pass hitherward, ye powers of Dread,  With all your former wrath allayed,  Into the heart of this loved land;  With joy unto your temple wend,  The while upon your steps attend  The flames that feed upon the brand-  Now, now ring out your chant, your joy’s acclaim!  Behind them, as they downward fare,  Let holy hands libations bear,  And torches’ sacred flame.  All-seeing Zeus and Fate come down  To battle fair for Pallas’ town!  Ring out your chant, ring out your joy’s acclaim!

			 

			THE END

			



	

The Metamorphoses 

			Ovid

			Cadmus, The Metamorphoses of Cadmus, Perseus, Arachne, and Orpheus

			 

			Translated by A.S. Kline

			 

			 

			The Roman poet Ovid is well known for his compilations of poems such as The Metamorphoses and The Amores. Active during the reign of Augustus from the 1st century B.C. to the 1st century A.D., he was a contemporary of the poets Virgil and Horace.  He was very popular in his time, but was oddly banished by Augustus to a province in the Black Sea where he remained until he died. 

			 

			The Metamorphoses is among his most popular and well known works. This work is made up of over 250 myths in fifteen books. Like Horace, Ovid sets out to create some sort of account of history through mythological means starting with the beginning of the world up until the deification of Julius Caesar. Due to its sheer size, most of the myths that are still well known today are found in the Metamorphoses. The themes and tones vary throughout the work, and while it certainly takes from previous accounts of myths it still greatly diverges from all of his examples. 

			 

			In the work we get accounts of the stories of Cadmus, his defeat of a giant serpent, the founding of Thebes, and his eventual transformation into a serpent himself. We also meet the great hero Perseus and his famous encounter with the Gorgon, Medusa. It also includes the story of Arachne and her famous weaving competition with Athena who eventually turns her into a spider for her hubris. Ovid also writes about the well-known story of Orpheus’ trip down to the underworld to retrieve his wife Eurydice and how he went back on his promise losing Eurydice forever. From these works alone it is easy to see how our knowledge of myths was greatly shaped by the work of Ovid.
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			Cadmus

			 

			And now the god, dispensing with the deceptive image of the bull, confessed who he was, and made for the fields of Crete. Meanwhile Europa’s father, in ignorance of this, orders his son Cadmus to search for the stolen girl, and adds that exile is his punishment if he fails to find her, showing himself, by the same action, both pious and impious. Roaming the world (for who can discover whatever Jupiter has taken?) Agenor’s son, the fugitive, shuns his native land and his parent’s anger and as a suppliant consults Apollo’s oracle and asks in what land he might settle. Phoebus replies ‘A heifer will find you in the fields, that has never submitted to the yoke and is unaccustomed to the curved plough. Go where she leads, and where she finds rest on the grass build the walls of Thebes, your city, and call the land Boeotia.’

			Cadmus had scarcely left the Castalian cave when he saw an unguarded heifer, moving slowly, and showing no mark of the yoke on her neck. He follows close behind and chooses his steps by the traces of her course, and silently thanks Phoebus, his guide to the way. Now he had passed the fords of Cephisus and the fields of Panope: the heifer stopped, and lifting her beautiful head with its noble horns to the sky stirred the air with her lowing. Then looking back, to see her companion following, she sank her hindquarters on the ground and lowered her body onto the tender grass. Cadmus gave thanks, pressing his lips to the foreign soil and welcoming the unknown hills and fields.

			Intending to offer a sacrifice to Jupiter, he ordered his attendants to go in search of water from a running stream for a libation. There was an ancient wood there, free from desecration, and, in the centre of it, a chasm thick with bushes and willow branches, framed in effect by stones making a low arch, and rich with copious springs. There was a snake sacred to Mars concealed in this cave, with a prominent golden crest. Fire flickered in its eyes, its whole body was swollen with venom, its three-forked tongue flickered, and its teeth were set in a triple row.

			After the people of Tyre, setting out, a fatal step, reached the grove, and let their pitchers down into the water, it gave out a reverberation. The dark green snake thrust his head out of the deep cavern, hissing awesomely. The pitchers fell from their hands, the blood left their bodies, and, terrified, a sudden tremor took possession of their limbs. The snake winds his scaly coils in restless writhings, and, shooting upwards, curves into a huge arc. With half its length raised into thin air, it peers down over the whole wood, its body as great, seen in its entirety, as that Dragon that separates the twin constellations of the Bear. Without pause he takes the Phoenicians, whether they prepare to fight, run, or are held by fear itself. Some he slays with his bite, some he kills in his deep embraces, others with the corrupting putrefaction of his venomous breath.

			The sun had reached the heights of the sky, and driven away the shadows. And now the son of Agenor, wondering what has delayed his friends, searches for the men. He is covered with the pelt stripped from a lion. His sword is tipped with glittering iron. He has a spear, and better still a spirit superior to all. When he enters the wood and sees the dead bodies, and over them the victorious enemy, with its vast body, licking at their sad wounds with a bloody tongue, he cries out ‘Faithful hearts, I shall either be the avenger of your deaths, or become your companion’.

			So saying he lifted a massive rock with his right hand and with great effort hurled the huge weight. Steep walls with their high turrets, would have been shattered by the force of the blow, but the snake remained unwounded, protected by its scales like a breastplate, and its dark, hard skin repelled the powerful stroke.

			But that same hardness cannot keep out the spear that defeats it, that is fixed in a curve of its pliant back, and sinks its whole iron blade into its entrails. The creature maddened with pain twists its head over its back, sees the wound, and bites at the shaft lodged there. Even when the snake had loosened its hold all round by its powerful efforts, it could scarcely rip it from its flesh and the iron stayed fixed in its spine. Then indeed new purpose was added to its usual wrath: its throat swells, the veins fill, and white spume flecks its baleful jaws. The earth resounds to its scaly scraping and a black breath like that from the mouth of the Styx fouls the corrupted air. At one instant it coils in vast spiralling circles, at another rears up straighter than a high tree. Again it rushes on like a rain-filled river and knocks down all the trees obstructing it in front. The son of Agenor gives way a little withstanding its attacks by means of the lion’s skin and keeps back the ravening jaws by thrusting forward the point of his sword. The snake is maddened and bites uselessly at the hard iron and only drives the sharp point between its teeth.

			Now the blood begins to drip from its venomous throat and soak the green grass with its spattering. But the wound is slight, because the serpent draws back from the thrust, pulling its wounded neck away, and, conceding its wound, keeps back the sword, and does not let it sink deeper. But the son of Agenor following it all the time presses the embedded iron into its throat, until an oak-tree blocks its backward course and neck and tree are pinned together. The tree bends under the serpent’s weight and the trunk of the oak groans with the lashing of its tail.

			While the conqueror stares at the vast bulk of his conquered enemy, suddenly a voice is heard. It is not easy to imagine where it comes from, but it is heard. ‘Why gaze, son of Agenor, at the serpent you have killed? You too shall be a serpent to be gazed on.’ For a long time he stands there quaking, and at the same time loses colour in his face, and his hair stands on end in cold terror. Then, behold, Pallas, the hero’s guardian approaches, sinking down through the upper air, and orders him to turn the earth and sow the dragon’s teeth, destined to generate a people. He obeys, and opening the furrows with a slice of his plough, sows the teeth in the ground, as human seed. Then, almost beyond belief, the cultivated earth begins to move, and first spear points appear among the furrows, next helmets nodding their painted crests, then chests and shoulders spring up, and arms weighed down with spears, and the field is thick with the round shields of warriors. Just as at festivals in the theatre, when the curtain is lifted at the end, designs rise in the air, first revealing faces and then gradually the rest, until, raised gently and steadily, they are seen whole, and at last their feet rest on the lower border.

			Alarmed by this new enemy Cadmus was about to take up his weapons: ‘Keep away’ one of the army, that the earth had produced, cried at him ‘and take no part in our internal wars!’ So saying he raised his sharp sword against one of his earth-born brothers nearby, then, himself, fell to a spear thrown from far off. But the one who killed him lived no longer than he did and breathed out the air he had just breathed in. This example stirred them all equally, as if at a storm-wind, and, in their warring, these brothers of a moment were felled by mutual wounds. And now these youths, who were allowed such brief lives, were drumming on their mother’s breast hot with their blood. Five were still standing, one of whom was Echion. He, at a warning from Pallas, threw his weapons on the ground and sought assurances of peace from his brothers, and gave them in return. The Sidonian wanderer had these men as companions in his task when he founded the city commanded by Apollo’s oracle.

			Now Thebes stands, and now you might be seen as happy, in your exile, Cadmus. You have Mars and Venus as your bride’s parents, and added to this the children of so noble a wife, so many sons and daughters, and dearly loved descendants, your grandchildren, who now are young men. But in truth we should always wait for a man’s last day, for that time when he has paid his last debt, and we should call no man’s life happy until he is dead.
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			Metamorphosis of Cadmus

			
The son of Agenor, Cadmus, did not know that his daughter and little grandson were now sea-gods. Conquered by the pain of this run of disasters, and daunted by all he had seen, the founder departed his city, as if the misfortunes of the place and not himself were oppressing him. Driven to wandering, at length his journey carried him and his wife to the borders of Illyria. Now, weighed down by age and sadness, they thought of the original destiny of their house, and in talk reviewed their sufferings. Cadmus said ‘Surely that snake my spear pierced, must have been sacred, when, fresh from Sidon, I scattered the serpent’s teeth, a strange seed, over the earth? If that is what the gods have been avenging with such sure anger, may I myself stretch out as a long-bellied snake.’ And, so speaking, he did extend into a long-bellied snake, and felt his skin hardening as scales grew there, while dark green patches chequered his black body. He lay prone on his breast, and gradually his legs fused together thinning out towards a smooth point. Still his arms were left to him, and what was left of his arms he stretched out, and, with tears running down his still human cheeks, he said ‘Come here, wife, come here, most unfortunate one, and while there is still something left of me, touch me, and take my hand, while it is still a hand, while the snake does not yet have all of me.’

			He wanted to say so much more, but suddenly his tongue was split in two, and though he wished for words none came, and whenever he started on some plaintive sound, he hissed: this was the voice that Nature bequeathed him. Then, striking her naked breast with her hands, his wife cried out ‘Cadmus, wait, unhappy one, tear away this monstrous thing! Cadmus, what is it? Where are your feet? Where are your hands, shoulders, face, colour, everything – while I speak? Why do you not change me as well, you gods, into this same snake’s form?’ She spoke. His tongue flickered over his wife’s face, he slid between her beloved breasts as if known there, and clasped her, and searched about for the neck he knew so well. Everyone who was there (their comrades were present) was horrified, but she stroked the gleaming neck of the crested serpent, and suddenly there were two snakes there, with intertwining coils, until they sought the shelter of the neighbouring woods. Even now they do not avoid human beings or wound them, quiet serpents, remembering what they once were.
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			Perseus

			 

			Nevertheless even in their altered form, their grandson Bacchus gave them great consolation, whom conquered India worshipped, to whose newly created temples the Achaians thronged. Only Acrisius, son of Abas, born from the same roots (through Belus brother of Agenor), was an exception, who closed Argos within its walls, took up arms against the god, and did not consider him a child of Jupiter. Nor did he consider, as a child of Jupiter, his grandson Perseus whom Danaë conceived of a shower of gold. Though later (such is truth’s power) Acrisius repented of outraging the god, and of not acknowledging his grandson. One had taken his place in the heavens, but the other was travelling through the gentle air, on beating wings, bringing back an amazing, monstrous prize, and as the victor hung above the Libyan sands, bloody drops fell from the Gorgon’s head. The earth caught them and gave them life, as species of snakes, and so that country is infested with deadly serpents.

			He was driven from there by conflicting winds, carried this way and that, through vast spaces, like a rain cloud. He flew over the whole world, looking down through the air from a great height at remote countries. Three times he saw the frozen constellations of the Bears, three times the Crab’s pincers. Often he was forced below the west, often into the east, and now as the light died, afraid to trust to night, he put down in the western regions of Hesperus, in the kingdom of Atlas. He looked to rest there a while, till Lucifer summoned up Aurora’s fires, and Aurora the chariot of dawn. Here was Atlas, son of Iapetus, exceeding all men by the size of his body.

			The most remote land was under Atlas’s rule, and the ocean, into which Sol’s panting horses plunged, and where his straining axle was welcomed. He had a thousand flocks, and as many herds of cattle straying through the grass, and no neighbouring soil was richer than his. The leaves of the trees, bright with radiant gold, covered branches of gold, and fruit of gold. Perseus said to him ‘Friend, if high birth impresses you, Jupiter is responsible for my birth. Or if you admire great deeds, you will admire mine. I ask for hospitality and rest.’

			Atlas remembered an ancient prophecy. Themis on Parnassus had given that prophecy. ‘Atlas, the time will come when your tree will be stripped of its gold, and he who steals it will be called the son of Jupiter.’ Fearful of this, Atlas had enclosed his orchard with solid walls, and set a huge dragon to guard it, and kept all strangers away from his borders. To Perseus, he said ‘Go far away, lest the glory of the deeds, that you lie about, and Jupiter himself, fail you!’ He added weight to his threats, and tried to push him away with his great hands, Perseus delaying resolutely, and combining that with calm words. Inferior in strength (who could equal Atlas in strength?), he said, ‘Well now, since you show me so little kindness, accept a gift’ and turning away himself, he held out Medusa’s foul head, on his left hand side. Atlas became a mountain, as huge as he himself had been. Now his hair and beard were changed into trees, his shoulders and hands into ridges. What had been his head before was the crest on the mountain summit. His bones became stones. Then he grew to an immense height in every part (so you gods determined) and the whole sky, with its many stars, rested on him.

			Aeolus, son of Hippotas, had confined the winds in their prison under Mount Etna, and Lucifer, who exhorts us to work, shone brightest of all in the depths of the eastern sky. Perseus strapped the winged sandals he had put to one side to his feet, armed himself with his curved sword, and cut through the clear air on beating pinions. Leaving innumerable nations behind, below and around him, he came in sight of the Ethiopian peoples, and the fields of Cepheus. There Jupiter Ammon had unjustly ordered the innocent Andromeda to pay the penalty for her mother Cassiopeia’s words.

			As soon as Perseus, great-grandson of Abas, saw her fastened by her arms to the hard rock, he would have thought she was a marble statue, except that a light breeze stirred her hair, and warm tears ran from her eyes. He took fire without knowing it and was stunned, and seized by the vision of the form he saw, he almost forgot to flicker his wings in the air. As soon as he had touched down, he said ‘O, you do not deserve these chains, but those that link ardent lovers together. Tell me your name, I wish to know it, and the name of your country, and why you are wearing these fetters. At first she was silent: a virgin, she did not dare to address a man, and she would have hidden her face modestly with her hands, if they had not been fastened behind her. She used her eyes instead, and they filled with welling tears. At his repeated insistence, so as not to seem to be acknowledging a fault of her own, she told him her name and the name of her country, and what faith her mother had had in her own beauty.

			Before she had finished speaking, all the waves resounded, and a monster menaced them, rising from the deep sea, and covered the wide waters with its breadth. The girl cried out: her grieving father and mother were together nearby, both wretched, but the mother more justifiably so. They bring no help with them, only weeping and lamentations to suit the moment, and cling to her fettered body. Then the stranger speaks ‘There will be plenty of time left for tears, but only a brief hour is given us to work. If I asked for this girl as Perseus, son of Jupiter and that Danaë, imprisoned in the brazen tower, whom Jupiter filled with his rich golden shower; Perseus conqueror of the Gorgon with snakes for hair, he who dared to fly, driven through the air, on soaring wings, then surely I should be preferred to all other suitors as a son-in-law. If the gods favour me, I will try to add further merit to these great gifts. I will make a bargain. Rescued by my courage, she must be mine.’ Her parents accept the contract (who would hesitate?) and, entreating him, promise a kingdom, as well, for a dowry.

			See how the creature comes, parting the waves with surging breast, like a fast ship with pointed prow ploughing the water, driven by the sweat-covered muscles of her crew. It was as far from the rock as a Balearic sling can send a lead shot through the air, when suddenly the young hero, pushing his feet hard against the earth, shot high among the clouds. When the shadow of a man appeared on the water’ surface, the creature raged against the shadow it had seen. As Jupiter’s eagle, when it sees a snake, in an open field, showing its livid body to the sun, takes it from behind, and fixes its eager talons in the scaly neck, lest it twists back its cruel fangs, so the descendant of Inachus hurling himself headlong, in swift flight, through empty space, attacked the creature’s back, and, as it roared, buried his sword, to the end of the curved blade, in the right side of its neck. Hurt by the deep wound, now it reared high in the air, now it dived underwater, or turned now, like a fierce wild boar, when the dogs scare him, and the pack is baying around him. Perseus evades the eager jaws on swift wings, and strikes with his curved sword wherever the monster is exposed, now at the back encrusted with barnacles, now at the sides of the body, now where the tail is slenderest, ending fishlike. The beast vomits seawater mixed with purplish blood. The pinions grow heavy, soaked with spray. Not daring to trust his drenched wings any further, he sees a rock whose highest point stands above quiet water, hidden by rough seas. Resting there, and holding on to the topmost pinnacle with his left hand, he drives his sword in three or four times, repeatedly.

			The shores, and the high places of the gods, fill with the clamour of applause. Cassiope and Cepheus rejoice, and greet their son-in-law, acknowledging him as the pillar of their house, and their deliverer. Released from her chains, the girl comes forward, the prize and the cause of his efforts. He washes his hands after the victory in seawater drawn for him and, so that Medusa’s head, covered with its snakes, is not bruised by the harsh sand, he makes the ground soft with leaves, spreads out plants from below the waves and places the head of that daughter of Phorcys on them. The fresh plants, still living inside, and absorbent, respond to the influence of the Gorgon’s head, and harden at its touch, acquiring a new rigidity in branches and fronds. And the ocean nymphs try out this wonder on more plants, and are delighted that the same thing happens at its touch, and repeat it by scattering the seeds from the plants through the waves. Even now corals have the same nature, hardening at a touch of air, and what was alive, under the water, above water is turned to stone.

			To the three gods, he builds the same number of altars out of turf, to you Mercury on the left, to you Minerva, warlike virgin, on the right, and an altar of Jupiter in the centre. He sacrifices a cow to Minerva, a calf to the wing-footed god, and a bull to you, greatest of the gods. Then he claims Andromeda, without a dowry, valuing her as the worthiest prize. Hymen and Amor wave the marriage torch, the fires are saturated with strong perfumes, garlands hang from the rafters, and everywhere flutes and pipes, and singing, sound out, the happy evidence of joyful hearts. The doors fold back to show the whole of the golden hall, and the noble Ethiopian princes enter to a richly prepared banquet already set out for them.

			When they have attacked the feast, and their spirits are cheered by wine, the generous gift of Bacchus, Perseus asks about the country and its culture, its customs and the character of its people. At the same time as he instructed him about these, one of the guests said ‘Perseus, I beg you to tell us by what prowess and by what arts you carried off that head with snakes for hair.’ The descendant of Agenor told how there was a cave lying below the frozen slopes of Atlas, safely hidden in its solid mass. At the entrance to this place the sisters lived, the Graeae, daughters of Phorcys, similar in appearance, sharing only one eye between them. He removed it, cleverly, and stealthily, cunningly substituting his own hand while they were passing it from one to another. Far from there, by hidden tracks, and through rocks bristling with shaggy trees, he reached the place where the Gorgons lived. In the fields and along the paths, here and there, he saw the shapes of men and animals changed from their natures to hard stone by Medusa’s gaze. Nevertheless he had himself looked at the dread form of Medusa reflected in a circular shield of polished bronze that he carried on his left arm. And while a deep sleep held the snakes and herself, he struck her head from her neck. And the swift winged horse Pegasus and his brother the warrior Chrysaor, were born from their mother’s blood.

			He told of his long journeys, of dangers that were not imaginary ones, what seas and lands he had seen below from his high flight, and what stars he had brushed against with beating wings. He still finished speaking before they wished. Next one of the many princes asked why Medusa, alone among her sisters, had snakes twining in her hair. The guest replied ‘Since what you ask is worth the telling, hear the answer to your question. She was once most beautiful, and the jealous aspiration of many suitors. Of all her beauties none was more admired than her hair: I came across a man who recalled having seen her. They say that Neptune, lord of the seas, violated her in the temple of Minerva. Jupiter’s daughter turned away, and hid her chaste eyes behind her aegis. So that it might not go unpunished, she changed the Gorgon’s hair to foul snakes. And now, to terrify her enemies, numbing them with fear, the goddess wears the snakes, that she created, as a breastplate.’

			While the hero, the son of Danae, is recalling this succession of events, amongst the Ethiopians, the royal halls suddenly fill with a riot of complaints. It is not the sound of a wedding feast that rings out, but that which presages the use of arms. The festivities, turned to sudden confusion, could be likened to a calm sea that the fierce raging of the wind churns into rising waves. Phineus, the king’s brother, is first mover in this, a rash stirrer-up of strife, shaking his ashen spear tipped with bronze. ‘See,’ he shouted ‘See, I come here as an avenger for the carrying off of my bride. Your wings won’t help you escape me, nor even Jupiter, changed to a shower of fool’s gold!’

			As he prepared to throw the spear, Cepheus cried ‘What are you doing? Brother, what mad feelings drive you to crime? Are these the thanks you return for such service? Is this the gift with which you pay compensation for a life restored? If you want the truth it was not Perseus who took her from you, but Neptune, the stern god of the Nereids, and horned Jupiter Ammon, and that monster that came from the sea to glut itself on my own flesh and blood. It was then she was taken from you, when she was about to die: but perhaps, hard-hearted one, that is what you want, for her to die, and you to take comfort from my grief. Of course, it is not enough that you saw her fastened there, and brought her no help, you her uncle and her intended. Are you grieved that she was saved by someone else, and would you take away his prize? If it seemed so great a prize to you, you should have sought her among the rocks where she was chained. Now let the man who did seek it, take what he has earned and what was promised, since, thanks to him, I shall not have a childless old age. Realise that it is not Perseus, but the prospect of certain death that has displaced you.’

			Phineus said nothing, but turned his face alternately from Perseus to his brother, not knowing whether to aim at the one or the other. Hesitating for a while he hurled his spear, throwing it with the energy of anger, but uselessly, at Perseus. Only when it had stuck fast in the bench, did Perseus leap up from where he was lying. Returning the weapon, fiercely, he would have pierced his enemy’s chest, if Phineus had not dodged behind the altars: and (shamefully) the wretch found safety in that refuge. Nevertheless the javelin was not without effect, and struck Rhoetus full face, who immediately fell, and, when the weapon had been pulled out of the bone, he kicked out and sprayed the laden tables with his blood. Then the crowd of men was truly ablaze with anger, and they hurled their spears, and there were those who saidCepheus deserved to die with his son-in-law. But Cepheus had already crossed the threshold, calling on justice, good faith, and on the gods of friendship, to witness that what was being done was forbidden. Warlike Pallas came and protected her brother, Perseus, with her shield, the aegis, and gave him courage.

			There was a youth from India, Athis, whom Limnaee, a nymph of the River Ganges is said to have given birth to, under its glassy waters. He was of outstanding beauty, his sixteen years unimpaired, enhanced by his rich robes, wearing his military cloak of Tyrian purple, fringed with gold. A gold collar ornamented his neck, and a curved coronet his myrrh-drenched hair. He was skilled at piercing anything with the javelins he launched, however distant, but was even more skilled at shooting with the bow. While he was bending the pliant tips in his hands, Perseus struck him, with a log that had been smouldering in the middle of the altar, and shattered his face to splintered bone.

			When Lycabas, the Assyrian, closest to him, as a friend, and, most probably, a lover, saw his much praised features masked with blood, he wept bitterly for Athis, breathing out his life through that sad wound. He caught up the bow Athis had strung and said ‘Now match yourself with me! You will not have long to rejoice over the death of a child, an act which holds more shame than praise.’ He had not finished speaking when the sharp arrow shot from the bowstring, but Perseus avoided it, and it was left hanging from a fold of his clothes. The grandson of Acrisius turned against him that scimitar, tried and proven in his killing of Medusa, driving it into his chest. But even in death, his eyes failing, he looked round for Athis, in that gloomy night, and fell next to him, taking for his solace, to the shadows, the fact of being joined with him in death.

			Phorbas of Syene, the son of Metion, and Libyan Amphimedon, eager to commit to the fight, fell, having slipped on the ground, warm and drenched with blood on every side. Rising, they were stopped by the sword, piercing Phorbas’s throat, and Amphimedon’s ribs. But Perseus did not challenge Eurytus, son of Actor, who had a battle-axe, with his scimitar, instead, lifting a mixing bowl, embossed with decorations and very heavy in weight, high in the air, with both hands, he dashed it down on the man, who vomited bright red blood, and, lying on his back, beat the earth with his head. Then Perseus overthrew Polydegmon, born of the blood of Queen Semiramis,Abaris from Caucasia, Lycetus from the River Spercheos region, Helices with flowing hair, Clytus and Phlegyas, and trod on a mounting pile of the dying.

			Phineus did not dare to fight hand to hand with his enemy, but threw his spear, which felled Idas, by mistake, who, though unavailingly, had no part in the fight, and was a follower of neither side. He, looking fiercely at Phineus, said ‘Since I have been forced to take part, then, Phineus, acknowledge the enemy you have made, and repay me wound for wound!’ He was about to hurl back the javelin he had pulled from his body when he collapsed dying, his limbs drained of blood.

			Then Hodites, the greatest of the Ethiopians next to the king, was killed by Clymenus’s sword. Hypseus struck Prothoënor, and Lyncides struck Hypseus. One very old man, Emathion, was there who upheld justice, and feared the gods. He stepped forward, and since his age prevented him fighting, he warred in words, cursing their sinful weapons. Chromis decapitated him with his sword, as he clung to the altar with trembling hands, and the head fell straight on to the hearth, and there the half living tongue still uttered imprecations, and its life expired in the midst of the flames.

			Then two brothers fell at the hands of Phineus. They were Broteas, and Ammon the famous boxers, who would have been able to overcome anything, if boxing gloves were able to overcome swords, and Ampycus, priest of Ceres, his forehead wreathed with white fillets. And you Lampetides, summoned, but not for this purpose, who played the lute and sang the work of peace, ordered to help celebrate the feast, and recite the bridal songs. Pedasus, mockingly shouted to him, as he stood to one side holding his unwarlike plectrum, ‘Go and sing the rest to the Stygian shades!’ and pierced his left temple with his blade. He fell, and tried to pluck the lyric strings again, with dying fingers, and, falling, struck a plaintive note.

			Lycormas, angered, did not allow him to die without taking revenge. Grasping a heavy bar from the door on his right, he struck Pedasus, in the middle of his neck-bones, and he fell dead to the ground, like a bullock at the sacrifice. Pelates, from the banks of Cinyps, tried to take the bar from the left door, and, while attempting to do so, his right hand was transfixed by the spear of Corythus, from Marmarica, and pinned to the wood. Abas pierced him in the side as he was fastened there, and he did not fall, but hung there, dying, from the post to which his hand was nailed. Melaneus, a follower of Perseus’s cause, was also killed, and Dorylas, the wealthiest man in the fields of Nasamonia, Dorylas whose wealth was in fields, than whom no man held a greater tract, nor could pile up as many heaps of spices. A missile thrown from the side stuck in his groin, that fatal place. When Halcyoneus of Bactria, the perpetrator of the wound, saw him gasping for life, his eyes rolling, he said ‘Of all your lands you shall have only this earth you lie on!’ and left his bloodless corpse. But Perseus, the avenger, the descendant of Abas, turned against him the spear, pulled hot from the wound. Catching the nose, it went through the middle of the neck, jutting out front and back.

			While Fortune aided his hand, Perseus killed Clytius and Clanis, born of one mother, with different wounds. An ashen spear, from his strong arm, went through both Clytius’s thighs, while Clanis’s jaw bit on a javelin. Mendesian Celadon was killed, Astreus, of unknown father and Syrian mother, Aethion, once skilled in telling the future, now deceived by lack of foresight, Thoactes, the armour-bearer of the king, and Agyrtes, notorious for murdering his own father.

			There is yet more to be done, despite what he has endured: the purpose of all is to overwhelm this one man. The bands of conspirators oppose him on all sides, in a cause opposed to justice, and good faith. His father, with helpless loyalty, and his new bride and her mother, support him to the best of their abilities, filling the palace with their cries. But the clash of weapons and the groans of the fallen, drown them out, and at the same time Bellona, goddess of war, pollutes and drenches thepenates, the household gods, with blood, and stirs renewed conflict.

			Phineus and a thousand followers of Phineus, surround the one man. Spears to the right of him, spears to the left of him, fly thicker than winter hail, past his eyes and ears. He sets his back and shoulders against a massive stone column, and protected behind, turns towards the opposing crowd of men, and withstands their threat. The Chaonian, Molpeus, presses him on the left, and on the right Ethemon, a Nabatean. Like a tiger, goaded by hunger, that hears the bellowing of two herds of cattle in separate valleys, and does not know which it would rather rush at, fired up to rush at either, so Perseus hesitates whether to strike right or left. He drives Molpeus off, piercing him with a wound to the leg, and is content to let him go: but Ethemon allows him no time, and raging and eager to give him a wound high on the neck, flails at him, incautiously and violently, and fractures his sword, striking it on the extreme edge of the column. The blade is detached, and fixes itself in its owner’s throat. The wound it gives him is not serious enough to cause his death, but as he stands there, quivering, and uselessly stretching out his defenceless arms, Perseus stabs him with Cyllenian Mercury’s curved sword.

			When Perseus saw indeed that, his efforts would succumb to the weight of numbers, he said ‘Since you plan it like this, I will ask help of the enemy. If there are any friends here, turn your face away!’ and he held up the Gorgon’s head. ‘Find others, who might be worried by your marvel’ said Thesculus, but as he prepared to throw his deadly javelin, he was frozen, like a marble statue, in the act. Ampyx, next to him, thrust his sword straight at the heart of the courageous descendant of Lynceus, and, in thrusting, his right hand stiffened, without movement this way or that. But Nileus who falsely claimed that he was born of the Nile with its seven mouths, his shield engraved with its seven streams, part gold, part silver, cried ‘Perseus, see, the sources of my people: it will be a great consolation to you to take with you, in death, to the silent shadows, the knowledge of having fallen to so noble a man’. The last echo of his voice was cut off in mid-flight, and you might believe his mouth still wished to speak, though it was no longer pervious to words.

			Eryx rebuked them, saying, ‘Lack of courage, not the power of the Gorgon, freezes you. Rush in with me and knock this youth and his magic weapon to the ground!’ He had started his rush, but the floor held his feet fast, and there he stayed, unmoving stone, a fully-armed statue.

			They all deserved the punishment they suffered, except one of Perseus’s warriors. While he was fighting on his side, Aconteus, saw the Gorgon’s head, and took the shape of hardened stone. Astyages struck him with his long sword thinking he was still alive, and the blade gave a high-pitched ringing noise. While Astyages stood there amazed, the same power transformed him, and he remained there with a wondering look on his marble face. It would take a long time to tell the names of the middle ranks of men: two hundred bodies survived the fight, two hundred bodies were turned to stone, at sight of the Gorgon’s head.

			Now, at last, Phineus regrets the unjust fight, but what can he do? He sees the figures in diverse attitudes, and recognises the men, and calling on each by name, asks his help. Disbelieving, he touches the bodies nearest to him. They are marble. He averts his gaze from Perseus, and in supplication, he stretches out his hands in acknowledgement, his arms still held out towards him. ‘Perseus’, he cries, ‘you have won! Take away that monstrous thing of yours: remove your head of the Medusa, whoever she may be, that turns men to stone. Take it away, I beg you! It was not hate, or desire for power, that drove me to war. I took up arms to win a bride! Your claim was greater by merit, but mine by precedence. I do not regret ending it. Give me nothing, except my life, most resolute of men, the rest is yours!’ So speaking, not daring to look towards him to whom he directed his request, Perseus replied ‘Have no fear, most cowardly Phineus, I will grant both what I can grant, and what is a great gift to the fearful! You will not suffer the sword. Rather I will cause you to be an enduring monument through the ages, and you will always be seen in my father-in-law’s palace, so that my wife may find solace in the statue of her intended.’ He spoke, and carried the head of Phorcys’s daughter to where Phineus had turned his frightened face. As Phineus tried to avert his gaze, his neck hardened, and the tears on his cheeks were turned to stone. Now the frightened face, the suppliant expression, the submissive hands, and the slavish appearance, remained, in marble.

			The victorious descendant of Abas, with his bride, enters Argos, his ancestral city, and as the champion and vindicator of his grandfather Acrisius, who little deserves it, he attacks Proetus, who has made his brother a fugitive by force of arms, and seized his stronghold. But neither by force of arms, nor by possession of the stronghold he had taken in his wickedness, could he overcome the fierce gaze of the snake-wreathed monster.

			Still, you, O Polydectes, king of tiny Seriphos, softened neither by the young man’s virtue, visible in all his efforts, nor by his suffering, nursed a harsh and unrelenting hatred, and there was no limit to your baseless anger. You disparaged the praise given him, and accused his account of the killing of Medusa of being a lie. ‘I will give you evidence of its truth. Friends, protect your eyes!’ cried Perseus, and with the face of Medusa he turned the face of the king to bloodless stone.
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			Arachne

			 

			Tritonian Minerva had listened to every word, and approved of the Aonian Muses’s song, and their justified indignation. Then she said, to herself, ‘To give praise is not enough, let me be praised as well, and not allow my divine powers to be scorned without inflicting punishment.’ Her thoughts turned to Arachne, of Maeonia, whom she had heard would not give her due credit, in the art of spinning. The girl was not known for her place of birth, or family, but for her skill. Her father, Idmon of Colophon, dyed the absorbent wool purple, with Phocaean murex. Her mother was dead. She too had been of humble birth, and the father the same. Nevertheless, though she lived in a modest home, in little Hypaepa, Arachne had gained a name for artistry, throughout the cities of Lydia.

			Often the nymphs of Mount Tmolus deserted their vine-covered slopes, and the nymphs of the River Pactolus deserted their waves, to examine her wonderful workmanship. It was not only a joy to see the finished cloths, but also to watch them made: so much beauty added to art. Whether at first she was winding the rough yarn into a new ball, or working the stuff with her fingers, teasing out the clouds of wool, repeatedly, drawing them into long equal threads, twirling the slender spindle with practised thumb, or embroidering with her needle, you could see she was taught by Pallas. Yet she denied it, and took offence at the idea of such a teacher. ‘Contend with me’ she said ‘I will not disagree at all if I am beaten’.

			Pallas Minerva took the shape of an old woman: adding grey hair to her temples, and ageing her limbs, which she supported with a stick. Then she spoke, to the girl, as follows. ‘Not everything old age has is to be shunned: knowledge comes with advancing years. Do not reject my advice: seek great fame amongst mortals for your skill in weaving, but give way to the goddess, and ask her forgiveness, rash girl, with a humble voice: she will forgive if you will ask.’ Arachne looked fiercely at her and left the work she was on: scarcely restraining her hands, and with dark anger in her face. Pallas, disguised it is true, received this answer. ‘Weak-minded and worn out by tedious old age, you come here, and having lived too long destroys you. Let your daughter-in-law if you have one, let your daughter if you have one, listen to your voice. I have wisdom enough of my own. You think your advice is never heeded: that is my feeling too. Why does she not come herself? Why does she shirk this contest?’

			The goddess said ‘She is here!’ and, relinquishing the old woman’s form, revealed Pallas Minerva. The nymphs and the Phrygian women worshipped her godhead: the girl alone remained unafraid, yet she did blush, as the sky is accustomed to redden when Aurora first stirs, and, after a while, to whiten at the sun from the east. She is stubborn in her attempt, and rushes on to her fate, eager for a worthless prize. Now, Jupiter’s daughter does not refuse, and does not give warning, or delay the contest a moment. Immediately they both position themselves, in separate places, and stretch out the fine threads, for the warp, over twin frames. The frame is fastened to the cross-beam; the threads of the warp separated with the reed; the thread of the weft is inserted between, in the pointed shuttles that their fingers have readied; and, drawn through the warp, the threads of the weft are beaten into place, struck by the comb’s notched teeth. They each work quickly, and, with their clothes gathered in tight, under their breasts, apply skilful arms, their zeal not making it seem like work. There, shades of purple, dyed in Tyrian bronze vessels, are woven into the cloth, and also lighter colours, shading off gradually. The threads that touch seem the same, but the extremes are distant, as when, often, after a rainstorm, the expanse of the sky, struck by the sunlight, is stained by a rainbow in one vast arch, in which a thousand separate colours shine, but the eye itself still cannot see the transitions. There, are inserted lasting threads of gold, and an ancient tale is spun in the web.

			Pallas Athene depicts the hill of Mars, and the court of the Aeropagus, in Cecrops’s Athens, and the old dispute between Neptune and herself, as to who had the right to the city and its name. There the twelve gods sit in great majesty, on their high thrones, with Jupiter in the middle. She weaves the gods with their familiar attributes. The image of Jupiter is a royal one. There she portrays the Ocean god, standing and striking the rough stone, with his long trident, and seawater flowing from the centre of the shattered rock, a token of his claim to the city. She gives herself a shield, a sharp pointed spear, and a helmet for her head, while the aegis protects her breast. She shows an olive-tree with pale trunk, thick with fruit, born from the earth at a blow from her spear, the gods marvelling: and Victory crowns the work.

			Then she adds four scenes of contest in the four corners, each with miniature figures, in their own clear colours, so that her rival might learn, from the examples quoted, what prize she might expect, for her outrageous daring. One corner shows Thracian Mount Rhodope and Mount Haemus, now icy peaks, once mortal beings who ascribed the names of the highest gods to themselves. A second corner shows the miserable fate of the queen of the Pygmies: how Juno, having overcome her in a contest, ordered her to become a crane and make war on her own people. Also she pictures Antigone, whom Queen Juno turned into a bird for having dared to compete with Jupiter’s great consort: neither her father Laomedon, nor her city Ilium were of any use to her, but taking wing as a white stork she applauds herself with clattering beak. The only corner left shows Cinyras, bereaved: and he is seen weeping as he clasps the stone steps of the temple that were once his daughters’ limbs. Minerva surrounded the outer edges with the olive wreaths of peace (this was the last part) and so ended her work with emblems of her own tree.

			The Maeonian girl depicts Europa deceived by the form of the bull: you would have thought it a real bull and real waves. She is seen looking back to the shore she has left, and calling to her companions, displaying fear at the touch of the surging water, and drawing up her shrinking feet. Also Arachne showed Asterie, held by the eagle, struggling, and Leda lying beneath the swan’s wings. She added Jupiter who, hidden in the form of a satyr, filled Antiope, daughter of Nycteus with twin offspring; who, as Amphitryon, was charmed by you, Alcmena, of Tiryns; by Danaë, as a golden shower; by Aegina, daughter of Asopus, as a flame; by Mnemosyne, as a shepherd; by Proserpine, Ceres’s daughter, as a spotted snake.

			She wove you, Neptune, also, changed to a fierce bull for Canace, Aeolus’s daughter. In Enipeus’s form you begot the Aloidae, and deceived Theophane as a ram. The golden-haired, gentlest, mother of the cornfields, knew you as a horse. The snake-haired mother of the winged horse, knew you as a winged bird. Melantho knew you as a dolphin. She gave all these their own aspects, and the aspects of the place. Here is Phoebus like a countryman, and she shows him now with the wings of a hawk, and now in a lion’s skin, and how as a shepherd he tricked Isse, Macareus’s daughter. She showed how Bacchus ensnared Erigone with delusive grapes, and how Saturnas the double of a horse begot Chiron. The outer edge of the web, surrounded by a narrow border, had flowers interwoven with entangled ivy.

			Neither Pallas nor Envy itself could fault that work. The golden-haired warrior goddess was grieved by its success, and tore the tapestry, embroidered with the gods’ crimes, and as she held her shuttle made of boxwood from Mount Cytorus, she struck Idmonian Arachne, three or four times, on the forehead. The unfortunate girl could not bear it, and courageously slipped a noose around her neck: Pallas, in pity, lifted her, as she hung there, and said these words, ‘Live on then, and yet hang, condemned one, but, lest you are careless in future, this same condition is declared, in punishment, against your descendants, to the last generation!’ Departing after saying this, she sprinkled her with the juice of Hecate’s herb, and immediately at the touch of this dark poison, Arachne’s hair fell out. With it went her nose and ears, her head shrank to the smallest size, and her whole body became tiny. Her slender fingers stuck to her sides as legs, the rest is belly, from which she still spins a thread, and, as a spider, weaves her ancient web.
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			Orpheus and Eurydice

			 

			Hymen, called by the voice of Orpheus, departed, and, dressed in his saffron robes, made his way through the vast skies to the Ciconian coast: but in vain. He was present at Orpheus’s marriage, true, but he did not speak the usual words, display a joyful expression, or bring good luck. The torch, too, that he held, sputtered continually, with tear-provoking fumes, and no amount of shaking contrived to light it properly. The result was worse than any omens. While the newly wedded bride,Eurydice, was walking through the grass, with a crowd of naiads as her companions, she was killed, by a bite on her ankle, from a snake, sheltering there. When Thracian Orpheus, the poet of Rhodope, had mourned for her, greatly, in the upper world, he dared to go down to Styx, through the gate of Taenarus, also, to see if he might not move the dead.

			Through the weightless throng, and the ghosts that had received proper burial, he came to Persephone, and the lord of the shadows, he who rules the joyless kingdom. Then striking the lyre-strings to accompany his words, he sang: ‘O gods of this world, placed below the earth, to which all, who are created mortal, descend; if you allow me, and it is lawful, to set aside the fictions of idle tongues and speak the truth, I have not come here to see dark Tartarus, nor to bind Cerberus, Medusa’s child, with his three necks, and snaky hair. My wife is the cause of my journey. A viper she trod on diffused its venom into her body, and robbed her of her best years. I longed to be able to accept it, and I do not say I have not tried: Love won.

			He is a god well known in the world above, though I do not know if it is so here: though I do imagine him to be here, as well, and if the story of that rape in ancient times is not a lie, you also were wedded by Amor. I beg you, by these fearful places, by this immense abyss, and the silence of your vast realms, reverse Eurydice’s swift death. All things are destined to be yours, and though we delay a while, sooner or later we hasten home. Here we are all bound, this is our final abode, and you hold the longest reign over the human race. Eurydice, too, will be yours to command, when she has lived out her fair span of years, to maturity. I ask this benefit as a gift; but, if the fates refuse my wife this kindness, I am determined not to return: you can delight in both our deaths.’

			The bloodless spirits wept as he spoke, accompanying his words with the music. Tantalus did not reach for the ever-retreating water: Ixion’s wheel was stilled: the vultures did not pluck at Tityus’s liver: the Belides, the daughters of Danaüs, left their water jars: and you, Sisyphus, perched there, on your rock. Then they say, for the first time, the faces of the Furies were wet with tears, won over by his song: the king of the deep, and his royal bride, could not bear to refuse his prayer, and called for Eurydice.

			She was among the recent ghosts, and walked haltingly from her wound. The poet of Rhodope received her, and, at the same time, accepted this condition, that he must not turn his eyes behind him, until he emerged from the vale of Avernus, or the gift would be null and void.

			They took the upward path, through the still silence, steep and dark, shadowy with dense fog, drawing near to the threshold of the upper world. Afraid she was no longer there, and eager to see her, the lover turned his eyes. In an instant she dropped back, and he, unhappy man, stretching out his arms to hold her and be held, clutched at nothing but the receding air. Dying a second time, now, there was no complaint to her husband (what, then, could she complain of, except that she had been loved?). She spoke a last ‘farewell’ that, now, scarcely reached his ears, and turned again towards that same place.

			Stunned by the double loss of his wife, Orpheus was like that coward who saw Cerberus, the three-headed dog, chained by the central neck, and whose fear vanished with his nature, as stone transformed his body. Or like Olenos, and you, his Lethaea, too proud of your beauty: he wished to be charged with your crime, and seem guilty himself: once wedded hearts, you are now rocks set on moist Mount Ida.

			Orpheus wished and prayed, in vain, to cross the Styx again, but the ferryman fended him off. Still, for seven days, he sat there by the shore, neglecting himself and not taking nourishment. Sorrow, troubled thought, and tears were his food. He took himself to lofty Mount Rhodope, and Haemus, swept by the winds, complaining that the gods of Erebus were cruel.

			Three times the sun had ended the year, in watery Pisces, and Orpheus had abstained from the love of women, either because things ended badly for him, or because he had sworn to do so. Yet, many felt a desire to be joined with the poet, and many grieved at rejection. Indeed, he was the first of the Thracian people to transfer his love to young boys, and enjoy their brief springtime, and early flowering, this side of manhood.

			While the poet of Thrace, with songs like these, drew to himself the trees, the souls of wild beasts, and the stones that followed him, see, how the frenzied Ciconianwomen, their breasts covered with animal skins, spy Orpheus from a hilltop, as he matches songs to the sounding strings. One of them, her hair scattered to the light breeze, called: ‘Behold, behold, this is the one who scorns us!’ and hurled her spear at the face of Apollo’s poet, as he was singing. Tipped with leaves, it marked him, without wounding. The next missile was a stone, that, thrown through the air, was itself overpowered by the harmony of voice and lyre, and fell at his feet, as though it were begging forgiveness for its mad audacity. But in fact the mindless attack mounted, without restraint, and mad fury ruled. All their missiles would have been frustrated by his song, but the huge clamour of the Berecyntian flutes of broken horn, the drums, and the breast-beating and howls of the Bacchantes, drowned the sound of the lyre. Then, finally, the stones grew red, with the blood of the poet, to whom they were deaf.

			First, the innumerable birds, the snakes, and the procession of wild animals, still entranced by the voice of the singer, a mark of Orpheus’s triumph, were torn apart by the Maenads. Then they set their bloody hands on Orpheus, and gathered, like birds that spy the owl, the bird of night, wandering in the daylight, or as in the amphitheatre, on the morning of the staged events, on either side, a doomed stag, in the arena, is prey to the hounds. They rushed at the poet, and hurled their green-leaved thyrsi, made for a different use. Some threw clods of earth, some branches torn from the trees, and others flints. And so that their madness did not lack true weapons, by chance, oxen were turning the soil under the ploughshare, and, not far away from them, brawny farm workers were digging the solid earth, sweating hard to prepare it for use, who fled when they saw the throng, leaving their work tools behind. Hoes, heavy mattocks, and long rakes lay scattered through the empty fields. After catching these up, and ripping apart the oxen, that threatened them with their horns, the fierce women rushed back to kill the poet. As he stretched out his hands, speaking ineffectually for the first time ever, not affecting them in any way with his voice, the impious ones murdered him: and the spirit, breathed out through that mouth to which stones listened, and which was understood by the senses of wild creatures – O, God! – vanished down the wind.

			The birds, lamenting, cried for you, Orpheus; the crowd of wild creatures; the hard flints; the trees that often gathered to your song, shedding their leaves, mourned you with bared crowns. They say the rivers, also, were swollen with their own tears, and the naiads and dryads, with dishevelled hair, put on sombre clothes. The poet’s limbs were strewn in different places: the head and the lyre you, Hebrus, received, and (a miracle!) floating in midstream, the lyre lamented mournfully; mournfully the lifeless tongue murmured; mournfully the banks echoed in reply. And now, carried onward to the sea, they left their native river-mouth and reached the shores of Lesbos, at Methymna. Here, as the head lay exposed on the alien sand, its moist hair dripping brine, a fierce snake attacked it. But at last Phoebus came, and prevented it, as it was about to bite, and turned the serpent’s gaping jaws to stone, and froze the mouth, wide open, as it was.

			The ghost of Orpheus sank under the earth, and recognised all those places it had seen before; and, searching the fields of the Blessed, he found his wife again and held her eagerly in his arms. There they walk together side by side; now she goes in front, and he follows her; now he leads, and looks back as he can do, in safety now, at his Eurydice.’

			However, the god, Lyaeus, did not allow such wickedness by his followers to go unpunished. Grieved by the loss of the poet of his sacred rites, he immediately fastened down, with twisted roots, all the Thracian women who had seen the sin, since the path, that each one was on at that moment, gripped their toes and forced the tips into the solid ground. As a bird, when it is caught in a snare, set by a cunning wild-fowler, and feels itself held, tightens the knot by its movement, beating and flapping; so each of the women, planted, stuck fast, terrified, tried uselessly to run. But the pliant roots held her, and checked her, struggling. When she looked for where her toenails, toes and feet were, she saw the wood spreading over the curve of her leg, and, trying to strike her thighs with grieving hands, she beat on oak: her breasts turned to oak: her shoulders were oak. You would have thought the jointed arms were real branches, and your thought would not have been wrong.

			



	

The Tale of Cupid and Psyche 

			Lucius Apuleius

			The Golden Ass

			 

			Translated by A. S. Kline

			 

			 

			Lucius Apuleius was a Latin writer living in the 2nd century A.D. under the Roman Empire. He was educated in Athens in Platonism and was a member of many cults of mysteries, which were religious schools that one had to be an initiate to go to. During his lifetime he was accused of using magic to gain the fortune of a widow, which was tried in court. 

			 

			The theme of magic is prevalent in his book The Golden Ass, which is the only Ancient Roman novel to survive in its entirety. The book follows a character Lucius who also happens to be from Lucius Apuleius’ hometown of Madaurus in North Africa. The Lucius in the book is very interested in seeing someone practice magic, so he spies on a witch who turns herself into a bird. When she leaves he attempts to repeat the spell that the witch used and accidentally turns himself into a donkey. As a donkey he wanders from town to town and encounters a variety of people and hears many tales. His stories, both before and after he is turned into an ass, are heavily intertwined with magical experiences and elements. 

			 

			As an ass, Lucius is taken by a group of bandits to transport themselves and their belongings. They take Lucius back to their hideout where they keep an old woman as their servant. Later the bandits bring back to the cave a young woman, who is greatly distressed. She reveals that she is so restless because the bandits broke up her wedding night stealing her away from her beloved and now she feared that a bandit killed her husband. In an attempt to consol her the old servant woman tells her the story of Cupid and Psyche. In this story the god Cupid falls in love with a beautiful woman named Psyche, detailing the mythical story of their relationship and all its trials and tribulations.
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			‘In a certain city there lived a king and queen, who had three daughters of surpassing beauty. Though the elder two were extremely pleasing, still it was thought they were only worthy of mortal praise; but the youngest girl’s looks were so delightful, so dazzling, no human speech in its poverty could celebrate them, or even rise to adequate description. Crowds of eager citizens, and visitors alike, drawn by tales of this peerless vision, stood dumbfounded, marvelling at her exceptional loveliness, pressing thumb and forefinger together and touching them to their lips, and bowing their heads towards her in pious prayer as if she were truly the goddess Venus. Soon the news spread through neighbouring cities, and the lands beyond its borders, that the goddess herself, born from the blue depths of the sea, emerging in spray from the foaming waves, was now gracing the earth in various places, appearing in many a mortal gathering or, if not that, then earth not ocean had given rise to a new creation, a new celestial emanation, another Venus, and as yet a virgin flower.

			Day by day rumour gathered pace, and the fame of her beauty spread through the nearby islands, the mainland, and all but a few of the provinces. People journeyed from far countries, and sailed the deep sea in swelling throngs, to witness the sight of the age. Venus’s shrines in Paphos, Cnidos, and even Cythera itself were no longer their destinations. Her rites were neglected, her temples abandoned, her cushions were trodden underfoot, the ceremonies uncelebrated, the statues un-garlanded, the altars cold with forsaken ashes. The girl it was, that people worshipped, seeking to propitiate the goddess’ great power in a human face. When she walked out of a morning, they would invoke transcendent Venus in feast and sacrifice. And as she passed through the streets, crowds would shower her with garlands and flowers.

			This extravagant bestowal of the honours due to heaven on a mere mortal girl roused Venus herself to violent anger. She shook her head impatiently, and uttered these words of indignation to herself with a groan: “Behold me, the primal mother of all that is, the source of the elements, the whole world’s bountiful Venus, driven to divide my imperial honours with a lowly human! Is my name, established in heaven, to be traduced by earthly pollution? Am I to suffer the vagaries of vicarious reverence, a share in the worship of my divinity? Is a girl, destined to die, to tread the earth in my likeness? Was it nothing that Paris, that shepherd, whose just and honest verdict was approved by almighty Jove, preferred me for my matchless beauty to those other two great goddesses? But she’ll reap no joy from usurping my honours, whatever she may be: I’ll soon make her regret that illicit beauty of hers.”

			And she swiftly summoned Cupid, that son of hers, a winged and headstrong boy, who with his wicked ways and contempt for public order, armed with his torch and his bow and arrows, goes running around at night in other people’s houses, ruining marriages everywhere, committing such shameful acts with impunity, and doing not an ounce of good.

			Venus, with her words, rousing his natural impudence and wildness to new heights, led him to the city and showed him Psyche in person – such was the girl’s name – and told the tale of her rival’s loveliness, moaning and groaning in indignation. “I beg you,” she said, “by the bond of maternal love, by you arrows’ sweet wounds, by the honeyed licking of your flames, revenge your mother fully; exact harsh punishment from defiant beauty. One act of yours, pursued with a will, would accomplish all: let the girl be seized by violent, burning passion for the most wretched of men, one to whom Fortune has denied rank, wealth, even health, one so insignificant there is none on earth equal to him in misery.”

			With this she kissed her son long and tenderly with parted lips then, seeking the nearest strand of tide-swept shore, stepped on rose-tinted feet over the trembling crests of the foaming waves, and stood once more on the crystal surface of the deep. The ocean instantly obeyed her wishes, as if commanded in advance. The Nereids were there, singing a choral song; Portunus, the god of harbours, with his sea-green beard; Salacia, Neptune’s wife, her lap alive with fish; and Palaemon the dolphins’ little charioteer. Troops of Tritons too leapt here and there in the water. One blew softly on a melodious conch; another with a silk parasol shielded her from the sun’s hostile blaze; another held a mirror to his mistress’ eyes; while yet more swam harnessed in pairs to her chariot. Such was the throng escorting Venus as she moved out to sea.

			Psyche, for all her conspicuous beauty, reaped no profit from her charms. Gazed at by all, praised by all, no one, neither prince nor commoner, wishing to marry her, sought her hand. They admired her divine beauty of course, but as we admire a perfectly finished statue. Her two elder sisters, whose plainer looks had never been trumpeted through the world, were soon engaged to royal suitors and so made excellent marriages, but Psyche was left at home, a virgin, single, weeping in lonely solitude, ill in body and sore at heart, hating that beauty of form the world found so pleasing.

			So the wretched girl’s unhappy father, suspecting divine hostility, fearing the gods’ anger, consulted the ancient Miletian oracle of Apollo at Didyma. With prayer and sacrifice he asked the mighty god for a man to marry the unfortunate girl. Apollo, though Greek and Ionian too, favoured the author of this Miletian tale with a reply in Latin:

			“High on a mountain crag, decked in her finery, Lead your daughter, king, to her fatal marriage. And hope for no child of hers born of a mortal, But a cruel and savage, serpent-like winged evil, Flying through the heavens, and threatening all, Menacing ever soul on earth with fire and sword, Till Jove himself trembles, the gods are terrified, And rivers quake and the Stygian shades beside.”

			The king, blessed till now, on hearing this utterance of sacred prophecy went slowly home in sadness and told his wife the oracle’s dark saying. They moaned, they wept, they wailed for many a day. But the dire and fatal hour soon approached. The scene was set for the poor girl’s dark wedding. The flames of the wedding torches grew dim with black smoky ash; the tune of hymen’s flute sounded in plaintive Lydian mode, and the marriage-hymn’s cheerful song fell to a mournful wail. The bride-to-be wiped tears away with her flame-red bridal veil; the whole city grieved at the cruel fate that had struck the afflicted house and public business was interrupted as a fitting show of mourning.

			But the need to obey the divine command sent poor Psyche to meet the sentence decreed, the ritual preparations for the fatal marriage were completed in utter sorrow, and the living corpse was led from the house surrounded by all the people. Tearful Psyche walked along, not in wedding procession, but in her own funeral cortege. Her parents saddened and overcome by this great misfortune hesitated to carry out the dreadful deed, but their daughter herself urged them on:

			“Why torment a sorrowful old age with endless weeping? Why exhaust your life’s breath, which is my own, with this constant wailing? Why drown in vain tears those faces I love? Why wound my eyes by wounding your own? Why tear your white hair? Why beat the breasts that fed me? Let this be your glorious reward for my famous beauty. Too late you see the blow that falls is dealt by wicked Envy. When nations and countries granted me divine honours, when with one voice they named me as the new Venus, that’s when you should have mourned, and wept, and grieved as if I were dead. I know now, I realise that her name alone destroys me. Lead me now to that cliff the oracle appointed. I go swiftly towards this fortunate marriage, I go swiftly to meet this noble husband of mine. Why delay, why run from the coming of one who’ll be born for the whole world’s ruin?”

			With this, the girl fell silent, and went steadfastly on, accompanied by the throng of citizens around her. They came to the steep mountain crag decreed, and placed the girl, as commanded, on its very top, then deserted her, one and all. They left behind the bridal torches, lighted on the way, and now extinguished by their tears, and heads bent low began their journey home, where her unhappy parents, exhausted by this dreadful blow, shut themselves in the darkness of their room, and resigned themselves to endless night.

			Meanwhile Psyche, on the topmost summit, frightened, trembling, and in tears, was lifted by a gentle breeze, a softly whispering Zephyr, stirring her dress around her and causing it to billow, its tranquil breath carrying her slowly down the high cliff slopes to the valley below, where it laid her tenderly on a bed of flowering turf.

			Psyche, pleasantly reclining in that grassy place on a bed of dew-wet grass, free of her mental perturbation, fell peacefully asleep, and when she was sufficiently refreshed by slumber, rose, feeling calm. She saw a grove planted with great, tall trees; she saw a glittering fount of crystal water.

			At the very centre of the grove beside the flowing stream was a regal palace, not made by human hands, but built by divine art. You knew from the moment you entered you were viewing the splendid shining residence of a god. There were coffered ceilings, exquisitely carved from ivory and citron-wood supported on golden pillars; the walls were covered with relief-work in silver, wild beasts in savage herds met your gaze as you reached the doorway. They were the work of some eminent master, or a demigod or god perhaps, who with the subtlety of great art had made creatures all of silver. Even the floors were of mosaic, pictures patterned from precious stones cut into tiny tiles. Blessed twice over or more are those who tread on shining jewels and gems! The length and breadth of the rest of the house was equally beyond price, the walls constructed of solid gold gleaming with their own brilliance, so that even without the sun’s rays the house shone like day. The rooms, the colonnades, the very doorposts glowed. And every other feature matched the house in magnificence, so you would have thought, rightly, that this was a heavenly palace made for Jove to use on his visits to the world.

			Seduced by the attractions of this lovely place Psyche moved closer and, gaining confidence, dared to cross the threshold. Now her desire to gaze on all these beautiful things led her to examine every object closely. On the far side of the palace she found storerooms made with noble skill, heaped to the roof with mounds of treasure. All that existed was there. And beyond her amazement at the vast quantities of riches, she was especially startled to find not a lock, or bolt or chain to defend this treasure-house of all the world. As she looked around her, in rapturous delight, a bodiless voice spoke to her: “Lady, why are you so surprised at all this vast wealth? All that is here is yours. So retire to your room, and ease your weariness on the bed, and when you wish you can bathe. The voices you may hear are those of your servants, we who wait on you willingly, and when your body is refreshed we will be ready with a feast.”

			Psyche felt blessed by divine providence, and obeying the guidance of the disembodied voice, eased her weariness with sleep and then a bath. Nearby she found a semi-circular table, and judging from the dinner setting that it was meant for her, she promptly sat down to wait. Instantly trays loaded with food and cups of nectar appeared, without trace of servants, they were wafted and set before her as though by a breath of air. No one was visible, but words could be heard from somewhere, her waiters were merely voices. And after a sumptuous meal, someone invisible came and sang, and someone played a lyre, invisible too. And there came to her ears the interweaving melodies of some large throng, some invisible choir.

			When these delights were ended, prompted by the sight of the evening star, Psyche retired to bed. Now, when night was well advanced, gentle whispers sounded in her ears, and all alone she feared for her virgin self, trembling and quivering, frightened most of what she knew nothing of. Her unknown husband had arrived and mounted the bed, and made Psyche his wife, departing swiftly before light fell. The servant-voices waiting in her chamber cared for the new bride no longer virgin. Things transpired thus for many a night, and through constant habit, as nature dictates, her new state accustomed her to its pleasures, and that sound of mysterious whispering consoled her solitude.

			Meanwhile her father and mother, mourning and grieving ceaselessly, aged greatly. The story had spread far and wide, and her elder sisters learning of all that had occurred, abandoned their own homes, and sorrowing and lamenting, vied with each other in bringing solace to their parents.

			One night Psyche’s husband spoke to her, though she could not see him, knowing him nonetheless by touch and hearing.

			“Sweetest Psyche,” he said, “my dear wife, cruel Fortune threatens you with deadly danger, which I want you to guard against with utmost care. Your sisters think you dead and, troubled by this, they’ll soon come to the cliff-top. When they do, if you should chance to hear their lament, don’t answer or even look in their direction, or you’ll cause me the bitterest pain and bring utter ruin on yourself.”

			Assenting, she promised to behave as her husband wished. But when he had vanished with the darkness, she spent the day weeping and grieving wretchedly, repeating again and again that she was truly dead, caged by the walls of her luxurious prison, bereft of human company and mortal speech, unable to tell her sisters not to mourn for her, and worse unable even to see them. She retired to bed once more, with neither bath nor food nor any drink to restore her, and there she wept profusely. Soon her husband came to join her, earlier than was his wont, and finding her still crying, clasped her in his arms and scolded her.

			“Is this what you promised me, dear Psyche? What can I expect or hope from you? Day and night you never stop tormenting yourself even in the midst of our love-making. Well do as you wish, obey your heart’s fatal demands! But remember my dire warning when, too late, you repent.”

			But Psyche pleaded with him, threatening to die if he would not agree to her desire to see her sisters, speak with them, and ease her sorrows. So he acceded to his new bride’s prayers, and also said she could give them whatever gold or jewellery she wished. But he warned her, time and again, often with threats, never to yield if her sisters gave her bad advice or urged her to investigate his appearance. Otherwise, through curiosity, her act of sacrilege would hurl her from the heights of good fortune, and she would never enjoy his embraces more.

			She gave him thanks and, happier now, cried: “I’d rather die a hundred times than be robbed of your sweet caresses. Whoever you are I love you deeply, and adore you as much as life itself. Not even Cupid could compare to you. But grant me this favour, I beg: let your servant Zephyr waft my sisters here just as he wafted me.” And she began to offer alluring kisses, smother him with caressing words, and wrap him in her entwining limbs, adding to her charms with phrases like: “My honey-sweet, dear husband, your Psyche’s tender soul.” He succumbed reluctantly to the strength and power of her seductive murmurs, promising to agree to everything, and then as daylight drew near vanished from his wife’s embrace.

			Meanwhile her sisters hurried to the crag where Psyche had been abandoned, and wept their eyes out, beating their breasts, till the cliffs and rocks echoed with the sound of their loud wailing. Then they called their poor sister’s name till Psyche came running from the palace, distraught and trembling, at the sound of their melancholy voices descending the slope.

			“Why tear your selves apart with heart-wrenching grief?” she cried. “I who you mourn am here. Cease those sad sounds and dry your cheeks drenched in tears, you can embrace the girl for whom you weep.”

			Then she summoned Zephyr, reminding him of her husband’s orders. He obeyed instantly and her sisters were wafted down to her, safely riding the gentlest of breezes. They all delighted in eager embraces and mutual kisses, and the flow of tears that had been stemmed returned at joy’s urging.

			“Now enter my home, in happiness,” cried Psyche, “and ease your troubled minds beside me.”

			So she showed them the noble treasures of the golden house and called up the throng of attendant voices. They refreshed themselves, luxuriating in a fragrant bath and tasting the delicacies of an out-of-this-world cuisine. And the result was that, overcome by the fine abundance of truly heavenly riches, they began to nurture envy deep in their hearts. They started to question her endlessly, inquisitively, and intensively. Who owned these divine objects? What sort of man was her husband and who on earth was he? But Psyche could not banish the thought of her secret promise and violate her pledge to her husband, so she pretended he was a young and handsome man, with just the hint of a beard on his cheeks, who spent his days hunting over the fields and hillsides. But afraid of revealing something if the talk continued, and so betraying his trust, she heaped gold and jewellery in their hands, called there and then for Zephyr, and placed her sisters in his charge so he might return them.

			Once this was done, those delightful sisters were victims of envy’s swelling bile and complained loudly to each other.

			“O blind, cruel, iniquitous Fortune,” cried one, “Is it your pleasure that we, daughters with the very same parents, should suffer so different a fate? Are we the elder to live like exiles far from family, bound as slaves to foreign husbands, exiled from home and country, while she the youngest, the last creation of our mother’s exhausted womb acquires such wealth and a god of a husband? Sister, did you see all those fine gems lying around that palace? Did you see those gleaming clothes and sparkling jewels, and all that gold under our feet? Why she’ll not even know how to make use of it! If she keeps that handsome husband of hers, she’ll be the luckiest woman in the world, and perhaps she hopes if their marriage endures and his affection increases her divine husband will make her a goddess too. That’s it, that’s why she behaved and acted as she did! The girl’s already gazing heavenwards, aspiring to deity, with invisible voices serving her, and she giving orders to the breeze. While look at poor me, with a husband older than father, as bald as a pumpkin, and weak as a little child, who makes the house a prison with his bolts and chains!”

			The other chipped in: “As for mine, he’s bent and bowed with arthritis, and scarcely ever pays homage to my charms. I’m forever massaging his twisted and frozen fingers, and soiling these delicate hands of mine with his odious fomentations, sordid bandages, and fetid poultices. Instead of playing the role of a normal wife, I’m burdened with playing his doctor. Decide for your self, dear sister, with how much patience and, let me be frank, servility you’ll endure this situation, but speaking for myself I won’t tolerate so delightful a fate descending on so undeserving a girl. Just think of the pride and arrogance she showed us, the haughtiness, the boastfulness of her immoderate display, the reluctance with which she threw us a few little trinkets from her caskets, and then, tired of our presence, quickly ordered us driven out, whistled off, and blown away! If there’s a breath left in me, as I’m a woman, I’ll see her cast down from that pile of gold. And if you feel the sting of her insults too, as you should, let’s devise a workable plan between us. Let’s keep from our parents that she’s alive, and hide these things she gave us: it’s enough that we two have seen all that we now regret seeing, let alone that we should bring glorious news of her to them and the world. There is no glory in unknown riches. She’ll discover we’re her elder sisters not her servants. Now let’s return to our husbands and our plain but respectable homes, and once we’ve thought carefully about it, let’s return in strength and punish her arrogance.”

			This wicked scheme greatly pleased the two wicked sisters. They hid all the costly gifts, and tearing their hair and lacerating their cheeks, as they deserved to do, falsely renewed their lamentations. They soon frightened their parents into reopening the wound of their sorrow also. Then swollen with venom, they hastened home to plan their crime against an innocent sister, even to murder.

			Meanwhile her unseen husband, on his nightly visit, warned Psyche once more: “See how much danger you’re in. Fortune is plotting at a distance, but soon, unless you take firm precautions, she’ll be attacking you face to face. Those treacherous she-wolves are working hard to execute some evil act against you, by tempting you to examine my features. But do so and, as I’ve told you, you’ll never see me again. So if those foul harpies armed with their noxious thoughts return, as I know they will, you must hold no conversation with them. And if in your true innocence and tender-heartedness you can’t bear that, then at least, if they speak of me, don’t listen, or if you must don’t answer. You see our family will increase, and your womb, a child’s, must bear another child, who if you keep our secret silently will be divine, though if you profane it, mortal.”

			Psyche blossomed with joy at the news, hailing the solace of a divine child, exulting in the glory of the one to be born, and rejoicing in the name of mother. She counted the swelling days, and the vanishing months, and as a beginner knowing nothing of the burden she bore was amazed at the growth of her seething womb from a tiny pinprick.

			But those foul and pestilential Furies, her sisters, breathing viperous venom, were sailing towards her with impious speed. Now for a second time her husband warned Psyche in passing: “The fatal day, the final peril, the malice of your sex and hostile blood have taken arms against you, struck camp, prepared for battle, and sounded the attack. Those wicked sisters of yours with drawn swords are at your throat. What disaster threatens, sweet Psyche! Take pity on yourself and me. With resolution and restraint you can free your home and husband, yourself, and our child from the imminent danger that threatens. Don’t look at or listen to those evil women, who with their murderous hostility, their disregard of the bonds of blood, you should not call sisters, as they lean from the cliff-top like Sirens and make the rocks echo with that fatal singing.”

			Her answer almost lost in tearful sobbing, Psyche replied: “Once before you asked for proof of my loyalty and discretion, now too you will find me just as resolute. Give your servant Zephyr his orders one more: let him perform his task, and if I am not to see your sacred face, grant me at least a glimpse of my sisters. By those cinnamon perfumed locks that adorn your head, by those softly rounded cheeks like my own, by your breast so warm, so wonderfully aflame; as I hope to find your looks in my unborn child’s, at least, I beg you, yield to the loving prayers of a yearning suppliant and allow me the pleasure of sisterly embraces. Fill your dedicated and devoted Psyche’s spirit with joy once more. I’ll ask no more regarding your appearance. Clasping you in my arms, not even the darkness of the night can hurt me now, my light.”

			Bewitched by her words and her sweet caresses, her husband wiped away her tears with his hair and gave her his agreement, vanishing swiftly before the light of the new-born day.

			Wedded together in conspiracy, her sisters, landing at the nearest harbour, and not even troubling to visit their parents, now hurried to the cliff, and with wild recklessness, not waiting for the attendant breeze, flung themselves into the air. Zephyr, mindful of his master’s orders, caught them reluctantly in the folds of his ethereal robes, and set them gently on the ground. Without a moment’s hesitation they marched into the palace side by side and with false affection embraced their victim, flattering her, masking the depths of their secret treachery with pleasing smiles.

			“Dear Psyche,” they said, “no longer the little girl you once were, a mother now, think what a fine thing for us that burden of yours will prove! With what joy you’ll fill our whole house! O how lucky we will be, to share in the care for that golden child! If it takes after its father as it ought, it will be a perfect little cupid.”

			With such simulated expressions of feeling they gradually influenced their sister’s mind. Once eased of their travel weariness by rest, and refreshed by vaporous warm baths, they feasted well on fine rich foods and sweetmeats. She ordered a lyre to play, it sounded; flutes to pipe, they trilled; choirs to perform, and voices swelled. Those sounds with no visible musicians caressed the listeners’ souls with the sweetest of melodies. But the wickedness of those vile women was not lessened at all by those honeyed modulations. They turned the conversation according to their deceitful scheming casually towards her husband: what kind of a man he was, what his birth and background. In her thoughtless innocence Psyche forgot her earlier inventions, and composed a fresh fiction. She claimed he came from the neighbouring province, a merchant responsible for extensive trade, middle-aged, with a dash of grey in his hair. Without prolonging the conversation, she heaped lavish gifts on them once again, and sent them back by their airy vehicle.

			 Once conveyed aloft on Zephyr’s tranquil breath, they returned home talking spitefully: “Well sister, what do you say to that foolish girl’s monstrous lies? First he’s a young man with a new growth of beard, now he’s middle-aged with a streak of grey in his hair. Who can change so suddenly from one age to another? The answer my sister, is that she’s making the whole thing up or has no idea what her husband looks like. In either case, and we must soon separate her from for her riches. If she’s truly ignorant of what he looks like, she must have married a god, and it’s a divine child that womb of hers is carrying. Well if she becomes the mother of a deity, and let’s hope not, I’ll tie the noose and hang myself. Meanwhile, back to our parents, and weave the threads of guile to match the pattern of our scheming.”

			They greeted their parents haughtily, but irritated thus, they spent a troubled and a wakeful night. Early in the morning the wretched pair, hastened to the cliff and, with the help of the breeze as usual, swooped downwards angrily. Rubbing their eyelids to squeeze out a tear, they greeted the girl with cunning: “There you sit, feeling blessed and happy, in ignorance of your dire misfortune, careless of your danger; while we’ve been awake all night, unsleeping in our concern for your problems, sadly tormented by your impending disaster. We know the truth now, you see, and sharing of course in your ills and troubles we cannot hide it from you: what sleeps beside you, shrouded by the darkness, is a monstrous serpent, a slippery knot of coils, its blood-filled gaping jaws oozing noxious venom. Remember Apollo’s oracle which prophesied you were destined to wed some brutish creature. Hunters, and farmers, and others round about have seen the thing returning from its predations, swimming in the shallows of the nearby river. They say that he’ll soon cease to nourish you with those delightful offerings, in which he indulges, but once your pregnancy reaches full term and burdens you with its richest fruit, he’ll devour you. You must decide about all this, will you listen to yours sisters both concerned for your safety, shun death, and live with us free from danger? Or do you prefer to end in the stomach of that savage beast? If you delight in the sounding solitude of this rural retreat of yours, the foul and perilous embrace of a clandestine love, the clasp of a venomous serpent, well, at least we loving sisters will have performed our duty.”

			Then poor little Psyche, naive and vulnerable, was seized with terror at their dark words. Beyond reason, she forgot all the warnings her husband had issued, and her own pledge, and plunged headlong to ruin. Trembling and pale, the blood draining from her face, stammering feverish words through half-open lips, she answered as follows:

			“Dearest sisters, true and loyal as ever to your own, you are right: I believe those who told you all this speak no lie. Indeed, I have never seen my husband’s face, nor do I know what he truly is. I only hear his midnight whispers, and suffer the attentions of an unseen partner who shuns the light. He must be some strange creature, I agree. He always warns me not to try and reveal his features, and threatens harsh punishment for my curiosity concerning his appearance. If you can save your sister from this danger, help me now. Neglect me and you’ll undo the good your care has brought about.”

			Her defences were down, and those wicked sisters, having breached the gates of her mind, now quit the cover of their secret scheming, drew their blades, and bore down on the helpless girl’s timidity.

			Said one: “Since our love of family compels us to shun all danger where a sister’s life is at stake, we’ll show you the only way to reach salvation, a carefully thought out plan. Take a sharp razor, whet it further, hide it in your palm then place it secretly under the pillow where you lie. Then trim the lamp, fill it with oil, so it shines with a clear light, and conceal it under a little cover. Prepare all this with the utmost caution, and after he’s slithered into bed with you, as he’s lying there enmeshed in the web of sleep, and breathing deeply, slip from the bed and tiptoeing barefoot without a sound free the lamp from its dark prison. Seize the chance for a glorious deed of your own from the light’s clear counsel; and grasping your double-bladed weapon tightly, raise your right hand high, and with the firmest stroke you can muster sever the venomous serpent’s head from his body. Our help will not be lacking. As soon as you’ve won freedom by his death we’ll be waiting anxiously to rush to your aid, and carrying all the treasure back with us, we’ll see you joined in proper marriage vows, mortal to mortal.”

			With this inflaming speech they kindled their sister’s now heated mind further and then left her, fearing, themselves, to haunt the scene of so evil an act. They were wafted by the winged breeze to the summit of the cliff, as before and, hastening away in swift retreat, boarded their ships and were gone.

			Psyche was left alone, except that a woman driven by hostile Furies is never alone. In her grief, she ebbed and flowed like the ocean tide. Though the scheme was decided and she determined, still as she drew towards the act itself she wavered, confused in mind, torn by the countless conflicting emotions the situation prompted. She prepared and delayed, dared and feared, despaired and felt anger, while, hardest of all to endure, she hated the beast and loved the husband embodied in a single form. Yet, as evening led towards night, she readied all needed for the wicked crime with frantic haste. Night fell, and her husband came, and after love’s skirmishes and struggles he dropped into deep slumber.

			Then Psyche, though lacking strength and courage, was empowered by cruel fate, and unveiling the lamp, seized the razor, acting a man’s part in her boldness. Yet, as the light shone clear and the bed’s mysteries were revealed, she found her savage beast was the gentlest and sweetest creature of all, that handsome god Cupid, handsome now in sleep. At the sight, even the lamp’s flame quickened in joy, and the razor regretted its sacrilegious stroke. But Psyche, terrified at the marvellous vision, beside her self with fear, and overcome with sudden weariness, sank pale, faint and trembling to her knees. She tried to conceal the weapon, in her own breast! She would indeed have done so if the gleaming blade had not flown from her reckless hands, in horror at her dreadful intent. Exhausted now by the sense of release, she gazed again and again at the beauty of that celestial face, and her spirits revived.

			She saw the glorious tresses, drenched with ambrosia, on his golden brow, the neatly tied locks straying over his rosy cheeks and milk-white neck, some hanging delicately in front others behind, and the splendour of their shining brilliance made the lamplight dim. Over the winged god’s shoulders white plumage glimmered like petals in the morning dew, and though his wings were at rest, soft little feathers at their edges trembled restlessly in wanton play. The rest of his body was smooth and gleaming, such that Venus had no regrets at having borne such a child. At the foot of the bed lay his bow, and his quiver full of arrows, the graceful weapons of the powerful god.

			With insatiable curiosity Psyche examined, touched, wondered at her husband’s weapons. She drew an arrow from the quiver, testing the point against her thumb-tip, but her hand was still trembling and pressing too hard she pricked the surface, so that tiny drops of crimson blood moistened the skin. Thus without knowing it Psyche fell further in love with Love himself, so that now inflamed with desire for Desire, she leaned over Cupid, desperate for him. She covered him eagerly with passionate impetuous kisses till she feared she might wake him. Then as her wounded heart beat with the tremor of such bliss, the lamp, in wicked treachery, or malicious jealousy, or simply longing to touch and kiss, in some fashion, that wondrous body, shed a drop of hot oil from the depths of its flame on to the god’s right shoulder. O bold and careless lamp, a poor servant to Love, scorching the god of flame himself, though a lover it was who first invented you so as to enjoy, even at night, an endless sight of his beloved! Scalded like this the god leapt up, and realising his secret had been betrayed, flew swiftly and silently from his unhappy wife’s kisses and embrace.

			Yet, as he rose, Psyche clasped his right leg with both hands, a piteous impediment to his soaring flight; a trailing appendage; a dangling companion amongst the cloudy regions. At last she fell to the ground, exhausted. As she lay there, her divine lover chose not to desert her, but flew to a nearby cypress tree, from whose heights he spoke to her in her distress:

			“Poor innocent Psyche,” he cried, “Venus commanded me, though I have disobeyed my mother’s orders, to fill you with passion for some vile wretch and sentence you to the meanest kind of marriage, but I flew to you as your lover instead. It was a foolish thing to do, I see that, and illustrious archer though I am, I shot myself with my own arrow, and made you my wife, only for you to think me some savage monster, and sever my head with a sword, a head that bears the very eyes that love you. I told you time and again to beware of this, I warned you over and over for your own good. As for those precious advisors of yours, I’ll soon take my revenge for their pernicious machinations; you I punish merely by my flight.” With this he took wing and soared into the air.

			Psyche lay there, on the ground, watching her husband’s passage till he was out of sight, tormenting herself with the saddest lamentations. But once he was lost to view, sped onwards into the distance by his beating wings, she hurled herself from the margin of the nearest river. Yet the tender stream, respecting the god who can make even water burn, fearing for its own flow, quickly clasped her in its innocuous current and placed her on the soft turf of its flowery bank. By chance, Pan, god of the wild, was seated on the shore, caressing Echo the mountain goddess, teaching her to repeat tunes in a thousand modes. By the river’s edge, wandering she-goats grazed and frolicked, cropping the flowing grasses. The goat-legged god, catching sight of the sad and weary Psyche, and not unconscious of her plight, called to her gently and calmed her with soothing words.

			“Sweet lady, though I’m only a rustic herdsman, I benefit from the experience of many a long year. If I surmise rightly, though wise men call it not surmise but rather divination, by your weak and wandering footsteps, your deathly pale complexion, your constant sighs and those sad eyes, you are suffering from love’s extremes. But listen to what I say, don’t try to find death again by a suicidal leap or in some other way. Cease your mourning, end this sorrow. Rather pray to Cupid, greatest of the gods, worship him and earn his favour through blandishments and deference, for he’s a pleasure-seeking, tender-hearted youth.”

			Psyche gave no reply to the shepherd god, but gave him reverence as he finished speaking, and went her way. After she’d wearily walked a good deal further, not knowing where she was, she came at twilight to a city where one of her brother-in-laws was king. Realising this, Psyche asked that her arrival be communicated to her sister. She was quickly led to her, and when they were done with embraces and greetings, her sister asked the reason for her presence. Psyche explained:

			“You’ll recall your counsel, when you both advised me to take a sharp razor and kill the monster that played the role of husband and slept with me, before its rapacious jaws might swallow me whole. Well, I acted on that advice, with the lamp my accomplice, but when I gazed on his face I saw an utterly wonderful, a divine sight: Venus’s child, the goddess’s son, Cupid himself I say, lying there, and sleeping peacefully. Roused by that blissful vision, disturbed by excess of joy, distressed at being unable to delight in him much longer, through dreadful mischance a drop of hot oil spurted onto his shoulder. The pain roused him from sleep and, seeing that I was armed with flame and steel, he cried: ‘For your wicked crime, you are banished from my bed, take what is yours and go. I shall embrace your sister now – he spoke your name formally – in holy matrimony.’ Then he ordered Zephyr to drive me from the palace.”

			Psyche had barely finished speaking before her sister spurred on by raging passion and venomous jealousy had conceived a tale to deceive her husband. Pretending she had just had news of her parents’ deaths, she took ship, and travelled to the cliff-edge. Though an adverse wind was blowing, filled with desire and in blind hope she cried: “Accept a wife worthy of you, Cupid: carry your mistress to him, Zephyr! And she took a headlong leap. Yet even in death she could not reach her goal. Her body was broken and torn on the jagged rocks, as she deserved, and her lacerated corpse provided a ready banquet for the wild beasts and carrion birds.

			Nor was the second sister’s punishment slow in arriving. Psyche wandered on to the city where her other sibling lived in similar style, who likewise roused by her sister’s story, eager to supplant her wickedly in marriage, rushed to the cliff and met the selfsame end.

			Psyche wandered through the land, seeking Cupid, while he lay in his mother’s chamber groaning with pain from his scorched shoulder. Meanwhile a snow-white bird, the seagull that skims the surface of the sea, dived swiftly beneath the ocean waves, found Venus where she swam and bathed in the deep, and gave her the news that Cupid had been burned, was in the utmost pain from his wound, and lay there in doubtful health; moreover the rumours circling through the world, by word of mouth, had heaped reproach on her and gained her whole household a dreadful reputation. People said that they’d both abandoned their post, he to dally in the mountains, she to sport in the sea; that all delight, grace and charm was gone; that all was boorish, rough, unkempt; no nuptial rites, no friendly gatherings, no love of children; only a vast confusion, and a squalid disregard for the chafing bonds of marriage. So that loquacious, meddlesome bird cackled on in Venus’ ear, tearing her son to shreds before her eyes.

			Venus at once grew angry, crying: “So now that fine son of mine has a girlfriend has he? Come tell me then, my only loving servant, the name of the creature that’s seduced a simple innocent child, Is she one of the host of Nymphs, or the troop of Hours, or the Muses’ choir, or my own companions the Graces?”

			The talkative bird’s tongue ran on: “Mistress, I’m not sure, but I heard he was desperately in love with a girl – Psyche, by name, if I remember rightly.”

			Now Venus screamed, loud with indignation: “Psyche, that witch who steals my form, that pretender to my name! Is she the one who delights him? Does the imp take me for some procuress, who pointed that same girl out so he might know her?”

			With this cry, she swiftly emerged from the sea, and sought her golden chamber, where she found her son, indisposed as she had heard. She shouted from the doorway at the top of her voice: “Fine behaviour, highly creditable to your birth and reputation! First you disregard your mother’s orders, or rather your queen’s I should say, and fail to visit a sordid passion on the girl, then, a mere boy, you couple with her, my enemy, in reckless, immature love-making, presumably thinking I’d love that woman I hate as a daughter-in-law? You presume you’ll remain the only prince, unlovable, worthless, rake that you are, and that I’m too old to conceive again. Well, know that I’ll produce a better son than you. You’ll feel the insult all the more when I adopt one of my slave boys, and grant him your wings and torches, bow and arrows, and all the rest of the gear I gave you, which was never intended to be used this way. Remember your father Vulcan makes no allowance from his estate for equipping you. You were badly brought up from infancy, quick to raise your hands and fire arrows at your elders in disrespect, and expose me, your mother, to shame each day, you monster! You often make me your target, sneer at me as ‘the widow’, without fearing your step-father, Mars, the world’s strongest and mightiest warrior. Why would you, since you provide that adulterer with a ready supply of girls to torment me with? But I warn you: you’ll be sorry for mocking me, when that marriage of yours leaves a sour, bitter taste in your mouth!”

			He was silent, but she went on complaining to herself: “Oh, what shall I do, where can I turn now everyone’s laughing at me? Dare I ask for help from my enemy Moderation, whom my son’s very excesses so often offend? Yet I shudder at the thought of tackling that squalid old peasant woman. Still, whatever its source, the solace of revenge is not to be spurned. I must certainly use her, her alone, to impose the harshest punishment on that good-for-nothing, shatter his quiver and blunt his arrows, unstring his bow, and quench his torch. And I’ll spoil his looks with a harsher medicine still: I’ll not consider my injuries atoned for till she’s shaved off his golden hair, which I brushed myself till it shone like gold; and clipped those wings of his, that I steeped in the stream of milky nectar from my breasts.”

			With that she rushed out again, bitterly angry, in a storm of passion. At that instant she met with Juno and Ceres, who seeing her wrathful look, asked why that sullen frown was marring the loveliness of her bright eyes. “How opportune,” she cried, “my heart is ablaze and here you come to do me a kindness. Exert your considerable powers, I beg, to find my elusive runaway Psyche. I assume the widespread tale of my family, the exploits of that unspeakable son of mine, have not escaped you.”

			Then they, aware of what had gone on, tried to assuage Venus’ savage anger: “My dear,” they said, “what is this fault your son committed that you take so seriously, so much so you set out to thwart his pleasures, and seem so eager to ruin the girl he loves? What crime is it, we ask, if he likes to smile at a pretty girl? Don’t you know he’s young and male? Or have you forgotten his age? Just because he carries his years lightly, do you think him forever a child? You’re a mother and a sensible woman besides. Stop spying so keenly on your son’s pursuits, blaming his self-indulgence, scolding him for his love affairs, in short finding fault with your own pleasures and talents, in the shape of your handsome son. What god, indeed what mortal, could endure your sowing the seeds of desire everywhere yet constraining love bitterly where your own home is concerned, and shuttering the official workshop where women’s faults are made?”

			So they obligingly provided the absent Cupid with a plausible defence but Venus, offended that her wrongs were being ridiculed, turned her back on them and swept off towards the sea.

			Meanwhile Psyche wandered day and night, restlessly seeking her husband, eager if she could not mollify his anger with a wife’s caresses, at least to appease him with a devotee’s prayers. Spying a temple on the summit of a high mountain, she thought: “How do I know he might not live there?” Swiftly she moved towards it. Though she was wearied from her efforts, hope and desire quickened her step. When she had clambered up to the lofty ridge, she entered the shrine and stood by the sacred couch. It was heaped with ears of wheat, some woven into wreaths, and ears of barley. There were sickles, and all the other harvest implements, but scattered about in total disorder, as if left there by the harvesters escaping the summer sun. Psyche sorted them all into separate piles, thinking she should not neglect the temples or rituals of any deity, but rather appeal to the kindness and mercy of them all.

			It was bountiful Ceres who found her, carefully and diligently caring for her shrine, and called to her from afar: “Psyche, poor girl, what’s this? Venus, her heart afire, is searching intently for you. She wants to punish you severely, demanding vengeance with all her divine power. Yet here you are looking after my affairs. How can you think of anything but your own safety?”

			Psyche drenched the goddess’ feet with a flood of tears, and swept the temple floor with her hair, as she prostrated herself on the ground, uttering countless prayers, seeking to win the deity’s favour: “I beseech you by the fruitful power of your right hand, by the joy-filled ceremony of the harvest, by the unspoken mystery of the sacred basket, by the winged flight of your dragon-servants, by the furrowed Sicilian fields and Pluto’s chariot and the swallowing earth, by Proserpine’s descent to a gloomy wedding, the torch-lit discovery of that same daughter of yours’ and her return, and by all the other secrets which your sanctuary in Attica, Eleusis, cloaks in silence, oh, save the life of wretched Psyche, your suppliant. Let me hide for a few days here at least among your store of grain, till the great goddess’s raging anger abates with the passage of time, or until my strength, exhausted by my long journey, is restored by a chance to rest.”

			Ceres answered: “Your tears and prayers move me more than I can say, and I long to help you, but Venus is not simply my niece, we share ancient ties of friendship, and besides she’s so good-hearted, I can’t afford to offend her. I fear you must leave the shrine at once, and count yourself fortunate not to be held here as my captive.”

			Driven away despite her hopes, doubly afflicted with sorrow, Psyche retraced her steps. In the valley below, at the centre of a dimly-lit grove, she caught sight of another beautifully-fashioned temple. Not wishing to miss any path, however uncertain, that might lead to better expectations, and happy to seek help from any deity, she approached the sacred doors. There she saw rich offerings, gold embroidered ribbons, attached to the branches and the doorposts, whose lettering spelled the name of the goddess to whom they were dedicated, with thanks for her aid. So Psyche knelt and clasped the altar, still warm from sacrifice, in her arms, then dried her tears and prayed:

			“Sister and consort of mighty Jove, whether you reside in the ancient sanctuary of Samos, which was granted the sole glory of your birth and  infant tears and nurturing; or whether you frequent the lofty site of blessed Carthage, where they worship you as a Virgin riding the Lion through the sky; or whether you are defending Argos’ famous walls beside the banks of Inachus, where they call you the Thunderer’s bride, queen of the gods; you whom the East adores as Zygia goddess of marriage, and the West as Lucina goddess of childbirth: be Juno the Protectress to me in my dire misfortune. I am so weary from my great troubles. Free me from the dangers that threaten, for I know you come willingly to the help of pregnant girls in peril.”

			As she bowed in supplication, Juno appeared in all the glorious majesty of her divinity. “How I wish,” she cried, at once, “I could match my will to your prayer. But it would bring me shame to go against the wishes of Venus, Vulcan’s wife and my daughter-in-law, whom I’ve always loved as if she were my own. And then the law prevents me harbouring another’s fugitive servant without their consent.”

			Terrified at this second shipwreck of her hopes, unable to find her winged husband, Psyche abandoned all thought of salvation, and took counsel of her thoughts:

			“What else can I try, what other aid can ease my tribulations, since the goddesses despite their favourable views cannot help me? Where else can I turn caught in such a web? What roof can conceal me, what darkness can hide me from the all-penetrating eyes of powerful Venus? Why not pluck up courage, as a man would, and abandon idle hope? Go to your mistress willingly, though late, and by yielding to her furious pursuit mollify her. Besides, who knows that you may not find the one you’ve long searched for, there, in his mother’s house?” So, ready to risk the unknown consequences of surrender, even destruction itself, she pondered how she should commence her imminent appeal.

			Meanwhile Venus, abandoning all attempts to find her on earth, sought the heavens. She ordered her chariot readied, that Vulcan the goldsmith had carefully wrought with subtle skill, offering it to her as a gift before they entered into marriage. It was noted for its filigree work and more valuable for the very gold removed by the refining file! Four white doves, with glad demeanour, emerged from the dovecote surrounding her chamber, offered their snowy necks to the jewelled harness, then lifted the burden of their mistress and happily took flight. Sparrows rose in the chariot’s wake, chirping madly at its approach; and all the birds, that sing so sweetly, great Venus’s retinue filled with song and unafraid of rapacious eagles or circling hawks along the way, echoed their delight with honeyed melodies. Thus the clouds parted, the Heavens opened, to welcome their daughter and the highest ether received the goddess with joy.

			She went straight to Jove’s royal citadel, and urgently demanded to borrow the services of Mercury, the messenger god. Nor was Jupiter’s celestial assent denied her. In triumph she descended from the sky, with Mercury too in her wake, and gave him careful instructions:

			“Arcadian, you know your sister Venus has never accomplished a thing without your presence, and no doubt you’re aware I’m trying in vain to find a runaway servant. So nothing remains but for you to publicly proclaim a reward for whoever finds her. Go carry out my order at once, and describe her features clearly, so that no one charged with wrongfully hiding her can claim ignorance as a defence.” With that she handed him the details, Psyche’s name and the rest, and promptly left for home.

			Mercury rushed to comply, running here and there from person to person, fulfilling his task with this proclamation: “If any man knows the whereabouts of, or can arrest in flight, the runaway servant of Venus, the princess named Psyche, he should meet with Mercury, author of this announcement, by the shrine of Venus Murcia in the Circus Maximus. The reward offered is seven sweet kisses from Venus herself, and one more deeply honeyed touch of her caressing tongue.”

			After his proclamation, the desire for so fine a reward roused the competitive instinct in every mortal man, and more than anything it put an end to Psyche’s previous hesitation. Familiarity, a servant of Venus, ran at her as she approached her mistress’ door, and began shouting at the top of her voice: “So, you worthless girl, you’ve at last remembered you have a mistress! Just like your thoughtless behaviour to pretend ignorance of all the trouble we’ve endured, searching for you. But now you’ve fallen into my hands and a good thing too, now you’re in Death’s claws indeed, and you’ll pay the price for this endless defiance.”

			With that she seized her tight by the hair and dragged her inside. The unresisting Psyche was thrust into Venus’ presence. The goddess burst into savage laughter as women do when deeply enraged, beating her round the head and dragging her about by the ear, crying: “So you deign to call on your mother-in-law at last, do you? Or are you here to visit that husband of yours, laid low by your own hand? Don’t you worry, I’ll entertain you as a fine daughter-in-law deserves. Where are those attendants of mine, Anxiety and Sorrow?”

			When they entered she handed the girl over to them for punishment. At the goddess’s command they flogged poor Psyche and tortured her in other ways, then returned her to their mistress’s sight. Then Venus screeched with laughter again: “Look at her,” she cried, “trying to stir my pity with that offering, that swollen belly of hers! No doubt she thinks its illustrious origin might gladden its grandmother’s heart. Indeed what joy, in the very flower of my youth, to be known as a grandmother, with the offspring of a lowly servant as Venus’ own grandson! But how foolish of me to call it such: since this ‘marriage’ of mortal and god took place in some country villa, with nary a witness, without the father’s consent. It was not done within the law, and your child too will be illegitimate, if indeed I allow the birth at all.”

			Having launched this tirade, Venus flew at her, beat her about the head severely, tore her hair, and ripped her clothes to pieces. Then the goddess called for wheat, millet and barley, poppy-seeds, chickpeas, lentils and beans, and mixed the heaps all together in one pile. Then she returned to Psyche: “You look such a hideous creature you’ll only attract a lover by hard work. So I’ll test out your industriousness myself. Sort that pile into separate kinds, each in its own heap, finish it all by this evening, and show it me for approval.” With that Venus took herself off to a marriage feast.

			Psyche sat there dumbfounded, gazing silently at that confused and inextricable mountain of a task, dismayed by its sheer enormity. But a passing ant, a little ant of the fields, pitied the great god’s bride, and seeing the intractable nature of the problem, condemned the goddess’s cruelty. Running this way and that, it summoned and gathered together a whole squadron of local ants, crying: “Nimble creatures of Earth, the Mother of all, take pity on this pretty girl in trouble, run swiftly now to the aid of the wife of Love himself!”  Wave after wave of the six-footed folk appeared, and with tireless industry took the heap apart piece by piece, and sorted it into differing piles each of a separate nature, then quickly vanished from sight.

			Venus returned from the wedding festivities that evening, smelling of balsam and soaked with wine, her whole body garlanded in gleaming roses. When she saw how perfectly the difficult task had been performed, she cried: “This is not your doing, you wretch, but the work of that boy who fell in love with you to your misfortune and his.” Then she threw Psyche a lump of bread for her supper, and went to her bed.

			Cupid was still under close custody, locked in a room deep in the house, partly for fear his injury would be worsened by wanton self-indulgence, partly to keep him from meeting his sweetheart. So, under one roof but separated, the lovers spent a wretched night.

			But as soon as Dawn’s chariot mounted the sky, Venus summoned Psyche and gave her a fresh task: “Do you see the wood which borders all that bank of the flowing river, where dense thickets overlook the source nearby? Sheep, with fleece that glistens with purest gold, wander there and graze unguarded. Obtain a hank of that precious wool, in any manner you please, and bring it to me straight away, such is my decree.”

			Psyche left willingly, not to fulfil the goddess’ demand, but to escape from her troubles by throwing herself from a cliff into the river. But a green reed, that piper of sweet music, stirred by the touch of a gentle breeze, was divinely inspired to prophesy thus:

			“Poor Psyche, though you’re assailed by a host of sorrows, don’t pollute these sacred waters with a pitiful act of suicide. Conceal yourself carefully behind this tall plane-tree that bathes in the same current as I do. Don’t go near those dreadful sheep right now, as they soak up heat from the burning sun and burst out in wild fits of madness, venting their fury on passers-by with those sharp horns set in stony foreheads and their venomous bite, but wait till the sun’s heat fades in late afternoon, when the flock settles to rest under the calming influence of the river breeze. Then while their savagery is assuaged and their temper eased, just explore the trees in the wood nearby, and you’ll find the golden wool clinging here and there to the bent branches.”

			Thus a simple reed, in its kindness, taught Psyche in distress how to save her self. She never faltered, nor had reason to regret obeying the advice so carefully given, but accepted her instructions, and easily filled the folds of her dress with soft gleaming gold, carrying her spoils to Venus. Yet her success at this second dangerous task garnered no favour in her mistress’ eyes. Venus frowned and said with a cruel smile: “I know the true author of this achievement only too well. But now a serious test will prove if you’ve real courage and true intelligence. Do you see that steep mountain peak, rising above those towering cliffs? Dark waters flow from a black fount there, down to the nearby valley’s confined depths, and they feed the swamps of Styx, and the bitter stream of Cocytus. Draw me some of the freezing liquid from the bubbling heart of that spring, and bring it me quickly in this little phial.” With that, she gave her a crystal jar, and added a few harsh threats for good measure.

			Psyche, determined now, if she failed, to end her wretched life at last, clambered swiftly and steadfastly towards the mountain summit. But when she neared the ridge that was her goal, she saw the vast difficulty of her deadly task. A high and immense rock wall, jagged, precarious, and inaccessible, emitted dread streams from jaws of stone, flowing downwards from their precipitous source through a narrow funnel they had carved, and sliding unseen down to the gorge below. On either side fierce serpents slithered from holes in the cliffs, extending their heads, eyes given to unblinking vigil, their pupils on watch at every moment. Even the waters were alive and on guard, crying out: “Off with you! Where are you going? See here! What are you doing? Beware! Be gone! You’ll die!” As if changed to stone though present in body, the helpless Psyche took leave of her senses, and overwhelmed by the threat of inescapable disaster lacked even the last solace of tears.

			But the sharp eyes of kindly Providence saw an innocent soul in trouble. Mighty Jupiter’s royal eagle, wings outstretched, was there to aid her: the raptor recalled that time long ago when at Cupid’s command he had served to carry Ganymede, the Phrygian cup-bearer, through the heavens to Jove. Now he brought timely assistance, honouring Cupid’s claim on him. Seeing the ordeal the god’s wife was enduring, he left the bright roads of high heaven, and circling above her called: “Simple and innocent as you are, do you really expect even to touch, never mind steal, a single drop from that most sacred and cruel of founts? Jupiter himself, and all the gods, fear these Stygian waters. Surely you know that, just as you swear by the power of the gods, so the gods in turn swear by the power of Styx . Now, pass me that phial!”

			He snatched it from her hand, and swept off to fill it from the stream. Balanced on his great sweeping wings he flew beyond the serpents’ reach, those savage jaws, those incisors, those triply-grooved flickering tongues, swerving to right and left. The water rose and threatened to harm him if he did not desist, but he gathered them, claiming he sought them at Venus’ orders, acting on her behalf, and was granted easier access on that account.

			So Psyche regained the little jar, now full, and quickly brought it to Venus. But still the cruel goddess’s will was not appeased. Menacing her with greater, more terrible threats, Venus glared at her balefully: “Now I see how readily you’ve performed those impossible tasks of mine, I’m certain you must be some kind of high and mighty witch. But there’s one more little service you must perform, my dear. Take the jar and plunge from the light of day to the underworld, to the dismal abode of Pluto himself. Hand the jar to Proserpine and say: ‘Venus asks that you send her a little of your beauty, enough for one brief day. She has used and exhausted all she had while caring for her son who’s ill.’ And don’t be slow to return, since I need to apply it before I attend a gathering of deities.”

			Now Psyche felt that this was indeed the end of everything: the veil had been drawn aside, and she saw she was being driven openly to imminent destruction, forced, was it not obvious, to go willingly on her own two feet to Tartarus and the shades. Instantly she climbed to the summit of the highest tower, intending to throw herself from it, as the swiftest and cleanest route to the underworld. But the turret suddenly burst into speech: “Unhappy girl, why seek to destroy your self in this way? Why rashly surrender everything before this the last of your tasks? Once your breath is gone from your body, you’ll sink to the depths of Tartarus indeed, but from there you’ll not return. Listen to me. Not far from here is the famous city of Achaean Sparta . Seek Cape Taenarus there, in the region, it’s remote, that borders on Lacedaemon . There is a breathing-hole of Dis, and through its gaping portal they’ll show you a rough-made path. Once cross the threshold and take that road and you’ll reach Pluto’s palace by the shortest way. But don’t go into the shadows without bearing in each hand a barley-cake soaked in honeyed wine, and hold two coins in your mouth. When you’ve completed a good part of your gloomy journey, you’ll meet with a lame ass carrying wood, and an equally lame driver, who’ll ask you to hand him some sticks that have fallen from his load. But don’t utter a single word, and pass them by in silence. Not long afterwards you’ll reach the river of the dead, where Charon the ferryman demands an instant toll, then carries the shades to the further bank in his patched-up skiff. Thus we see that avarice lives even amongst the dead, and Charon, the tax collector for Pluto, that great deity, does nothing without a fee. A pauper who’s dying must find the passage-money, and unless there’s a coin to hand, no one will allow him to expire. Let that squalid old man have one of the coins you bear, but make sure he takes it out of your mouth with his very own hand. And when you’re crossing that slow-moving stream an aged corpse afloat on the surface will raise its rotting hands and beg you to lift him into the boat: but don’t be swayed by mistaken pity. One you are across the river, and have gone a little further, some old women weaving, at the loom, will ask you to lend a hand for a while, but you must not help them either. All these and more are traps laid for you by Venus, to make you let go of one of those barley-cakes. And don’t think losing a barley-cake is of little consequence, if you lose either cake you’ll not see daylight again. For you’ll arrive at the monstrous dog, with triple heads of enormous size, a huge and fearsome creature with thunderous jaws, who barks enough to frighten the dead but in vain; he can do them no harm. He keeps constant guard at the threshold of Proserpine’s dark halls, defending the insubstantial palace of Dis. One barley-cake thrown as a sop will hold him, and you can get by easily, and enter Proserpine’s presence. She’ll receive you courteously and benignly, and try to tempt you to sit down by her in comfort, and eat a sumptuous meal. But you must squat on the ground, demand common bread and eat that. Then tell her why you are there, take what is set before you, and make your way back, bribing the savage dog with that second barley-cake. Give the avaricious ferryman the coin you kept in reserve, cross the river, retrace your steps, and you’ll return to the heavenly choir of stars. But above all else, I warn you, be careful, whatever you do, not to open and not to look in the jar you’ve tied to your waist, and don’t let your curiosity loose by thinking too much about that hidden treasure, divine beauty.”

			Thus the far-seeing tower performed its prophetic service. Psyche reached Taenarus without delay and, with both coins and cakes, hastened down the path to the underworld. She passed the lame ass-driver in silence, gave up her toll to the ferryman, ignored the cries of the floating corpse, spurned the cunning requests of the weaver-women, fed the dog a cake to assuage his fearful madness, and entered the palace of Proserpine . She accepted neither the pleasant seat nor the luxurious meal her hostess offered, but sat on the ground at her feet, and contenting her self with a simple crust, achieved what Venus had asked. In secret, the jar was quickly filled and sealed, and Psyche gathered it up again. She silenced the barking dog with the ruse of that second cake, paid her last coin to the ferryman, and ran even more swiftly back from the underworld. But despite her haste to be done with her terms of service, once she’d returned to the brightness of day, and greeted it with reverence, her mind was overcome by a most unwise curiosity, “Behold,” she said to herself, “I’m foolish to be the bearer of such divine beauty, and not take a tiny drop of it for myself. It might even help me please my beautiful lover.”

			And with those words she unsealed the jar; but there was never a drop of beauty there, nothing but deathly, truly Stygian sleep. When the cover was lifted slumber attacked her instantly, enveloping her entire body in a dense cloud of somnolence. She collapsed where she stood, fell on the path, and deep slumber overcame her. She lay there motionless, like a corpse but fast asleep.

			Cupid, feeling better now that his scar had healed, could no longer endure the absence of his beloved Psyche and, dropped from the high window of the room where he’d been confined. With wings restored by his long rest, he flew all the more swiftly, and swooping to Psyche’s side he wiped away the sleep with care and returned it to the jar where it belonged. Then he roused her with a harmless touch of his arrow, saying: “Look how you’ve nearly ruined yourself again, poor child, with that insatiable curiosity of yours. Now be quick and finish the task my mother assigned. I’ll take care of everything else.” With this he took lightly to his wings, while Psyche, for her part, swiftly carried Proserpine’s gift to Venus.

			Now Cupid, pale of face, devoured by uncontrollable love, was so concerned by his mother’s sudden harshness he returned to his old tricks, quickly flying to heaven’s heights on his swift wings, kneeling before great Jove, and attempting to win support for his cause. Jupiter tweaked Cupid’s cheek, raised the lad’s hand to his lips, kissed it and replied. “My dear son, despite the fact you’ve never shown the slightest respect granted me by all other deities, but wounded my heart again and again, and shamed me with endless bouts of earthly passion, I, who command the elements, I, who ordain the course of the stars; and despite the fact you defy the law, even theLex Julia itself, and the rules that maintain public order; that you’ve injured my good name, and destroyed my reputation through scandalous adulteries, transforming my tranquil features vilely into snakes and flames, and birds and beasts, and even cattle; nevertheless, because of my sweet disposition, and the fact that you were cradled in my own arms, I’ll do as you ask. But only on one condition; that you beware of making me your rival by giving me, in payment for this favour, some other girl of outstanding beauty.”

			So saying, he ordered Mercury to call an impromptu gathering of the gods, with a fine of a hundred pieces of gold for failing to attend the heavenly assembly, which threat guaranteed the celestial theatre was filled. Almighty Jupiter, from his high throne, gave the following address:

			“O deities, inscribed in the roll-call of the Muses, you all know it to be true that I raised this lad with my own hands. I’ve decided the impulses of his hot youth need curbing in some manner. We must take away the opportunity; restrain his childish indulgence with the bonds of matrimony. He’s found a girl, he’s taken her virginity. Let him have her, hold her, and in Psyche’s arms indulge his passions forever.”

			Then he turned to Venus saying: “Now my daughter, don’t be despondent. Don’t fear for your lineage or status, because of his wedding a mortal. I’ll make it a marriage of equals, legitimate, in accord with civil law.” And he ordered Mercury to bring Psyche to heaven at once. Once there he handed her a cup of ambrosia, saying: “Drink this Psyche, and be immortal. Cupid will never renege on the bond, and the marriage will last forever.”

			Presently a rich wedding feast appeared. The bridegroom reclined at the head, clasping Psyche in his arms. Jupiter and Juno sat beside them, and all the deities in order. Ganymede, the cup-bearing shepherd lad, served Jupiter his nectar, that wine of the gods, and Bacchus-Liber served all the rest, while Vulcan cooked the meal. Now the Hours adorned everyone with roses and hosts of other flowers; the Graces scattered balsam; the choir of the Muses sounded; Apollo sang to the lyre, and Venus danced charmingly to that outpouring of sweet music, arranging the scene so the Muses chimed together, with a Satyr fluting away, and a woodland creature of Pan’s piping his reeds.

			So Psyche was given in marriage to Cupid according to the rite, and when her term was due a daughter was born to them both, whom we call Pleasure
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			The well-known poet Homer is believed to be the first of the epic poets. Living most likely in between the 8th and 7th centuries B.C., he wrote down a portion of the story of the Trojan War in the Iliad and the wanderings of the hero Odysseus in the Odyssey. From the Odyssey, Odysseus is well known for having encountered many creatures and monsters during his long trip home following the Trojan War. The account of these monsters mainly comes from Odysseus himself in Books IX through XII of the Odyssey. 

			 

			After leaving Calypso’s island, Odysseus encounters a storm created by Poseidon. Protected by the gods, Odysseus is saved from drowning and washes up on the shores of Scheria, the island of the Phaeacians. The princess of the island, Nausicaa, finds Odysseus the next day, gives him clothes and tells him to go back to her palace. There he meets Alcinous and Arete, the king and queen of the Phaeacians. Odysseus does not reveal his identity to them, but the king and queen put on a feast and celebration for him anyway. 

			 

			During the celebration a blind bard sings the story of the Trojan horse and the sack of Troy at Odysseus’ request, which causes him to break down at the memory of friends lost. The king finds this suspicious and begs Odysseus to him who he is and the story of his journey and life. Here, at last Odysseus reveals his identity and tells the story of his wanderings.

			 

			In his tale, Odysseus tells the famous stories of his encounters with the Lotus-eaters, the Cyclopes, Scylla and Charybdis, the bag of winds, the witch Circe, summoning and talking to the souls of the dead, and of course the Sirens. Odysseus’ account of his wanderings has a distinctly more mythical tone than the rest of the Odyssey. With Odysseus being known as a crafty liar, the validity of these tales seems to be in a grey area. This leaves us guessing if these stories are really true or is there a possibility they are another story made up by crafty Odysseus. Whether Odysseus is telling the truth or not, his stories describe in detail many Greek myths and mythical creatures.
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			Book IX

			 

			And Ulysses answered, “King Alcinous, it is a good thing to hear a bard with such a divine voice as this man has. There is nothing better or more delightful than when a whole people make merry together, with the guests sitting orderly to listen, while the table is loaded with bread and meats, and the cup-bearer draws wine and fills his cup for every man. This is indeed as fair a sight as a man can see. Now, however, since you are inclined to ask the story of my sorrows, and rekindle my own sad memories in respect of them, I do not know how to begin, nor yet how to continue and conclude my tale, for the hand of heaven has been laid heavily upon me.   “Firstly, then, I will tell you my name that you too may know it, and one day, if I outlive this time of sorrow, may become my there guests though I live so far away from all of you. I am Ulysses son of Laertes, reknowned among mankind for all manner of subtlety, so that my fame ascends to heaven. I live in Ithaca, where there is a high mountain called Neritum, covered with forests; and not far from it there is a group of islands very near to one another- Dulichium, Same, and the wooded island of Zacynthus. It lies squat on the horizon, all highest up in the sea towards the sunset,while the others lie away from it towards dawn. It is a rugged island, but it breeds brave men, and my eyes know none that they better love to look upon. The goddess Calypso kept me with her in her cave, and wanted me to marry her, as did also the cunning Aeaean goddess Circe; but they could neither of them persuade me, for there is nothing dearer to a man than his own country and his parents, and however splendid a home he may have in a foreign country, if it be far from father or mother, he does not care about it. Now, however, I will tell you of the many hazardousadventures which by Jove’s will I met with on my return from Troy.   “When I had set sail thence the wind took me first to Ismarus, which is the city of the Cicons. There I sacked the town and put the people to the sword. We took their wives and also much booty, which we divided equitably amongst us, so that none might have reason to complain. I then said that we had better make off at once, but my men very foolishly would not obey me, so they stayed there drinking much wine and killing great numbers of sheep and oxen on the sea shore. Meanwhile the Cicons cried out for help to other Cicons who lived inland. These were more in number,and stronger, and they were more skilled in the art of war, for they could fight, either from chariots or on foot as the occasion served; in the morning, therefore, they came as thick as leaves and bloom in summer, and the hand of heaven was against us, so that we were hard pressed. They set the battle in array near the ships, and the hosts aimed their bronze-shod spears at one another. So long as the day waxed and it was still morning, we held our own against them, though they were more in number than we; but as the sun went down, towards the time when men loose their oxen, the Cicons got the better of us, and we lost half a dozen men from every ship we had; so we got away with those that were left.   “Thence we sailed onward with sorrow in our hearts, but glad to have escaped death though we had lost our comrades, nor did we leave till we had thrice invoked each one of the poor fellows who had perished by the hands of the Cicons. Then Jove raised the North wind against us till it blew a hurricane, so that land and sky were hidden in thick clouds, and night sprang forth out of the heavens. We let the ships run before the gale, but the force of the wind tore our sails to tatters, so we took them down for fear of shipwreck, and rowed our hardest towards the land. There we lay two days and two nights suffering much alike from toil and distress of mind, but on the morning of the third day we again raised our masts, set sail, and took our places, letting the wind and steersmen direct our ship. I should have got home at that time unharmed had not the North wind and the currents been against me as I was doubling Cape Malea, and set me off my course hard by the island of Cythera.   “I was driven thence by foul winds for a space of nine days upon the sea, but on the tenth day we reached the land of the Lotus-eater, who live on a food that comes from a kind of flower. Here we landed to take in fresh water, and our crews got their mid-day meal on the shore near the ships. When they had eaten and drunk I sent two of my company to see what manner of men the people of the place might be, and they had a third man under them. They started at once, and went about among the Lotus-eaters, who did them no hurt, but gave them to eat of the lotus, which was so delicious that those who ate of it left off caring about home, and did not even want to go back and say what had happened to them, but were for staying and munching lotus with the Lotus-eater without thinking further of their return; nevertheless, though they wept bitterly I forced them back to the ships and made them fast under the benches. Then I told the rest to go on board at once, lest any of them should taste of the lotus and leave off wanting to get home, so they took their places and smote the grey sea with their oars.   “We sailed hence, always in much distress, till we came to the land of the lawless and inhuman Cyclopes. Now the Cyclopes neither plant nor plough, but trust in providence, and live on such wheat, barley, and grapes as grow wild without any kind of tillage, and their wild grapes yield them wine as the sun and the rain may grow them. They have no laws nor assemblies of the people, but live in caves on the tops of high mountains; each is lord and master in his family, and they take no account of their neighbours.   “Now off their harbour there lies a wooded and fertile island not quite close to the land of the Cyclopes, but still not far. It is overrun with wild goats, that breed there in great numbers and are never disturbed by foot of man; for sportsmen- who as a rule will suffer so much hardship in forest or among mountain precipices- do not go there, nor yet again is it ever ploughed or fed down, but it lies a wilderness untilled and unsown from year to year, and has no living thing upon it but only goats. For the Cyclopes have no ships, nor yet shipwrights who could make ships for them; they cannot therefore go from city to city, or sail over the sea to one another’s country as people who have ships can do; if they had had these they would have colonized the island, for it is a very good one, and would yield everything in due season. There are meadows that in some places come right down to the sea shore, well watered and full of luscious grass; grapes would do there excellently; there is level land for ploughing, and it would always yield heavily at harvest time, for the soil is deep. There is a good harbour where no cables are wanted, nor yet anchors, nor need a ship be moored, but all one has to do is to beach one’s vessel and stay there till the wind becomes fair for putting out to sea again. At the head of the harbour there is a spring of clear water coming out of a cave, and there are poplars growing all round it.   “Here we entered, but so dark was the night that some god must have brought us in, for there was nothing whatever to be seen. A thick mist hung all round our ships; the moon was hidden behind a mass of clouds so that no one could have seen the island if he had looked for it, nor were there any breakers to tell us we were close in shore before we found ourselves upon the land itself; when, however, we had beached the ships, we took down the sails, went ashore and camped upon the beach till daybreak.   “When the child of morning, rosy-fingered Dawn, appeared, we admired the island and wandered all over it, while the nymphs Jove’s daughters roused the wild goats that we might get some meat for our dinner. On this we fetched our spears and bows and arrows from the ships, and dividing ourselves into three bands began to shoot the goats. Heaven sent us excellent sport; I had twelve ships with me, and each ship got nine goats, while my own ship had ten; thus through the livelong day to the going down of the sun we ate and drank our fill,- and we had plenty of wine left, foreach one of us had taken many jars full when we sacked the city of the Cicons, and this had not yet run out. While we were feasting we kept turning our eyes towards the land of the Cyclopes, which was hard by, and saw the smoke of their stubble fires. We could almost fancy we heard their voices and the bleating of their sheep and goats, but when the sun went down and it came on dark, we camped down upon the beach, and next morning I called a council.   “’Stay here, my brave fellows,’ said I, ‘all the rest of you, while I go with my ship and exploit these people myself: I want to see if they are uncivilized savages, or a hospitable and humane race.’   “I went on board, bidding my men to do so also and loose the hawsers; so they took their places and smote the grey sea with their oars. When we got to the land, which was not far, there, on the face of a cliff near the sea, we saw a great cave overhung with laurels. It was a station for a great many sheep and goats, and outside there was a large yard, with a high wall round it made of stones built into the ground and of trees both pine and oak. This was the abode of a huge monster who was then away from home shepherding his flocks. He would have nothing to do with otherpeople, but led the life of an outlaw. He was a horrid creature, not like a human being at all, but resembling rather some crag that stands out boldly against the sky on the top of a high mountain.   “I told my men to draw the ship ashore, and stay where they were, all but the twelve best among them, who were to go along with myself. I also took a goatskin of sweet black wine which had been given me by Maron, Apollo son of Euanthes, who was priest of Apollo the patron god of Ismarus, and lived within the wooded precincts of the temple. When we were sacking the city we respected him, and spared his life, as also his wife and child; so he made me some presents of great value- seven talents of fine gold, and a bowl of silver, with twelve jars of sweet wine, unblended, and of the most exquisite flavour. Not a man nor maid in the house knew about it, but only himself, his wife, and one housekeeper: when he drank it he mixed twenty parts of water to one of wine, and yet the fragrance from the mixing-bowl was so exquisite that it was impossible to refrain from drinking. I filled a large skin with this wine, and took a wallet full of provisions with me, for my mind misgave me that I might have to deal with some savage who would be of great strength, and would respect neither right nor law.   “We soon reached his cave, but he was out shepherding, so we went inside and took stock of all that we could see. His cheese-racks were loaded with cheeses, and he had more lambs and kids than his pens could hold. They were kept in separate flocks; first there were the hoggets, then the oldest of the younger lambs and lastly the very young ones all kept apart from one another; as for his dairy, all the vessels, bowls, and milk pails into which he milked, were swimming with whey. When they saw all this, my men begged me to let them first steal some cheeses, and make off with them to the ship; they would then return, drive down the lambs and kids, put them on board and sail away with them. It would have been indeed better if we had done so but I would not listen to them, for I wanted to see the owner himself, in the hope that he might give me a present. When, however, we saw him my poor men found him ill to deal with.   “We lit a fire, offered some of the cheeses in sacrifice, ate others of them, and then sat waiting till the Cyclops should come in with his sheep. When he came, he brought in with him a huge load of dry firewood to light the fire for his supper, and this he flung with such a noise on to the floor of his cave that we hid ourselves for fear at the far end of the cavern. Meanwhile he drove all the ewes inside, as well as the she-goats that he was going to milk, leaving the males, both rams and he-goats, outside in the yards. Then he rolled a huge stone to the mouth of the cave- so huge that two and twenty strong four-wheeled waggons would not be enough to draw it from its place against the doorway. When he had so done he sat down and milked his ewes and goats, all in due course, and then let each of them have her own young. He curdled half the milk and set it aside in wicker strainers, but the other half he poured into bowls that he might drink it for his supper. When he had got through with all his work, he lit the fire, and then caught sight of us, whereon he said:   “’Strangers, who are you? Where do sail from? Are you traders, or do you sail the as rovers, with your hands against every man, and every man’s hand against you?’   “We were frightened out of our senses by his loud voice and monstrous form, but I managed to say, ‘We are Achaeans on our way home from Troy, but by the will of Jove, and stress of weather, we have been driven far out of our course. We are the people of Agamemnon, son of Atreus, who has won infinite renown throughout the whole world, by sacking so great a city and killing so many people. We therefore humbly pray you to show us some hospitality, and otherwise make us such presents as visitors may reasonably expect. May your excellency fear the wrath of heaven, for we are your suppliants, and Jove takes all respectable travellers under his protection, for he is the avenger of all suppliants and foreigners in distress.’   “To this he gave me but a pitiless answer, ‘Stranger,’ said he, ‘you are a fool, or else you know nothing of this country. Talk to me, indeed, about fearing the gods or shunning their anger? We Cyclopes do not care about Jove or any of your blessed gods, for we are ever so much stronger than they. I shall not spare either yourself or your companions out of any regard for Jove, unless I am in the humour for doing so. And now tell me where you made your ship fast when you came on shore. Was it round the point, or is she lying straight off the land?’   “He said this to draw me out, but I was too cunning to be caught in that way, so I answered with a lie; ‘Neptune,’ said I, ‘sent my ship on to the rocks at the far end of your country, and wrecked it. We were driven on to them from the open sea, but I and those who are with me escaped the jaws of death.’   “The cruel wretch vouchsafed me not one word of answer, but with a sudden clutch he gripped up two of my men at once and dashed them down upon the ground as though they had been puppies. Their brains were shed upon the ground, and the earth was wet with their blood. Then he tore them limb from limb and supped upon them. He gobbled them up like a lion in the wilderness, flesh, bones, marrow, and entrails, without leaving anything uneaten. As for us, we wept and lifted up our hands to heaven on seeing such a horrid sight, for we did not know what else to do; but when the Cyclops had filled his huge paunch, and had washed down his meal of human flesh with a drink of neat milk, he stretched himself full length upon the ground among his sheep, and went to sleep. I was at first inclined to seize my sword, draw it, and drive it into his vitals, but I reflected that if I did we should all certainly be lost, for we should never be able to shift the stone which the monster had put in front of the door. So we stayed sobbing and sighing where we were till morning came.   “When the child of morning, rosy-fingered Dawn, appeared, he again lit his fire, milked his goats and ewes, all quite rightly, and then let each have her own young one; as soon as he had got through with all his work, he clutched up two more of my men, and began eating them for his morning’s meal. Presently, with the utmost ease, he rolled the stone away from the door and drove out his sheep, but he at once put it back again- as easily as though he were merely clapping the lid on to a quiver full of arrows. As soon as he had done so he shouted, and cried ‘Shoo, shoo,’ after his sheep to drive them on to the mountain; so I was left to scheme some way of taking my revenge and covering myself with glory.   “In the end I deemed it would be the best plan to do as follows. The Cyclops had a great club which was lying near one of the sheep pens; it was of green olive wood, and he had cut it intending to use it for a staff as soon as it should be dry. It was so huge that we could only compare it to the mast of a twenty-oared merchant vessel of large burden, and able to venture out into open sea. I went up to this club and cut off about six feet of it; I then gave this piece to the men and told them to fine it evenly off at one end, which they proceeded to do, and lastly I brought it to a point myself, charring the end in the fire to make it harder. When I had done this I hid it under dung, which was lying about all over the cave, and told the men to cast lots which of them should venture along with myself to lift it and bore it into the monster’s eye while he was asleep. The lot fell upon the very four whom I should have chosen, and I myself made five. In the evening the wretch came back from shepherding, and drove his flocks into the cave- this time driving them all inside, and not leaving any in the yards; I suppose some fancy must have taken him, or a god must have prompted him to do so. As soon as he had put the stone back to its place against the door, he sat down, milked his ewes and his goats all quite rightly, and then let each have her own young one;when he had got through with all this work, he gripped up two more of my men, and made his supper off them. So I went up to him with an ivy-wood bowl of black wine in my hands:   “’Look here, Cyclops,’ said I, you have been eating a great deal of man’s flesh, so take this and drink some wine, that you may see what kind of liquor we had on board my ship. I was bringing it to you as a drink-offering, in the hope that you would take compassion upon me and further me on my way home, whereas all you do is to go on ramping and raving most intolerably. You ought to be ashamed yourself; how can you expect people to come see you any more if you treat them in this way?’   “He then took the cup and drank. He was so delighted with the taste of the wine that he begged me for another bowl full. ‘Be so kind,’ he said, ‘as to give me some more, and tell me your name at once. I want to make you a present that you will be glad to have. We have wine even in this country, for our soil grows grapes and the sun ripens them, but this drinks like nectar and ambrosia all in one.’   “I then gave him some more; three times did I fill the bowl for him, and three times did he drain it without thought or heed; then, when I saw that the wine had got into his head, I said to him as plausibly as I could: ‘Cyclops, you ask my name and I will tell it you; give me, therefore, the present you promised me; my name is Noman; this is what my father and mother and my friends have always called me.’   “But the cruel wretch said, ‘Then I will eat all Noman’s comrades before Noman himself, and will keep Noman for the last. This is the present that I will make him.’   As he spoke he reeled, and fell sprawling face upwards on the ground. His great neck hung heavily backwards and a deep sleep took hold upon him. Presently he turned sick, and threw up both wine and the gobbets of human flesh on which he had been gorging, for he was very drunk. Then I thrust the beam of wood far into the embers to heat it, and encouraged my men lest any of them should turn faint-hearted. When the wood, green though it was, was about to blaze, I drew it out of the fire glowing with heat, and my men gathered round me, for heaven had filled their hearts with courage. We drove the sharp end of the beam into the monster’s eye, and bearing upon it with all my weight I kept turning it round and round as though I were boring a hole in a ship’s plank with an auger, which two men with a wheel and strap can keep on turning as long as they choose. Even thus did we bore the red hot beam into his eye, till the boiling blood bubbled all over it as we worked it round and round, so that the steam from the burning eyeball scalded his eyelids and eyebrows, and the roots of the eye sputtered in the fire. As a blacksmith plunges an axe or hatchet into cold water to temper it- for it is this that gives strength to the iron- and it makes a great hiss as he does so, even thus did the Cyclops’ eye hiss round the beam of olive wood, and his hideous yells made the cave ring again. We ran away in a fright, but he plucked the beam all besmirched with gore from his eye, and hurled it from him in a frenzy of rage and pain, shouting as he did so to the other Cyclopes who lived on the bleak headlands near him; so they gathered from all quarters round his cave when they heard him crying, and asked what was the matter with him.   “’What ails you, Polyphemus,’ said they, ‘that you make such a noise, breaking the stillness of the night, and preventing us from being able to sleep? Surely no man is carrying off your sheep? Surely no man is trying to kill you either by fraud or by force?   “But Polyphemus shouted to them from inside the cave, ‘Noman is killing me by fraud! Noman is killing me by force!’   “’Then,’ said they, ‘if no man is attacking you, you must be ill; when Jove makes people ill, there is no help for it, and you had better pray to your father Neptune.’   “Then they went away, and I laughed inwardly at the success of my clever stratagem, but the Cyclops, groaning and in an agony of pain, felt about with his hands till he found the stone and took it from the door; then he sat in the doorway and stretched his hands in front of it to catch anyone going out with the sheep, for he thought I might be foolish enough to attempt this.   “As for myself I kept on puzzling to think how I could best save my own life and those of my companions; I schemed and schemed, as one who knows that his life depends upon it, for the danger was very great. In the end I deemed that this plan would be the best. The male sheep were well grown, and carried a heavy black fleece, so I bound them noiselessly in threes together, with some of the withies on which the wicked monster used to sleep. There was to be a man under the middle sheep, and the two on either side were to cover him, so that there were three sheep to each man. As for myself there was a ram finer than any of the others, so I caught hold of him by the back, esconced myself in the thick wool under his belly, and flung on patiently to his fleece, face upwards, keeping a firm hold on it all the time.   “Thus, then, did we wait in great fear of mind till morning came, but when the child of morning, rosy-fingered Dawn, appeared, the male sheep hurried out to feed, while the ewes remained bleating about the pens waiting to be milked, for their udders were full to bursting; but their master in spite of all his pain felt the backs of all the sheep as they stood upright, without being sharp enough to find out that the men were underneath their bellies. As the ram was going out, last of all, heavy with its fleece and with the weight of my crafty self; Polyphemus laid hold of it and said:  “’My good ram, what is it that makes you the last to leave my cave this morning? You are not wont to let the ewes go before you, but lead the mob with a run whether to flowery mead or bubbling fountain, and are the first to come home again at night; but now you lag last of all. Is it because you know your master has lost his eye, and are sorry because that wicked Noman and his horrid crew have got him down in his drink and blinded him? But I will have his life yet. If you could understand and talk, you would tell me where the wretch is hiding, and I would dash his brains upon the ground till they flew all over the cave. I should thus have some satisfaction for the harm a this no-good Noman has done me.’   “As spoke he drove the ram outside, but when we were a little way out from the cave and yards, I first got from under the ram’s belly, and then freed my comrades; as for the sheep, which were very fat, by constantly heading them in the right direction we managed to drive them down to the ship. The crew rejoiced greatly at seeing those of us who had escaped death, but wept for the others whom the Cyclops had killed. However, I made signs to them by nodding and frowning that they were to hush their crying, and told them to get all the sheep on board at once and put out to sea; so they went aboard, took their places, and smote the grey sea with their oars. Then, when I had got as far out as my voice would reach, I began to jeer at the Cyclops.   “’Cyclops,’ said I, ‘you should have taken better measure of your man before eating up his comrades in your cave. You wretch, eat up your visitors in your own house? You might have known that your sin would find you out, and now Jove and the other gods have punished you.’   “He got more and more furious as he heard me, so he tore the top from off a high mountain, and flung it just in front of my ship so that it was within a little of hitting the end of the rudder. The sea quaked as the rock fell into it, and the wash of the wave it raised carried us back towards the mainland, and forced us towards the shore. But I snatched up a long pole and kept the ship off, making signs to my men by nodding my head, that they must row for their lives, whereon they laid out with a will. When we had got twice as far as we were before, I was for jeering at the Cyclops again, but the men begged and prayed of me to hold my tongue.   “’Do not,’ they exclaimed, ‘be mad enough to provoke this savage creature further; he has thrown one rock at us already which drove us back again to the mainland, and we made sure it had been the death of us; if he had then heard any further sound of voices he would have pounded our heads and our ship’s timbers into a jelly with the rugged rocks he would have heaved at us, for he can throw them a long way.’   “But I would not listen to them, and shouted out to him in my rage, ‘Cyclops, if any one asks you who it was that put your eye out and spoiled your beauty, say it was the valiant warrior Ulysses, son of Laertes, who lives in Ithaca.’   “On this he groaned, and cried out, ‘Alas, alas, then the old prophecy about me is coming true. There was a prophet here, at one time, a man both brave and of great stature, Telemus son of Eurymus, who was an excellent seer, and did all the prophesying for the Cyclopes till he grew old; he told me that all this would happen to me some day, and said I should lose my sight by the hand of Ulysses. I have been all along expecting some one of imposing presence and superhuman strength, whereas he turns out to be a little insignificant weakling, who has managed to blind my eye by taking advantage of me in my drink; come here, then, Ulysses, that I may make you presents to show my hospitality, and urge Neptune to help you forward on your journey- for Neptune and I are father and son. He, if he so will, shall heal me, which no one else neither god nor man can do.’   “Then I said, ‘I wish I could be as sure of killing you outright and sending you down to the house of Hades, as I am that it will take more than Neptune to cure that eye of yours.’   “On this he lifted up his hands to the firmament of heaven and prayed, saying, ‘Hear me, great Neptune; if I am indeed your own true-begotten son, grant that Ulysses may never reach his home alive; or if he must get back to his friends at last, let him do so late and in sore plight after losing all his men [let him reach his home in another man’s ship and find trouble in his house.’]   “Thus did he pray, and Neptune heard his prayer. Then he picked up a rock much larger than the first, swung it aloft and hurled it with prodigious force. It fell just short of the ship, but was within a little of hitting the end of the rudder. The sea quaked as the rock fell into it, and the wash of the wave it raised drove us onwards on our way towards the shore of the island.   “When at last we got to the island where we had left the rest of our ships, we found our comrades lamenting us, and anxiously awaiting our return. We ran our vessel upon the sands and got out of her on to the sea shore; we also landed the Cyclops’ sheep, and divided them equitably amongst us so that none might have reason to complain. As for the ram, my companions agreed that I should have it as an extra share; so I sacrificed it on the sea shore, and burned its thigh bones to Jove, who is the lord of all. But he heeded not my sacrifice, and only thought how he might destroy my ships and my comrades.   “Thus through the livelong day to the going down of the sun we feasted our fill on meat and drink, but when the sun went down and it came on dark, we camped upon the beach. When the child of morning, rosy-fingered Dawn, appeared, I bade my men on board and loose the hawsers. Then they took their places and smote the grey sea with their oars; so we sailed on with sorrow in our hearts, but glad to have escaped death though we had lost our comrades. 
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			Thence we went on to the Aeoli island where lives Aeolus son of Hippotas, dear to the immortal gods. It is an island that floats (as it were) upon the sea, iron bound with a wall that girds it. Now, Aeolus has six daughters and six lusty sons, so he made the sons marry the daughters, and they all live with their dear father and mother, feasting and enjoying every conceivable kind of luxury. All day long the atmosphere of the house is loaded with the savour of roasting meats till it groans again, yard and all; but by night they sleep on their well-made bedsteads, each with his own wife between the blankets. These were the people among whom we had now come.   “Aeolus entertained me for a whole month asking me questions all the time about Troy, the Argive fleet, and the return of the Achaeans. I told him exactly how everything had happened, and when I said I must go, and asked him to further me on my way, he made no sort of difficulty, but set about doing so at once. Moreover, he flayed me a prime ox-hide to hold the ways of the roaring winds, which he shut up in the hide as in a sack- for Jove had made him captain over the winds, and he could stir or still each one of them according to his own pleasure. He put the sack in the ship and bound the mouth so tightly with a silver thread that not even a breath of a side-wind could blow from any quarter. The West wind which was fair for us did he alone let blow as it chose; but it all came to nothing, for we were lost through our own folly.   “Nine days and nine nights did we sail, and on the tenth day our native land showed on the horizon. We got so close in that we could see the stubble fires burning, and I, being then dead beat, fell into a light sleep, for I had never let the rudder out of my own hands, that we might get home the faster. On this the men fell to talking among themselves, and said I was bringing back gold and silver in the sack that Aeolus had given me. ‘Bless my heart,’ would one turn to his neighbour, saying, ‘how this man gets honoured and makes friends to whatever city or country he may go. See what fine prizes he is taking home from Troy, while we, who have travelled just as far as he has, come back with hands as empty as we set out with- and now Aeolus has given him ever so much more. Quick- let us see what it all is, and how much gold and silver there is in the sack he gave him.’   “Thus they talked and evil counsels prevailed. They loosed the sack, whereupon the wind flew howling forth and raised a storm that carried us weeping out to sea and away from our own country. Then I awoke, and knew not whether to throw myself into the sea or to live on and make the best of it; but I bore it, covered myself up, and lay down in the ship, while the men lamented bitterly as the fierce winds bore our fleet back to the Aeolian island.   “When we reached it we went ashore to take in water, and dined hard by the ships. Immediately after dinner I took a herald and one of my men and went straight to the house of Aeolus, where I found him feasting with his wife and family; so we sat down as suppliants on the threshold. They were astounded when they saw us and said, ‘Ulysses, what brings you here? What god has been ill-treating you? We took great pains to further you on your way home to Ithaca, or wherever it was that you wanted to go to.’   “Thus did they speak, but I answered sorrowfully, ‘My men have undone me; they, and cruel sleep, have ruined me. My friends, mend me this mischief, for you can if you will.’   “I spoke as movingly as I could, but they said nothing, till their father answered, ‘Vilest of mankind, get you gone at once out of the island; him whom heaven hates will I in no wise help. Be off, for you come here as one abhorred of heaven. “And with these words he sent me sorrowing from his door.   “Thence we sailed sadly on till the men were worn out with long and fruitless rowing, for there was no longer any wind to help them. Six days, night and day did we toil, and on the seventh day we reached the rocky stronghold of Lamus- Telepylus, the city of the Laestrygonians, where the shepherd who is driving in his sheep and goats [to be milked] salutes him who is driving out his flock [to feed] and this last answers the salute. In that country a man who could do without sleep might earn double wages, one as a herdsman of cattle, and another as a shepherd, for they work much the same by night as they do by day.   “When we reached the harbour we found it land-locked under steep cliffs, with a narrow entrance between two headlands. My captains took all their ships inside, and made them fast close to one another, for there was never so much as a breath of wind inside, but it was always dead calm. I kept my own ship outside, and moored it to a rock at the very end of the point; then I climbed a high rock to reconnoitre, but could see no sign neither of man nor cattle, only some smoke rising from the ground. So I sent two of my company with an attendant to find out what sort of people the inhabitants were.   “The men when they got on shore followed a level road by which the people draw their firewood from the mountains into the town, till presently they met a young woman who had come outside to fetch water, and who was daughter to a Laestrygonian named Antiphates. She was going to the fountain Artacia from which the people bring in their water, and when my men had come close up to her, they asked her who the king of that country might be, and over what kind of people he ruled; so she directed them to her father’s house, but when they got there they found his wife to be a giantess as huge as a mountain, and they were horrified at the sight of her.   “She at once called her husband Antiphates from the place of assembly, and forthwith he set about killing my men. He snatched up one of them, and began to make his dinner off him then and there, whereon the other two ran back to the ships as fast as ever they could. But Antiphates raised a hue and cry after them, and thousands of sturdy Laestrygonians sprang up from every quarter- ogres, not men. They threw vast rocks at us from the cliffs as though they had been mere stones, and I heard the horrid sound of the ships crunching up against one another, and the death cries of my men, as the Laestrygonians speared them like fishes and took them home to eat them. While they were thus killing my men within the harbour I drew my sword, cut the cable of my own ship, and told my men to row with alf their might if they too would not fare like the rest; so they laid out for their lives, and we were thankful enough when we got into open water out of reach of the rocks they hurled at us. As for the others there was not one of them left.   “Thence we sailed sadly on, glad to have escaped death, though we had lost our comrades, and came to the Aeaean island, where Circe lives a great and cunning goddess who is own sister to the magician Aeetes- for they are both children of the sun by Perse, who is daughter to Oceanus. We brought our ship into a safe harbour without a word, for some god guided us thither, and having landed we there for two days and two nights, worn out in body and mind. When the morning of the third day came I took my spear and my sword, and went away from the ship to reconnoitre, and see if I could discover signs of human handiwork, or hear the sound of voices. Climbing to the top of a high look-out I espied the smoke of Circe’s house rising upwards amid a dense forest of trees, and when I saw this I doubted whether, having seen the smoke, I would not go on at once and find out more, but in the end I deemed it best to go back to the ship, give the men their dinners, and send some of them instead of going myself.   “When I had nearly got back to the ship some god took pity upon my solitude, and sent a fine antlered stag right into the middle of my path. He was coming down his pasture in the forest to drink of the river, for the heat of the sun drove him, and as he passed I struck him in the middle of the back; the bronze point of the spear went clean through him, and he lay groaning in the dust until the life went out of him. Then I set my foot upon him, drew my spear from the wound, and laid it down; I also gathered rough grass and rushes and twisted them into a fathom or so of good stout rope, with which I bound the four feet of the noble creature together; having so done I hung him round my neck and walked back to the ship leaning upon my spear, for the stag was much too big for me to be able to carry him on my shoulder, steadying him with one hand. As I threw him down in front of the ship, I called the men and spoke cheeringly man by man to each of them. ‘Look here my friends,’ said I, ‘we are not going to die so much before our time after all, and at any rate we will not starve so long as we have got something to eat and drink on board.’ On this theyuncovered their heads upon the sea shore and admired the stag, for he was indeed a splendid fellow. Then, when they had feasted their eyes upon him sufficiently, they washed their hands and began to cook him for dinner. “Thus through the livelong day to the going down of the sun we stayed there eating and drinking our fill, but when the sun went down and it came on dark, we camped upon the sea shore. When the child of morning, fingered Dawn, appeared, I called a council and said, ‘My friends, we are in very great difficulties; listen therefore to me. We have no idea where the sun either sets or rises, so that we do not even know East from West. I see no way out of it; nevertheless, we must try and find one. We are certainly on an island, for I went as high as I could this morning, and saw the sea reaching all round it to the horizon; it lies low, but towards the middle I saw smoke rising from out of a thick forest of trees.’ “Their hearts sank as they heard me, for they remembered how they had been treated by the Laestrygonian Antiphates, and by the savage ogre Polyphemus. They wept bitterly in their dismay, but there was nothing to be got by crying, so I divided them into two companies and set a captain over each; I gave one company to Eurylochus, while I took command of the other myself. Then we cast lots in a helmet, and the lot fell upon Eurylochus; so he set out with his twenty-two men, and they wept, as also did we who were left behind.   “When they reached Circe’s house they found it built of cut stones, on a site that could be seen from far, in the middle of the forest. There were wild mountain wolves and lions prowling all round it- poor bewitched creatures whom she had tamed by her enchantments and drugged into subjection. They did not attack my men, but wagged their great tails, fawned upon them, and rubbed their noses lovingly against them. As hounds crowd round their master when they see him coming from dinner- for they know he will bring them something- even so did these wolves and lions with their great claws fawn upon my men, but the men were terribly frightened at seeing such strange creatures. Presently they reached the gates of the goddess’s house, and as they stood there they could hear Circe within, singing most beautifully as she worked at her loom, making a web so fine, so soft, and of such dazzling colours as no one but a goddess could weave. On this Polites, whom I valued and trusted more than any other of my men, said, ‘There is some one inside working at a loom and singing most beautifully; the whole place resounds with it, let us call her and see whether she is woman or goddess.’   “They called her and she came down, unfastened the door, and bade them enter. They, thinking no evil, followed her, all except Eurylochus, who suspected mischief and stayed outside. When she had got them into her house, she set them upon benches and seats and mixed them a mess with cheese, honey, meal, and Pramnian but she drugged it with wicked poisons to make them forget their homes, and when they had drunk she turned them into pigs by a stroke of her wand, and shut them up in her pigsties. They were like pigs-head, hair, and all, and they grunted just as pigs do; but their senses were the same as before, and they remembered everything.   “Thus then were they shut up squealing, and Circe threw them some acorns and beech masts such as pigs eat, but Eurylochus hurried back to tell me about the sad fate of our comrades. He was so overcome with dismay that though he tried to speak he could find no words to do so; his eyes filled with tears and he could only sob and sigh, till at last we forced his story out of him, and he told us what had happened to the others. “’We went,’ said he, as you told us, through the forest, and in the middle of it there was a fine house built with cut stones in a place that could be seen from far. There we found a woman, or else she was a goddess, working at her loom and singing sweetly; so the men shouted to her and called her, whereon she at once came down, opened the door, and invited us in. The others did not suspect any mischief so they followed her into the house, but I stayed where I was, for I thought there might be some treachery. From that moment I saw them no more, for not one of them ever came out, though I sat a long time watching for them.’   “Then I took my sword of bronze and slung it over my shoulders; I also took my bow, and told Eurylochus to come back with me and show me the way. But he laid hold of me with both his hands and spoke piteously, saying, ‘Sir, do not force me to go with you, but let me stay here, for I know you will not bring one of them back with you, nor even return alive yourself; let us rather see if we cannot escape at any rate with the few that are left us, for we may still save our lives.’   “’Stay where you are, then, ‘answered I, ‘eating and drinking at the ship, but I must go, for I am most urgently bound to do so.’ “With this I left the ship and went up inland. When I got through the charmed grove, and was near the great house of the enchantress Circe, I met Mercury with his golden wand, disguised as a young man in the hey-day of his youth and beauty with the down just coming upon his face. He came up to me and took my hand within his own, saying, ‘My poor unhappy man, whither are you going over this mountain top, alone and without knowing the way? Your men are shut up in Circe’s pigsties, like so many wild boars in their lairs. You surely do not fancy that you can set them free? I can tell you that you will never get back and will have to stay there with the rest of them. But never mind, I will protect you and get you out of your difficulty. Take this herb, which is one of great virtue, and keep it about you when you go to Circe’s house, it will be a talisman to you against every kind of mischief. “’And I will tell you of all the wicked witchcraft that Circe will try to practise upon you. She will mix a mess for you to drink, and she will drug the meal with which she makes it, but she will not be able to charm you, for the virtue of the herb that I shall give you will prevent her spells from working. I will tell you all about it. When Circe strikes you with her wand, draw your sword and spring upon her as though you were goings to kill her. She will then be frightened and will desire you to go to bed with her; on this you must not point blank refuse her, for you want her to set your companions free, and to take good care also of yourself, but you make her swear solemnly by all the blessed that she will plot no further mischief against you, or else when she has got you naked she will unman you and make you fit for nothing.’ “As he spoke he pulled the herb out of the ground an showed me what it was like. The root was black, while the flower was as white as milk; the gods call it Moly, and mortal men cannot uproot it, but the gods can do whatever they like. “Then Mercury went back to high Olympus passing over the wooded island; but I fared onward to the house of Circe, and my heart was clouded with care as I walked along. When I got to the gates I stood there and called the goddess, and as soon as she heard me she came down, opened the door, and asked me to come in; so I followed her- much troubled in my mind. She set me on a richly decorated seat inlaid with silver, there was a footstool also under my feet, and she mixed a mess in a golden goblet for me to drink; but she drugged it, for she meant me mischief. When she had given it me, and I had drunk it without its charming me, she struck she, struck me with her wand. ‘There now,’ she cried, ‘be off to the pigsty, and make your lair with the rest of them.’ “But I rushed at her with my sword drawn as though I would kill her, whereon she fell with a loud scream, clasped my knees, and spoke piteously, saying, ‘Who and whence are you? from what place and people have you come? How can it be that my drugs have no power to charm you? Never yet was any man able to stand so much as a taste of the herb I gave you; you must be spell-proof; surely you can be none other than the bold hero Ulysses, who Mercury always said would come here some day with his ship while on his way home form Troy; so be it then; sheathe your sword and let us go to bed, that we may make friends and learn to trust each other.’ “And I answered, ‘Circe, how can you expect me to be friendly with you when you have just been turning all my men into pigs? And now that you have got me here myself, you mean me mischief when you ask me to go to bed with you, and will unman me and make me fit for nothing. I shall certainly not consent to go to bed with you unless you will first take your solemn oath to plot no further harm against me.’ “So she swore at once as I had told her, and when she had completed her oath then I went to bed with her. “Meanwhile her four servants, who are her housemaids, set about their work. They are the children of the groves and fountains, and of the holy waters that run down into the sea. One of them spread a fair purple cloth over a seat, and laid a carpet underneath it. Another brought tables of silver up to the seats, and set them with baskets of gold. A third mixed some sweet wine with water in a silver bowl and put golden cups upon the tables, while the fourth she brought in water and set it to boil in a large cauldron over a good fire which she had lighted. When the water in thecauldron was boiling, she poured cold into it till it was just as I liked it, and then she set me in a bath and began washing me from the cauldron about the head and shoulders, to take the tire and stiffness out of my limbs. As soon as she had done washing me and anointing me with oil, she arrayed me in a good cloak and shirt and led me to a richly decorated seat inlaid with silver; there was a footstool also under my feet. A maid servant then brought me water in a beautiful golden ewer and poured it into a silver basin for me to wash my hands, and she drew a clean table beside me; an upper servant brought me bread and offered me many things of what there was in the house, and then Circe bade me eat, but I would not, and sat without heeding what was before me, still moody and suspicious.   “When Circe saw me sitting there without eating, and in great grief, she came to me and said, ‘Ulysses, why do you sit like that as though you were dumb, gnawing at your own heart, and refusing both meat and drink? Is it that you are still suspicious? You ought not to be, for I have already sworn solemnly that I will not hurt you.’   “And I said, ‘Circe, no man with any sense of what is right can think of either eating or drinking in your house until you have set his friends free and let him see them. If you want me to eat and drink, you must free my men and bring them to me that I may see them with my own eyes.’   “When I had said this she went straight through the court with her wand in her hand and opened the pigsty doors. My men came out like so many prime hogs and stood looking at her, but she went about among them and anointed each with a second drug, whereon the bristles that the bad drug had given them fell off, and they became men again, younger than they were before, and much taller and better looking. They knew me at once, seized me each of them by the hand, and wept for joy till the whole house was filled with the sound of their hullabalooing, and Circe herself wasso sorry for them that she came up to me and said, ‘Ulysses, noble son of Laertes, go back at once to the sea where you have left your ship, and first draw it on to the land. Then, hide all your ship’s gear and property in some cave, and come back here with your men.’   “I agreed to this, so I went back to the sea shore, and found the men at the ship weeping and wailing most piteously. When they saw me the silly blubbering fellows began frisking round me as calves break out and gambol round their mothers, when they see them coming home to be milked after they have been feeding all day, and the homestead resounds with their lowing. They seemed as glad to see me as though they had got back to their own rugged Ithaca, where they had been born and bred. ‘Sir,’ said the affectionate creatures, ‘we are as glad to see you back as though we had got safe home to Ithaca; but tell us all about the fate of our comrades.’ “I spoke comfortingly to them and said, ‘We must draw our ship on to the land, and hide the ship’s gear with all our property in some cave; then come with me all of you as fast as you can to Circe’s house, where you will find your comrades eating and drinking in the midst of great abundance.’ “On this the men would have come with me at once, but Eurylochus tried to hold them back and said, ‘Alas, poor wretches that we are, what will become of us? Rush not on your ruin by going to the house of Circe, who will turn us all into pigs or wolves or lions, and we shall have to keep guard over her house. Remember how the Cyclops treated us when our comrades went inside his cave, and Ulysses with them. It was all through his sheer folly that those men lost their lives.’   “When I heard him I was in two minds whether or no to draw the keen blade that hung by my sturdy thigh and cut his head off in spite of his being a near relation of my own; but the men interceded for him and said, ‘Sir, if it may so be, let this fellow stay here and mind the ship, but take the rest of us with you to Circe’s house.’ “On this we all went inland, and Eurylochus was not left behind after all, but came on too, for he was frightened by the severe reprimand that I had given him.   “Meanwhile Circe had been seeing that the men who had been left behind were washed and anointed with olive oil; she had also given them woollen cloaks and shirts, and when we came we found them all comfortably at dinner in her house. As soon as the men saw each other face to face and knew one another, they wept for joy and cried aloud till the whole palace rang again. Thereon Circe came up to me and said, ‘Ulysses, noble son of Laertes, tell your men to leave off crying; I know how much you have all of you suffered at sea, and how ill you have fared among cruel savages on the mainland, but that is over now, so stay here, and eat and drink till you are once more as strong and hearty as you were when you left Ithaca; for at present you are weakened both in body and mind; you keep all the time thinking of the hardships- you have suffered during your travels, so that you have no more cheerfulness left in you.’   “Thus did she speak and we assented. We stayed with Circe for a whole twelvemonth feasting upon an untold quantity both of meat and wine. But when the year had passed in the waning of moons and the long days had come round, my men called me apart and said, ‘Sir, it is time you began to think about going home, if so be you are to be spared to see your house and native country at all.’   “Thus did they speak and I assented. Thereon through the livelong day to the going down of the sun we feasted our fill on meat and wine, but when the sun went down and it came on dark the men laid themselves down to sleep in the covered cloisters. I, however, after I had got into bed with Circe, besought her by her knees, and the goddess listened to what I had got to say. ‘Circe,’ said I, ‘please to keep the promise you made me about furthering me on my homeward voyage. I want to get back and so do my men, they are always pestering me with their complaints as soon as ever your back is turned.’ “And the goddess answered, ‘Ulysses, noble son of Laertes, you shall none of you stay here any longer if you do not want to, but there is another journey which you have got to take before you can sail homewards. You must go to the house of Hades and of dread Proserpine to consult the ghost of the blind Theban prophet Teiresias whose reason is still unshaken. To him alone has Proserpine left his understanding even in death, but the other ghosts flit about aimlessly.’ “I was dismayed when I heard this. I sat up in bed and wept, and would gladly have lived no longer to see the light of the sun, but presently when I was tired of weeping and tossing myself about, I said, ‘And who shall guide me upon this voyage- for the house of Hades is a port that no ship can reach.’ “’You will want no guide,’ she answered; ‘raise you mast, set your white sails, sit quite still, and the North Wind will blow you there of itself. When your ship has traversed the waters of Oceanus, you will reach the fertile shore of Proserpine’s country with its groves of tall poplars and willows that shed their fruit untimely; here beach your ship upon the shore of Oceanus, and go straight on to the dark abode of Hades. You will find it near the place where the rivers Pyriphlegethon and Cocytus (which is a branch of the river Styx) flow into Acheron, and you will see a rock near it, just where the two roaring rivers run into one another. “’When you have reached this spot, as I now tell you, dig a trench a cubit or so in length, breadth, and depth, and pour into it as a drink-offering to all the dead, first, honey mixed with milk, then wine, and in the third place water-sprinkling white barley meal over the whole. Moreover you must offer many prayers to the poor feeble ghosts, and promise them that when you get back to Ithaca you will sacrifice a barren heifer to them, the best you have, and will load the pyre with good things. More particularly you must promise that Teiresias shall have a black sheep all to himself, the finest in all your flocks.   “’When you shall have thus besought the ghosts with your prayers, offer them a ram and a black ewe, bending their heads towards Erebus; but yourself turn away from them as though you would make towards the river. On this, many dead men’s ghosts will come to you, and you must tell your men to skin the two sheep that you have just killed, and offer them as a burnt sacrifice with prayers to Hades and to Proserpine. Then draw your sword and sit there, so as to prevent any other poor ghost from coming near the split blood before Teiresias shall have answered your questions. The seer will presently come to you, and will tell you about your voyage- what stages you are to make, and how you are to sail the see so as to reach your home.’   “It was day-break by the time she had done speaking, so she dressed me in my shirt and cloak. As for herself she threw a beautiful light gossamer fabric over her shoulders, fastening it with a golden girdle round her waist, and she covered her head with a mantle. Then I went about among the men everywhere all over the house, and spoke kindly to each of them man by man: ‘You must not lie sleeping here any longer,’ said I to them, ‘we must be going, for Circe has told me all about it.’ And this they did as I bade them. “Even so, however, I did not get them away without misadventure. We had with us a certain youth named Elpenor, not very remarkable for sense or courage, who had got drunk and was lying on the house-top away from the rest of the men, to sleep off his liquor in the cool. When he heard the noise of the men bustling about, he jumped up on a sudden and forgot all about coming down by the main staircase, so he tumbled right off the roof and broke his neck, and his soul went down to the house of Hades. “When I had got the men together I said to them, ‘You think you are about to start home again, but Circe has explained to me that instead of this, we have got to go to the house of Hades and Proserpine to consult the ghost of the Theban prophet Teiresias.’ “The men were broken-hearted as they heard me, and threw themselves on the ground groaning and tearing their hair, but they did not mend matters by crying. When we reached the sea shore, weeping and lamenting our fate, Circe brought the ram and the ewe, and we made them fast hard by the ship. She passed through the midst of us without our knowing it, for who can see the comings and goings of a god, if the god does not wish to be seen?  
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			Then, when we had got down to the sea shore we drew our ship into the water and got her mast and sails into her; we also put the sheep on board and took our places, weeping and in great distress of mind. Circe, that great and cunning goddess, sent us a fair wind that blew dead aft and stayed steadily with us keeping our sails all the time well filled; so we did whatever wanted doing to the ship’s gear and let her go as the wind and helmsman headed her. All day long her sails were full as she held her course over the sea, but when the sun went down and darkness was over all theearth, we got into the deep waters of the river Oceanus, where lie the land and city of the Cimmerians who live enshrouded in mist and darkness which the rays of the sun never pierce neither at his rising nor as he goes down again out of the heavens, but the poor wretches live in one long melancholy night. When we got there we beached the ship, took the sheep out of her, and went along by the waters of Oceanus till we came to the place of which Circe had told us.   “Here Perimedes and Eurylochus held the victims, while I drew my sword and dug the trench a cubit each way. I made a drink-offering to all the dead, first with honey and milk, then with wine, and thirdly with water, and I sprinkled white barley meal over the whole, praying earnestly to the poor feckless ghosts, and promising them that when I got back to Ithaca I would sacrifice a barren heifer for them, the best I had, and would load the pyre with good things. I also particularly promised that Teiresias should have a black sheep to himself, the best in all my flocks. When I had prayed sufficiently to the dead, I cut the throats of the two sheep and let the blood run into the trench, whereon the ghosts came trooping up from Erebus- brides, young bachelors, old men worn out with toil, maids who had been crossed in love, and brave men who had been killed in battle, with their armour still smirched with blood; they came from every quarter and flitted round the trench with a strange kind of screaming sound that made me turn pale with fear. When I saw them coming I told the men to be quick and flay the carcasses of the two dead sheep and make burnt offerings of them, and at the same time to repeat prayers to Hades and to Proserpine; but I sat where I was with my sword drawn and would not let the poor feckless ghosts come near the blood till Teiresias should have answered my questions.   “The first ghost ‘that came was that of my comrade Elpenor, for he had not yet been laid beneath the earth. We had left his body unwaked and unburied in Circe’s house, for we had had too much else to do. I was very sorry for him, and cried when I saw him: ‘Elpenor,’ said I, ‘how did you come down here into this gloom and darkness? You have here on foot quicker than I have with my ship.’   “’Sir,’ he answered with a groan, ‘it was all bad luck, and my own unspeakable drunkenness. I was lying asleep on the top of Circe’s house, and never thought of coming down again by the great staircase but fell right off the roof and broke my neck, so my soul down to the house of Hades. And now I beseech you by all those whom you have left behind you, though they are not here, by your wife, by the father who brought you up when you were a child, and by Telemachus who is the one hope of your house, do what I shall now ask you. I know that when you leave this limbo you will again hold your ship for the Aeaean island. Do not go thence leaving me unwaked and unburied behind you, or I may bring heaven’s anger upon you; but burn me with whatever armour I have, build a barrow for me on the sea shore, that may tell people in days to come what a poor unlucky fellow I was, and plant over my grave the oar I used to row with when I was yet alive and with my messmates.’ And I said, ‘My poor fellow, I will do all that you have asked of me.’   “Thus, then, did we sit and hold sad talk with one another, I on the one side of the trench with my sword held over the blood, and the ghost of my comrade saying all this to me from the other side. Then came the ghost of my dead mother Anticlea, daughter to Autolycus. I had left her alive when I set out for Troy and was moved to tears when I saw her, but even so, for all my sorrow I would not let her come near the blood till I had asked my questions of Teiresias.   “Then came also the ghost of Theban Teiresias, with his golden sceptre in his hand. He knew me and said, ‘Ulysses, noble son of Laertes, why, poor man, have you left the light of day and come down to visit the dead in this sad place? Stand back from the trench and withdraw your sword that I may drink of the blood and answer your questions truly.’   “So I drew back, and sheathed my sword, whereon when he had drank of the blood he began with his prophecy.   “You want to know,’ said he, ‘about your return home, but heaven will make this hard for you. I do not think that you will escape the eye of Neptune, who still nurses his bitter grudge against you for having blinded his son. Still, after much suffering you may get home if you can restrain yourself and your companions when your ship reaches the Thrinacian island, where you will find the sheep and cattle belonging to the sun, who sees and gives ear to everything. If you leave these flocks unharmed and think of nothing but of getting home, you may yet after much hardship reach Ithaca; but if you harm them, then I forewarn you of the destruction both of your ship and of your men. Even though you may yourself escape, you will return in bad plight after losing all your men, [in another man’s ship, and you will find trouble in your house, which will be overrun by high-handed people, who are devouring your substance under the pretext of paying court andmaking presents to your wife.   “’When you get home you will take your revenge on these suitors; and after you have killed them by force or fraud in your own house, you must take a well-made oar and carry it on and on, till you come to a country where the people have never heard of the sea and do not even mix salt with their food, nor do they know anything about ships, and oars that are as the wings of a ship. I will give you this certain token which cannot escape your notice. A wayfarer will meet you and will say it must be a winnowing shovel that you have got upon your shoulder; on this you must fix the oar in the ground and sacrifice a ram, a bull, and a boar to Neptune. Then go home and offer hecatombs to an the gods in heaven one after the other. As for yourself, death shall come to you from the sea, and your life shall ebb away very gently when you are full of years and peace of mind, and your people shall bless you. All that I have said will come true].’   “’This,’ I answered, ‘must be as it may please heaven, but tell me and tell me and tell me true, I see my poor mother’s ghost close by us; she is sitting by the blood without saying a word, and though I am her own son she does not remember me and speak to me; tell me, Sir, how I can make her know me.’   “’That,’ said he, ‘I can soon do Any ghost that you let taste of the blood will talk with you like a reasonable being, but if you do not let them have any blood they will go away again.’   “On this the ghost of Teiresias went back to the house of Hades, for his prophecyings had now been spoken, but I sat still where I was until my mother came up and tasted the blood. Then she knew me at once and spoke fondly to me, saying, ‘My son, how did you come down to this abode of darkness while you are still alive? It is a hard thing for the living to see these places, for between us and them there are great and terrible waters, and there is Oceanus, which no man can cross on foot, but he must have a good ship to take him. Are you all this time trying to find your way home from Troy, and have you never yet got back to Ithaca nor seen your wife in your own house?’   “’Mother,’ said I, ‘I was forced to come here to consult the ghost of the Theban prophet Teiresias. I have never yet been near the Achaean land nor set foot on my native country, and I have had nothing but one long series of misfortunes from the very first day that I set out with Agamemnon for Ilius, the land of noble steeds, to fight the Trojans. But tell me, and tell me true, in what way did you die? Did you have a long illness, or did heaven vouchsafe you a gentle easy passage to eternity? Tell me also about my father, and the son whom I left behind me; is my property still in their hands, or has some one else got hold of it, who thinks that I shall not return to claim it? Tell me again what my wife intends doing, and in what mind she is; does she live with my son and guard my estate securely, or has she made the best match she could and married again?’   “My mother answered, ‘Your wife still remains in your house, but she is in great distress of mind and spends her whole time in tears both night and day. No one as yet has got possession of your fine property, and Telemachus still holds your lands undisturbed. He has to entertain largely, as of course he must, considering his position as a magistrate, and how every one invites him; your father remains at his old place in the country and never goes near the town. He has no comfortable bed nor bedding; in the winter he sleeps on the floor in front of the fire with the men and goes about all in rags, but in summer, when the warm weather comes on again, he lies out in the vineyard on a bed of vine leaves thrown anyhow upon the ground. He grieves continually about your never having come home, and suffers more and more as he grows older. As for my own end it was in this wise: heaven did not take me swiftly and painlessly in my own house, nor was I attacked by any illness such as those that generally wear people out and kill them, but my longing to know what you were doing and the force of my affection for you- this it was that was the death of me.’   “Then I tried to find some way of embracing my mother’s ghost. Thrice I sprang towards her and tried to clasp her in my arms, but each time she flitted from my embrace as it were a dream or phantom, and being touched to the quick I said to her, ‘Mother, why do you not stay still when I would embrace you? If we could throw our arms around one another we might find sad comfort in the sharing of our sorrows even in the house of Hades; does Proserpine want to lay a still further load of grief upon me by mocking me with a phantom only?’   “’My son,’ she answered, ‘most ill-fated of all mankind, it is not Proserpine that is beguiling you, but all people are like this when they are dead. The sinews no longer hold the flesh and bones together; these perish in the fierceness of consuming fire as soon as life has left the body, and the soul flits away as though it were a dream. Now, however, go back to the light of day as soon as you can, and note all these things that you may tell them to your wife hereafter.’   “Thus did we converse, and anon Proserpine sent up the ghosts of the wives and daughters of all the most famous men. They gathered in crowds about the blood, and I considered how I might question them severally. In the end I deemed that it would be best to draw the keen blade that hung by my sturdy thigh, and keep them from all drinking the blood at once. So they came up one after the other, and each one as I questioned her told me her race and lineage.   “The first I saw was Tyro. She was daughter of Salmoneus and wife of Cretheus the son of Aeolus. She fell in love with the river Enipeus who is much the most beautiful river in the whole world. Once when she was taking a walk by his side as usual, Neptune, disguised as her lover, lay with her at the mouth of the river, and a huge blue wave arched itself like a mountain over them to hide both woman and god, whereon he loosed her virgin girdle and laid her in a deep slumber. When the god had accomplished the deed of love, he took her hand in his own and said, ‘Tyro, rejoice in all good will; the embraces of the gods are not fruitless, and you will have fine twins about this time twelve months. Take great care of them. I am Neptune, so now go home, but hold your tongue and do not tell any one.’   “Then he dived under the sea, and she in due course bore Pelias and Neleus, who both of them served Jove with all their might. Pelias was a great breeder of sheep and lived in Iolcus, but the other lived in Pylos. The rest of her children were by Cretheus, namely, Aeson, Pheres, and Amythaon, who was a mighty warrior and charioteer.   “Next to her I saw Antiope, daughter to Asopus, who could boast of having slept in the arms of even Jove himself, and who bore him two sons Amphion and Zethus. These founded Thebes with its seven gates, and built a wall all round it; for strong though they were they could not hold Thebes till they had walled it.   “Then I saw Alcmena, the wife of Amphitryon, who also bore to Jove indomitable Hercules; and Megara who was daughter to great King Creon, and married the redoubtable son of Amphitryon.   “I also saw fair Epicaste mother of king OEdipodes whose awful lot it was to marry her own son without suspecting it. He married her after having killed his father, but the gods proclaimed the whole story to the world; whereon he remained king of Thebes, in great grief for the spite the gods had borne him; but Epicaste went to the house of the mighty jailor Hades, having hanged herself for grief, and the avenging spirits haunted him as for an outraged mother- to his ruing bitterly thereafter.   “Then I saw Chloris, whom Neleus married for her beauty, having given priceless presents for her. She was youngest daughter to Amphion son of Iasus and king of Minyan Orchomenus, and was Queen in Pylos. She bore Nestor, Chromius, and Periclymenus, and she also bore that marvellously lovely woman Pero, who was wooed by all the country round; but Neleus would only give her to him who should raid the cattle of Iphicles from the grazing grounds of Phylace, and this was a hard task. The only man who would undertake to raid them was a certain excellent seer, but the will of heaven was against him, for the rangers of the cattle caught him and put him in prison; nevertheless when a full year had passed and the same season came round again, Iphicles set him at liberty, after he had expounded all the oracles of heaven. Thus, then, was the will of Jove accomplished.   “And I saw Leda the wife of Tyndarus, who bore him two famous sons, Castor breaker of horses, and Pollux the mighty boxer. Both these heroes are lying under the earth, though they are still alive, for by a special dispensation of Jove, they die and come to life again, each one of them every other day throughout all time, and they have the rank of gods.   “After her I saw Iphimedeia wife of Aloeus who boasted the embrace of Neptune. She bore two sons Otus and Ephialtes, but both were short lived. They were the finest children that were ever born in this world, and the best looking, Orion only excepted; for at nine years old they were nine fathoms high, and measured nine cubits round the chest. They threatened to make war with the gods in Olympus, and tried to set Mount Ossa on the top of Mount Olympus, and Mount Pelion on the top of Ossa, that they might scale heaven itself, and they would have done it too if they had been grown up, but Apollo, son of Leto, killed both of them, before they had got so much as a sign of hair upon their cheeks or chin.   “Then I saw Phaedra, and Procris, and fair Ariadne daughter of the magician Minos, whom Theseus was carrying off from Crete to Athens, but he did not enjoy her, for before he could do so Diana killed her in the island of Dia on account of what Bacchus had said against her.   “I also saw Maera and Clymene and hateful Eriphyle, who sold her own husband for gold. But it would take me all night if I were to name every single one of the wives and daughters of heroes whom I saw, and it is time for me to go to bed, either on board ship with my crew, or here. As for my escort, heaven and yourselves will see to it.”   Here he ended, and the guests sat all of them enthralled and speechless throughout the covered cloister. Then Arete said to them:   “What do you think of this man, O Phaecians? Is he not tall and good looking, and is he not Clever? True, he is my own guest, but all of you share in the distinction. Do not he a hurry to send him away, nor niggardly in the presents you make to one who is in such great need, for heaven has blessed all of you with great abundance.”   Then spoke the aged hero Echeneus who was one of the oldest men among them, “My friends,” said he, “what our august queen has just said to us is both reasonable and to the purpose, therefore be persuaded by it; but the decision whether in word or deed rests ultimately with King Alcinous.”   “The thing shall be done,” exclaimed Alcinous, “as surely as I still live and reign over the Phaeacians. Our guest is indeed very anxious to get home, still we must persuade him to remain with us until to-morrow, by which time I shall be able to get together the whole sum that I mean to give him. As regards- his escort it will be a matter for you all, and mine above all others as the chief person among you.”   And Ulysses answered, “King Alcinous, if you were to bid me to stay here for a whole twelve months, and then speed me on my way, loaded with your noble gifts, I should obey you gladly and it would redound greatly to my advantage, for I should return fuller-handed to my own people, and should thus be more respected and beloved by all who see me when I get back to Ithaca.”   “Ulysses,” replied Alcinous, “not one of us who sees you has any idea that you are a charlatan or a swindler. I know there are many people going about who tell such plausible stories that it is very hard to see through them, but there is a style about your language which assures me of your good disposition. Moreover you have told the story of your own misfortunes, and those of the Argives, as though you were a practised bard; but tell me, and tell me true, whether you saw any of the mighty heroes who went to Troy at the same time with yourself, and perished there. The evenings are still at their longest, and it is not yet bed time- go on, therefore, with your divine story, for I could stay here listening till to-morrow morning, so long as you will continue to tell us of youradventures.”   “Alcinous,” answered Ulysses, “there is a time for making speeches, and a time for going to bed; nevertheless, since you so desire, I will not refrain from telling you the still sadder tale of those of my comrades who did not fall fighting with the Trojans, but perished on their return, through the treachery of a wicked woman.   “When Proserpine had dismissed the female ghosts in all directions, the ghost of Agamemnon son of Atreus came sadly up tome, surrounded by those who had perished with him in the house of Aegisthus. As soon as he had tasted the blood he knew me, and weeping bitterly stretched out his arms towards me to embrace me; but he had no strength nor substance any more, and I too wept and pitied him as I beheld him. ‘How did you come by your death,’ said I, ‘King Agamemnon? Did Neptune raise his winds and waves against you when you were at sea, or did your enemies make an end of you on the mainland when you were cattle-lifting or sheep-stealing, or while they were fighting in defence of their wives and city?’   “’Ulysses,’ he answered, ‘noble son of Laertes, was not lost at sea in any storm of Neptune’s raising, nor did my foes despatch me upon the mainland, but Aegisthus and my wicked wife were the death of me between them. He asked me to his house, feasted me, and then butchered me most miserably as though I were a fat beast in a slaughter house, while all around me my comrades were slain like sheep or pigs for the wedding breakfast, or picnic, or gorgeous banquet of some great nobleman. You must have seen numbers of men killed either in a general engagement, or in single combat, but you never saw anything so truly pitiable as the way in which we fell in that cloister, with the mixing-bowl and the loaded tables lying all about, and the ground reeking with our-blood. I heard Priam’s daughter Cassandra scream as Clytemnestra killed her close beside me. I lay dying upon the earth with the sword in my body, and raised my hands to kill the slut of a murderess, but she slipped away from me; she would not even close my lips nor my eyes when I was dying, for there is nothing in this world so cruel and so shameless as a woman when she has fallen into such guilt as hers was. Fancy murdering her own husband! I thought I was going to be welcomed home by my children and my servants, but her abominable crime has brought disgrace on herself and all women who shall come after- even on the good ones.’   “And I said, ‘In truth Jove has hated the house of Atreus from first to last in the matter of their women’s counsels. See how many of us fell for Helen’s sake, and now it seems that Clytemnestra hatched mischief against too during your absence.’   “’Be sure, therefore,’ continued Agamemnon, ‘and not be too friendly even with your own wife. Do not tell her all that you know perfectly well yourself. Tell her a part only, and keep your own counsel about the rest. Not that your wife, Ulysses, is likely to murder you, for Penelope is a very admirable woman, and has an excellent nature. We left her a young bride with an infant at her breast when we set out for Troy. This child no doubt is now grown up happily to man’s estate, and he and his father will have a joyful meeting and embrace one another as it is right they should do, whereas my wicked wife did not even allow me the happiness of looking upon my son, but killed me ere I could do so. Furthermore I say- and lay my saying to your heart- do not tell people when you are bringing your ship to Ithaca, but steal a march upon them, for after all this there is no trusting women. But now tell me, and tell me true, can you give me any news of my son Orestes? Is he in Orchomenus, or at Pylos, or is he at Sparta with Menelaus- for I presume that he is still living.’   “And I said, ‘Agamemnon, why do you ask me? I do not know whether your son is alive or dead, and it is not right to talk when one does not know.’   “As we two sat weeping and talking thus sadly with one another the ghost of Achilles came up to us with Patroclus, Antilochus, and Ajax who was the finest and goodliest man of all the Danaans after the son of Peleus. The fleet descendant of Aeacus knew me and spoke piteously, saying, ‘Ulysses, noble son of Laertes, what deed of daring will you undertake next, that you venture down to the house of Hades among us silly dead, who are but the ghosts of them that can labour no more?’   “And I said, ‘Achilles, son of Peleus, foremost champion of the Achaeans, I came to consult Teiresias, and see if he could advise me about my return home to Ithaca, for I have never yet been able to get near the Achaean land, nor to set foot in my own country, but have been in trouble all the time. As for you, Achilles, no one was ever yet so fortunate as you have been, nor ever will be, for you were adored by all us Argives as long as you were alive, and now that you are here you are a great prince among the dead. Do not, therefore, take it so much to heart even if you are dead.’   “’Say not a word,’ he answered, ‘in death’s favour; I would rather be a paid servant in a poor man’s house and be above ground than king of kings among the dead. But give me news about son; is he gone to the wars and will he be a great soldier, or is this not so? Tell me also if you have heard anything about my father Peleus- does he still rule among the Myrmidons, or do they show him no respect throughout Hellas and Phthia now that he is old and his limbs fail him? Could I but stand by his side, in the light of day, with the same strength that I had when I killed the bravest of our foes upon the plain of Troy- could I but be as I then was and go even for a short time to my father’s house, any one who tried to do him violence or supersede him would soon me it.’   “’I have heard nothing,’ I answered, ‘of Peleus, but I can tell you all about your son Neoptolemus, for I took him in my own ship from Scyros with the Achaeans. In our councils of war before Troy he was always first to speak, and his judgement was unerring. Nestor and I were the only two who could surpass him; and when it came to fighting on the plain of Troy, he would never remain with the body of his men, but would dash on far in front, foremost of them all in valour. Many a man did he kill in battle- I cannot name every single one of those whom he slew while fighting on the side of the Argives, but will only say how he killed that valiant hero Eurypylus son of Telephus, who was the handsomest man I ever saw except Memnon; many others also of the Ceteians fell around him by reason of a woman’s bribes. Moreover, when all the bravest of the Argives went inside the horse that Epeus had made, and it was left to me to settle when we should either open the door of our ambuscade, or close it, though all the other leaders and chief men among the Danaans were drying their eyes and quaking in every limb, I never once saw him turn pale nor wipe a tear from his cheek; he was all the time urging me to break out from the horse- grasping the handle of his sword and his bronze-shod spear, and breathing fury against the foe. Yet when we had sacked the city of Priam he got his handsome share of the prize money and went on board (such is the fortune of war) without a wound upon him, neither from a thrown spear nor in close combat, for the rage of Mars is a matter of great chance.’   “When I had told him this, the ghost of Achilles strode off across a meadow full of asphodel, exulting over what I had said concerning the prowess of his son.   “The ghosts of other dead men stood near me and told me each his own melancholy tale; but that of Ajax son of Telamon alone held aloof- still angry with me for having won the cause in our dispute about the armour of Achilles. Thetis had offered it as a prize, but the Trojan prisoners and Minerva were the judges. Would that I had never gained the day in such a contest, for it cost the life of Ajax, who was foremost of all the Danaans after the son of Peleus, alike in stature and prowess.   “When I saw him I tried to pacify him and said, ‘Ajax, will you not forget and forgive even in death, but must the judgement about that hateful armour still rankle with you? It cost us Argives dear enough to lose such a tower of strength as you were to us. We mourned you as much as we mourned Achilles son of Peleus himself, nor can the blame be laid on anything but on the spite which Jove bore against the Danaans, for it was this that made him counsel your destruction- come hither, therefore, bring your proud spirit into subjection, and hear what I can tell you.’   “He would not answer, but turned away to Erebus and to the other ghosts; nevertheless, I should have made him talk to me in spite of his being so angry, or I should have gone talking to him, only that there were still others among the dead whom I desired to see.   “Then I saw Minos son of Jove with his golden sceptre in his hand sitting in judgement on the dead, and the ghosts were gathered sitting and standing round him in the spacious house of Hades, to learn his sentences upon them.   “After him I saw huge Orion in a meadow full of asphodel driving the ghosts of the wild beasts that he had killed upon the mountains, and he had a great bronze club in his hand, unbreakable for ever and ever.   “And I saw Tityus son of Gaia stretched upon the plain and covering some nine acres of ground. Two vultures on either side of him were digging their beaks into his liver, and he kept on trying to beat them off with his hands, but could not; for he had violated Jove’s mistress Leto as she was going through Panopeus on her way to Pytho.   “I saw also the dreadful fate of Tantalus, who stood in a lake that reached his chin; he was dying to quench his thirst, but could never reach the water, for whenever the poor creature stooped to drink, it dried up and vanished, so that there was nothing but dry ground- parched by the spite of heaven. There were tall trees, moreover, that shed their fruit over his head- pears, pomegranates, apples, sweet figs and juicy olives, but whenever the poor creature stretched out his hand to take some, the wind tossed the branches back again to the clouds.   “And I saw Sisyphus at his endless task raising his prodigious stone with both his hands. With hands and feet he’ tried to roll it up to the top of the hill, but always, just before he could roll it over on to the other side, its weight would be too much for him, and the pitiless stone would come thundering down again on to the plain. Then he would begin trying to push it up hill again, and the sweat ran off him and the steam rose after him.   “After him I saw mighty Hercules, but it was his phantom only, for he is feasting ever with the immortal gods, and has lovely Hebe to wife, who is daughter of Jove and Juno. The ghosts were screaming round him like scared birds flying all whithers. He looked black as night with his bare bow in his hands and his arrow on the string, glaring around as though ever on the point of taking aim. About his breast there was a wondrous golden belt adorned in the most marvellous fashion with bears, wild boars, and lions with gleaming eyes; there was also war, battle, and death. Theman who made that belt, do what he might, would never be able to make another like it. Hercules knew me at once when he saw me, and spoke piteously, saying, my poor Ulysses, noble son of Laertes, are you too leading the same sorry kind of life that I did when I was above ground? I was son of Jove, but I went through an infinity of suffering, for I became bondsman to one who was far beneath me- a low fellow who set me all manner of labours. He once sent me here to fetch the hell-hound- for he did not think he could find anything harder for me than this, but I got the hound out of Hades and brought him to him, for Mercury and Minerva helped me.’   “On this Hercules went down again into the house of Hades, but I stayed where I was in case some other of the mighty dead should come to me. And I should have seen still other of them that are gone before, whom I would fain have seen- Theseus and Pirithous glorious children of the gods, but so many thousands of ghosts came round me and uttered such appalling cries, that I was panic stricken lest Proserpine should send up from the house of Hades the head of that awful monster Gorgon. On this I hastened back to my ship and ordered my men to go on board at once and loose the hawsers; so they embarked and took their places, whereon the ship went down the stream of the river Oceanus. We had to row at first, but presently a fair wind sprang up.  
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			“After we were clear of the river Oceanus, and had got out into the open sea, we went on till we reached the Aeaean island where there is dawn and sunrise as in other places. We then drew our ship on to the sands and got out of her on to the shore, where we went to sleep and waited till day should break.   “Then, when the child of morning, rosy-fingered Dawn, appeared, I sent some men to Circe’s house to fetch the body of Elpenor. We cut firewood from a wood where the headland jutted out into the sea, and after we had wept over him and lamented him we performed his funeral rites. When his body and armour had been burned to ashes, we raised a cairn, set a stone over it, and at the top of the cairn we fixed the oar that he had been used to row with.   “While we were doing all this, Circe, who knew that we had got back from the house of Hades, dressed herself and came to us as fast as she could; and her maid servants came with her bringing us bread, meat, and wine. Then she stood in the midst of us and said, ‘You have done a bold thing in going down alive to the house of Hades, and you will have died twice, to other people’s once; now, then, stay here for the rest of the day, feast your fill, and go on with your voyage at daybreak tomorrow morning. In the meantime I will tell Ulysses about your course, and will explain everything to him so as to prevent your suffering from misadventure either by land or sea.’   “We agreed to do as she had said, and feasted through the livelong day to the going down of the sun, but when the sun had set and it came on dark, the men laid themselves down to sleep by the stern cables of the ship. Then Circe took me by the hand and bade me be seated away from the others, while she reclined by my side and asked me all about our adventures.   “’So far so good,’ said she, when I had ended my story, ‘and now pay attention to what I am about to tell you- heaven itself, indeed, will recall it to your recollection. First you will come to the Sirens who enchant all who come near them. If any one unwarily draws in too close and hears the singing of the Sirens, his wife and children will never welcome him home again, for they sit in a green field and warble him to death with the sweetness of their song. There is a great heap of dead men’s bones lying all around, with the flesh still rotting off them. Therefore pass these Sirens by, and stop your men’s ears with wax that none of them may hear; but if you like you can listen yourself, for you may get the men to bind you as you stand upright on a cross-piece half way up the mast, and they must lash the rope’s ends to the mast itself, that you may have the pleasure of listening. If you beg and pray the men to unloose you, then they must bind you faster.   “’When your crew have taken you past these Sirens, I cannot give you coherent directions as to which of two courses you are to take; I will lay the two alternatives before you, and you must consider them for yourself. On the one hand there are some overhanging rocks against which the deep blue waves of Amphitrite beat with terrific fury; the blessed gods call these rocks the Wanderers. Here not even a bird may pass, no, not even the timid doves that bring ambrosia to Father Jove, but the sheer rock always carries off one of them, and Father Jove has to send another to make up their number; no ship that ever yet came to these rocks has got away again, but the waves and whirlwinds of fire are freighted with wreckage and with the bodies of dead men. The only vessel that ever sailed and got through, was the famous Argo on her way from the house of Aetes, and she too would have gone against these great rocks, only that Juno piloted her past them for the love she bore to Jason.   “’Of these two rocks the one reaches heaven and its peak is lost in a dark cloud. This never leaves it, so that the top is never clear not even in summer and early autumn. No man though he had twenty hands and twenty feet could get a foothold on it and climb it, for it runs sheer up, as smooth as though it had been polished. In the middle of it there is a large cavern, looking West and turned towards Erebus; you must take your ship this way, but the cave is so high up that not even the stoutest archer could send an arrow into it. Inside it Scylla sits and yelps with a voice that you might take to be that of a young hound, but in truth she is a dreadful monster and no one- not even a god- could face her without being terror-struck. She has twelve mis-shapen feet, and six necks of the most prodigious length; and at the end of each neck she has a frightful head with three rows of teeth in each, all set very close together, so that they would crunch any one to death in a moment, and she sits deep within her shady cell thrusting out her heads and peering all round the rock, fishing for dolphins or dogfish or any larger monster that she can catch, of the thousands with which Amphitrite teems. No ship ever yet got past her without losing some men, for she shoots out all her heads at once, and carries off a man in each mouth.   “’You will find the other rocks lie lower, but they are so close together that there is not more than a bowshot between them. [A large fig tree in full leaf grows upon it], and under it lies the sucking whirlpool of Charybdis. Three times in the day does she vomit forth her waters, and three times she sucks them down again; see that you be not there when she is sucking, for if you are, Neptune himself could not save you; you must hug the Scylla side and drive ship by as fast as you can, for you had better lose six men than your whole crew.’   “’Is there no way,’ said I, ‘of escaping Charybdis, and at the same time keeping Scylla off when she is trying to harm my men?’   “’You dare-devil,’ replied the goddess, you are always wanting to fight somebody or something; you will not let yourself be beaten even by the immortals. For Scylla is not mortal; moreover she is savage, extreme, rude, cruel and invincible. There is no help for it; your best chance will be to get by her as fast as ever you can, for if you dawdle about her rock while you are putting on your armour, she may catch you with a second cast of her six heads, and snap up another half dozen of your men; so drive your ship past her at full speed, and roar out lustily to Crataiis who is Scylla’s dam, bad luck to her; she will then stop her from making a second raid upon you.   “’You will now come to the Thrinacian island, and here you will see many herds of cattle and flocks of sheep belonging to the sun-god- seven herds of cattle and seven flocks of sheep, with fifty head in each flock. They do not breed, nor do they become fewer in number, and they are tended by the goddesses Phaethusa and Lampetie, who are children of the sun-god Hyperion by Neaera. Their mother when she had borne them and had done suckling them sent them to the Thrinacian island, which was a long way off, to live there and look after their father’s flocks and herds. If you leave these flocks unharmed, and think of nothing but getting home, you may yet after much hardship reach Ithaca; but if you harm them, then I forewarn you of the destruction both of your ship and of your comrades; and even though you may yourself escape, you will return late, in bad plight, after losing all your men.’   “Here she ended, and dawn enthroned in gold began to show in heaven, whereon she returned inland. I then went on board and told my men to loose the ship from her moorings; so they at once got into her, took their places, and began to smite the grey sea with their oars. Presently the great and cunning goddess Circe befriended us with a fair wind that blew dead aft, and stayed steadily with us, keeping our sails well filled, so we did whatever wanted doing to the ship’s gear, and let her go as wind and helmsman headed her.   “Then, being much troubled in mind, I said to my men, ‘My friends, it is not right that one or two of us alone should know the prophecies that Circe has made me, I will therefore tell you about them, so that whether we live or die we may do so with our eyes open. First she said we were to keep clear of the Sirens, who sit and sing most beautifully in a field of flowers; but she said I might hear them myself so long as no one else did. Therefore, take me and bind me to the crosspiece half way up the mast; bind me as I stand upright, with a bond so fast that I cannot possiblybreak away, and lash the rope’s ends to the mast itself. If I beg and pray you to set me free, then bind me more tightly still.’   “I had hardly finished telling everything to the men before we reached the island of the two Sirens, for the wind had been very favourable. Then all of a sudden it fell dead calm; there was not a breath of wind nor a ripple upon the water, so the men furled the sails and stowed them; then taking to their oars they whitened the water with the foam they raised in rowing. Meanwhile I look a large wheel of wax and cut it up small with my sword. Then I kneaded the wax in my strong hands till it became soft, which it soon did between the kneading and the rays of the sun-god son of Hyperion. Then I stopped the ears of all my men, and they bound me hands and feet to the mast as I stood upright on the crosspiece; but they went on rowing themselves. When we had got within earshot of the land, and the ship was going at a good rate, the Sirens saw that we were getting in shore and began with their singing.   “’Come here,’ they sang, ‘renowned Ulysses, honour to the Achaean name, and listen to our two voices. No one ever sailed past us without staying to hear the enchanting sweetness of our song- and he who listens will go on his way not only charmed, but wiser, for we know all the ills that the gods laid upon the Argives and Trojans before Troy, and can tell you everything that is going to happen over the whole world.’   “They sang these words most musically, and as I longed to hear them further I made by frowning to my men that they should set me free; but they quickened their stroke, and Eurylochus and Perimedes bound me with still stronger bonds till we had got out of hearing of the Sirens’ voices. Then my men took the wax from their ears and unbound me.   “Immediately after we had got past the island I saw a great wave from which spray was rising, and I heard a loud roaring sound. The men were so frightened that they loosed hold of their oars, for the whole sea resounded with the rushing of the waters, but the ship stayed where it was, for the men had left off rowing. I went round, therefore, and exhorted them man by man not to lose heart.   “’My friends,’ said I, ‘this is not the first time that we have been in danger, and we are in nothing like so bad a case as when the Cyclops shut us up in his cave; nevertheless, my courage and wise counsel saved us then, and we shall live to look back on all this as well. Now, therefore, let us all do as I say, trust in Jove and row on with might and main. As for you, coxswain, these are your orders; attend to them, for the ship is in your hands; turn her head away from these steaming rapids and hug the rock, or she will give you the slip and be over yonder before you know where you are, and you will be the death of us.’   “So they did as I told them; but I said nothing about the awful monster Scylla, for I knew the men would not on rowing if I did, but would huddle together in the hold. In one thing only did I disobey Circe’s strict instructions- I put on my armour. Then seizing two strong spears I took my stand on the ship Is bows, for it was there that I expected first to see the monster of the rock, who was to do my men so much harm; but I could not make her out anywhere, though I strained my eyes with looking the gloomy rock all over and over   “Then we entered the Straits in great fear of mind, for on the one hand was Scylla, and on the other dread Charybdis kept sucking up the salt water. As she vomited it up, it was like the water in a cauldron when it is boiling over upon a great fire, and the spray reached the top of the rocks on either side. When she began to suck again, we could see the water all inside whirling round and round, and it made a deafening sound as it broke against the rocks. We could see the bottom of the whirlpool all black with sand and mud, and the men were at their wit’s ends for fear. While we were taken up with this, and were expecting each moment to be our last, Scylla pounced down suddenly upon us and snatched up my six best men. I was looking at once after both ship and men, and in a moment I saw their hands and feet ever so high above me, struggling in the air as Scylla was carrying them off, and I heard them call out my name in one last despairing cry. As a fisherman, seated, spear in hand, upon some jutting rock throws bait into the water to deceive the poor little fishes, and spears them with the ox’s horn with which his spear is shod, throwing them gasping on to the land as he catches them one by one- even so did Scylla land these panting creatures on her rock and munch them up at the mouth of her den, while they screamed and stretched out their hands to me in their mortal agony. This was the most sickening sight that I saw throughout all my voyages.   “When we had passed the [Wandering] rocks, with Scylla and terrible Charybdis, we reached the noble island of the sun-god, where were the goodly cattle and sheep belonging to the sun Hyperion. While still at sea in my ship I could bear the cattle lowing as they came home to the yards, and the sheep bleating. Then I remembered what the blind Theban prophet Teiresias had told me, and how carefully Aeaean Circe had warned me to shun the island of the blessed sun-god. So being much troubled I said to the men, ‘My men, I know you are hard pressed, but listen while I tell you the prophecy that Teiresias made me, and how carefully Aeaean Circe warned me to shun the island of the blessed sun-god, for it was here, she said, that our worst danger would lie. Head the ship, therefore, away from the island.’   “The men were in despair at this, and Eurylochus at once gave me an insolent answer. ‘Ulysses,’ said he, ‘you are cruel; you are very strong yourself and never get worn out; you seem to be made of iron, and now, though your men are exhausted with toil and want of sleep, you will not let them land and cook themselves a good supper upon this island, but bid them put out to sea and go faring fruitlessly on through the watches of the flying night. It is by night that the winds blow hardest and do so much damage; how can we escape should one of those sudden squalls spring up from South West or West, which so often wreck a vessel when our lords the gods are unpropitious? Now, therefore, let us obey the of night and prepare our supper here hard by the ship; to-morrow morning we will go on board again and put out to sea.’   “Thus spoke Eurylochus, and the men approved his words. I saw that heaven meant us a mischief and said, ‘You force me to yield, for you are many against one, but at any rate each one of you must take his solemn oath that if he meet with a herd of cattle or a large flock of sheep, he will not be so mad as to kill a single head of either, but will be satisfied with the food that Circe has given us.’   “They all swore as I bade them, and when they had completed their oath we made the ship fast in a harbour that was near a stream of fresh water, and the men went ashore and cooked their suppers. As soon as they had had enough to eat and drink, they began talking about their poor comrades whom Scylla had snatched up and eaten; this set them weeping and they went on crying till they fell off into a sound sleep.   “In the third watch of the night when the stars had shifted their places, Jove raised a great gale of wind that flew a hurricane so that land and sea were covered with thick clouds, and night sprang forth out of the heavens. When the child of morning, rosy-fingered Dawn, appeared, we brought the ship to land and drew her into a cave wherein the sea-nymphs hold their courts and dances, and I called the men together in council.   “’My friends,’ said I, ‘we have meat and drink in the ship, let us mind, therefore, and not touch the cattle, or we shall suffer for it; for these cattle and sheep belong to the mighty sun, who sees and gives ear to everything. And again they promised that they would obey.   “For a whole month the wind blew steadily from the South, and there was no other wind, but only South and East. As long as corn and wine held out the men did not touch the cattle when they were hungry; when, however, they had eaten all there was in the ship, they were forced to go further afield, with hook and line, catching birds, and taking whatever they could lay their hands on; for they were starving. One day, therefore, I went up inland that I might pray heaven to show me some means of getting away. When I had gone far enough to be clear of all my men, and had found a place that was well sheltered from the wind, I washed my hands and prayed to all the gods in Olympus till by and by they sent me off into a sweet sleep.   “Meanwhile Eurylochus had been giving evil counsel to the men, ‘Listen to me,’ said he, ‘my poor comrades. All deaths are bad enough but there is none so bad as famine. Why should not we drive in the best of these cows and offer them in sacrifice to the immortal Rods? If we ever get back to Ithaca, we can build a fine temple to the sun-god and enrich it with every kind of ornament; if, however, he is determined to sink our ship out of revenge for these homed cattle, and the other gods are of the same mind, I for one would rather drink salt water once for all and have done with it, than be starved to death by inches in such a desert island as this is.’   “Thus spoke Eurylochus, and the men approved his words. Now the cattle, so fair and goodly, were feeding not far from the ship; the men, therefore drove in the best of them, and they all stood round them saying their prayers, and using young oak-shoots instead of barley-meal, for there was no barley left. When they had done praying they killed the cows and dressed their carcasses; they cut out the thigh bones, wrapped them round in two layers of fat, and set some pieces of raw meat on top of them. They had no wine with which to make drink-offerings over the sacrifice while it was cooking, so they kept pouring on a little water from time to time while the inward meats were being grilled; then, when the thigh bones were burned and they had tasted the inward meats, they cut the rest up small and put the pieces upon the spits.   “By this time my deep sleep had left me, and I turned back to the ship and to the sea shore. As I drew near I began to smell hot roast meat, so I groaned out a prayer to the immortal gods. ‘Father Jove,’ I exclaimed, ‘and all you other gods who live in everlasting bliss, you have done me a cruel mischief by the sleep into which you have sent me; see what fine work these men of mine have been making in my absence.’   “Meanwhile Lampetie went straight off to the sun and told him we had been killing his cows, whereon he flew into a great rage, and said to the immortals, ‘Father Jove, and all you other gods who live in everlasting bliss, I must have vengeance on the crew of Ulysses’ ship: they have had the insolence to kill my cows, which were the one thing I loved to look upon, whether I was going up heaven or down again. If they do not square accounts with me about my cows, I will go down to Hades and shine there among the dead.’   “’Sun,’ said Jove, ‘go on shining upon us gods and upon mankind over the fruitful earth. I will shiver their ship into little pieces with a bolt of white lightning as soon as they get out to sea.’   “I was told all this by Calypso, who said she had heard it from the mouth of Mercury.   “As soon as I got down to my ship and to the sea shore I rebuked each one of the men separately, but we could see no way out of it, for the cows were dead already. And indeed the gods began at once to show signs and wonders among us, for the hides of the cattle crawled about, and the joints upon the spits began to low like cows, and the meat, whether cooked or raw, kept on making a noise just as cows do.   “For six days my men kept driving in the best cows and feasting upon them, but when Jove the son of Saturn had added a seventh day, the fury of the gale abated; we therefore went on board, raised our masts, spread sail, and put out to sea. As soon as we were well away from the island, and could see nothing but sky and sea, the son of Saturn raised a black cloud over our ship, and the sea grew dark beneath it. We not get on much further, for in another moment we were caught by a terrific squall from the West that snapped the forestays of the mast so that it fell aft, while all the ship’s gear tumbled about at the bottom of the vessel. The mast fell upon the head of the helmsman in the ship’s stern, so that the bones of his head were crushed to pieces, and he fell overboard as though he were diving, with no more life left in him.   “Then Jove let fly with his thunderbolts, and the ship went round and round, and was filled with fire and brimstone as the lightning struck it. The men all fell into the sea; they were carried about in the water round the ship, looking like so many sea-gulls, but the god presently deprived them of all chance of getting home again.   “I stuck to the ship till the sea knocked her sides from her keel (which drifted about by itself) and struck the mast out of her in the direction of the keel; but there was a backstay of stout ox-thong still hanging about it, and with this I lashed the mast and keel together, and getting astride of them was carried wherever the winds chose to take me.   “[The gale from the West had now spent its force, and the wind got into the South again, which frightened me lest I should be taken back to the terrible whirlpool of Charybdis. This indeed was what actually happened, for I was borne along by the waves all night, and by sunrise had reacfied the rock of Scylla, and the whirlpool. She was then sucking down the salt sea water, but I was carried aloft toward the fig tree, which I caught hold of and clung on to like a bat. I could not plant my feet anywhere so as to stand securely, for the roots were a long way off and the boughs that overshadowed the whole pool were too high, too vast, and too far apart for me to reach them; so I hung patiently on, waiting till the pool should discharge my mast and raft again- and a very long while it seemed. A juryman is not more glad to get home to supper, after having been long detained in court by troublesome cases, than I was to see my raft beginning to work its way out of the whirlpool again. At last I let go with my hands and feet, and fell heavily into the sea, bard by my raft on to which I then got, and began to row with my hands. As for Scylla, the father of gods and men would not let her get further sight of me- otherwise I should have certainly been lost.]   “Hence I was carried along for nine days till on the tenth night the gods stranded me on the Ogygian island, where dwells the great and powerful goddess Calypso. She took me in and was kind to me, but I need say no more about this, for I told you and your noble wife all about it yesterday, and I hate saying the same thing over and over again.” 
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			The epic poet Virgil was active in the first century B.C., during the time of Augustus. Considered one of the greatest Ancient Roman poets, Virgil set out to make an epic of the founding of Rome in the style of Homer’s Iliad and Odyssey. From this the Aeneid was produced and is considered the national epic of ancient Rome.

			 

			In Book II of the Aeneid, Aeneas has come to Carthage and is taken in by the queen of Carthage, Dido. Like Odysseus, Aeneas is entreated to tell his story, starting with his experiences in the Trojan War. Aeneas’ story also shares many similarities to that of Odysseus, encountering many monsters in his wanderings as well. Aeneas begins his story with an account of the Trojan horse, with the treacherous Greeks laying in wait inside. This is where Lacoon famously warned, “I fear the Greeks, even bearing gifts,” and suffered because of it. Then Aeneas then tells of how he lost his wife as he and his family were rushing to escape Troy. When he returns to the city to try and find her ghost instead who assures him that he will have a new home and wife. Comforted by this Aeneas leaves Troy. 

			 

			Here Aeneas’ tale becomes very similar to that of Odysseus’ wanderings. In Book III Aeneas and the other Trojan refugees land on Strophades where they encounter Harpies, terrible bird monsters with woman faces who attack and curse the Trojans. Then the Trojans go on to have their own encounters with Scylla and Charybdis and the Cyclopes. His account ends after this. 

			 

			In Book VI, Aeneas makes his famous journey to Hades, like Odysseus, as he was instructed to do by the shade of his father. Unlike Odysseus, Aeneas seems to enter an actual place of Hades instead of calling up the dead to talk to him. Here he encounters Dido, who killed herself after Aeneas left, and his father who explains to him how his lineage will eventually lead to the founding of Rome. Like Odysseus, Aeneas encountered many monsters and shades before ending up where he was going, giving us accounts of new monsters and different accounts of similar situations. 
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			Book II: Lines 1-297

			 

			They were all silent, and turned their faces towards him intently.

			Then from his high couch our forefather Aeneas began:

			‘O queen, you command me to renew unspeakable grief,

			how the Greeks destroyed the riches of Troy,

			and the sorrowful kingdom, miseries I saw myself,

			and in which I played a great part. What Myrmidon,

			or Dolopian, or warrior of fierce Ulysses, could keep

			from tears in telling such a story? Now the dew-filled night

			is dropping from the sky, and the setting stars urge sleep.

			But if you have such desire to learn of our misfortunes,

			and briefly hear of Troy’s last agonies, though my mind

			shudders at the memory, and recoils in sorrow, I’ll begin.

			‘After many years have slipped by, the leaders of the Greeks,

			opposed by the Fates, and damaged by the war,

			build a horse of mountainous size, through Pallas’s divine art,

			and weave planks of fir over its ribs:

			they pretend it’s a votive offering: this rumour spreads.

			They secretly hide a picked body of men, chosen by lot,

			there, in the dark body, filling the belly and the huge

			cavernous insides with armed warriors.

			Tenedos is within sight, an island known to fame,

			rich in wealth when Priam’s kingdom remained,

			now just a bay and an unsafe anchorage for boats:

			they sail there, and hide themselves, on the lonely shore.

			We thought they had gone, and were seeking Mycenae

			with the wind. So all the Trojan land was free of its long sorrow.

			The gates were opened: it was a joy to go and see the Greek camp,

			the deserted site and the abandoned shore.

			Here the Dolopians stayed, here cruel Achilles,

			here lay the fleet, here they used to meet us in battle.

			Some were amazed at virgin Minerva’s fatal gift,

			and marvel at the horse’s size: and at first Thymoetes,

			whether through treachery, or because Troy’s fate was certain,

			urged that it be dragged inside the walls and placed on the citadel.

			But Capys, and those of wiser judgement, commanded us

			to either hurl this deceit of the Greeks, this suspect gift,

			into the sea, or set fire to it from beneath,

			or pierce its hollow belly, and probe for hiding places.

			The crowd, uncertain, was split by opposing opinions.

			Then Laocoön rushes down eagerly from the heights

			of the citadel, to confront them all, a large crowd with him,

			and shouts from far off: ‘O unhappy citizens, what madness?

			Do you think the enemy’s sailed away? Or do you think

			any Greek gift’s free of treachery? Is that Ulysses’s reputation?

			Either there are Greeks in hiding, concealed by the wood,

			or it’s been built as a machine to use against our walls,

			or spy on our homes, or fall on the city from above,

			or it hides some other trick: Trojans, don’t trust this horse.

			Whatever it is, I’m afraid of Greeks even those bearing gifts.’

			So saying he hurled his great spear, with extreme force,

			at the creature’s side, and into the frame of the curved belly.

			The spear stuck quivering, and at the womb’s reverberation

			the cavity rang hollow and gave out a groan.

			And if the gods’ fate, if our minds, had not been ill-omened,

			he’d have incited us to mar the Greeks hiding-place with steel:

			Troy would still stand: and you, high tower of Priam would remain.

			 

			See, meanwhile, some Trojan shepherds, shouting loudly,

			dragging a youth, his hands tied behind his back, to the king.

			In order to contrive this, and lay Troy open to the Greeks,

			he had placed himself in their path, calm in mind, and ready

			for either course: to engage in deception, or find certain death.

			The Trojan youth run, crowding round, from all sides,

			to see him, and compete in mocking the captive.

			Listen now to Greek treachery, and learn of all their crimes

			from just this one. Since, as he stood, looking troubled,

			unarmed, amongst the gazing crowd,

			and cast his eyes around the Phrygian ranks,

			he said: ‘Ah! What land, what seas would accept me now?

			What’s left for me at the last in my misery, I who have

			no place among the Greeks, when the hostile Trojans,

			themselves, demand my punishment and my blood?

			At this the mood changed and all violence was checked.

			We urged him to say what blood he was sprung from,

			and why he suffered: and tell us what trust could be placed

			in him as a captive. Setting fear aside at last he speaks:

			“O king, I’ll tell you the whole truth, whatever happens,

			and indeed I’ll not deny that I’m of Argive birth:

			this first of all: if Fortune has made me wretched,

			she’ll not also wrongly make me false and a liar.

			If by any chance some mention of Palamedes’s name

			has reached your ears, son of Belus, and talk

			of his glorious fame, he whom the Pelasgians,

			on false charges of treason, by atrocious perjury,

			because he opposed the war, sent innocent to his death,

			and who they mourn, now he’s taken from the light:

			well my father, being poor, sent me here to the war

			when I was young, as his friend, as we were blood relatives.

			While Palamades was safe in power, and prospered

			in the kings’ council, I also had some name and respect.

			But when he passed from this world above, through

			the jealousy of plausible Ulysses (the tale’s not unknown)

			I was ruined, and spent my life in obscurity and grief,

			inwardly angry at the fate of my innocent friend.

			Maddened I could not be silent, and I promised, if chance allowed,

			and if I ever returned as a victor to my native Argos,

			to avenge him, and with my words stirred bitter hatred.

			The first hint of trouble came to me from this, because of it

			Ulysses was always frightening me with new accusations,

			spreading veiled rumours among the people, and guiltily

			seeking to defend himself. He would not rest till, with Calchas

			as his instrument – but why I do unfold this unwelcome story?

			Why hinder you? If you consider all Greeks the same,

			and that’s sufficient, take your vengeance now: that’s what

			the Ithacan wants, and the sons of Atreus would pay dearly for.”

			Then indeed we were on fire to ask, and seek the cause,

			ignorant of such wickedness and Pelasgian trickery.

			Trembling with fictitious feelings he continued, saying:

			“The Greeks, weary with the long war, often longed

			to leave Troy and execute a retreat: if only they had!

			Often a fierce storm from the sea land-locked them,

			and the gale terrified them from leaving:

			once that horse, made of maple-beams, stood there,

			especially then, storm-clouds thundered in the sky.

			Anxious, we send Eurypylus to consult Phoebus’s oracle,

			and he brings back these dark words from the sanctuary:

			‘With blood, and a virgin sacrifice, you calmed the winds,

			O Greeks, when you first came to these Trojan shores, seek your

			return in blood, and the well-omened sacrifice of an Argive life.’

			When this reached the ears of the crowd, their minds were stunned,

			and an icy shudder ran to their deepest marrow:

			who readies this fate, whom does Apollo choose?

			At this the Ithacan thrust the seer, Calchas, into their midst,

			demanding to know what the god’s will might be,

			among the uproar. Many were already cruelly prophesying

			that ingenious man’s wickedness towards me, and silently saw

			what was coming. For ten days the seer kept silence, refusing

			to reveal the secret by his words, or condemn anyone to death.

			But at last, urged on by Ulysses’s loud clamour, he broke

			into speech as agreed, and doomed me to the altar.

			All acclaimed it, and what each feared himself, they endured

			when directed, alas, towards one man’s destruction.

			Now the terrible day arrived, the rites were being prepared

			for me, the salted grain, and the headbands for my forehead.

			I confess I saved myself from death, burst my bonds,

			and all that night hid by a muddy lake among the reeds,

			till they set sail, if as it happened they did.

			And now I’ve no hope of seeing my old country again,

			or my sweet children or the father I long for:

			perhaps they’ll seek to punish them for my flight,

			and avenge my crime through the death of these unfortunates.

			But I beg you, by the gods, by divine power that knows the truth,

			by whatever honour anywhere remains pure among men, have pity

			on such troubles, pity the soul that endures undeserved suffering.”

			 

			With these tears we grant him his life, and also pity him.

			Priam himself is the first to order his manacles and tight bonds

			removed, and speaks these words of kindness to him:

			“From now on, whoever you are, forget the Greeks, lost to you:

			you’ll be one of us. And explain to me truly what I ask:

			Why have they built this huge hulk of a horse? Who created it?

			What do they aim at? What religious object or war machine is it?”

			He spoke: the other, schooled in Pelasgian art and trickery,

			raised his unbound palms towards the stars, saying:

			“You, eternal fires, in your invulnerable power, be witness,

			you altars and impious swords I escaped,

			you sacrificial ribbons of the gods that I wore as victim:

			with right I break the Greek’s solemn oaths,

			with right I hate them, and if things are hidden

			bring them to light: I’m bound by no laws of their country.

			Only, Troy, maintain your assurances, if I speak truth, if I repay

			you handsomely: kept intact yourself, keep your promises intact.

			All the hopes of the Greeks and their confidence to begin the war

			always depended on Pallas’s aid. But from that moment

			when the impious son of Tydeus, Diomede, and Ulysses

			inventor of wickedness, approached the fateful Palladium to snatch

			it from its sacred temple, killing the guards on the citadel’s heights,

			and dared to seize the holy statue, and touch the sacred ribbons

			of the goddess with blood-soaked hands: from that moment

			the hopes of the Greeks receded, and slipping backwards ebbed:

			their power fragmented, and the mind of the goddess opposed them.

			Pallas gave sign of this, and not with dubious portents,

			for scarcely was the statue set up in camp, when glittering flames

			shone from the upturned eyes, a salt sweat ran over its limbs,

			and (wonderful to tell) she herself darted from the ground

			with shield on her arm, and spear quivering.

			Calchas immediately proclaimed that the flight by sea must be

			attempted, and that Troy cannot be uprooted by Argive weapons,

			unless they renew the omens at Argos, and take the goddess home,

			whom they have indeed taken by sea in their curved ships.

			And now they are heading for their native Mycenae with the wind,

			obtaining weapons and the friendship of the gods, re-crossing

			the sea to arrive unexpectedly, So Calchas reads the omens.

			Warned by him, they’ve set up this statue of a horse

			for the wounded goddess, instead of the Palladium,

			to atone severely for their sin. And Calchas ordered them

			to raise the huge mass of woven timbers, raised to the sky,

			so the gates would not take it, nor could it be dragged

			inside the walls, or watch over the people in their ancient rites.

			Since if your hands violated Minerva’s gift,

			then utter ruin (may the gods first turn that prediction

			on themselves!) would come to Priam and the Trojans:

			yet if it ascended into your citadel, dragged by your hands,

			Asia would come to the very walls of Pelops, in mighty war,

			and a like fate would await our children.”

			 

			Through these tricks and the skill of perjured Sinon, the thing was

			credited, and we were trapped, by his wiliness, and false tears,

			we, who were not conquered by Diomede, or Larissan Achilles,

			nor by the ten years of war, nor those thousand ships.

			Then something greater and more terrible befalls

			us wretches, and stirs our unsuspecting souls.

			Laocoön, chosen by lot as priest of Neptune,

			was sacrificing a huge bull at the customary altar.

			See, a pair of serpents with huge coils, snaking over the sea

			from Tenedos through the tranquil deep (I shudder to tell it),

			and heading for the shore side by side: their fronts lift high

			over the tide, and their blood-red crests top the waves,

			the rest of their body slides through the ocean behind,

			and their huge backs arch in voluminous folds.

			There’s a roar from the foaming sea: now they reach the shore,

			and with burning eyes suffused with blood and fire,

			lick at their hissing jaws with flickering tongues.

			Blanching at the sight we scatter. They move

			on a set course towards Laocoön: and first each serpent

			entwines the slender bodies of his two sons,

			and biting at them, devours their wretched limbs:

			then as he comes to their aid, weapons in hand, they seize him too,

			and wreathe him in massive coils: now encircling his waist twice,

			twice winding their scaly folds around his throat,

			their high necks and heads tower above him.

			He strains to burst the knots with his hands,

			his sacred headband drenched in blood and dark venom,

			while he sends terrible shouts up to the heavens,

			like the bellowing of a bull that has fled wounded,

			from the altar, shaking the useless axe from its neck.

			But the serpent pair escape, slithering away to the high temple,

			and seek the stronghold of fierce Pallas, to hide there

			under the goddess’s feet, and the circle of her shield.

			 

			Then in truth a strange terror steals through each shuddering heart,

			and they say that Laocoön has justly suffered for his crime

			in wounding the sacred oak-tree with his spear,

			by hurling its wicked shaft into the trunk.

			“Pull the statue to her house”, they shout,

			“and offer prayers to the goddess’s divinity.”

			We breached the wall, and opened up the defences of the city.

			All prepare themselves for the work and they set up wheels

			allowing movement under its feet, and stretch hemp ropes

			round its neck. That engine of fate mounts our walls

			pregnant with armed men. Around it boys, and virgin girls,

			sing sacred songs, and delight in touching their hands to the ropes:

			Up it glides and rolls threateningly into the midst of the city.

			O my country, O Ilium house of the gods, and you,

			Trojan walls famous in war! Four times it sticks at the threshold

			of the gates, and four times the weapons clash in its belly:

			yet we press on regardless, blind with frenzy,

			and site the accursed creature on top of our sacred citadel.

			Even then Cassandra, who, by the god’s decree, is never

			to be believed by Trojans, reveals our future fate with her lips.

			We unfortunate ones, for whom that day is our last,

			clothe the gods’ temples, throughout the city, with festive branches.

			Meanwhile the heavens turn, and night rushes from the Ocean,

			wrapping the earth, and sky, and the Myrmidons’ tricks,

			in its vast shadow: through the city the Trojans

			fall silent: sleep enfolds their weary limbs.

			 

			And now the Greek phalanx of battle-ready ships sailed

			from Tenedos, in the benign stillness of the silent moon,

			seeking the known shore, when the royal galley raised

			a torch, and Sinon, protected by the gods’ unjust doom,

			sets free the Greeks imprisoned by planks of pine,

			in the horses’ belly. Opened, it releases them to the air,

			and sliding down a lowered rope, Thessandrus, and Sthenelus,

			the leaders, and fatal Ulysses, emerge joyfully

			from their wooden cave, with Acamas, Thoas,

			Peleus’s son Neoptolemus, the noble Machaon,

			Menelaus, and Epeus who himself devised this trick.

			They invade the city that’s drowned in sleep and wine,

			kill the watchmen, welcome their comrades

			at the open gates, and link their clandestine ranks.

			It was the hour when first sleep begins for weary mortals,

			and steals over them as the sweetest gift of the gods.

			See, in dream, before my eyes, Hector seemed to stand there,

			saddest of all and pouring out great tears,

			torn by the chariot, as once he was, black with bloody dust,

			and his swollen feet pierced by the thongs.

			Ah, how he looked! How changed he was

			from that Hector who returned wearing Achilles’s armour,

			or who set Trojan flames to the Greek ships! His beard was ragged,

			his hair matted with blood, bearing those many wounds he received

			dragged around the walls of his city.

			And I seemed to weep myself, calling out to him,

			and speaking to him in words of sorrow:

			“Oh light of the Troad, surest hope of the Trojans,

			what has so delayed you? What shore do you come from

			Hector, the long-awaited? Weary from the many troubles

			of our people and our city I see you, oh, after the death

			of so many of your kin! What shameful events have marred

			that clear face? And why do I see these wounds?’

			He does not reply, nor does he wait on my idle questions,

			but dragging heavy sighs from the depths of his heart, he says:

			“Ah! Son of the goddess, fly, tear yourself from the flames.

			The enemy has taken the walls: Troy falls from her high place.

			Enough has been given to Priam and your country: if Pergama

			could be saved by any hand, it would have been saved by this.

			Troy entrusts her sacred relics and household gods to you:

			take them as friends of your fate, seek mighty walls for them,

			those you will found at last when you have wandered the seas.”

			So he speaks, and brings the sacred headbands in his hands

			from the innermost shrine, potent Vesta, and the undying flame.
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			Book II: Lines 624-804

			 

			Then in truth all Ilium seemed to me to sink in flames,

			and Neptune’s Troy was toppled from her base:

			just as when foresters on the mountain heights

			compete to uproot an ancient ash tree, struck

			time and again by axe and blade, it threatens continually

			to fall, with trembling foliage and shivering crown,

			till gradually vanquished by the blows it groans at last,

			and torn from the ridge, crashes down in ruin.

			I descend, and, led by a goddess, am freed from flames

			and enemies: the spears give way, and the flames recede.

			And now, when I reached the threshold of my father’s house,

			and my former home, my father, whom it was my first desire

			to carry into the high mountains, and whom I first sought out,

			refused to extend his life or endure exile, since Troy had fallen.

			“Oh, you,” he cried, “whose blood has the vigour of youth,

			and whose power is unimpaired in its force, it’s for you

			to take flight. As for me, if the gods had wished to lengthen

			the thread of my life, they’d have spared my house. It is

			more than enough that I saw one destruction, and survived

			one taking of the city. Depart, saying farewell to my body

			lying here so, yes so. I shall find death with my own hand:

			the enemy will pity me, and look for plunder. The loss

			of my burial is nothing. Clinging to old age for so long,

			I am useless, and hated by the gods, ever since

			the father of the gods and ruler of men breathed the winds

			of his lightning-bolt onto me, and touched me with fire.”

			So he persisted in saying, and remained adamant.

			We, on our side, Creusa, my wife, and Ascanius, all our household,

			weeping bitterly, determined that he should not destroy everything

			along with himself, and crush us by urging our doom.

			He refused and clung to his place and his purpose.

			I hurried to my weapons again, and, miserably, longed for death,

			since what tactic or opportunity was open to us now?

			“ Did you think I could leave you, father, and depart?

			Did such sinful words fall from your lips?

			If it pleases the gods to leave nothing of our great city standing,

			if this is set in your mind, if it delights you to add yourself

			and all that’s yours to the ruins of Troy, the door is open

			to that death: soon Pyrrhus comes, drenched in Priam’s blood,

			he who butchers the son in front of the father, the father at the altar.

			Kind mother, did you rescue me from fire and sword

			for this, to see the enemy in the depths of my house,

			and Ascanius, and my father, and Creusa, slaughtered,

			thrown together in a heap, in one another’s blood?

			Weapons men, bring weapons: the last day calls to the defeated.

			Lead me to the Greeks again: let me revisit the battle anew.

			This day we shall not all perish unavenged.”

			 

			So, again, I fasten on my sword, slip my left arm

			into the shield’s strap, adjust it, and rush from the house.

			But see, my wife clings to the threshold, clasps my foot,

			and holds little Iulus up towards his father:

			“If you go to die, take us with you too, at all costs: but if

			as you’ve proved you trust in the weapons you wear,

			defend this house first. To whom do you abandon little Iulus,

			and your father, and me, I who was once spoken of as your wife?”

			Crying out like this she filled the whole house with her groans,

			when suddenly a wonder, marvellous to speak of, occurred.

			See, between the hands and faces of his grieving parents,

			a gentle light seemed to shine from the crown

			of Iulus’s head, and a soft flame, harmless in its touch,

			licked at his hair, and grazed his forehead.

			Trembling with fear, we hurry to flick away the blazing strands,

			and extinguish the sacred fires with water.

			But Anchises, my father, lifts his eyes to the heavens, in delight,

			and raises his hands and voice to the sky:

			“All-powerful Jupiter, if you’re moved by any prayers,

			see us, and, grant but this: if we are worthy through our virtue,

			show us a sign of it, Father, and confirm your omen.”

			The old man had barely spoken when, with a sudden crash,

			it thundered on the left, and a star, through the darkness,

			slid from the sky, and flew, trailing fire, in a burst of light.

			We watched it glide over the highest rooftops,

			and bury its brightness, and the sign of its passage,

			in the forests of Mount Ida: then the furrow of its long track

			gave out a glow, and, all around, the place smoked with sulphur.

			At this my father, truly overcome, raised himself towards the sky,

			and spoke to the gods, and proclaimed the sacred star.

			“Now no delay: I follow, and where you lead, there am I.

			Gods of my fathers, save my line, save my grandson.

			This omen is yours, and Troy is in your divine power.

			I accept, my son, and I will not refuse to go with you.”

			 

			He speaks, and now the fire is more audible,

			through the city, and the blaze rolls its tide nearer.

			“Come then, dear father, clasp my neck: I will

			carry you on my shoulders: that task won’t weigh on me.

			Whatever may happen, it will be for us both, the same shared risk,

			and the same salvation. Let little Iulus come with me,

			and let my wife follow our footsteps at a distance.

			You servants, give your attention to what I’m saying.

			At the entrance to the city there’s a mound, an ancient temple

			of forsaken Ceres, and a venerable cypress nearby,

			protected through the years by the reverence of our fathers:

			let’s head to that one place by diverse paths.

			You, father, take the sacred objects, and our country’s gods,

			in your hands: until I’ve washed in running water,

			it would be a sin for me, coming from such fighting

			and recent slaughter, to touch them.” So saying, bowing my neck,

			I spread a cloak made of a tawny lion’s hide over my broad

			shoulders, and bend to the task: little Iulus clasps his hand

			in mine, and follows his father’s longer strides.

			My wife walks behind. We walk on through the shadows

			of places, and I whom till then no shower of spears,

			nor crowd of Greeks in hostile array, could move,

			now I’m terrified by every breeze, and startled by every noise,

			anxious, and fearful equally for my companion and my burden.

			 

			And now I was near the gates, and thought I had completed

			my journey, when suddenly the sound of approaching feet

			filled my hearing, and, peering through the darkness,

			my father cried: “My son, run my son, they are near us:

			I see their glittering shields and gleaming bronze.”

			Some hostile power, at this, scattered my muddled wits.

			for while I was following alleyways, and straying

			from the region of streets we knew, did my wife Creusa halt,

			snatched away from me by wretched fate?

			Or did she wander from the path or collapse with weariness?

			Who knows? She was never restored to our sight,

			nor did I look back for my lost one, or cast a thought behind me,

			until we came to the mound, and ancient Ceres’s sacred place.

			Here when all were gathered together at last, one was missing,

			and had escaped the notice of friends, child and husband.

			What man or god did I not accuse in my madness:

			what did I know of in the city’s fall crueller than this?

			I place Ascanius, and my father Anchises, and the gods of Troy,

			in my companions’ care, and conceal them in a winding valley:

			I myself seek the city once more, and take up my shining armour.

			I’m determined to incur every risk again, and retrace

			all Troy, and once more expose my life to danger.

			First I look for the wall, and the dark threshold of the gate

			from which my path led, and I retrace the landmarks

			of my course in the night, scanning them with my eye.

			Everywhere the terror in my heart, and the silence itself,

			dismay me. Then I take myself homewards, in case

			by chance, by some chance, she has made her way there.

			The Greeks have invaded, and occupied, the whole house.

			Suddenly eager fire, rolls over the rooftop, in the wind:

			the flames take hold, the blaze rages to the heavens.

			I pass by and see again Priam’s palace and the citadel.

			Now Phoenix, and fatal Ulysses, the chosen guards, watch over

			the spoils, in the empty courts of Juno’s sanctuary.

			Here the Trojan treasures are gathered from every part,

			ripped from the blazing shrines, tables of the gods,

			solid gold bowls, and plundered robes.

			Mothers and trembling sons stand round in long ranks.

			I even dared to hurl my shouts through the shadows,

			filling the streets with my clamour, and in my misery,

			redoubling my useless cries, again and again.

			Searching, and raging endlessly among the city roofs,

			the unhappy ghost and true shadow of Creusa

			appeared before my eyes, in a form greater than I’d known.

			I was dumbfounded, my hair stood on end, and my voice

			stuck in my throat. Then she spoke and with these words

			mitigated my distress: “Oh sweet husband, what use is it

			to indulge in such mad grief? This has not happened

			without the divine will: neither its laws nor the ruler

			of great Olympus let you take Creusa with you,

			away from here. Yours is long exile, you must plough

			a vast reach of sea: and you will come to Hesperia’s land,

			where Lydian Tiber flows in gentle course among the farmers’

			rich fields. There, happiness, kingship and a royal wife

			will be yours. Banish these tears for your beloved Creusa.

			I, a Trojan woman, and daughter-in-law to divine Venus,

			shall never see the noble halls of the Dolopians,

			or Myrmidons, or go as slave to some Greek wife:

			instead the great mother of the gods keeps me on this shore.

			Now farewell, and preserve your love for the son we share.”

			When she had spoken these words, leaving me weeping

			and wanting to say so many things, she faded into thin air.

			Three times I tried to throw my arms about her neck:

			three times her form fled my hands, clasped in vain,

			like the light breeze, most of all like a winged dream.

			So at last when night was done, I returned to my friends.

			 

			And here, amazed, I found that a great number of new

			companions had streamed in, women and men,

			a crowd gathering for exile, a wretched throng.

			They had come from all sides, ready, with courage and wealth,

			for whatever land I wished to lead them to, across the seas.

			And now Lucifer was rising above the heights of Ida,

			bringing the dawn, and the Greeks held the barricaded

			entrances to the gates, nor was there any hope of rescue.

			I desisted, and, carrying my father, took to the hills.
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			Book III: Lines 209-277

			 

			Free of the waves I’m welcomed first by the shores

			of the Strophades, the Clashing Islands. The Strophades

			are fixed now in the great Ionian Sea, but are called

			by the Greek name. There dread Celaeno and the rest

			of the Harpies live, since Phineus’s house was denied them,

			and they left his tables where they fed, in fear.

			No worse monsters than these, no crueller plague,

			ever rose from the waters of Styx, at the gods’ anger.

			These birds have the faces of virgin girls,

			foulest excrement flowing from their bellies,

			clawed hands, and faces always thin with hunger.

			Now when, arriving here, we enter port,

			we see fat herds of cattle scattered over the plains,

			and flocks of goats, unguarded, in the meadows.

			We rush at them with our swords, calling on Jove himself

			and the gods to join us in our plunder: then we build

			seats on the curving beach, and feast on the rich meats.

			But suddenly the Harpies arrive, in a fearsome swoop

			from the hills, flapping their wings with a huge noise,

			snatching at the food, and fouling everything with their

			filthy touch: then there’s a deadly shriek amongst the foul stench.

			We set out the tables again, and relight the altar fires,

			in a deep recess under an overhanging rock,

			closed off by trees and trembling shadows:

			again from another part of the sky, some hidden lair,

			the noisy crowd hovers, with taloned feet around their prey,

			polluting the food with their mouths. Then I order my friends

			to take up their weapons and make war on that dreadful race.

			They do exactly that, obeying orders, placing hidden swords

			in the grass, and burying their shields out of sight.

			Then when the birds swoop, screaming, along the curved beach,

			Misenus, from his high lookout, gives the signal on hollow bronze.

			My friends charge, and, in a new kind of battle, attempt

			to wound these foul ocean birds with their swords.

			But they don’t register the blows to their plumage, or the wounds

			to their backs, they flee quickly, soaring beneath the heavens,

			leaving behind half-eaten food, and the traces of their filth.

			Only Celaeno, ominous prophetess, settles on a high cliff,

			and bursts out with this sound from her breast:

			“Are you ready to bring war to us, sons of Laomedon, is it war,

			for the cows you killed, the bullocks you slaughtered,

			driving the innocent Harpies from their father’s country?

			Take these words of mine to your hearts then, and set them there.

			I, the eldest of the Furies, reveal to you what the all-powerful

			Father prophesied to Apollo, and Phoebus Apollo to me.

			Italy is the path you take, and, invoking the winds,

			you shall go to Italy, and enter her harbours freely:

			but you will not surround the city granted you with walls

			until dire hunger, and the sin of striking at us, force you

			to consume your very tables with devouring jaws.”

			She spoke, and fled back to the forest borne by her wings.

			But my companions’ chill blood froze with sudden fear:

			their courage dropped, and they told me to beg for peace,

			with vows and prayers, forgoing weapons,

			no matter if these were goddesses or fatal, vile birds.

			And my father Anchises, with outstretched hands, on the shore,

			called to the great gods and declared the due sacrifice:

			“Gods, avert these threats, gods, prevent these acts,

			and, in peace, protect the virtuous!” Then he ordered us

			to haul in the cables from the shore, unfurl and spread the sails.

			South winds stretched the canvas: we coursed over foaming seas,

			wherever the winds and the helmsman dictated our course.

			Now wooded Zacynthus appeared amongst the waves,

			Dulichium, Same and Neritos’s steep cliffs.

			We ran past Laertes’s kingdom, Ithacas’s reefs,

			and cursed the land that reared cruel Ulysses.

			Soon the cloudy heights of Mount Leucata were revealed,

			as well, and Apollo’s headland, feared by sailors.

			We headed wearily for it, and approached the little town:

			the anchor was thrown from the prow, the stern rested on the beach.  
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			Now day after day has gone by, and the breezes call

			to the sails, and the canvas swells with a rising Southerly:

			I go to Helenus, the seer, with these words and ask:

			“Trojan-born, agent of the gods, you who know Apollo’s will,

			the tripods, the laurels at Claros, the stars, the language

			of birds, and the omens of their wings in flight,

			come, speak (since a favourable oracle told me

			all my route, and all the gods in their divinity urged me

			to seek Italy, and explore the furthest lands:

			only the Harpy, Celaeno, predicts fresh portents,

			evil to tell of, and threatens bitter anger

			and vile famine) first, what dangers shall I avoid?

			Following what course can I overcome such troubles?”

			Helenus, first sacrificing bullocks according to the ritual,

			obtained the gods’ grace, then loosened the headband

			from his holy brow, and led me, anxious at so much

			divine power, with his own hand, to your threshold Apollo,

			and then the priest prophesied this, from the divine mouth:

			“Son of the goddess, since the truth is clear, that you sail

			the deep blessed by the higher powers (so the king of the gods

			allots our fates, and rolls the changes, so the order alters),

			I’ll explain a few things of many, in my words to you,

			so you may travel foreign seas more safely, and can find

			rest in an Italian haven: for the Fates forbid Helenus

			to know further, and Saturnian Juno denies him speech.

			Firstly, a long pathless path, by long coastlines, separates

			you from that far-off Italy, whose neighbouring port

			you intend to enter, unknowingly thinking it nearby.

			Before you can build your city in a safe land,

			you must bend the oar in Sicilian waters,

			and pass the levels of the Italian seas, in your ships,

			the infernal lakes, and Aeaean Circe’s island.

			I’ll tell you of signs: keep them stored in your memory.

			When, in your distress, you find a huge sow lying on the shore,

			by the waters of a remote river, under the oak trees,

			that has farrowed a litter of thirty young, a white sow,

			lying on the ground, with white piglets round her teats,

			that place shall be your city, there’s true rest from your labours.

			And do not dread that gnawing of tables, in your future:

			the fates will find a way, Apollo will be there at your call.

			But avoid these lands, and this nearer coastline

			of the Italian shore, washed by our own

			ocean tide: hostile Greeks inhabit every town.

			The Narycian Locri have built a city here,

			and Lyctian Idomeneus has filled the plain

			with soldiers: here is that little Petelia, of Philoctetes,

			leader of the Meliboeans, relying on its walls.

			Then when your fleet has crossed the sea, and anchored

			and the altars are raised for your offerings on the shore,

			veil your hair, clothed in your purple robes, so that

			in worshipping the gods no hostile face may intrude

			among the sacred flames, and disturb the omens.

			Let your friends adopt this mode of sacrifice, and yourself:

			and let your descendants remain pure in this religion.

			But when the wind carries you, on leaving, to the Sicilian shore,

			and the barriers of narrow Pelorus open ahead,

			make for the seas and land to port, in a long circuit:

			avoid the shore and waters on the starboard side.

			They say, when the two were one continuous stretch of land,

			they one day broke apart, torn by the force of a vast upheaval

			(time’s remote antiquity enables such great changes).

			The sea flowed between them with force, and severed

			the Italian from the Sicilian coast, and a narrow tideway

			washes the cities and fields on separate shores.

			Scylla holds the right side, implacable Charybdis the left,

			who, in the depths of the abyss, swallows the vast flood

			three times into the downward gulf and alternately lifts

			it to the air, and lashes the heavens with her waves.

			But a cave surrounds Scylla with dark hiding-places,

			and she thrusts her mouths out, and drags ships onto the rocks.

			Above she has human shape, and is a girl, with lovely breasts,

			a girl, down to her sex, below it she is a sea-monster of huge size,

			with dolphins’ tails joined to a belly formed of wolves.

			It is better to round the point of Pachynus,

			lingering, and circling Sicily on a long course,

			than to once catch sight of hideous Scylla in her vast cave

			and the rocks that echo to her sea-dark hounds.

			Beyond this, if Helenus has any knowledge, if the seer

			can be believed, if Apollo fills his spirit with truth,

			son of the goddess, I will say this one thing, this one thing

			that is worth all, and I’ll repeat the warning again and again,

			honour great Juno’s divinity above all, with prayer, and recite

			your vows to Juno freely, and win over that powerful lady

			with humble gifts: so at last you’ll leave Sicily behind

			and reach the coast of Italy, victorious.

			Once brought there, approach the city of Cumae,

			the ghostly lakes, and Avernus, with its whispering groves,

			gaze on the raving prophetess, who sings the fates

			deep in the rock, and commits names and signs to leaves.

			Whatever verses the virgin writes on the leaves,

			she arranges in order, and stores them high up in her cave.

			They stay in place, motionless, and keep in rank:

			but once a light breeze ruffles them, at the turn of a hinge,

			and the opening door disturbs the delicate leaves, she never

			thinks to retrieve them, as they flutter through the rocky cave,

			or to return them to their places, or reconstitute the prophecies:

			men go away unanswered, and detest the Sibyl’s lair.

			Though your friends complain, and though your course

			calls your sails urgently to the deep, and a following wind

			might fill the canvas, don’t overvalue the loss in any delay,

			but visit the prophetess, and beg her with prayers to speak

			the oracle herself, and loose her voice through willing lips.

			She will rehearse the peoples of Italy, the wars to come,

			and how you might evade or endure each trial,

			and, shown respect, she’ll grant you a favourable journey.

			These are the things you can be warned of by my voice.

			Go now, and by your actions raise great Troy to the stars.”

			 

			After the seer had spoken these words with benign lips,

			he ordered heavy gifts of gold and carved ivory

			to be carried to our ships, and stored massive silverware

			in the holds, cauldrons from Dodona, a hooked breastplate

			woven with triple-linked gold, and a fine conical helmet

			with a crest of horse-hair, Pyrrhus’s armour.

			There were gifts of his own for my father too.

			Helenus added horses and sea-pilots: he manned

			our oars: he also equipped my friends with weapons.

			Meanwhile Anchises ordered us to rig sails on the ships,

			so the rushing wind would not be lost, by our delay.

			Apollo’s agent spoke to him with great respect:

			“Anchises, worthy of proud marriage with Venus,

			cared for by the gods, twice saved from the ruins of Troy,

			behold your land of Italy: sail and take it.

			But still you must slide past it on the seas:

			the part of Italy that Apollo named is far away.

			Go onward, happy in your son’s love. Why should I say more,

			and delay your catching the rising wind?”

			Andromache also, grieved at this final parting, brought robes

			embroidered with gold weave, and a Phrygian cloak

			for Ascanius, nor did she fail to honour him,

			and loaded him down with gifts of cloth, and said:

			“Take these as well, my child, remembrances for you

			from my hand, and witness of the lasting love of Andromache,

			Hector’s wife. Take these last gifts from your kin,

			O you, the sole image left to me of my Astyanax.

			He had the same eyes, the same hands, the same lips:

			and now he would be growing up like you, equal in age.”

			My tears welled as I spoke these parting words:

			“Live happily, you whose fortunes are already determined:

			we are summoned onwards from destiny to destiny.

			For you, peace is achieved: you’ve no need to plough the levels

			of the sea, you’ve no need to seek Italy’s ever-receding fields.

			I wish that you might gaze at your likeness of Xanthus,

			and a Troy built by your own hands, under happier auspices,

			one which might be less exposed to the Greeks.

			If I ever reach the Tiber, and the Tiber’s neighbouring fields,

			and gaze on city walls granted to my people, we’ll one day

			make one Troy, in spirit, from each of our kindred cities

			and allied peoples, in Epirus, in Italy, who have the same Dardanus

			for ancestor, the same history: let it be left to our descendants care.”

			 

			We sail on over the sea, close to the Ceraunian cliffs nearby,

			on course for Italy, and the shortest path over the waves.

			Meanwhile the sun is setting and the darkened hills are in shadow.

			Having shared oars, we stretch out, near the waves, on the surface

			of the long-desired land, and, scattered across the dry beach,

			we rest our bodies: sleep refreshes our weary limbs.

			Night, lead by the Hours, is not yet in mid-course:

			Palinurus rises alertly from his couch, tests all

			the winds, and listens to the breeze: he notes

			all the stars gliding through the silent sky,

			Arcturus, the rainy Pleiades, both the Bears,

			and surveys Orion, armed with gold. When he sees

			that all tallies, and the sky is calm, he sounds

			a loud call from the ship’s stern: we break camp,

			attempt our route, and spread the winged sails.

			And now Dawn blushes as she puts the stars to flight,

			when we see, far off, dark hills and low-lying Italy.

			First Achates proclaims Italy, then my companions

			hail Italy with a joyful shout. Then my father Anchises

			took up a large bowl, filled it with wine,

			and standing in the high stern, called to the heavens:

			“You gods, lords of the sea and earth and storms, carry us

			onward on a gentle breeze, and breathe on us with kindness!”

			The wind we longed-for rises, now as we near, a harbour opens,

			and a temple is visible on Minerva’s Height.

			My companions furl the sails and turn the prows to shore.

			The harbour is carved in an arc by the eastern tides:

			its jutting rocks boil with salt spray, so that it itself is hidden:

			towering cliffs extend their arms in a twin wall,

			and the temple lies back from the shore.

			Here I see four horses in the long grass, white as snow,

			grazing widely over the plain, our first omen.

			And my father Anchises cries: “O foreign land, you bring us war:

			horses are armed for war, war is what this herd threatens.

			Yet those same creatures one day can be yoked to a chariot,

			and once yoked will suffer the bridle in harmony:

			there’s also hope of peace.” Then we pray to the sacred power

			of Pallas, of the clashing weapons, first to receive our cheers,

			and clothed in Phrygian robes we veiled our heads before the altar,

			and following the urgent command Helenus had given,

			we duly made burnt offerings to Argive Juno as ordered.

			 

			Without delay, as soon as our vows are fully paid,

			we haul on the ends of our canvas-shrouded yard-arms,

			and leave the home of the Greek race, and the fields we mistrust.

			Then Tarentum’s bay is seen, Hercules’s city if the tale is true:

			Lacinian Juno’s temple rises against it, Caulon’s fortress,

			and Scylaceum’s shore of shipwreck.

			Then far off Sicilian Etna appears from the waves,

			and we hear the loud roar of the sea, and the distant

			tremor of the rocks, and the broken murmurs of the shore,

			the shallows boil, and sand mixes with the flood.

			Then my father, Anchises, said: “This must be Charybdis:

			these are the cliffs, these are the horrendous rocks Helenus foretold.

			Pull away, O comrades, and stand to the oars together.”

			They do no less than they’re asked, and Palinurus is the first

			to heave his groaning ship into the portside waves:

			all our company seek port with oars and sail.

			We climb to heaven on the curving flood, and again

			sink down with the withdrawing waves to the depths of Hades.

			The cliffs boom three times in their rocky caves,

			three times we see the spray burst, and the dripping stars.




Then the wind and sunlight desert weary men,

			and not knowing the way we drift to the Cyclopes’s shore.

			There’s a harbour, itself large and untroubled by the passing winds,

			but Etna rumbles nearby with fearsome avalanches,

			now it spews black clouds into the sky, smoking,

			with pitch-black turbulence, and glowing ashes,

			and throws up balls of flame, licking the stars:

			now it hurls high the rocks it vomits, and the mountain’s

			torn entrails, and gathers molten lava together in the air

			with a roar, boiling from its lowest depths.

			The tale is that Enceladus’s body, scorched by the lightning-bolt,

			is buried by that mass, and piled above him, mighty Etna

			breathes flames from its riven furnaces,

			and as often as he turns his weary flank, all Sicily

			quakes and rumbles, and clouds the sky with smoke.

			That night we hide in the woods, enduring the dreadful shocks,

			unable to see what the cause of the sound is,

			since there are no heavenly fires, no bright pole

			in the starry firmament, but clouds in a darkened sky,

			and the dead of night holds the moon in shroud.

			Now the next day was breaking with the first light of dawn,

			and Aurora had dispersed the moist shadows from the sky,

			when suddenly the strange form of an unknown man came out

			of the woods, exhausted by the last pangs of hunger,

			pitifully dressed, and stretched his hands in supplication

			towards the shore. We looked back. Vile with filth, his beard uncut,

			his clothing fastened together with thorns: but otherwise a Greek,

			once sent to Troy in his country’s armour.

			When he saw the Dardan clothes and Trojan weapons, far off,

			he hesitated a moment, frightened at the sight,

			and checked his steps: then ran headlong to the beach,

			with tears and prayers: “The stars be my witness,

			the gods, the light in the life-giving sky, Trojans,

			take me with you: carry me to any country whatsoever,

			that will be fine by me. I know I’m from one of the Greek ships,

			and I confess that I made war against Trojan gods,

			if my crime is so great an injury to you, scatter me

			over the waves for it, or drown me in the vast ocean:

			if I die I’ll delight in dying at the hands of men.”

			He spoke and clung to my knees, embracing them

			and grovelling there. We urged him to say who he was,

			born of what blood, then to say what fate pursued him.

			Without much delay, my father Anchises himself gave

			the young man his hand, lifting his spirits by this ready trust.

			At last he set his fears aside and told us:

			“I’m from the land of Ithaca, a companion of unlucky Ulysses,

			Achaemenides by name, and, my father Adamastus being poor,

			(I wish fate had kept me so!) I set out for Troy.

			My comrades left me here in the Cyclops’ vast cave,

			forgetting me, as they hurriedly left that grim

			threshold. It’s a house of blood and gory feasts,

			vast and dark inside. He himself is gigantic, striking against

			the high stars – gods, remove plagues like that from the earth! –

			not pleasant to look at, affable to no one.

			He eats the dark blood and flesh of wretched men.

			I saw myself how he seized two of our number in his huge hands,

			and reclining in the centre of the cave, broke them

			on the rock, so the threshold, drenched, swam with blood:

			I saw how he gnawed their limbs, dripping with dark clots

			of gore, and the still-warm bodies quivered in his jaws.

			Yet he did not go unpunished: Ulysses didn’t suffer it,

			nor did the Ithacan forget himself in a crisis.

			As soon as the Cyclops, full of flesh and sated with wine,

			relaxed his neck, and lay, huge in size, across the cave,

			drooling gore and blood and wine-drenched fragments

			in his sleep, we prayed to the great gods, and our roles fixed,

			surrounded him on all sides, and stabbed his one huge eye,

			solitary, and half-hidden under his savage brow,

			like a round Greek shield, or the sun-disc of Phoebus,

			with a sharpened stake: and so we joyfully avenged

			the spirits of our friends. But fly from here, wretched men,

			and cut your mooring ropes. Since, like Polyphemus, who pens

			woolly flocks in the rocky cave, and milks their udders, there are

			a hundred other appalling Cyclopes, the same in shape and size,

			everywhere inhabiting the curved bay, and wandering the hills.

			The moon’s horns have filled with light three times now, while I

			have been dragging my life out in the woods, among the lairs

			and secret haunts of wild creatures, watching the huge Cyclopes

			from the cliffs, trembling at their voices and the sound of their feet.

			The branches yield a miserable supply of fruits and stony cornelian

			cherries, and the grasses, torn up by their roots, feed me.

			Watching for everything, I saw, for the first time, this fleet

			approaching shore. Whatever might happen, I surrendered myself

			to you: it’s enough for me to have escaped that wicked people.

			I’d rather you took this life of mine by any death whatsoever.”

			 

			He’d barely spoken, when we saw the shepherd Polyphemus

			himself, moving his mountainous bulk on the hillside

			among the flocks, and heading for the familiar shore,

			a fearful monster, vast and shapeless, robbed of the light.

			A lopped pine-trunk in his hand steadied and guided

			his steps: his fleecy sheep accompanied him:

			his sole delight and the solace for his evils.

			As soon as he came to the sea and reached the deep water,

			he washed away the blood oozing from the gouged eye-socket,

			groaning and gnashing his teeth. Then he walked through

			the depths of the waves, without the tide wetting his vast thighs.

			Anxiously we hurried our departure from there, accepting

			the worthy suppliant on board, and cutting the cable in silence:

			then leaning into our oars, we vied in sweeping the sea.

			He heard, and bent his course towards the sound of splashing.

			But when he was denied the power to set hands on us,

			and unable to counter the force of the Ionian waves, in pursuit,

			he raised a mighty shout, at which the sea and all the waves

			shook, and the land of Italy was frightened far inland,

			and Etna bellowed from its winding caverns, but the tribe

			of Cyclopes, roused from their woods and high mountains,

			rushed to the harbour, and crowded the shore.

			We saw them standing there, impotently, wild-eyed,

			the Aetnean brotherhood, heads towering into the sky,

			a fearsome gathering: like tall oaks rooted on a summit,

			or cone-bearing cypresses, in Jove’s high wood or Diana’s grove.

			Acute fear drove us on to pay out the ropes on whatever tack

			and spread our sails to any favourable wind.

			Helenus’s orders warned against taking a course between

			Scylla and Charybdis, a hair’s breadth from death

			on either side: we decided to beat back again.

			When, behold, a northerly arrived from the narrow

			headland of Pelorus: I sailed past the natural rock mouth

			of the Pantagias, Megara’s bay, and low-lying Thapsus.

			Such were the shores Achaemenides, the friend of unlucky Ulysses,

			showed me, sailing his wandering journey again, in reverse.

			 

			An island lies over against wave-washed Plemyrium,

			stretched across a Sicilian bay: named Ortygia by men of old.

			The story goes that Alpheus, a river of Elis, forced

			a hidden path here under the sea, and merges

			with the Sicilian waters of your fountain Arethusa.

			As commanded we worshipped the great gods of this land,

			and from there I passed marshy Helorus’s marvellously rich soil.

			Next we passed the tall reefs and jutting rocks of Pachynus,

			and Camerina appeared in the distance, granted

			immoveable, by prophecy, and the Geloan plains,

			and Gela named after its savage river.

			Then steep Acragas, once the breeder of brave horses,

			showed its mighty ramparts in the distance:

			and granted the wind, I left palmy Selinus, and passed

			the tricky shallows of Lilybaeum with their blind reefs.

			Next the harbour of Drepanum, and its joyless shore,

			received me. Here, alas, I lost my father, Anchises,

			my comfort in every trouble and misfortune, I, who’d

			been driven by so many ocean storms: here you left me,

			weary, best of fathers, saved from so many dangers in vain!

			Helenus, the seer, did not prophesy this grief of mine,

			when he warned me of many horrors, nor did grim Celaeno.

			This was my last trouble, this the end of my long journey:

			leaving there, the god drove me to your shores.’

			So our ancestor Aeneas, as all listened to one man,

			recounted divine fate, and described his journey.

			At last he stopped, and making an end here, rested.

			 

			[image: ]

			 

			Book VI: Lines 264ff.

			 

			You gods, whose is the realm of spirits, and you, dumb shadows,

			and Chaos, Phlegethon, wide silent places of the night,

			let me tell what I have heard: by your power, let me

			reveal things buried in the deep earth, and the darkness.

			On they went, hidden in solitary night, through gloom,

			through Dis’s empty halls, and insubstantial kingdom,

			like a path through a wood, in the faint light

			under a wavering moon, when Jupiter has buried the sky

			in shadow, and black night has stolen the colour from things.

			Right before the entrance, in the very jaws of Orcus,

			Grief and vengeful Care have made their beds,

			and pallid Sickness lives there, and sad Old Age,

			and Fear, and persuasive Hunger, and vile Need,

			forms terrible to look on, and Death and Pain:

			then Death’s brother Sleep, and Evil Pleasure of the mind,

			and, on the threshold opposite, death-dealing War,

			and the steel chambers of the Furies, and mad Discord,

			her snaky hair entwined with blood-wet ribbons.

			In the centre a vast shadowy elm spreads its aged trunks

			and branches: the seat, they say, that false Dreams hold,

			thronging, clinging beneath every leaf.

			And many other monstrous shapes of varied creatures,

			are stabled by the doors, Centaurs and bi-formed Scylla,

			and hundred-armed Briareus, and the Lernean Hydra,

			hissing fiercely, and the Chimaera armed with flame,

			Gorgons, and Harpies, and the triple bodied shade, Geryon.

			At this, trembling suddenly with terror, Aeneas grasped

			his sword, and set the naked blade against their approach:

			and, if his knowing companion had not warned him

			that these were tenuous bodiless lives flitting about

			with a hollow semblance of form, he would have rushed at them,

			and hacked at the shadows uselessly with his sword.

			 

			From here there is a road that leads to the waters

			of Tartarean Acheron. Here thick with mud a whirlpool seethes

			in the vast depths, and spews all its sands into Cocytus.

			A grim ferryman watches over the rivers and streams,

			Charon, dreadful in his squalor, with a mass of unkempt

			white hair straggling from his chin: flames glow in his eyes,

			a dirty garment hangs, knotted from his shoulders.

			He poles the boat and trims the sails himself,

			and ferries the dead in his dark skiff,

			old now, but a god’s old age is fresh and green.

			Here all the crowd streams, hurrying to the shores,

			women and men, the lifeless bodies of noble heroes,

			boys and unmarried girls, sons laid on the pyre

			in front of their father’s eyes: as many as the leaves that fall

			in the woods at the first frost of autumn, as many as the birds

			that flock to land from ocean deeps, when the cold of the year

			drives them abroad and despatches them to sunnier countries.

			They stood there, pleading to be first to make the crossing,

			stretching out their hands in longing for the far shore.

			But the dismal boatman accepts now these, now those,

			but driving others away, keeps them far from the sand.

			Then Aeneas, stirred and astonished at the tumult, said:

			‘O virgin, tell me, what does this crowding to the river mean?

			What do the souls want? And by what criterion do these leave

			the bank, and those sweep off with the oars on the leaden stream?

			The ancient priestess spoke briefly to him, so:

			‘Son of Anchises, true child of the gods, you see

			the deep pools of Cocytus, and the Marsh of Styx,

			by whose name the gods fear to swear falsely.

			All this crowd, you see, were destitute and unburied:

			that ferryman is Charon: those the waves carry were buried:

			he may not carry them from the fearful shore on the harsh waters

			before their bones are at rest in the earth. They roam

			for a hundred years and flit around these shores: only then

			are they admitted, and revisit the pools they long for.’

			The son of Anchises halted, and checked his footsteps,

			thinking deeply, and pitying their sad fate in his heart.

			He saw Leucaspis and Orontes, captain of the Lycian fleet,

			there, grieving and lacking honour in death, whom a Southerly

			overwhelmed, as they sailed together from Troy on the windswept

			waters, engulfing both the ship and crew in the waves.

			 

			Behold, there came the helmsman, Palinurus,

			who fell from the stern on the Libyan passage,

			flung into the midst of the waves, as he watched the stars.

			When Aeneas had recognised him with difficulty

			sorrowing among the deep shadows, he spoke first, saying:

			‘What god tore you from us, Palinurus, and drowned you

			mid-ocean? For in this one prophecy Apollo has misled me,

			he whom I never found false before, he said that you would be safe

			at sea and reach Ausonia’s shores. Is this the truth of his promise?’

			But he replied: ‘Phoebus’s tripod did not fail you, Aeneas,

			my captain, nor did a god drown me in the deep.

			By chance the helm was torn from me with violence,

			as I clung there, on duty as ordered, steering our course,

			and I dragged it headlong with me. I swear by the cruel sea

			that I feared less for myself than for your ship,

			lest robbed of its gear, and cleared of its helmsman,

			it might founder among such surging waves.

			The Southerly drove me violently through the vast seas

			for three stormy nights: high on the crest of a wave,

			in the fourth dawn, I could just make out Italy.

			Gradually I swam to shore: grasped now at safety,

			but as I caught at the sharp tips of the rocks, weighed down

			by my water-soaked clothes, the savage people

			attacked me with knives, ignorantly thinking me a prize.

			Now the waves have me, and the winds roll me along the shore.

			Unconquered one, I beg you, by the sweet light and air of heaven,

			by your father, and your hopes in Iulus to come,

			save me from this evil: either find Velia’s harbour again

			(for you can) and sprinkle earth on me, or if there is some way,

			if your divine mother shows you one (since you’d not attempt to sail

			such waters, and the Stygian marsh, without a god’s will, I think)

			then give this wretch your hand and take me with you through the waves

			that at least I might rest in some quiet place in death.’

			So he spoke, and the priestess began to reply like this:

			‘Where does this dire longing of yours come from, O Palinurus?

			Can you see the Stygian waters, unburied, or the grim

			river of the Furies, Cocytus, or come unasked to the shore?

			Cease to hope that divine fate can be tempered by prayer.

			But hold my words in your memory, as a comfort in your hardship:

			the nearby peoples, from cities far and wide, will be moved

			by divine omens to worship your bones, and build a tomb,

			and send offerings to the tomb, and the place will have

			Palinurus as its everlasting name.’ His anxiety was quelled

			by her words, and, for a little while, grief was banished

			from his sad heart: he delighted in the land being so named.

			 

			So they pursued their former journey, and drew near the river.

			Now when the Boatman saw them from the Stygian wave

			walking through the silent wood, and directing their footsteps

			towards its bank, he attacked them verbally, first, and unprompted,

			rebuking them: ‘Whoever you are, who come armed to my river,

			tell me, from over there, why you’re here, and halt your steps.

			This is a place of shadows, of Sleep and drowsy Night:

			I’m not allowed to carry living bodies in the Stygian boat.

			Truly it was no pleasure for me to take Hercules on his journey

			over the lake, nor Theseus and Pirithous, though they may

			have been children of gods, unrivalled in strength.

			The first came for Cerberus the watchdog of Tartarus,

			and dragged him away quivering from under the king’s throne:

			the others were after snatching our Queen from Dis’s chamber.’

			To this the prophetess of Amphrysian Apollo briefly answered:

			‘There’s no such trickery here (don’t be disturbed),

			our weapons offer no affront: your huge guard-dog

			can terrify the bloodless shades with his eternal howling:

			chaste Proserpine can keep to her uncle’s threshold.

			Aeneas the Trojan, renowned in piety and warfare,

			goes down to the deepest shadows of Erebus, to his father.

			If the idea of such affection does not move you, still you

			must recognise this bough.’ (She showed the branch, hidden

			in her robes.) Then the anger in his swollen breast subsided.

			No more was said. Marvelling at the revered offering,

			of fateful twigs, seen again after so long, he turned the stern

			of the dark skiff towards them and neared the bank.

			Then he turned off the other souls who sat on the long benches,

			cleared the gangways: and received mighty Aeneas

			on board. The seamed skiff groaned with the weight

			and let in quantities of marsh-water through the chinks.

			At last, the river crossed, he landed the prophetess and the hero

			safe, on the unstable mud, among the blue-grey sedge.

			 

			Huge Cerberus sets these regions echoing with his triple-throated

			howling, crouching monstrously in a cave opposite.

			Seeing the snakes rearing round his neck, the prophetess

			threw him a pellet, a soporific of honey and drugged wheat.

			Opening his three throats, in rabid hunger, he seized

			what she threw and, flexing his massive spine, sank to earth

			spreading his giant bulk over the whole cave-floor.

			With the guard unconscious Aeneas won to the entrance,

			and quickly escaped the bank of the river of no return.

			Immediately a loud crying of voices was heard, the spirits

			of weeping infants, whom a dark day stole at the first

			threshold of this sweet life, those chosen to be torn

			from the breast, and drowned in bitter death.

			Nearby are those condemned to die on false charges.

			Yet their place is not ordained without the allotted jury:

			Minos, the judge, shakes the urn: he convenes the voiceless court,

			and hears their lives and sins. Then the next place

			is held by those gloomy spirits who, innocent of crime,

			died by their own hand, and, hating the light, threw away

			their lives. How willingly now they’d endure

			poverty and harsh suffering, in the air above!

			Divine Law prevents it, and the sad marsh and its hateful

			waters binds them, and nine-fold Styx confines them.

			 

			Not far from there the Fields of Mourning are revealed,

			spread out on all sides: so they name them.

			There, those whom harsh love devours with cruel pining

			are concealed in secret walkways, encircled by a myrtle grove:

			even in death their troubles do not leave them.

			Here Aeneas saw Phaedra, and Procris, and sad Eriphyle,

			displaying the wounds made by her cruel son,

			Evadne, and Pasiphae: with them walked Laodamia,

			and Caeneus, now a woman, once a young man,

			returned by her fate to her own form again.

			Among them Phoenician Dido wandered, in the great wood,

			her wound still fresh. As soon as the Trojan hero stood near her

			and knew her, shadowy among the shadows, like a man who sees,

			or thinks he sees, the new moon rising through a cloud, as its month

			begins, he wept tears and spoke to her with tender affection:

			‘Dido, unhappy spirit, was the news, that came to me

			of your death, true then, taking your life with a blade?

			Alas, was I the cause of your dying? I swear by the stars,

			by the gods above, by whatever truth may be in the depths

			of the earth, I left your shores unwillingly, my queen.

			I was commanded by gods, who drove me by their decrees,

			that now force me to go among the shades, through places

			thorny with neglect, and deepest night: nor did I think

			my leaving there would ever bring such grief to you.

			Halt your footsteps and do not take yourself from my sight.

			What do you flee? This is the last speech with you that fate allows.’

			With such words Aeneas would have calmed

			her fiery spirit and wild looks, and provoked her tears.

			She turned away, her eyes fixed on the ground,

			no more altered in expression by the speech he had begun

			than if hard flint stood there, or a cliff of Parian marble.

			At the last she tore herself away, and, hostile to him,

			fled to the shadowy grove where Sychaeus, her husband

			in former times, responded to her suffering, and gave her

			love for love. Aeneas, no less shaken by the injustice of fate,

			followed her, far off, with his tears, and pitied her as she went.

			 

			From there he laboured on the way that was granted them.

			And soon they reached the most distant fields,

			the remote places where those famous in war

			crowd together. Here Tydeus met him, Parthenopaeus

			glorious in arms, and the pale form of Adrastus:

			here were the Trojans, wept for deeply above, fallen in war,

			whom, seeing them all in their long ranks, he groaned at,

			Glaucus, Medon and Thersilochus, the three sons of Antenor,

			Polyboetes, the priest of Ceres, and Idaeus

			still with his chariot, and his weapons.

			The spirits stand there in crowds to left and right.

			They are not satisfied with seeing him only once:

			they delight in lingering on, walking beside him,

			and learning the reason for his coming.

			But the Greek princes and Agamemnon’s phalanxes,

			trembled with great fear, when they saw the hero,

			and his gleaming weapons, among the shades:

			some turned to run, as they once sought their ships: some raised

			a faint cry, the noise they made belying their gaping mouths.

			And he saw Deiphobus there, Priam’s son, his whole body

			mutilated, his face brutally torn, his face and hands both, the ears

			ripped from his ruined head, his nostrils sheared by an ugly wound.

			Indeed Aeneas barely recognised the quivering form, hiding its dire

			punishment, even as he called to him, unprompted, in familiar tones:

			‘Deiphobus, powerful in war, born of Teucer’s noble blood,

			who chose to work such brutal punishment on you?

			Who was allowed to treat you so? Rumour has it

			that on that final night, wearied by endless killing of Greeks,

			you sank down on a pile of the slaughtered.

			Then I set up an empty tomb on the Rhoetean shore,

			and called on your spirit three times in a loud voice.

			Your name and weapons watch over the site: I could not

			see you, friend, to set you, as I left, in your native soil.’

			To this Priam’s son replied: ‘O my friend, you’ve neglected

			nothing: you’ve paid all that’s due to Deiophobus

			and a dead man’s spirit. My own destiny,

			and that Spartan woman’s deadly crime, drowned me

			in these sorrows: she left me these memorials.

			You know how we passed that last night in illusory joy:

			and you must remember it only too well.

			When the fateful Horse came leaping the walls of Troy,

			pregnant with the armed warriors it carried in its womb,

			she led the Trojan women about, wailing in dance,

			aping the Bacchic rites: she held a huge torch in their midst,

			signalling to the Greeks from the heights of the citadel.

			I was then in our unlucky marriage-chamber, worn out with care,

			and heavy with sleep, a sweet deep slumber weighing on me

			as I lay there, the very semblance of peaceful death.

			Meanwhile that illustrious wife of mine removed every weapon

			from the house, even stealing my faithful sword from under my head:

			she calls Menelaus into the house and throws open the doors,

			hoping I suppose it would prove a great gift for her lover,

			and in that way the infamy of her past sins might be erased.

			Why drag out the tale? They burst into the room, and with them

			Ulysses the Aeolid, their co-inciter to wickedness. Gods, so repay

			the Greeks, if these lips I pray for vengeance with are virtuous.

			But you, in turn, tell what fate has brought you here, living.

			Do you come here, driven by your wandering on the sea,

			or exhorted by the gods? If not, what misfortune torments you,

			that you enter these sad sunless houses, this troubled place?’

			 

			While they spoke Aurora and her rosy chariot had passed

			the zenith of her ethereal path, and they might perhaps

			have spent all the time allowed in such talk, but the Sibyl,

			his companion, warned him briefly saying:

			‘Night approaches, Aeneas: we waste the hours with weeping.

			This is the place where the path splits itself in two:

			there on the right is our road to Elysium, that runs beneath

			the walls of mighty Dis: but the left works punishment

			on the wicked, and sends them on to godless Tartarus.’

			Deiophobus replied: ‘Do not be angry, great priestess:

			I will leave: I will make up the numbers, and return to the darkness.

			Go now glory of our race: enjoy a better fate.’

			So he spoke, and in speaking turned away.

			Aeneas suddenly looked back, and, below the left hand cliff,

			he saw wide battlements, surrounded by a triple wall,

			and encircled by a swift river of red-hot flames,

			the Tartarean Phlegethon, churning with echoing rocks.

			A gate fronts it, vast, with pillars of solid steel,

			that no human force, not the heavenly gods themselves,

			can overturn by war: an iron tower rises into the air,

			and seated before it, Tisiphone, clothed in a blood-wet dress,

			keeps guard of the doorway, sleeplessly, night and day.

			Groans came from there, and the cruel sound of the lash,

			then the clank of iron, and dragging chains.

			Aeneas halted, and stood rooted, terrified by the noise.

			‘What evil is practised here? O Virgin, tell me: by what torments

			are they oppressed? Why are there such sounds in the air?’

			Then the prophetess began to speak as follows: ‘Famous leader

			of the Trojans, it is forbidden for the pure to cross the evil threshold:

			but when Hecate appointed me to the wood of Avernus,

			she taught me the divine torments, and guided me through them all.

			Cretan Rhadamanthus rules this harshest of kingdoms,

			and hears their guilt, extracts confessions, and punishes

			whoever has deferred atonement for their sins too long

			till death, delighting in useless concealment, in the world above.

			Tisiphone the avenger, armed with her whip, leaps on the guilty immediately,

			lashes them, and threatening them with the fierce

			snakes in her left hand, calls to her savage troop of sisters.

			Then at last the accursed doors open, screeching on jarring hinges.

			You comprehend what guardian sits at the door, what shape watches

			the threshold? Well still fiercer is the monstrous Hydra inside,

			with her fifty black gaping jaws. There Tartarus itself

			falls sheer, and stretches down into the darkness:

			twice as far as we gaze upwards to heavenly Olympus.

			Here the Titanic race, the ancient sons of Earth,

			hurled down by the lightning-bolt, writhe in the depths.

			And here I saw the two sons of Aloeus, giant forms,

			who tried to tear down the heavens with their hands,

			and topple Jupiter from his high kingdom.

			And I saw Salmoneus paying a savage penalty

			for imitating Jove’s lightning, and the Olympian thunder.

			Brandishing a torch, and drawn by four horses

			he rode in triumph among the Greeks, through Elis’s city,

			claiming the gods’ honours as his own, a fool,

			who mimicked the storm-clouds and the inimitable thunderbolt

			with bronze cymbals and the sound of horses’ hoof-beats.

			But the all-powerful father hurled his lighting from dense cloud,

			not for him fiery torches, or pine-branches’ smoky light

			and drove him headlong with the mighty whirlwind.

			And Tityus was to be seen as well, the foster-child

			of Earth, our universal mother, whose body stretches

			over nine acres, and a great vulture with hooked beak

			feeds on his indestructible liver, and his entrails ripe

			for punishment, lodged deep inside the chest, groping

			for his feast, no respite given to the ever-renewing tissue.

			Shall I speak of the Lapiths, Ixion, Pirithous,

			over whom hangs a dark crag that seems to slip and fall?

			High couches for their feast gleam with golden frames,

			and a banquet of royal luxury is spread before their eyes:

			nearby the eldest Fury, crouching, prevents their fingers touching

			the table: rising up, and brandishing her torch, with a voice of thunder.

			Here are those who hated their brothers, in life,

			or struck a parent, or contrived to defraud a client,

			or who crouched alone over the riches they’d made,

			without setting any aside for their kin (their crowd is largest),

			those who were killed for adultery, or pursued civil war,

			not fearing to break their pledges to their masters:

			shut in they see their punishment. Don’t ask to know

			that punishment, or what kind of suffering drowns them.

			Some roll huge stones, or hang spread-eagled

			on wheel-spokes: wretched Theseus sits still, and will sit

			for eternity: Phlegyas, the most unfortunate, warns them all

			and bears witness in a loud voice among the shades:

			“Learn justice: be warned, and don’t despise the gods.”

			Here’s one who sold his country for gold, and set up

			a despotic lord: this one made law and remade it for a price:

			he entered his daughter’s bed and a forbidden marriage:

			all of them dared monstrous sin, and did what they dared.

			Not if I had a hundred tongues, a hundred mouths,

			a voice of iron, could I tell all the forms of wickedness

			or spell out the names of every torment.’

			 

			When she had spoken of this, the aged priestess of Apollo said:

			‘But come now, travel the road, and complete the task set for you:

			let us hurry, I see the battlements that were forged

			in the Cyclopean fires, and the gates in the arch opposite us

			where we are told to set down the gifts as ordered.’

			She spoke and keeping step they hastened along the dark path

			crossing the space between and arriving near the doors.

			Aeneas gained the entrance, sprinkled fresh water

			over his body, and set up the branch on the threshold before him.

			Having at last achieved this, the goddess’s task fulfilled,

			they came to the pleasant places, the delightful grassy turf

			of the Fortunate Groves, and the homes of the blessed.

			Here freer air and radiant light clothe the plain,

			and these have their own sun, and their own stars.

			Some exercise their bodies in a grassy gymnasium,

			compete in sports and wrestle on the yellow sand:

			others tread out the steps of a dance, and sing songs.

			There Orpheus too, the long-robed priest of Thrace,

			accompanies their voices with the seven-note scale,

			playing now with fingers, now with the ivory quill.

			Here are Teucer’s ancient people, loveliest of children,

			great-hearted heroes, born in happier years,

			Ilus, Assaracus, and Dardanus founder of Troy.

			Aeneas marvels from a distance at their idle chariots

			and their weapons: their spears fixed in the ground,

			and their horses scattered freely browsing over the plain:

			the pleasure they took in chariots and armour while alive,

			the care in tending shining horses, follows them below the earth.

			Look, he sees others on the grass to right and left, feasting,

			and singing a joyful paean in chorus, among the fragrant

			groves of laurel, out of which the Eridanus’s broad river

			flows through the woodlands to the world above.

			Here is the company of those who suffered wounds fighting

			for their country: and those who were pure priests, while they lived,

			and those who were faithful poets, singers worthy of Apollo,

			and those who improved life, with discoveries in Art or Science,

			and those who by merit caused others to remember them:

			the brows of all these were bound with white headbands.

			As they crowded round, the Sibyl addressed them,

			Musaeus above all: since he holds the centre of the vast crowd,

			all looking up to him, his tall shoulders towering above:

			‘Blessed spirits, and you, greatest of Poets,

			say what region or place contains Anchises. We have

			come here, crossing the great rivers of Erebus, for him.’

			And the hero replied to her briefly in these words:

			‘None of us have a fixed abode: we live in the shadowy woods,

			and make couches of river-banks, and inhabit fresh-water meadows.

			But climb this ridge, if your hearts-wish so inclines,

			and I will soon set you on an easy path.’

			He spoke and went on before them, and showed them

			the bright plains below: then they left the mountain heights.

			 

			But deep in a green valley his father Anchises

			was surveying the spirits enclosed there, destined

			for the light above, thinking carefully, and was reviewing

			as it chanced the numbers of his own folk, his dear grandsons,

			and their fate and fortunes as men, and their ways and works.

			And when he saw Aeneas heading towards him over the grass

			he stretched out both his hands eagerly, his face

			streaming with tears, and a cry issued from his lips:

			‘Have you come at last, and has the loyalty your father expected

			conquered the harsh road? Is it granted me to see your face,

			my son, and hear and speak in familiar tones?

			I calculated it in my mind, and thought it would be so,

			counting off the hours, nor has my trouble failed me.

			From travel over what lands and seas, do I receive you!

			What dangers have hurled you about, my son!

			How I feared the realms of Libya might harm you!’

			He answered: ‘Father, your image, yours, appearing to me

			so often, drove me to reach this threshold:

			My ships ride the Etruscan waves. Father, let me clasp

			your hand, let me, and do not draw away from my embrace.’

			So speaking, his face was also drowned in a flood of tears.

			Three times he tries to throw his arms round his father’s neck,

			three times, clasped in vain, that semblance slips though his hands,

			like the light breeze, most of all like a winged dream.

			 

			And now Aeneas saw a secluded grove

			in a receding valley, with rustling woodland thickets,

			and the river of Lethe gliding past those peaceful places.

			Innumerable tribes and peoples hovered round it:

			just as, in the meadows, on a cloudless summer’s day,

			the bees settle on the multifarious flowers, and stream

			round the bright lilies, and all the fields hum with their buzzing.

			Aeneas was thrilled by the sudden sight, and, in ignorance,

			asked the cause: what the river is in the distance,

			who the men are crowding the banks in such numbers.

			Then his father Anchises answered: ‘They are spirits,

			owed a second body by destiny, and they drink

			the happy waters, and a last forgetting, at Lethe’s stream.

			Indeed, for a long time I’ve wished to tell you of them,

			and show you them face to face, to enumerate my children’s

			descendants, so you might joy with me more at finding Italy.’

			‘O father, is it to be thought that any spirits go from here

			to the sky above, returning again to dull matter?’

			‘Indeed I’ll tell you, son, not keep you in doubt,’

			Anchises answered, and revealed each thing in order.

			 

			‘Firstly, a spirit within them nourishes the sky and earth,

			the watery plains, the shining orb of the moon,

			and Titan’s star, and Mind, flowing through matter,

			vivifies the whole mass, and mingles with its vast frame.

			From it come the species of man and beast, and winged lives,

			and the monsters the sea contains beneath its marbled waves.

			The power of those seeds is fiery, and their origin divine,

			so long as harmful matter doesn’t impede them

			and terrestrial bodies and mortal limbs don’t dull them.

			Through those they fear and desire, and grieve and joy,

			and enclosed in night and a dark dungeon, can’t see the light.

			Why, when life leaves them at the final hour,

			still all of the evil, all the plagues of the flesh, alas,

			have not completely vanished, and many things, long hardened

			deep within, must of necessity be ingrained, in strange ways.

			So they are scourged by torments, and pay the price

			for former sins: some are hung, stretched out,

			to the hollow winds, the taint of wickedness is cleansed

			for others in vast gulfs, or burned away with fire:

			each spirit suffers its own: then we are sent

			through wide Elysium, and we few stay in the joyous fields,

			for a length of days, till the cycle of time,

			complete, removes the hardened stain, and leaves

			pure ethereal thought, and the brightness of natural air.

			All these others the god calls in a great crowd to the river Lethe,

			after they have turned the wheel for a thousand years,

			so that, truly forgetting, they can revisit the vault above,

			and begin with a desire to return to the flesh.’

			 

			Anchises had spoken, and he drew the Sibyl and his son, both

			together, into the middle of the gathering and the murmuring crowd,

			and chose a hill from which he could see all the long ranks

			opposite, and watch their faces as they came by him.

			‘Come, I will now explain what glory will pursue the children

			of Dardanus, what descendants await you of the Italian race,

			illustrious spirits to march onwards in our name, and I will teach

			you your destiny. See that boy, who leans on a headless spear,

			he is fated to hold a place nearest the light, first to rise

			to the upper air, sharing Italian blood, Silvius, of Alban name,

			your last-born son, who your wife Lavinia, late in your old age,

			will give birth to in the wood, a king and the father of kings,

			through whom our race will rule in Alba Longa.

			Next to him is Procas, glory of the Trojan people,

			and Capys and Numitor, and he who’ll revive your name,

			Silvius Aeneas, outstanding like you in virtue and arms,

			if he might at last achieve the Alban throne.

			What men! See what authority they display,

			their foreheads shaded by the civic oak-leaf crown!

			They will build Nomentum, Gabii, and Fidenae’s city:

			Collatia’s fortress in the hills, Pometii

			and the Fort of Inus, and Bola, and Cora.

			Those will be names that are now nameless land.

			 

			Yes, and a child of Mars will join his grandfather to accompany him,

			Romulus, whom his mother Ilia will bear, of Assaracus’s line.

			See how Mars’s twin plumes stand on his crest, and his father

			marks him out for the world above with his own emblems?

			Behold, my son, under his command glorious Rome

			will match earth’s power and heaven’s will, and encircle

			seven hills with a single wall, happy in her race of men:

			as Cybele, the Berecynthian ‘Great Mother’, crowned

			with turrets, rides through the Phrygian cities, delighting

			in her divine children, clasping a hundred descendants,

			all gods, all dwelling in the heights above.

			Now direct your eyes here, gaze at this people,

			your own Romans. Here is Caesar, and all the offspring

			of Iulus destined to live under the pole of heaven.

			This is the man, this is him, whom you so often hear

			promised you, Augustus Caesar, son of the Deified,

			who will make a Golden Age again in the fields

			where Saturn once reigned, and extend the empire beyond

			the Libyans and the Indians (to a land that lies outside the zodiac’s belt,

			beyond the sun’s ecliptic and the year’s, where sky-carrying Atlas

			turns the sphere, inset with gleaming stars, on his shoulders):

			Even now the Caspian realms, and Maeotian earth,

			tremble at divine prophecies of his coming, and

			the restless mouths of the seven-branched Nile are troubled.

			Truly, Hercules never crossed so much of the earth,

			though he shot the bronze-footed Arcadian deer, brought peace

			to the woods of Erymanthus, made Lerna tremble at his bow:

			nor did Bacchus, who steers his chariot, in triumph, with reins

			made of vines, guiding his tigers down from Nysa’s high peak.

			Do we really hesitate still to extend our power by our actions,

			and does fear prevent us settling the Italian lands?

			 

			Who is he, though, over there, distinguished by his olive branches,

			carrying offerings? I know the hair and the white-bearded chin

			of a king of Rome, Numa, called to supreme authority

			from little Cures’s poverty-stricken earth, who will secure

			our first city under the rule of law. Then Tullus

			will succeed him who will shatter the country’s peace,

			and call to arms sedentary men, ranks now unused to triumphs.

			The over-boastful Ancus follows him closely,

			delighting too much even now in the people’s opinion.

			Will you look too at Tarquin’s dynasty, and the proud spirit

			of Brutus the avenger, the rods of office reclaimed?

			He’ll be the first to win a consul’s powers and the savage axes,

			and when the sons foment a new civil war, the father

			will call them to account, for lovely freedom’s sake:

			ah, to be pitied, whatever posterity says of his actions:

			his love of country will prevail, and great appetite for glory.

			Ah, see over there, the Decii and Drusi, and Torquatus

			brutal with the axe, and Camillus rescuing the standards.

			But those others, you can discern, shining in matching armour,

			souls in harmony now, while they are cloaked in darkness,

			ah, if they reach the light of the living, what civil war

			what battle and slaughter, they’ll cause, Julius Caesar,

			the father-in-law, down from the Alpine ramparts, from the fortress

			of Monoecus: Pompey, the son-in-law, opposing with Eastern forces.

			My sons, don’t inure your spirits to such wars,

			never turn the powerful forces of your country on itself:

			You be the first to halt, you, who derive your race from heaven:

			hurl the sword from your hand, who are of my blood!

			There’s Mummius: triumphing over Corinth, he’ll drive his chariot,

			victorious, to the high Capitol, famed for the Greeks he’s killed:

			and Aemilius Paulus, who, avenging his Trojan ancestors, and Minerva’s

			desecrated shrine, will destroy Agamemnon’s Mycenae, and Argos,

			and Perseus the Aeacid himself, descendant of war-mighty Achilles.

			Who would pass over you in silence, great Cato, or you Cossus,

			or the Gracchus’s race, or the two Scipios, war’s lightning bolts,

			the scourges of Libya, or you Fabricius, powerful in poverty,

			or you, Regulus Serranus, sowing your furrow with seed?

			Fabii, where do you hurry my weary steps? You, Fabius

			Maximus, the Delayer, are he who alone renew our State.

			Others (I can well believe) will hammer out bronze that breathes

			with more delicacy than us, draw out living features

			from the marble: plead their causes better, trace with instruments

			the movement of the skies, and tell the rising of the constellations:

			remember, Roman, it is for you to rule the nations with your power,

			(that will be your skill) to crown peace with law,

			to spare the conquered, and subdue the proud.’

			 

			So father Anchises spoke, and while they marvelled, added:

			‘See, how Claudius Marcellus, distinguished by the Supreme Prize,

			comes forward, and towers, victorious, over other men.

			As a knight, he’ll support the Roman State, turbulent

			with fierce confusion, strike the Cathaginians and rebellious Gauls,

			and dedicate captured weapons, a third time, to father Quirinus.’

			And, at this, Aeneas said (since he saw a youth of outstanding

			beauty with shining armour, walking with Marcellus,

			but his face lacking in joy, and his eyes downcast):

			‘Father, who is this who accompanies him on his way?

			His son: or another of his long line of descendants?

			What murmuring round them! What presence he has!

			But dark night, with its sad shadows, hovers round his head.’

			Then his father Aeneas, with welling tears, replied:

			‘O, do not ask about your people’s great sorrow, my son.

			The Fates will only show him to the world, not allow him

			to stay longer. The Roman people would seem

			too powerful to you gods, if this gift were lasting.

			What mourning from mankind that Field of Mars will

			deliver to the mighty city! And what funeral processions

			you, Tiber, will see, as you glide past his new-made tomb!

			No boy of the line of Ilius shall so exalt his Latin

			ancestors by his show of promise, nor will Romulus’s

			land ever take more pride in one of its sons.

			Alas for virtue, alas for the honour of ancient times,

			and a hand invincible in war! No one might have attacked him

			safely when armed, whether he met the enemy on foot,

			or dug his spurs into the flank of his foaming charger.

			Ah, boy to be pitied, if only you may shatter harsh fate,

			you’ll be a Marcellus! Give me handfuls of white lilies,

			let me scatter radiant flowers, let me load my scion’s spirit

			with those gifts at least, in discharging that poor duty.’

			 

			So they wander here and there through the whole region,

			over the wide airy plain, and gaze at everything.

			And when Anchises has led his son through each place,

			and inflamed his spirit with love of the glory that is to come,

			he tells him then of the wars he must soon fight,

			and teaches him about the Laurentine peoples,

			and the city of Latinus, and how to avoid or face each trial.

			There are two gates of Sleep: one of which is said to be of horn,

			through which an easy passage is given to true shades, the other

			gleams with the whiteness of polished ivory, but through it

			the Gods of the Dead send false dreams to the world above.

			After his words, Anchises accompanies his son there, and,

			frees him, together with the Sibyl, through the ivory gate.

			Aeneas makes his way to the ships and rejoins his friends:

			then coasts straight to Caieta’s harbour along the shore.

			The anchors are thrown from the prows: on the shore the sterns rest.
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