9™ Grade Pre-IB Summer Reading Assignment:

In this packet, you will find the following items:

e Directions for the Summer Assignment

» Excerpts from Edith Hamilton’s Mythology (Read and annotate—written text)
o The Titans and the Twelve Olympians
o The Underworld
o The Trojan War
o The Fall of Troy

¢ Excerpts from James Baldwin’s Old Greek Stories (Read and annotate—written text)
o Preface

Jupiter and his Mighty Company

The Story of Io

The Wonderful Weaver

The Lord of the Silver Bow

The Quest of Medusa’s Head

The Story of Atalanta
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¢  Graphic Organizers (for non-written text portion — you only need to complete ONE)
o Podcast Annotated Bibliography (Choice for non-written text)
o Film Analysis (Choice for non-written text)
o Painting Analysis (Choice for non-written text)




Directions for the 9" grade Pre-1.B. Summer Assignment:

In grades 9-12, students are moving beyond analysis and evaluating writing, looking at
particular techniques an author uses to add levels of meaning. Students continue to be
introduced to literature from historic time periods. This framework will help students in building

a body of knowledge useful in being able to interpret multiple layers of meaning.

This summer assignment is a way for students to begin engaging with the conceptual
frameworks of language and literature that will be utilized throughout the year and throughout
their high school experience. This assignment in particular will ask students to analyze how the
hand of the author (particular techniques) impacts understanding (levels of meaning) and what
implications can be drawn from various points of view/narrative. Through this assignment,
students will get to explore the same story from multiple perspectives and see how authors and

artists transform material.

Standards:

e ELA.9.R.1.1: Explain how key elements enhance or add layers of meaning and/or style in
a literary text

e ELA.9.R.1.2: Analyze universal themes and their development throughout a literary text.

¢ ELA.9.R.2.1: Analyze how multiple text structures and/or features convey a purpose
and/or meaning in texts.

e ELA.9.R.2.2: Evaluate the support an author uses to develop the central idea(s)
throughout a text.

e ELA.9.R.2.3: Analyze how an author establishes and achieves purpose(s) through
rhetorical appeals and/or figurative language.

e ELA.9.R.3.1: Explain how figurative language creates mood in text(s)

e ELA.9.R.3.2: Paraphrase content from grade-level texts.

e ELA.9.R.3.3: Compare and contrast the ways in which authors have adapted mythical,
classical, or religious literary texts.

¢ ELA.9.V.1.1: Integrate academic vocabulary appropriate to grade level in speaking and
writing

e ELA.9.R.3.4: Explain an author’s use of rhetoric in a text.



Directions for the 9™ grade Pre-I.B. Summer Assignment:

Step 1: Written Texts

Read and annotate excerpts from Edith Hamilton’s Mythology and James Baldwin’s Old Greek
Stories. Annotations, for I.B., are not simply highlights or underlines in a text. Annotations are
considered notes, questions, comments, etc. In the margins of each of the documents, include any
of the following annotations. Please try to vary the types of annotations you make for the best

use of this practice (i.e., not all personal responses):

e Literary techniques/devices to consider:
o Motifs (repeated ideas; ex—power, love, light, etc.)

Image patterns (at least 3 repeated images—ex: roses, water, animals, etc.)

o)

Indirect/direct characterization

o O

Tone (author’s attitude)
Mood (overall atmosphere)
Point of View (perspective and bias of the narrator; can impact tone and mood)

Symbols
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Imagery (visual, auditory, gustatory, kinesthetic/tactile, olfactory)
e Questions you might have about the content/plots (changes authors made to myths, etc.)

» Personal connections/ commentary on the topic (based on your prior knowledge)
Step 2: Non-written Texts

For this part of the assignment, to continue learning about narrative, techniques, and analyzing
the hand of the artist for levels of meaning, you will choose ONE OPTION listed below of non-

written text to analyze. You will do one of the following:

¢ OPTION 1: With permission and guidance from your parents, choose one Film on the
mythology you have read about and analyze that film using the techniques on the film

handout to compare portrayals of the story. Complete the one Film Analysis Worksheet

for the movie of your choice. Examples of film options include Percy Jackson, The
SpongeBob Movie, Troy, etc. You do not have to use any of these options—you can
choose any film you feel comfortable watching that portrays Greek/Roman mythology

and the stories that you read about.



Directions for the 9™ grade Pre-1.B. Summer Assignment:

OPTION 2: With permission and guidance from your parents, choose any three

paintings that depict any of the stories and myths that you read about to analyze using
the paintings handout. Complete three Paintings Charts Worksheets (one per
painting). Examples of places to find some art: The Louvre Gallery online, The Uffizi

Gallery online, the MET Gallery online. You do not have to use any of these options—
you can choose any paintings that you feel comfortable analyzing that portray

Greek/Roman mythology and the stories that you read about.

OPTION 3: With permission and guidance from your parents, choese any 3 episodes of

a podcast that depict any of the stories and myths that you have read about and complete
three of the annotated bibliography charts for those episodes. Some examples of

podcasts that discuss Greek Mythology include Let’s Talk about Myths, Baby; Greeking

Out, Legendary Passes—Greek/Roman Myths. You do not have to use any of these
options—you can choose any podcasts that you feel comfortable analyzing that portray

Greek/Roman mythology and the stories that you read about.

Parents, we encourage you to be involved in your child’s choice of non-written text and help
them make decisions that align with your family’s values. You have full agency in making those
choices with this summer assignment. Roman and Greek Myth are the foundation of all Western
Classical Literature, and we hope to give all students a chance to explore the arts in a way that is
comfortable and makes sense for them, while also creating a solid foundation for their future

endeavors.

Remember, in grades 9-12, the goal is that students are moving beyond analysis and evaluating

writing, looking at particular techniques an author uses to add levels of meaning. Students will

continue to be introduced to literature from various historic time periods throughout the year.

This framework will help students in building a body of knowledge useful in being able to

interpret multiple layers of meaning.



Criteria for Successful Avnnotation

Why Should You Annotate?

e Itisagood idea to annotate any text that you must know well, in detail, and from which you might need
to produce evidence that supports your knowledge or reading, such as a book on which you will be

tested or be studying in depth.

e However, don't annotate other people's property, which is almost always selfish, often destructive,
rude, and possibly illegal. For a book that doesn't belong to you, use adhesive (sticky) notes for your
comments, removing them before you return the text.

Helpful Tools
1. Highlighter

A highlighter allows you to mark exactly what you are interested in. Equally important, the yellow line emphasizes without
interfering. While you read, highlight whatever seems to be key information. At first, you will probably highlight too little
or too much; with experience, you will choose more effectively which material to highlight.

2. Pencil

A pencil is better than a pen because you can make changes. Even geniuses make mistakes, temporary comments, and
incomplete notes. While you read, use marginalia—marginal notes—to mark key material. Marginalia can include check
marks, question marks, stars, arrows, brackets, and written words and phrases (I do this often — asking questions of the
text, making predictions, and generally jotting down my thoughts as the story progresses).

3. Sticky Notes D
Use sticky notes for longer annotations. These might be related to things such as setting, plot, character, conflict, or

theme, to name a few.

Other Suggestions for Marking a Text

Inside Front Cover: Major character list with small space for character summary and for page references for key scenes or
moments of character development, etc.

Inside Back Cover: Build a list of themes, allusions, images, motifs, key scenes, plot line, epiphanies, etc. as you read. Add
page references and/or notes as well as you read. Make a list of vocabulary words on a back page or the inside back
cover if there’s still room. Possible ideas for lists include the author's special jargon and new, unknown, or otherwise
interesting words.

Beginning/End of Each Chapter: Provide a quick summary of what happens in the chapter. Title each chapter or section as
soon as you finish it, especially if the text does not provide headings for chapters or sections.

Top margins: provide plot notes—a quick few words or phrases that summarize what happens here. Go back after a
chapter, scene, or assignment and then mark it carefully. (Useful for quick location of passages in discussion and for
writing assignments).

Bottom and Side Page Margins: Interpretive notes (see list below), questions, and/or remarks that refer to meaning of the
page. Markings or notes to tie in with notes on the inside back cover.

Interpretive Notes and Symbols:
» Underline or highlight key words, phrases, or sentences that are important to understanding the work.
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Write questions or comments in the margins—your thoughts or “conversation” with the text.
Bracket longer, important ideas or passages (so that you don’t have to highlight/underline long sections of text).

Connect ideas with lines or arrows.
Use a star, asterisk, or other consistent symbol in the margin to emphasize the most important statements in the

book.

Use ??7? for sections or ideas you don’t understand.

Circle words you don’t know. Define them in the margin; include a synonym to help you understand.
Use !!! when you come across something new, interesting, or surprising.

And other literary devices (see below).

Other things to look for:

»

>

Use SE for Story Elements: These would be notes about the story in general like setting, rising action, characters
(i.e. how they develop and when new ones are introduced), conflicts, climax, falling action, etc.

Use SY for Symbols: A symbol is a literal thing that also stands for something else, like a flag, or a cross, or fire.
Symbols help to discover new layers of meaning.

Use FL for Figurative Language: identify and name devices other than the symbols you have noticed and look for
aspects of imagery (simile metaphor, personification, sensory details, hyperbole etc.) How do these choices
reinforce an author’s message and attitude toward a subject?

Use T for Tone: Tone is the overall mood or atmosphere of a piece of literature. Tone can carry as much meaning
to the story as the plot does and is created by the writer's word choices or diction.

Use Th for Theme: In literature, a theme is a broad idea in a story, or a message or lesson conveyed by a work. This
message is usually about life, society or human nature. Themes explore timeless and universal ideas. Most themes
are implied rather than explicitly stated.

Use D for Diction: {effective or unusual word choice). If a writer makes a choice with their

words and that choice helps convey connotative meaning (meaning beyond the literal, e.g.

“scurried” -like a rat- instead of “ran”), it's useful to annotate. Also notice the sounds the words
make—alliteration, repetition, onomatopoeia etc.

Make Your Own Observations

As you mark, you begin to notice patterns the author has or where he or she deviates from a pattern and much of the work
of a critical or analytical reader is noticing these patterns and variations. Notice that annotations are meant to be more
than a “scavenger hunt” for literary techniques and rhetorical devices. Along with marking these you should comment on
the effectiveness or significance of the device. It's great if you can detect alliteration in a passage, but that in and of itself is
useless unless you can tell that this alliteration demonstrates the mental breakdown of the character, for example. It's
amazing if you recognize the hubris of a character, but how does this instance differ from those occurring previously in the
novel? Ultimately, literary analysis focuses on author’s intent/purpose as well as the story.

we'll return to author’s intent/purpose throughout the entire year!
Adapted from “An Annotation Guide: How and Why to Annotate a Book” by Nick Otten, and an AP annotation guide by

Christina Baulch.
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CHAPTER I

The Gods

Strange clouded fragments of an ancient glory,
Late lingerers of the company divine, ,

They breathe of that far world Sm«shés they come,
Lost halls of heaven and -Olympian asr. -

“VHE. Greeks did not believe: that the, mcmm created:thie uni-
- verse. I was the other way about: the uiriverse: created
mﬂn momm. Before there were gods heaveit and-earth had been
formed. They were the first parents, The Titaiis. were their
children, and-the .m.,,,&a.@_m&mm_ grandchildfen. -

THE TITANS AND THE TWELVE'
GREAT OLYMPIANS .

The Titans,. often owznm the Elder:Gods, were for untold ages

supreme in.the universe. They were of enormous size and of
incredible strength. There were many of them, but only a few

Mythology

appear in the stories of Bﬁro_o@w The' Bomn important was’
Cronvus, in Latin Saturn. He ruled over.the other Titans until
his son Zeus dethroned-him arid-seized: ‘the power for himself.
The Romans uﬁm that when .?v-noﬁ théir name. for Zeus,
ascended the nrmonn, Satarnfled: to: Ialy and brought, in the
Golden: >ma_ 2 time of waumnon vnmno E& rmﬁzunmm, which
lasted as long as he réigned. -

" The other notable Titans were Onmtf the river that was
supposed to encircle the. earthi; his wife Terays; HYPERION,
the father of the sun, the moon, and the dawn; MNEMOSYNE,
which means Memory; Taryns, usually translated by Justice;
and 1apETUS, important because of his sons, ATLAS, who bore
the world on his shoulders, and PROMETHEUS, who was the

‘savior of mankind. These alone among the older gods were

not banished with the coming of Zeus, vﬁn they took a lower
place.

- The twelve great-Olympians were supreme among the gods
whio succéeded to the Titans. They were called the Olympians
because Olympus was: their home. What. Olympus was, how-
ever, is not easy to say. There is no doubt that at first it was
held to be 2 mountaiit ‘top, and mnnnn»bw identified with
Gréece’s highest Bo_EBHP Mt. Olympus in- HWamm&Va in.the
northeast of Greece. But éven in the earliest Greek poem, the
Iliad, thisideais beginning to giveway to: the idea of an Olym-
pus in some mysterions region farabove-all the mountains of
thé earth. In one passage of the Iliad Zeus talks to the gods
from “the topmost peak of many-ridged O@anm, clearly a
mountain. But only a little further on he says that if he willed
be could hang earth and sea from'a pinnacle -of Olympus,
clearly no longer a mountain. Even so, itismot: Tieaven. Homer
makes Poseidon say that he rules the sea, Hades the dead, Zeus
the heavens, but Olympns is common.to.all three.:
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Mythology

Wherever it was, the entrance to it was a great gate of clouds
kept by the Seasons. Within were the gods’ dwellings, where
-they lived and slept and feasted:on ambrosia and nectar and
listened to-Apollo’ lyre. It was an abode of perfect blessedness.
No wind, Homer says, ever shakes the untroubled peace of
Olympus; no rain ever falls there or snow; but the cloudless
firmament stretches around it on all sides and the white glory
of sunshine is diffused upon its walls.

.. The twelve Olympians made up a divine family: —

" (1) Zrus (Juerrer), the chief; his two brothers next, (2)
Poseipon (NEPTUNE), and (3) HADEs, also called Pruto; (4)
HrsTia (VEsTa); their sister; (5) Hera (Juno), Zeus's wife, and
(6) AREs (Mags), their son; Zeus’s children: (7) ATHENA
(MiNERvA), (8) AroLLo, (9) ApHRODITE (VENUS), (10) HERMES
(MercuRy), and (11) ArTEMIS (D1aNa); and Hera’s son (12)
HepraesTus (VULCAN), sometimes said to be the son of
Zeus too. .

ZEUS (JUPITER). ,

Zeus and his brothers drew lots for their share of the universe.
The sea fell to Poseidon, and the underworld to Hades. Zeus
became the supreme ruler. He was Lord of the Sky, the Rain-
god-arid:the Cloud-gatherer, who wielded: the awful thunder-
bolt: His power was greater than that of all the other divinities
together. In the Iliad he tells his family; “I am mightiest of all.
Make trial that you may know. Fasten a rope of gold to heaven
and lay hold, every god and goddess. You could not drag down
Zeus: But if I wished to drag you down; then I would. The
rope I would bind to a.pinnacle of Olympus and all would
hang in air, yes, the very earth and the sea t00.”
Nevertheless he'was not-omnipotent or omniscient, either.
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He.could be opposed-and deceived. Poseidon dupes him in
the fliad and so does Hera. Sometimes, too, the mysterious
power, ﬁmnn“. is spoken of as. stronger than he: Homer makes
Hera ask him scornfully if he proposes to deliver from death
a man Fate:has doomed. = -

He.is represented as falling in'love with one woman after
another and descending to-all' manner of tricks to hidé his
infidelity from his wife. The explanation why such actions were
ascribed to the. most majestic of the gods is, the scholars say,’
that the Zeus of song and story has beef made by combining
‘many gods. When his worship spread to a town where there
was already a divine ruler the two were slowly fused into one.
The wife of the early god was then transferred to Zeus. The
result, however, was unfortunate and the later Greeks did not
like these endless love affairs.

Still, even in the earliest record Zeus had grandeur. In the
Iliad Agamemnon prays: “Zeus, most glorious, most great,
God of the storm-cloud, thou that dwellest in the heavens.” He
demanded, too, not ‘only sacrifices from men, but right action.
The Greek Armiy at Troy is told “Father Zeus never helps liars
or those who break their oaths.” The two _Enw.m.omwwbq the low
and the high, persisted side by side for- a long time.

His breastplate was the aegis, awful to behold; his bird was
the eagle, liis tree the oak. His oracle was Dodona in the land
of oak trees: The god’s will was revealed by the rustling of the
oik leaves which the priests interpreted.-

HER4 (JUNO)

Shie was Zeus’s wife and sister. The Titans Ocean and Tethys
v.no:mrn her. up. She was the protector of marriage, and mar-
ried women were her peculiar care. There is very little that is
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Mythology

attractive in the portrait the poets draw of her. She is called,
indeed, in an early poem,

Golden-throned Hera, among immortals the queen,
Chief among them in beauty, the glorious lady

All the blessed in high Olympus revere,

Honor even as Zeus, the lord of the thunder.

But when any account of her gets down to details, it shows her
chiefly engaged in punishing the many women Zeus fell inlove.
with, even when they yielded only because he coerced or
tricked them. It made no difference to Hera how reluctant any
of them were or. how innocent; the goddess treated them all
alike. Her implacable anger followed them and their children
too. She never forgot an injury. The Trojan War would have
ended in an honorable peace, leaving both sides unconquered,
if it had not been for her hatred of a Trojan who had judged
another goddess lovelier than she. The wrong of her slighted
beauty remained with her until Troy fell in ruins.

In one important story, the Quest of the Golden Fleece, she -

is the gracious protector of heroes and the inspirer of heroic
-deeds, but not in any other. Nevertheless she was venerated in
every home. She was the goddess married women turned to'
for help. Ilithyia (or Eileithyia), who helped women in child-
birth, was her daughter.:
The cow and the peacock were sacred to her. Argos was her
favorite city.

POSEIDON (NEPTUNE)

He was the ruler of the sea, Zeus’s brother and second only to
him in eminence. The Greeks on both sides of the Aegean were
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seamen and the ﬂw& of the Sea was allimportant to them, His
wife was Ampbhitrite, a granddaughter. of the Titan, Ocean.

Pvy

/ Poseidon had a mv_w,d&m Wmuwnn ‘beneath the sea, but he was
oftener to he found in Olympus.’

Besides being Lord of the Sea he gave the first horse to man,

and he was honored as much for the one as for the other.

Lord Poseidon, from you this pride is ours,

The strong horses, the young horses, and also the rule of
the deep.

Storm and calm were under his control: —

He commanded and the storm wind rose
And the surges of the sea.

But when he drove in his golden car over the waters. the
thunder of the waves sank into stillness, and tranquil Mmmnn
followed his smooth-rolling wheels.

He was owEBoumw called “Earth-shaker” and was always
shown carrying his trident, a three-pronged spear, with which
he would shake and: shatter whatever he pleased.

He had some connection with bulls as well as with horses
but the bull was connected with many other gods too. ,

HADES (PLUTO)

ﬂn was the third brother among the Olympians, who drew for,
his share the underworld and the rule.over the dead. He wis .

n_.mo, nm_._na Pluto, the God .of Wealth, of the:precious metals
hidden in the earth; The Romans as well as the Greeks called

- s

him by this name, but often they translated it into Dis; the
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Mythology

Latin word for rich. He had a fir-famed cap or helmet which
made whoever wore it invisible. It was rare that he left his'dark
realm to visit Olympus or the earth, nor was he ﬁammm to do
so. He was not a welcome visitor. He was unpitying, inexorable,
but just; a terrible, not an’evil god.

His wife was Persephone (Proserpine) ‘whom he’ carried
away from the earth and made Queen of the Lower World.

He was King of the Dead — not Death himself, whom the

Greeks called Thanatos and the Romans, Orcus.

PALLAS ATHENA (MINERVA)

She was the daughter of Zeus alone. No mother bore her. Full-

grown and in full‘armer, she: sprang: from his head. In the
earliest account of her, the Iliad, she is a fierce and ruthless
battle-goddess, but elsewhere she is warlike only to-defend the
Staté and- the. tiome - from -outside -enemies. She was pre-
eminently.the Goddess of the City, the protector of civilized
life, of handicrafts and agriculture; the inventor of the bridle,
who first tamed horses for-men to usé.’

She wasZeus’s fivorite -child: He trusted her to carry the
mim& aegis, his buckler, and his mmcmmﬁmuum weapon, the
thuliderbolt.

The word oftenest used to describe her is “gray-eyed,” or,
as it is sometimes translated, “flashing-eyed.” Of the three vir-
gin goddesses she was the chief and"was called the Maiden,
Paithenos, and her temple the Parthenon. In later poetry she
is the embodiment of wisdoin, réason, purity.

>~ro=m was rﬁ. mvoﬂm_ city; the olive created by vmu was her

The Gods S =t

PHOEBUS APOLLO e e

The son of Zeus and Leto (Latona), born in the little island of
Delos. He has been: called “the most Greek of all the: momm.s
He is a beautiful figure in' Greek poetry, the master musician
who delights Olympus.as he plays on his golden lyre; the lord
'too of the silver bow, the Archer-god, far-shooting; the Healer,
as well, who first taught men the healing art. Even more than
of these good and lovely endowments, he is the God-of Light,
in whom is no darkness at all, and so he is the God.of Truth.
No false word ever falls from his lips.

O Phoebus, from your throne of truth,

From your mﬂ&::-m place at the heart of the world,
You speak to men.

By Zeus’s decree no lie comes there,

No shadow to darken the word of truth.

Zeus sealed by an everlasting right

Apollo’s honour, that all may trust

With unshaken faith when he speaks.

Delphi under towering Parnassus, where Apollo’s oracle was,
plays an important part in mythology. Castalia was its sacred
spring; Cephissus its river. It was held to be the center of the
world, so many pilgrims came to it, from foreign countries as
well as Greece. No other shrine rivaled:it. The answers to the
quéstions asked by the anxious seekers for Truth were deliv-
ered by a priestess who went into a trance before she spoke.
The trance was ‘supposed.to'he caused by.a vapor. rising from
a deep cleft in the rock over which her seat was placed, a three-
legged stool, the tripod. -

Apollo was called Delian from Delos, the island of his birth,
and Pythian from his killing of a-serpent, Python, which once
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Mythology

lived in the caves of Parnassus. It was a frightful monster and
the contest was severe, but in the end the god’s unerring arrows
won the victory. Another name often given him was “the
Lycian,” variously explained as meaning Wolf-god, ﬁo&.om
Light, and God of Lycia. In the Hliad he is called “the Smin-
thian,” the Mouse-god, but whether because he protected mice
or destroyed them no one knows. Often he was'the Sun-god
too. His name Phoebus means “brilliant™ or.“shining.” Accu-
rately, however, the Sun-god was Helios, child of the Titan
Hyperion. .

%Mwoﬂo at Delphi was a purely beneficent power, a a.mwnnn m.nw
between gods and men, guiding men to know the divine §=,
showing them how to make peace with the gods; the wndmn.b
too, able to clednse even those stained with the blood of their
kindred. Nevertheless, there are a few tales told of him which
show him pitiless and cruel. Two ideas were fighting in him
as in all the gods; a primitiye, crude idea and .@m.n_”@w” was
beautiful and poetic. In him only a little of the primitive is ~.om.
" The laurel was his tree.. Many creatures were sacred to him,
chief among them the'dolphiin and the crow.

ARTEMIS (DIANA)
Also called Cynthia, from ker birthplace,
Mount Cynthus:in Delos.

Apollo’s twin sister, daughter of Zeus and Leto. She was one
of the three maiden goddesses of Olympus: —

Golden Aphrodite who stirs with love all creation,
Cannot bend nor ensnare three hearts: the pure maiden
Vesta,
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« Gray-eyed Athena who cares but for war and the arts of
the craftsmen,

Artemis, lover of:-woods-and-the wild: chase over the
mountains, |

She was the Lady of Wild Things, Huntsman-in-chief to the
gods, an odd office for 2 woman. Like a good huntsman, she
was careful to preserve the young; she was “the protectress of
dewy youth™ everywhere. Nevertheless, with one of those star-
tling contradictions so common in mythology, she kept the
Greek Fleet from sailing to Troy until they sacrificed a maiden
to her. In many another story, too, she is fierce and revengefial,
On the other hand, when women died a swift and painles
death, they were held to have been slain by her silver arrows.
. As Phoebus was the Sun; shé was the Moon, called Phoebe
and Selene (Luna in Latin). Neither name originally belonged

“tQ her. Phoebe was a Titan, one of the older gods. So too was

! Selene—a moon-goddess, indeed, but not connected with
Apollo. She vras the sister of Helios, the sun-god. with whom
Apollo was confused.

In the later poets, Arteinis is identified with Hecate. She is “the
goddess with three forms,” Selene.in the sky, Artemis. on earth,,
Hecate in the lower world and in' the world above when it is
wrapped in darkness. Hecate was the Goddess of the Dark of the
Moon, the black nights when the moon is hidden. She was associ-
ated with deeds of darkness, the Goddess of the. Crossways, which
were held to be ghostly places of evil magic. An awful divinity,

Hecate of hell, -
Mighty to shatter every stubborn thing,
Hark! Hark! her hounds are baying through the town.
Where three roads meet, there she is standing,
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‘It is a strange transformation from the lovely Huntress mmmE.sm
through the. forest, from the Moon making all beautiful with
her light, from the pure Maiden-Goddess for whom

Whoso is chaste of spirit utterly
May gather leaves and fruits and flowers.
The unchaste never.

In her is shown most vividly the uncertainty between good and
evil which is apparent in every one of the &ibmmnm..

The cypress was sacred to her; and all wild-animals, but
especially the deer.

APHRODITE (VENUS)

The.Goddess of Love and Beauty, who beguiled all, gods and
men alike; the langhterloving goddess, who laughed mﬂow.n—%
or mockingly at those her wiles had conquered; the irresistible
goddess who stole away even the wits of the wise. . .
She is the daughter of Zeus and Dione in the Iiad, but in

the later poems she is said to have sprung from the foam of the
sea,; and her name was explained as meaning “the foam-risen.”
Aphros is foam in Greek. This sea-birth took place near Cyth-
era, from where she was wafted to Cyprus. Both islands were
ever after sacred fo her, and she was called Cytherea or the
Cyprian as often as by her proper name.

" One of the Homeric Hymns, calling her “Beautiful, golden
goddess,” says of her: — :

The breath.of the west wind bore her

Over the sounding sea,
Up from the delicate foam,
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To vrave-ringed Cyprus, her isle.
And the Hours golden-wreathed
Welcomed her joypusly.

They clad her in mwmana immortal,
And brought her to the gods.
Wonder seized thern all as they saw |

Violet-crowned Cytherea.

. The Romans wrote of her in the same way. With her, beauty
comes. The winds flee before her and the storm clouds; sweet
flowers embroider the earth; the waves of the sea laugh; she
roves.in radiant light. Without her there i no joy nor.loveli-
ness anywhere. This is the picture the poets like best to paint
of her. _

But she had another side too. It was natural that she should
cut a poor figure in the Iliad, where the battle of heroes is the
theme. She is a soft, weak creature there, whom a mortal need
‘not fear to attack. In later poems she is usually shown as treach-
erous and malicious, exerting a deadly and destructive power
over men. . ‘ ‘

In most of the stories she is the wife of Hephaestus (Vulcan);®
the lame and ugly god of the forge.

The myrtle was her tree; the dove her bird —sometimes,
too, the sparrow and the swan.

HERMES (MERCURY)

Zeus was his.fathér and Maia, daughter of Atlas, his mother.
Because of a very popular statue his appearance is more famil-
iar to us than that of any other god. He was graceful and swift
of motion. On his feet were winged sandals; wings were on his

low-crowned hat, too, and on his magic wand, the Caduceus.
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"He was Zeus's Messenger, who “flies as fleet as thought to do
‘his bidding.” o

Of all the gods he was the shrewdest and mostcunning; in
fact he was the Master Thief, who started upon his career
before he was a day old.

The babe was born at the break of day,
And ere the night fell he had stolen away
Apollo’s herds. .

Zeus made him give them back, and he won >wo=..uwm mo.nw?n.unmm
by presenting him with the lyre which he had just invented,.
making it out of a tortoise’s shell. Perhaps there was some con-
nection between that very early story of him and the fact that he
was God of Commerce and the Market, protector &. traders.

In odd contrast to this idea of him, he.was also the solemn
guide of the dead, the Divine Herald who led the souls down
to their last home. . . o

He appears oftener in the tales-of mythology than any
other god.

ARES (MARS)

The God of War, son of Nocm.mﬂm_mn«m... both om.s&o..Eu ﬂou.bnu
says, detested him. Indeed, he is hateful throughout the Ilsad,

poem of war though it is. Occasionally the heroes “rejoice in

the delight of Ares’ battle,” but far oftener in having escaped.

“the fury of the ruthless god.” Homer calls .EHE murderous,
bloodstained, the incarnate curse of mortals; and, uﬁmm-mwg a
coward, too, who bellows. with: pain and runs away when he

is wounded. Yet he has a train of attendants on the battlefield

which should inspire anyone with confidence. His sister is

34

The Gods

there, Eris, which means Discord, and Strife, her son. The

Goddess. of War, Enyo, —in Latin Bellona; —walks beside him,

and with her are Terror and Trembling and Panic. As they

move, the voice of groaning arises behind them and the earth
streams with blood.

- The Romans liked Mars better than the Greeks liked Ares.
He never was to them the mean whining deity of the liad, but
magnificent in shining armor, redoubtable, invincible. The
warriors of the great Latin heroic poem, the deneid, far from
rejoicing to escape from him, rejoice when they see: that they
are to fall “on Mars’ field of renown.” They “rush on glorious
‘death” and find it “sweet to die in battle.”

- -Ares figures little in mythology. In one story he is the lover
of Aphrodite and held up to the contempt of the Olympians
by Aphrodite’s husband, Hephaestus; but for the most part he
is little more than'a symbol of war. He is not a distinct per-
‘sonality, like Hermes or Hera or Apollo.

- He had no-cities where he was worshiped. The Greeks said
vaguely that he came from Thrace, home of a rude, fierce
people in the northeast of Greece. : .

- Appropriately, his bird was the. vulture. The dog was
wronged by being chosen as his animal.

HEPHAESTUS (VULCAN AND MULCIBER)

'

The God of Fire, sometimes said to be the son of Zeus and

Hera,.sometimes of Hera alone, who bore him in retaliation

for Zeus’s having brought forth Athena. Among the perfectly
beautiful immortals he only was ugly. He was lame as well. In

‘one place in the [liad he says that his shameless.mother, when
she saw that he was born deformed, cast him-out of heaven; in

another place he declares that Zeus did this, angry with him
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for trying to defend Hera. This second story is the better
~known, because of Milton’s familiar lines: Mulciber was

Thrown by angry Jove
Sheer o’er the nn.vﬁm_ battlements; from morn
To noon he fell, from noon to.dewy eve,
A summer’s day, and with the setting sun
Dropt from the zenith like a falling star,
On Lemnos, the Aegean isle.

These events, however, were supposed to have taken place
in the far-distant past. In-Homer he is. in'no ‘danger-of being
driven from Olympus; he is ?mEv,.rozonnm there, the workman
of the immortals, their armorer and smith, who makes their
dwellings and their furnishings as well as their weapons. In
his workshop he has handmaidens he has forged out of gold
who can move and who help him in his work.

In the later poets his forge is often said to be under this or
that volcano, and to cause eruptions.

His wife is one of the three Graces in the Iliad; called Aglaia
in Hesiod; in the Odyssey she is Aphrodite.

He was a _m:-&ur peace-loving god, 13.&”” on earth as in
heaven. With Athena, he was important in the life of the city.
The two. were the patrons of handicrafts, the arts which along
with agriculture are the support of civilization; he the protector
of the smiths as she of the weavers. When children were for-
mally admitted to the city organization, the god of the cere-
mony was Hephaestus.

HESTIA (VESTA)

She was Zeus’s sister, and like Athena and Artemis a virgin
goddess. She has no distinct personality and she plays no.part
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in the myths. She was the Goddess of the Hearth, the symbol
of the home, around which the newborn child must be carried

before it could be received into the family. Every meal began
and ended with an ¢ffering to her.

Hestia, in all min@mﬁmm of men and immortals

Yours is the highest honor, the sweet wine offered
First and last at the feast, poured out to you duly. -
Never without you can gods or mortals hold banquet.

Each city too had a public ?um:v sacred to Hestia, where
the fire. was never allowed to go out. If a colony was to be
founded, the colonists carried Sﬁr them coals from the hearth
of the Eo&STQQ with which to kindle the fire on the new
city’s hearth.

In Rome her fire was cared for by six virgin priestesses,

called Vestals..

E LESSER GODS OF OLYMPE¥

There were otheMagyinities in heaven besig
Olympians. The most3
Eros (Cupid in Latin). |
Hesiod he is

es the twelve great
as the God of Love,

reart, mon where ..,rnno is hardness rn mowﬁg His meR,
is. Emn he cannot do wrong nor allow it; force never comes
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THE UNDERWORLD

The kirigdom of the dead was ruled by one of the twelve great
O_Emmmau“ Hades or-Pluto, and his Queen, Persephone. It is
. often called by his name, Hades. It lies, the Iliad says, beneath
the secret places of the earth. In the Odyssey, the way to it leads
over the edge of the world across Ocean. In later poets there
are various entrances to it from the earth through caverns and
beside deep lakes.

Tartarus and Erebus are sometimes two divisions of the
underworld, Tartarus the deéper of the two, the prison of the
Sons of Earth; Erebus where the dead pass-assoon as they die.
Often, however, there is no distinction bétween the two, and
either is used, especially Taitarus, as a name for the entire
lower region.

In Homer the underworld is vague, a shadowy place inhab-
ited by shadows. Zcmmbm is real there. The ghosts’ existence,
if it can be called that, is like a miserable dream. The later poets
define the world of the dead more and more clearly as the place
where the wicked are punished and the good rewarded. In the
Roman poet Virgil this idea is presented in great detail as in
no Grecek poet. All the torments of the one class and the joys
of the other are described at length. Virgil too is the only poet
who gives clearly the geography of the underworld. The path{
down to it leads to where Acheron, the river of woe, pours into
Cocytus, the river of lamentation. An aged boatman named
Charon ferries the souls of the dead across the water to the
farther bank, where stands the adamantine gate to Tartarus (the
name Virgil prefers). Charon will receive into his boat only
the souls of those upon whose lips the passage money was
placed when they died and who were duly buried.
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On guard before the gate sits CErBERUS, the three-headed,
dragon-tailed dog, who permits all spirits to exter, but none to
return. On his arrival each one is brought before three Jjudges,
Rhadamanthus, Mitios, and Aeacus; who pass sentence and
send, the wicked to nﬁmmmnﬁm torment and the good to a place
of blessedness called the Elysian Fields.

Three other Fivers, besides Acheron and Cocytus, separate
the underworld from the world above: Phlegethon, the river of
fire; Styx, the river of the unbreakable oath by which the gods
swear; and Lethe, the river of forgetfulness.

Somewhere in this vast region is Pluto’s palace, but
beyond saying that it is many-gated and crowded with innu-
merable guests, no writer describes it. Around it are wide
wastes, wan and cold, and meadows of asphodel, presumably
strange, pallid, mwomm% moioum. We do not know anything more
about it. The poets did not care to linger in that gloom-hidden -
abode.

s

==l

TaE Ermvves (the Furies) are placed by Virgil in the under-
world, where they mEEmv evildoers. The Greek poets thought
of them'chiefly as pursuing sinners on the earth. They were
inexorable, but just. Heraclitus says, “Not even the sun will
transgress his orbit but the Erinyes, the ministers of justice,
overtake him.” They were usually represented as three: Tisi-
phone, Megaera, and Alecto.

SLEEP, and DEeaTH, his brother, dwelt in the lower world.
Dreams too ascended from there to men. They passed through
two gates, one of horn through which true dreams went, one
of ivory for false dreams.




CHAPTERI

The .ﬁé.aes War

This story, of course, is taken almost entirely from Homer.

The Yliad, however, begins a\w&. the Greeks have reached
Troy, 8§ Apollo sends the pestilence upon them. It does
not mention the sacrifice of Iphigenia, and makes only a
dubious allusion to the Judgment of Paris. I have taken
Ipkigenia’s story from a play by the fifth-century tragic
poet Aeschylus, the Agamemnon, and the Fudgment of
Paris from the Trojan Woman; a play by his contemporary,
Euripides, adding a few details, such as the tale of Oenone,
Jrom the prose-writer Apollodorus, who wrote probably in
the first or second century A.D. He is usually very uninter-
esting, but in treating the events leading up to the lliad ke
was apparently inspired by touching so great a subject and
ke is less dull than in almost any other part of his book.

f ORE than a thousand years before Christ, near the
eastern end of the Mediterranean was a great city very
rich and powerful, secofid to none on earth. The name of it

\
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was Troy and even today no city is more famous. The cause
of this long-lasting fame was a war told of in one of the world’s
greatest poems, the Ilizd, and the cause of the war went back
to a dispute between three jealous goddesses.

Prologne: THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS

The evil goddess of Discord, Eris, was naturally not popular
in Olympus, and when the gods gave a banquet they were apt
to leave her out. Resenting this deeply, she determined to make
trouble —and she succeeded very well indeed. At an important
marriage, that of King Peleus and the sea nymph Thetis, to
which she alone of all the divinities was not invited, she threw
into-the banqueting hall a golden apple marked For the Fasrest.
Of course all the goddesses wanted it, but in the end the choice
was narrowed down to three: Aphrodite, Hera, and Pallas
Athena. They asked Zeus to judge between them, but very
wisely he refused to have anything to do with the matter. He
told them to go to Mount Ida, near Troy, where the young
prince Paris, also called Alexander, was keeping his father’s
sheep. He was an excellent judge of beauty, Zeus told them.

Paris, though a royal prince, was doing mvﬂuw@aw work
because his father Priam, the King of Troy, had been warned
that this prince would some day be the ruin of his country,
and so had sent him away. At the moment Paris was living with
a lovely nymph named Oenone.

His amazement can be imagined when there appeared before
him the wondrous forms of the three great goddesses. He was
not asked, however, to gaze at the radiant divinities and choose
which of them seemed to him the fairest, but only to consider
the bribes each offered and choose which seemed to him best
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worth taking, Nevertheless, the choice was not easy. What men
care for most was set before him. Hera promised to make him
Lord of Europe and, >m_m, Athena, that he would lead the Tro-
Jans to victory. mmﬁﬁmn the Greeks wbm lay Greece in ruins;

-Aphrodite, that the fairest woman-in all the SdnE should be

his. Paris, a inwEEm and moEnnwEm ofa noiww& too, as later
events showed, chose the last. He gave Aphrodite the golden
apple. -

That was the .?mmanﬁ of wmﬁm, famed oﬁ&i&n& as the
real reason ié the. Trojan War was mocmrr

THE &w&wz WAR

The fairest woman in the world was. mo_os, the daughter of
Zeus and Ledaand the sister of Castor and Pollux. Such was
the report of her beauty that not a young prince in Greece but
wanted to marry her. When her suitors assembled in her home
to make a formal ?.owomu_ for her hand they were s0 many and
from such powerful families that her reputed father,. King Tyn-

dareus, her mother’s. husband, was afraid to select one among
them, fearing that the others: would ‘unite against him, He-
therefore exacted first a solemn oath-from all that they would

champion the cause of Helen’s husband, whoever he might be,

if any wrong was done to him through his Emnn_mmn. It was,

after all, to each man’s advantage to take the oath, since each

was hoping he would be the person chosen, so ;_m% all bound

themselves to punish to the uttermost anyone who carried or
tried to carry Helen away. Then Tyndareus chose ‘Menelaus,

the’ brother of Agamemnon, and made him King of Sparta

as well,

So matters stood when Paris gave the golden apple to
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Aphrodite. The Goddess of Love and Beauty knew very well
where the most beautiful woman on earth was to be found. She
led the young mrnwr.%um, with never a thought of Oenone left
forlorn, straight to-Sgarta, where Menelaus and Helen received
him graciously as their guest. The ties between guest and
host were strong. Each was bound to help and never harm the
other. But Paris broke.that sacred bond. Menelaus trusting

completely to it left Paris in his home and went-off to Crete.
Then,

Paris who coming
Entered a friend’s kind dwelling,
Shamed the hand there that gave him food,
Stealing away a woman. -

Menelaus got back to find Helen gone, and he called upon
all Greece to help him. The chieftains responded, as they were
bound to do. They came eager for the great enterprise, to cross
the sea and lay mighty Troy in ashes. Two, however, of the
first rank, were missing: Odysseus, King of the Island of Ithaca,
and Achilles, the son of Peleus and the sea nymph Thetis.
Odysseus, who was one of the shrewdest and most sensible
men in Greece, did not want to leave his house and family to
embark on a romantic adventure overseas for the sake of a faith-
less woman. He pretended, therefore, that he had gone mad,
and when a messenger from the Greek Army arrived, the King
was plowing a field and sowing it with salt instead of seed. But
the messenger was shrewd too. He seized Odysseus’ little son
and put him directly in the way of the plow. Instantly the father
turned the plow aside, thus proving that he had all his wits
about him. However reluctant, he had to join the Army.

Achilles was kept back by his mother. The sea nymph knew
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that if he went to Troy he was fated to die there. She sent him
to the court of Lycomedes, the king who had treacherously
killed Theseus, and made him wear women’s clothes and hide
among the maidens. Odysseus was dispatched by the chieftains
to find him out. Disguised as a peddler he went to the court
where the lad was said to be, with gay ornaments in his pack
such as women love, and also some fine weapons. While the
girls flocked around the trinkets, Achilles fingered. the swords
and daggers. Odysseus knew him then, and he had no trouble
at all in making him disregard what his mother had said and
go to the Greek camp with him.

So the great fleet made ready. A thousand ships carried the
Greek host. They met at Aulis, a place of strong winds and
dangerous tides, impossible to sail from as long as the north
wind blew. And it kept on blowing, day after day. '

It broke men’s heart,
Spared not ship nor cable.
The time dragged.
Doubling itself in passing.

The Army was desperate. At last the soothsayer, Calchas,
declared that the gods had spoken to him: Artemis was angry.
One of her beloved wild creatures, a hare, had been slain by
the Greeks, together with her young, and the only way to calm
the wind and ensure a safe voyage to Troy was to appease her
by sacrificing to her a royal maiden, Iphigenia, -the eldest
daughter of the Commanderin Chief, Agamemnon, This was

terrible to all, but to her father hardly bearable.

If I must slay
The joy of my house, my daughter.
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A father’s hands
Stained with dark streams flowing
From blood of a‘girl

Slaughtered befote the altar.

Nevertheless he yielded. His reputation with.the Army was
at stake, and his ambition to conquer Troy and exalt Greece.

‘He dared the deed,
Slaying his child to help a war.

He sent home for her, writing his wife that he had arranged
a great marriage for her, to Achilles, who had already shown
himself the best and greatest of all chieftains. But when she
came to her wedding she was carried to the altar to be killed.

And all her prayers —cries of Father, Father,
Her maiden life,
These they held as nothing,

The savage warriors, battle-mad.

She died and the north wind ceased to blow and the Greek
ships sailed out over a quiet sea, but the evil price they had
paid was bound some day to bring evil down upon them. .

When they reached the mouth of the Simois, one of the riv-
ers of Troy, the first man to leap ashore was Protesilaus. It was
a brave deed, for the oracle had said that he who landed first
would be the first to-die. Therefore when he had fallen by a
Trojan spear the Greeks paid him honors.as though he were
divine and the gods, too, greatly distinguished him. They had
Hermes. bring him up from the dead to see once again his
deeply mourning wife, Laodamia. She would not give him up
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a second time, however. When he went back to the underworld
she'went with him; she killed herself.

"The thousand ships carried a great host of fighting men and
the Greek Army was very strong; but the Frojan City was
strong, too. Priam, the King, and his Queen, Hecuba, had
many brave sons to lead the attack and to defend the walls, one
above all, Hector, than whom no man w:%irn-.n was nobler or
more brave, and only one a greater warrior, the champion of
the Greeks, Achilles. Each knew that he would die before Troy
was taken. Achilles had been told by his mother: “Very brief
is your lot. Would that you could be free now from tears and
troubles, for you shall not long endure, my child, short-lived
beyond all men and to be pitied.” No divinity had told Hector,
but he was equally sure. “I know well in my heart and in my
soul,” he said to his wife Andromache, “the day shall come
when holy Troy will be laid low and Priam and Priam’s peo-
ple.” Both heroes fought under the shadow of certain death.

For nine years victory wavered, now to this side, now to
that. Neither was ever able to gain any decided advantage.
Then a quarrel flared up between two Greeks, Achilles and
Agamemnon, and for a time it turned the tide in favor of the
Trojans. Again a woman was the reason, Chryseis; A_m_umrnon
of Apollo’s priest, whom the Greeks had carried off and given
to Agamemnon. Her father came to beg for her release, but
Agamemnon would not let her go. Then the priest prayed to
the mighty god he served and Phoebus Apollo heard him. From
his sun-chariot he shot fiery arrows down upon the Greek
Army, and men sickened and died so that the funeral pyres
were burning continually.

At last Achilles called an assembly of the chieftains. He told
them that they could not hold out against both the pestilence
and the Trojans, and that they must either find a way to appease
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Apollo or else sail home. Then the prophet Calchas stood up
and said he knew why the god was angry, but that he was afraid
to speak unless Achilies would guarantee his safety. “I do so,”
Achilles answered, an{ns if you accuse Agamemnon himself.”
Every man there uhderstdod what that meant; they knew how
Apollo’s priest had been treated. When Calchas declared that
Chryseis must be given back to her father, he had all the chiefs
behind him and Agamemnon, greatly angered, was obliged to
agree. “But if I lose her who was my prize of honor,” he told
Achilles, “I will have another in her stead.”

Therefore when Chryseis had been returned to her father,
Agamemnon sent two of his squires to Achilles’ tent to take
his prize of honor away from him, the maiden Briseis. Most
unwillingly they went and stood before the hero in heavy
silence. But ro.wuo.«&nm their errand told them it was not they
who were wronging him. Let them take the girl without fear
for themselves, but hear him first while he swore before gods
and men that Agamemnon would pay dearly for the deed.

That night Achilles’ mother, silver-footed Thetis the sea
nymph, came to him. She was as angry as he. She told him to
have nothing more to do with the Greeks, and with that she
went up to heaven and asked Zeus to give success to the Tro-
jans. Zeus was very reluctant. The war by now had reached
Olympus—the gods were ranged against each other. Aphro-
dite, of course, was on the side of Paris. Equally, of course,
Hera and Athena were against him. Ares, God of War, always
took sides with Aphrodite; while Poseidon, Lord of the Sea,
favored the Greeks, a sea people, always great sailors. Apollo
cared for Hector and for his sake helped the Trojans, and Arte-
mis, as his sister, did so too. Zeus liked the Trojans best, on
the whole, but he wanted to be neutral because Hera was so
disagreeable whenever he opposed. her openly. However, he
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could not resist Thetis. He had a hard time with Hera, who
guessed, as she usually did, what he was about. He was driven
finally into telling her that he would lay hands upon her if she
did not stop talking. Hera kept silence then, but her thoughts
were busy as to how she might help the Greeks and circumvent
Zeus.

- The plan Zeus made was simple. En knew that the Greeks
i:rc:n Achilles were inferior to the Trojans, and he sent a
lying dream to Agamemnon promising him victory if he
attacked. While Achilles stayed in his tent a fierce battle fol-
lowed, the hardest yet fought. Up on the wall of Troy the old
King Priam and the other old men, wise in the ways of war,
sat watching the contest. To them came Helen, the cause of all
that agony and death, yet as they looked at her, they could not
feel any blame. “Men must fight for such as she,” they said to
each other. “For her face was like to that of an immortal spirit.”
She stayed by them, telling them the names of this and that
Greek hero, until to their astonishment the battle ceased. The
armies drew back on either side and in the space between,
Paris and Menelaus faced each other. It was evident that the
sensible decision had been reached to let the two most con-
cerned fight it out alone.

Paris struck first, but Menelaus caught the swift spear on
his shield, then hurled his own. It rent Paris’ tunic, but did
not wound him. Menelaus drew his sword, his only weapon
now, but as he did so it fell from his hand broken. Undaunted
though unarmed he leaped upon Paris and seizing him by his
helmet’s crest swung him off his feet. He would have dragged
him to the Greeks victoriously if it had not been for Aphrodite.
She tore away the strap that kept the helmet on so that it came
away in Menelaus’ hand. Paris himself, who had not fought at
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all except to throw his spear, she caught up in a cloud and took
back to Troy.

Furiously Menelaus went through the Trojan ranks secking
Paris, and not a man there but would have helped him for they
all hated Paris, but rmm was gone, no one knew how or where.
So Agamemnon spoke to both armies, declaring that Menelaus
was victor and bidding the Trojans give Helen back. This was
just, and the Trojans would have agreed if Athena, at Heras
prompting, had not interfered. Hera was determined that-the
war should not end until Troy was ruined. Athena, sweecping
down to the battlefield, persuaded the foolish heart of Panda-
rus, a Trojan, to break the truce and shoot an arrow at Mene-
laus. He did so and wounded him, only slightly, but the Greeks
in rage at the treackiery turned upon the Trojans and the battle
was on again. Terror and Destruction and Strife, whose fury
never slackens, all friends of the murderous War-god, were
there to urge men on to slaughter each other. Then the voice
of groaning was heard and the voice of triumph from slayer
and from slain and the earth steamed with blood.

On the Greek side, with Achilles gone, the two greatest
champions were Ajax and Diomedes. They fought gloriously
that day and many a Trojan lay on his face in the dust before
them. The best and bravest next to Hector, the Prince Aeneas,
came near to death at' Diomedes’ hands. He was of more than
royal blood; his mother was Aphrodite herself, and when Dio-
medes wounded him she hastened down to the battlefield to
save him. She lifted him in her soft arms, but Diomedes, know-
ing she was a.coward goddess, not one of those who like Athena
are masters where warriors fight, leaped toward her and
wounded her hand. Crying out she let Aeneas fall, and weeping
for pain made her way to Olympus, where Zeus smiling to see
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the laughter-loving goddess in tears bade her stay away from
battle and remember hers were the works of love and not of
war. But although his mother failed him Aeneas was not killed.
Apollo enveloped him in a cloud and carried him to sacred
Pergamos, the holy place of Troy, where Artemis healed him
of his wound.

But Diomedes raged on, working havoc in the Trojan ranks
until he came face to face with Hector. There to his dismay he
saw Ares too. The bloodstained murderous god of war was
fighting for Hector. At the sight Diomedes shuddered and cried
to the Greeks to fall back, slowly, however, and with their faces
toward the Trojans. Then Hera was angry. She urged her
horses to Olympus and asked Zeus if she might drive that bane
of men, Ares, from the battlefield. Zeus, who loved him no
more than Hera did even though he was their son; willingly
gave her leave. She hastened down to stand beside Diomedes
and urge him to smite the terrible god and have no fear, At
~ that, joy filled the hero’s heart. He rushed at Ares and hurled
his spear at him. Athena drove it home, and it entered Ares’
body. The War-god bellowed as loud as ten thousand cry in
battle, and at the awful sound trembling seized the whole host,
Greeks and Trojans alike.

Ares, really a bully at heart and unable to bear what he
v_.osmrn upon unnumbered multitudes of men, fled up to Zeus
in Olympus and complained bitterly of Athena’s violence. But
Zeus looked at him sternly and told him he was as intolerable
as his mother, and bade him cease his whining. With Ares
gone, however, the Trojans were forced to fall back. At this
crisis a brother of Hector’s, wise in discerning the will of the
gods, urged Hector to go with all speed to the city and tell the
Queen, his mother, to offer to Athena the most beautiful robe
she owned and pray her to have mercy. Hector felt the wisdom
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of the advice and sped through the gates to the m&wn.ﬁ where
his mother did all as he said. She took a robe so precious that
it shone like a star,jand laying it on the goddess’s knees she
besoughit her: “Lady. Athena, spare the city and the wives of
the Trojans and the little children.” But Pallas Athena denied
the prayer. :

‘As Hector went back to the battle he turned aside to see
once more, perhaps for the last time, the wife he tenderly loved,
Andromache, and his son Astyanax. He met her on the wall
where she had gone in terror to watch the fighting when she
heard the Trojans were in retreat. With her was a handmaid
carrying the little boy. Hector smiled and looked at them
silently, but Andromache took his hand in hers and wept. “My
dear lord,” she said, “you whe are father and mother and
brother unto me as well as husband, stay here with us. Do not
make me 2 widow and your-child an orphan.” He refused her
gently. He could not be a coward, he said. It was for him to
fight always in the forefront of the battle. Yet she could know
that he never forgot what her anguish would be when he died.
That was the "rc.nmru that troubled him above all else, more than
his many other cares. He turned to leave her, but first he held
out his arms to his son. Terrified the little boy shrank back,
afraid of the helmet and its fierce nodding crest. Hector langhed
and took the shining helmet from his head. Then holding the
child in his-arms he caressed him and prayed, “O Zeus, in
after years may men say of this my son when he returns from
battle, “Far greater is he than his father was.’”

"So he laid the boy in his wife’s-arms. and she took him,
smiling, yet with tears. And Hector pitied her anid touched her
tenderly with his hand and spoke to her: “Dear one, be not so
sorrowful. That which is fated must come to pass, but against
my fate no man can kill me.” Then- taking up his lielmet he
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left ‘her and she went to her house, often looking back at him
and weeping bitterly.

Once again on the battlefield he was eager for the fight, and
better fortune for a time lay before him.:Zeus had by now
remembered his promise to Thetis to avenge Achilles’ wrong.
He ordered all the other immortals to stay in Olympus; he
himself went down to earth to help the Trojans. Then it went
hard with the Greeks. Their great champion was far away.
Achilles sat alone in his tent, brooding over his wrongs. The
great Trojan champion had never before shown himself so bril-
liant and so brave. Hector seemed irresistible. Tamer of horses,

‘the Trojans always called him, and he drove his car through

the Greek ranks as if the same spirit animated steeds and
driver. His glancing helm was everywhere and one gallant war-
rior after another fell beneath his terrible-bronze spear. When
evening ended the battle, the Trojans had driven the Greeks
back almost to their ships.

There was rejoicing in Troy that night, but grief and despair
in the Greek camp. Agamemnon himself was all for giving up
‘and sailing back to Greece. Nestor, however, who was.the old-
est among the chieftains and therefore the wisest, wiser even
than the shrewd Odysseus, spoke out boldly and told Agamem-
‘non that if lie had not angered Achilles they would not have
been defeated. “Try to find some way of appeasing him,” he
said, “instead of going home disgraced.” All applauded the
advice and Agamemnon confessed that he bad acted like a fool.
He would send Briseis back, he promised them, and with her
many other splendid gifts, and he begged Odysseus to take his
offer to Achilles, .

Odysseus and the two chieftains chosen to accompany him
found the hero with his. friend Patroclus, who of all men on
earth was dearest to him. Achilles welcomed them courteously
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and set food and drink before them, but when they told him
why they had come and all the rich gifts that would be his if
he would yield, and begged him to have pity on his hard-
pressed countrymen, they received an absolute refusal. Not all
the treasires of Egypt could buy him, he told them. He was
sailing home and they-would be wise to do the same.

But all rejected that counsel when Odysseus brought back
the answer. The next day they went into battle withi the desper-
ate courage of brave men cornered. Again they were driven
back, until they stood fighting on the beach where their ships
were drawn up. But help was at hand. Hera had laid her plans,
She saw Zeus sitting on Mount Ida watching the Trojans con-
quer, and she _Eosmrﬁ how she detested him. But she knew
well that she could get the better of him only in one way. She
must go to him looking so lovely that he could not resist her.
When he took her in his arms she would pour sweet sleep upon
him and he would forget the Trojans, So she did. She went to
her chamber and used every art she knew to make herself beau-
tiful beyond compare. Last of all she borrowed- Aphrodite’s
girdle wherein were all her enchantments, and with this added”
charm she appeared before Zeus. As he saw her, love-overcame
his heart so that he ‘thought no ‘more of his Ppromise to
Thetis. ,

At once the battle turned in favor of the Greeks. Ajax hurled
Hector to- the ground, although: before he could wound him
Aeneas lifted him-and bore him away. With Hector gone, the
Greeks were able to drive the Trojans far back from the ships’
and Troy might have been sacked that very day if Zeus had not
awakened. He leaped up and saw the Trojans in flight and
Hector lying gasping on the plain. All was clear to him and he
turned fiercely to Hera. This was her doing; he said, her crafty,
crooked ways. He was half-minded to give her then and there
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abeating, When it came to that kind of fighting Hera wza_i mwa.
was helpless. She promptly denied that she w»n—,r&.mnwﬁ_w_m
to do with the Trojans’ defeat. It was-all wo_uammo:, she said,
and indeed the Sea-god had been helping the ﬁunnw..w. contrary
to Zeus's orders, brit only because she had begged-him. How-
ever, Zeéus was glad enough of an excuse not to lay vwn.&w on
her. He sent her back to Olympus and m:EBolo@ Iris, ,.nrn
rainbow messenger, to carry his ¢ommiand to Poseidon to with-
draw from the field. Sullenly the Sea-god obeyed: and once
more the tide of battle turned against the Greeks. .
Apollo. had revived the fainting Hector and ?...umﬁr& into
him strpassing power. Before the two, the god and nw.n hero,
the Greeks were like a flock of frightened sheep driven by
mountain lions. They fled in confusion to the .mEvm..\..\ and the
wall they had built to defend them went down r..w.m a .m,ﬁ.um wall
children heap up on the shore and then scatter in their play.
The Trojans were almost near enough to set the ships on fire. The
Greeks, hopeless, thought only of dying bravely.
Patroclus, Achilles’ beloved friend, saw the rout with horror.
Not even for Achilles’ sake could he stay longer away from the
battle. “You can keep your wrath while your countrymen go
dowri in ruin,” he cried to Achilles. “I cannot. Give me your
armor. If they, think-1 am you, the Trojans may pause and the
worn-out Greeks have a breathing space. You and I are mnn.mr.
We E.w.me.nn drive back the enemy. Butif you 5: sit nursing
your anger, at least let me have the armor.” As he mm..cwo‘ one of
the Greek ships burst into.flame. “That way they can cut off
-the >~.iw.m retreat,” Achilles said. “Go. Take my armor, mé
men too, and defend the ships. I cannot go. I am a man dis-
honored. For my own ships, if the. battle comes near EWB,, I
will fight. I will not fight for men who have &umumo.m,m.ﬁo.u
' So Patroclus put on the splendid armor all the Trojans knew
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and feared, and led the Myrmidons, Achilles’ men, to the bat-
tle. At the first onset of this new band of warriors the Trojans
wavered; they thought Achilles led them on. And indeed for a
time Patroclus fought as gloriously as that great hero himself
could have done. But at last he met Hector face to face and his
doom was sealed as surely as a boar is doomed when he faces
a lion. Hector’s spear gave him a mortal wound and his soul
fled from his body-down to the house of Hades. Then Hector
stripped his armor from him and casting his own aside, put it
on. It seemed as though he had taken on, too, Achilles’ strength,
and no man of the Greeks could stand before him. .
Evening came that puts an end to battle. Achilles sat-by his
tent waiting for Patroclus to return. But instead he saw old
Nestor’s son running toward him, fleet-footed Antilochus. He
was weeping hot tears as he ran. “Bitter tidings,” he cried out.
“Patroclus is fallen and Hector has his armor.” Grief took hold
of Achilles, so black that those around him feared for his life.
Down in the sea caves his mother knew his-sorrow and came
up to try to comfort him. “I will no. longer live among men,”
he told her, “if I do not make Hector pay with his death for
Patroclus dead.” Then Thetis weeping bade him remember
that he himself was fated to die straightway after Hector. “So
may I do,” Achilles answered, “I who did not help my comrade
in his sore need. I will kill the destroyer of him I loved; then
I will accept death when it comes.” o
Thetis did not attempt to hold hiri back. “Only wait until
morning,” she-said, “and-you will not go unarmed to battle. I
will bring you arms fashioned by the divine armorer, the god

Hephaestus himself*

Marvelous arms they were when Thetis brought them, wor-
thy of their maker, such as no man on earth had ever borne:
The Myrmidons gazed at them with awe and a flame of fierce
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joy blazed in Achilles’ eyes as he put them on. Then at last he
left the tent in which he had sat so long, and went down to
where the Greeks were gathered, a wretched company, Dio-
medes grievously wounded, Odysseus, Agamemnon, and many
another. He felt shame before them and he told them he saw
his own exceeding folly in allowing the loss of a mere girl to
make him forget everything else. But that was over; he was
ready to lead them as before. Let them prepare at once for the
battle. The chieftains applauded joyfuily, but Odysseus spoke
for all when he said they must first take their fill of food mu.m
wine, for fasting men made poor fighters. “Our comrades lie
dead on the field and you call to food,” Achilles wnminnom
scornfully. “Down my throat shall go neither bite nor sup until
my dear comrade is avenged.” And to himselfhe said, “O dear-
est of friends, for want of you I eannot eat, I cannot drink.”
When the others had satisfied their hunger he léd the attack.
This was the last fight between the two great champions, as
all the immortals knew. .Hr_n%. also knew how it s.oE.m turn
out. Father Zeus hung his golden balances and set in one the
lot of Hector’s death and in the other that of Achilles. Hector’s
lot sank down. It was appointed that he should die. = -
Nevertheless, the victory was long in doubt. The Trojans
under Hector fought as brave men fight before the walls of their
home. Even the great river of Troy, which the gods call Xanthus
and men Scamander, took part and strove to drown. Achilles
as he crossed its watérs. In vain, for nothing could check him
ag he rushed on slaughtering all in his path and seeking every-
where for Hector. The gods by now were fighting, too, as hotly
as the men, and Zeus sitting apart in Olympus laughed pleas-
antly to himself when he saw god matched against god: .Pnrn:.m
felling Ares to the ground; Hera seizing the bow of Artemis
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from her shoulders and boxing her ears with it this way and
that; Poseidon provoking Apollo with taunting words to strike
him first. The Sun-god refused. the challenge. He knew it was
of no use now to fight for Hector.

By this time the gates, the great Scaean gates of Troy, had
been flung wide, for the Trojans at last were in full flight and
were crowding into the town. Only Hector stood immovable
‘before the wall. From the gates old Priam, his father, and his
mother Hecuba cried to him to come within and save himself,
but he did not heed. He was thinking, “I led the Trojans. Their
defeat is my fault. Then am I to spare myself? And yet—what
if I were to lay.down shield and spear and go tell Achilles that
we will give Helen back and half of Troy’s treasures with her?
Useless. He would but kill me ynarmed as if I were a woman.,
Better to join battle with him now even if I die.”

On came Achilles, glorious as the sun when he rises. Beside’
him was Athena, but Hector was alone. Apollohad left him to
his fate. As the pair drew near he turned and fled. Three timés
around the wall of Troy pursued and pursuer ran with flying
feet. It was Athena who made Hector halt. She appeared beside
him in the shape of his brother, Deiphobus, and with this ally
as he thought, Hector faced Achilles. He cried out to him, “If
L'kill you I will give back your body to your friends and do
you do the same to me.” But Achilles answered, “Madman.
There are no covenants between sheep and wolves, nor between
you and me.” So saying he hurled his spear. It missed its aim,
but Athena brought it back. Then Hector struck with a true
aim; the spear hit the center of Achilles’ shield. But to what
good? That armor was magical dnd could not be pierced. He
turned quickly to Deiphobus to get his spear, but he was not
there. Then Hector knew the truth. Athena had tricked him
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and there was no way of escape. “The gods have summoned
mé to death,” he thought. “At least I will not die without a
struggle, but in some great deed of arms which men yet to be
born will tell each other.” He drew his sword, his only weapon
now, and rushed upon his enemy. But Achilles had a spear,
the one Athena had recovered for him. Before Hector could
approach, he who knew well that armor taken by Hector from
the dead Patroclus aimed at an opening in it near the throat,
and drove the spearpoint in. Hector fell, dying at last. With
his last breath he prayed, “Give back my body to my father
and my mother.” “No prayers from you to me, you dog,” Achil-
les answered. “I would that I could make myself devour raw
your flesh for the evil you have brought upon me.” Then Hec-
tor’s soul flew forth from his. body and was gone to Hades,
bewailing his fate, leaving vigor and youth behind.

Achilles stripped the bloody armor from the corpse while
the Greeks ran up to wonder how tall he was as hie lay there
and how noble to look upon. But Achilles’ mind was on other
matters. He pierced the feet of the dead man and fastened them
with thongs to the back of his chariot, letting the head trail.
Then he lashed his horses and round and round the walls of
Troy he dragged all that was left of glorious Hector.

At last when his fierce soul was satisfied with vengeance he
stood beside the body of Patroclus and said, “Hear me even
in the house of Hades. I have dragged Hector behind my char-
iot and I will give him to the dogs to devour beside ‘your funeral
Eqdv in O@B@E there was dissension. This abuse of the dead
displeased all the immortals except Hera and Athena and
Poseidon. Especially it displeased Zeus. He sent Iris to Priam,
to order him to go without fear to Achilles to redeem Hector’s
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~body, bearing a rich ransom. She was to tell him that violent

as'Achilles was, he was not really evil, but one who would treat
properly a mﬁm.wrmur .

Then the aged H&bm heaped a car with splendid treasures,
the best in Troy, and went over the plain to'the Greek camp.
Hermes met him, Hoc_nnm like a Greek youth and offering him-
self as a guide to Achilles’ tent. So accompanied the old man
passed the guards and came into'the presence of the man who
had killed and maltreated his son. He clasped his knees and
kissed his hands and as he did so Achilles felt awe and so did
all the others there, looking strangely upon ome another.
“Remember, Achilles,” Priam said, “your own father, of like
years with me and like me wretched for want of a son. Yet I
am by far more to be pitied who have braved what no man on
earth ever did before, to stretch out my hand to the slayer of
my son,”

Grief stirred within Achilles’ heart as he listened. Gently he
raised the old man. “Sit by me here,” he said, “and let our
sorrow lie quiet in our hearts. Evil is all men’s lot, but yet we
must keep courage.” Then he bade his servants wash and
anoint Hector’s body and cover it with a soft robe, so that
Priam should not see it, frightfully mangled as it was, and be
unable to keep back, his wrath. He feared for his own self-
control if Priam vexed him. “How many days do you desire to
make his funeral?” he asked. “For so long 1 will keep the
Greeks back from battle.” Then Priam brought Hector home,
mourned in Troy as never another. Even Helen wept. “The
other Trojans upbraid me,” she said, “but always I had comfort
from you through the gentleness of your spirit and your gentle
words. You only were my friend.” )

Nine days they lamented him; then they laid him on a lofty
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pyré and set fire to it. When all was burned they quenched the
flame with wine and gathered the bones into a golden urn,
shrouding them in soft purple. They set the urn in a hollow
grave and piled great stones over it. .

This was the funeral of Hector, tamer of horses.

And with it the Iliad ends.
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CHAPTERII

The Fall of Troy

The greater part of this story comes from Virgil. The cap-

ture of ﬁ.@ is the subject of the second book of the Aeneid,

and it is one of the best, if not the best, story Virgil ever
told — concise, pointed, vivid. The beginning and the end
of my account are not in Virgil. I have taken the story of
Philoctetes and the death of Ajax from twe plays of the
Jifth-century tragic poet Sophocles. The end, the tale of
what happened to the Trojan women when Troy fell, comes
%&S a ﬁ@ by Sophocles’ fellow playwright, Euripides. It
i$ @ curious contrast to the martial spirit of the Aeneid. To
Virgil as to all Roman poets, war was the noblest and most
glorious of kuman activities. Four hundred years before
Virgil a Greek poet looked at it differently. What was
the end of that far-famed war? Euripides seems to ask.

Fust this, a ruined town, a dead baby, a few wreiched
women. .
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/ ITH Hector dead, Achilles knew, as his mother had
¥ told him, that his own death was near. One more great
feat of arms he did before his fighting ended forever. Prince
Memnon of Ethiopia, the son of the Goddess of the Dawn,
came to the assistance of Troy with a large army and for a time,
even though Hector was gone, the Greeks were hard-pressed
and lost many a gallant warrior, including swift-footed Antilo-
chus, old Nestor’s son. Finally, Achilles killed Memnon in a
glorious combat, the Greek hero’s last battle. Then he himself
fell beside the Scaean gates. He had driven the Trojans before
him up to the wall of Troy. There Paris shot an arrow at him
and Apollo guided it so that it struck his foot in the one spot
where he could be wounded, his heel. His mother Thetis when
he was born had intended to make him invulnerable by dipping
him into the River Styx, but she was careless and did not see
to it that the water covered the part of the foot by which she
was holding him. He died, and Ajax carried his body out of
the battle while Odysseus held the Trojans back. It is said that
after he had been burned on the funeral pyre his bones were
placed in the same urn that held those of his friend Patroclus.
His arms, those marvelous arms Thetis had brought him
from Hephaestus, caused the death of Ajax. It was decided in
full assembly that the heroes who best deserved them were
Ajax and Odysseus. A secret vote was then taken between the
two, and Odysseus got the arms. Such a decision was a very
serious matter in those days. It was not only that the man who
won was honored; the man who was defeated was held to be
dishonored. Ajax saw himself disgraced and in a fit of furious
anger he determined to kill Agamemnon and Menelaus. He
believed and with reason that they had turned the vote against
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him. At nightfall he went to find them and he had reached their
quarters when Athena struck him with madness. He thouglit
the flocks and rnnma, of the Greeks were the Army, and rushed
to kill them, rormﬁﬁm that he was slaying now this chieftain,
now that. Finally he: m_.mmmn& to his tent a huge ram which to
his distracted mind was Odysseus, bound him to the tent-pole
and beat him savagely. Then his frenzy left him. He regained
his reason and saw that his disgrace in not winning the arms
had been but a shadow as compared with the same his own
deeds had drawn down upon him. His rage, his folly, his mad-
ness, would be apparent to everyone. The slaughtered animals
were lying all over the field. “The poor cattle,” he said to him-
self, “killed to no purpose by my hand! And I stand here alone,
hateful to men and to gods. In such a state only a coward clings
to life. A man if he cannot live nobly can die nobly.” He drew
his sword and killed himself. The Greeks would not burn his
body; they buried him. They held that a suicide should not be
honored with a funeral pyre and urn-burial.

His death following so soon upon Achilles’ dismayed the
Greeks. Victory seemed as far off as ever. Their prophet Cal-
chas told them that he had no message from the gods for them,
but that there was a man among the Trojans who knew the
future, the prophet Helenus. If they captured him they could
learn from him what they should do. Odysseus succeeded in
making hima prisoner, and he told the Greeks Troy would not
fall until some one fought against the .H._.&mum with the bow
and arrows of Hercules. These had been given when Hercules
died to the Prince Philoctétes, the man who had fired his
funeral pyre and who later had ._E:nm the Greek host when
mvm% sailed to Troy. On the voyage the Greeks stopped at an
island to offer a sacrifice and Philoctetes was bitten by a ser-
pent, a most frightful wound. It would not heal; it was impossible
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to'carry him to Troy as’he was; the Army could not wait. They
left him finally at Lemnos, then an uninhabited island although
once the heroes of the Quest of the Golden Fleece had found
plenty of women there. -
It was cruel to desert the helpless sufferer, but they were
desperate to get on to Troy, and.with his bow and arrows he
would at least never lack for food. When Helenus spoke, how-
ever, the Greeks knew well that it would be hard to persuade
him whom they had so wronged, to give his precious weapons
to them. So they sent Odysseus, the master of crafty cunning,
to get them by trickery. Some say that Diomedes went with him
and others Neoptolemus, also called Pyrrhus, the young son of
Achilles. They succeeded in stealing the bow and arrows, but
when it came to leaving the poor wretch alone there deprived
of them, they could not do it. In the end they persuaded him
to go with them. Back at Troy the wise physician of the Greeks
healed him, and when at last he went joyfully once again into
battle the first man he wounded with his arrows was Paris. As
he fell Paris begged to be carried to Oenone, the nymph he had
lived with on Mount Ida before the three goddesses camé to
him. She had told him that she knew a magic drug to cure any
ailment. They took him to her and he asked her for his life, but
she refused. His desertion of her, his long forgetfulness, could
not be forgiven in a moment because of his need. She watched
him die; then she went away and killed herself.

Troy did not fall because Paris was dead.. He was, indeed,
no great loss. At last the Greeks learned that there was a most
sacred image of Pallas Athena inthe city, called the Palladium,
and that as long as the Trojans had it Troy could not be taken.
Accordingly, the two greatest of the chieftains left alive by
then, Odysseus and Diomedes, determined to try to steal it.
Diomedes was the one who bore the image off. In a dark night
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he climbed the wall with Odysseus’ help, found the Palladium
and took it to the camp. With this great encouragement the
Greeks determined to wait no longer, but devise some way to
put an end to the endless war.

They saw clearly by. now that unless they could get their
Army into the city and'take the Trojans by uEﬁﬂmP they would
never conquer. Almost ten years had passed since they had firs
laid siege-to the town, and it mnnEam as strong as ever. The
walls stood uninjured. They had never suffered a real attack.
The fighting had taken place, for the most part, at a distance
from them. The Greeks must find a secret way of entering -the
city, or accept defeat. The result of this new determination and
new vision' was the stratagem of the wooden horse. It was, as
anyone would guess, the creation of Odysseus’ wily mind.

He had a skillful worker'in wobd make a huge wooden horse
which was hollow and so big that it could hold a number of
men. Then he persuaded —and had a great difficulty in doing
so— certain of the chieftains to hide inside it, along with him:
self, of course. They were all terror-stricken except Achilles’
son Neoptolemus, and indeed what they faced was.no slight
danger. The idea was. that all the other Greeks should strike
camp, and apparently put out to sea; but they would Rm:w hide
beyond the nearest islind where they could not be seen by the
Trojans.. Whatever happened they would be safe; they.could
sail home if anything went wrong, But in'that case ?a men
inside the wooden horse would surely die.

Odysseus, as can be readily believed, had not overlooked
this fact. His plan was-to leave a ‘single Greek behind in the
deserted camp; primed with a tale calculated to-make the Tro-

jans draw the horse into the city —and- without investigating
it. Then, when night was darkest, the Greeks inside were to
leave their wooden prison and open the city gates to the Army,
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which by that time would have sailed back, and be waiting
before the wall.

A night came when the plan was carried, out. Then the Iast
day of Troy dawned. On the walls the Trojan watchers saw
with astonishment two sights, each as startling as the other. Iii
front of the Scaean gates stood an enormous figure of a horse,
such. a thing 2s no one had ever seen, an apparition so strange
that it was vaguely terrifying, even though there was no sound
ot movement coming from it. No sound or movement any-
where, indeed. The noisy Greek camp was hushed; nothing
was stirring there. And the ships were gone. Only-one conclu-
sion seemed possible: The Grecks had given up. They had
sailed for Greece; they had accepted defeat. All Troy exulted.
Her long warfare was over; her sufferings lay behind her.

The people flocked to the abahdoned Greek camp to see the
sights: here Achilles had sulked so long; there Agamemnon’s
tent had stood; this was the.quarters of the trickster, Odysseus.
What rapture to see the places empty, nothing in them now to
fear. At last they drifted back to where that monstrosity, the
wooden horse, stood, and they gathered around it, puzzled
what to do with it. Then the Greek who had been left behind
in the camp discovered himself to them. His name was Sinon,
and he was a most plausible speaker. He was seized and dragged
to Priam, weeping and protesting that he no longer wished to
be a Greek. The story he told was one of Odysseus’ master-
pieces. Pallas Athena had been exceedingly angry, Sinon said,
at the theft of the Palladium, and the Greeks in terfor had sent
to the oracle to ask how they could appease her. The oracle
answered: “With blood and with a maiden slain you calmed
the winds-when first you came to Troy. With blood must your:
return be sought. With a Greek life make expiation.” He him-
self, Sinon told Priam, was the wretched victim chosen to-be
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sacrificed. All was ready for the awful rite, which was to be
carried out just before the Greeks’ departure, but in the night
he had managed to, escape and hidden in a swamp had watched
the ships sail away.

It was a good tale and the Trojans never questioned it. They
pitied Sinon;and assured him that he should henceforth live
as one of themselves. So it befell that by false cunning and
pretended tears those were conquered whom great Diomedes
had never overcome, nor savage Achilles, nor ten years of war-
fare, nor a thousand ships. For Sinon did not mcnma» the second
part of his story. The wooden horse had been made; he said,
as a.votive offering to Athena, and the reason for its immense
size was to discourage the Trojans from taking it into the city.
What the Greeks lioped for was that the Trojans would destroy
it and so draw down upon them Athena’s anger. Placed in the
city, it would turn her favor to them and away from the Greeks.
The story was clever enough to have had by itself, in all prob-
ability; the desired effect; but Poseidon, the most bitter of all
the gods against Troy, contrived an addition which made the
issue certain. The priest Laocotn, when the horse was first
discovered, had been urgent with the Trojans to destroy it. “I
fear the Greeks even when they bear m;.nm, ” he said. Cassandra,
Priam’s daughter, had echoed *his warning, but no one ever
listened to her and she had gone back to the palace ‘before
Sinon mvwnsua& Laocodn and his two sons heard his story
with suspicion, the only doubters there. As Sinon finished,
suddenly over the sea came two fearful serpents ESBSEW to
the land. Once there, they: glided straight to Laocotn. They
wrapped their huge coils .around him and the two lads and
they crushed the life out of them. Then they disappeared
within Athena’s temple.

There could be no further hesitation. To the horrified spec-

276

.ﬂw!

The Fall of Troy

tators Laocotn had been punished for opposing the entry of
the horse which most certainly no one else would now do. All
the people cried, §

“Biing the carven'image in.

Bear it to Athena, *

Fit gift for the child of Zeus.”

Who of the young but hurried forth?

Who of the old would stay at home?

With song and rejoicing they brought death in,

‘Treachery and destruction.

They drigged: the horse through the gate and up to the
temple of Athena. Then, rejoicing in their good fortune, believ-
ing the war ended and Athena’s favor restored to them, they
went to their houses in peace as they had not for ten years.

In the middle of the night the door in the horse opened.
One by one the chieftains let. themselves down. They stole to
the gates and threw them wide, and into the sleeping town
marched the Greek Army: What they had first to do could be
carried out silently. Fires were started in buildings throughout
the city. By the time the Trojans were awake, before they real-
ized what had happened, while they were struggling into their
armor, .HS% was burning. They rushed out to the street one
by one in confusion. Bands of soldiers were waiting there to
strike each man down before he could join himself-to others.
It was not fighting, it was butchery. Very many died without
ever a chance of dealing a blow in return. In the more distant
parts of the town the Trojans were able to gather together here
and there and then it was the Greeks who suffered. They were
borne down by desperate men who wanted only to kill before
they were killed. They knew that the one safety for the
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conquered was to hope for no safety. This spirit often turned
the victors into the vanquished. The quickest-witted Trojans
‘tore off their own armor and put on that of the dead Grecks,
and many and many a Greek thinking he was joining friends
discovered too late that they were enemies and paid for his
error with his life.

On top of the houses they tore up the roofs and hurled the
beams down upon the Greeks. An entire tower standing on the
roof of Priam’s palace was lifted from its foundations and toppled
over. Exulting the defenders saw it fall and annihilate a great band
whio were forcing the palace doors. But the success brought only
a short respite. Others rushed up carrying a huge beam, Over
the debris of the tower and the crushed bodies they battered the
doors with it. It crashed through and the Greeks were in the
palace before the Trojans could leave the roof. In the inner court-
yard around the altar were the women and children and one man,
the old King, Achilles had spared Priam, but Achilles’ son struck
him down before the eyes of his wife and daughters.

By now the end was near. The contest from the first had been
unequal. Too many Trojans had been slaughtered in the first
surprise. The Greeks could not be beaten back anywhere.
Slowly the defense ceased. Before morning all the leaders were
dead, except one. Aphrodite’s son Aencas alone among the
Trojan chiefs escaped. He fought the Greeks as long as he could
find a living Trojan to stand with him, but as the slaughter
spread and death came near he thought of his home, the help-
less people he had left there. He could do nothing more for
Troy, but perhaps something could be done for them. He hur-
ried to them, his old father, his little son, his wife, and as he
went liis mother Aphrodite appeared to him, urging him on

and keeping him safe from the flames and from the Greeks.
Even with the goddess’s help he could not save his wife. When
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they left the house she got separated from him and was killed.
But the other two he brought away, through the enemy, m.m.mn
the city gates, out mﬁs the country, his father on his shoulders,
his son clinging to his hand. No one but a divinity could have
saved them, and Aphrodite was the only one of the gods that
day who helped a Trojan.

She helped Helen too. She got her out of the city and took

her to Menelaus. He received her gladly, and as he sailed for
Greece she was with him.
- When morning came what had been the proudest city in
Asia was a fiery ruin. All that was left of Troy was a band of
helpless captive women, whose husbands were dead, whose
children had been taken from thém. They were waiting for
their masters to carry them overseas to slavery.

Chief among the.captives was the old Queen, Hecuba, and
her daughter-in-law, Hector’s wife Andromache. For Hecuba
all was ended. Crouched on the ground, she saw the Greek
ships getting ready and she watched the city burn. Troy is no
longer, she told herself, and I —who am I? A slave men drive
like cattle. An old gray woman that has no home.

What sorrow is there that is not mine?
Country lost and husband and children.
Glory of all my house brought low.

And the women around her answered: —

We stand at the same point of pain.

‘We are too slaves.

Our children are crying, call to us with tears,
“Mother, I am all alone.

To the dark ships now they drive me,

And I cannot see you, Mother.”
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One woman still had her child. Andromache held in her

-arms her son Astyanax, the little boy who had once shrunk

back from his father’s high-crested helmet. “He is so young,”

she thought. “They will let me take him with me.” But from

the Greek camp a herald came to her and spoke faltering words.

; He told her that she must not hate him for the news he brought
to her against his will. Her son... She broke in,

Not that he does not go with me?

He answered,

: The boy must die—be thrown
i Down from the towering wall of Troy.
Now —now —let it be done. Endure
Like a brave woman. Think. You are alone.
One woman and a slave and no help anywhere.

S —

She knew what he said was true. There was no help. She
said good-bye to her child.

Weeping, my little one? There, there.

You cannot know what waits for you.

— How will it be? Falling down —down —all broken —

And none to pity.

‘Kiss me. Never again. Come closer, closer:

Your mother who bore you—put your arms around my
neck.

i Now kiss me, lips to lips.

! The soldiers carried him away. Just before they threw him
from the wall they had killed on Achilles’ grave a young girl,
Hecuba’s daughter Polyxena. With the death of Hector’s son,
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Troy’s last sacrifice was accomplished. The women waiting for

the ships ﬂ:arom the end.

Troy has vnsarafd the great city.
Only the nom muuﬁ .53 lives there.

n

The dust is rising, avwawmsm out like a great s:bm of smoke,
And all is hidden.

We now are gone, one here, one there.
And Troy is gone forever.

Farewell, dear city. -
Farewell, my country, where my children lived.
There below, the Greek ships wait.

3
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James Baldwin: Old Greek Stories

PREFACE.

Perhaps no other stories have ever been told so often or listened to with so much pleasure as the
classic tales of ancient Greece. For many ages they have been a source of delight to young people
and old, to the ignorant and the learned, to all who love to hear about and contemplate things
mysterious, beautiful, and grand. They have become so incorporated into our language and
thought, and so interwoven with our literature, that we could not do away with them now if we
would. They are a portion of our heritage from the distant past, and they form perhaps as important
a part of our intellectual life as they did of that of the people among whom they originated.

That many of these tales should be read by children at an early age no intelligent person will
deny. Sufficient reason for this is to be found in the real pleasure that every child derives from
their perusal: and in the preparation of this volume no other reason has been considered. I have
here attempted to tell a few stories of Jupiter and his mighty company and of some of the old Greek
heroes, simply as stories, nothing more. [ have carefully avoided every suggestion of
interpretation. Attempts at analysis and explanation will always prove fatal to a child's appreciation
and enjoyment of such stories. To inculcate the idea that these tales are merely descriptions of
certain natural phenomena expressed in narrative and poetic form, is to deprive them of their
highest charm; it is like turning precious gold into utilitarian iron: it is changing a delightful
romance into a dull scientific treatise. The wise teacher will take heed not to be guilty of such an
error.

It will be observed that while each of the stories in this volume is wholly independent of the
others and may be read without any knowledge of those which precede it, there is nevertheless a
certain continuity from the first to the last, giving to the collection a completeness like that of a
single narrative. In order that the children of our own country and time may be the better able to
read these stories in the light in which they were narrated long ago, I have told them in simple
language, keeping the supernatural element as far as possible in the background, and nowhere
referring to Jupiter and his mighty company as gods. I have hoped thus to free the narrative still
more from everything that might detract from its interest simply as a story.

J.B.
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JUPITER AND HIS MIGHTY COMPANY.

A long time ago, when the world was much younger than it is now, people told and believed a
great many wonderful stories about wonderful things which neither you nor I have ever seen. They
often talked about a certain Mighty Being called Jupiter, or Zeus, who was king of the sky and the
earth; and they said that he sat most of the time amid the clouds on the top of a very high mountain
where he could look down and see everything that was going on in the earth beneath. He liked to
ride on the storm-clouds and hurl burning thunderbolts right and left among the trees and rocks;
and he was so very, very mighty that when he nodded, the earth quaked, the mountains trembled
and smoked, the sky grew black, and the sun hid his face.

Jupiter had two brothers, both of them terrible fellows, but not nearly so great as himself. The
name of one of them was Neptune, or Poseidon, and he was the king of the sea. He had a glittering,
golden palace far down in the deep sea-caves where the fishes live and the red coral grows; and
whenever he was angry the waves would rise mountain high, and the storm-winds would howl
fearfully, and the sea would try to break over the land; and men called him the Shaker of the Earth.

The other brother of Jupiter was a sad pale-faced being, whose kingdom was underneath the
carth, where the sun never shone and where there was darkness and weeping and sorrow all the
time. His name was Pluto, or Aidoneus, and his country was called the Lower World, or the Land
of Shadows, or Hades. Men said that whenever any one died, Pluto would send his messenger, or
Shadow Leader, to carry that one down into his cheerless kingdom; and for that reason they never
spoke well of him, but thought of him only as the enemy of life.

A great number of other Mighty Beings lived with Jupiter amid the clouds on the mountain top,-
so many that I can name a very few only. There was Venus, the queen of love and beauty, who
was fairer by far than any woman that you or I have ever seen. There was Athena, or Minerva, the
queen of the air, who gave people wisdom and taught them how to do very many useful things.
There was Juno, the queen of earth and sky, who sat at the right hand of Jupiter and gave him all
kinds of advice. There was Mars, the great warrior, whose delight was in the din of battle. There
was Mercury, the swift messenger, who had wings on his cap and shoes, and who flew from place
to place like the summer clouds when they are driven before the wind. There was Vulcan, a skillful
blacksmith, who had his forge in a burning mountain and wrought many wonderful things of iron
and copper and gold. And besides these, there were many others about whom you will learn by
and by, and about whom men told strange and beautiful stories.

They lived in glittering, golden mansions, high up among the clouds-so high indeed that the
eyes of men could never see them. But they could look down and see what men were doing, and
oftentimes they were said to leave their lofty homes and wander unknown across the land or over

the sea.

And of all these Mighty Folk, Jupiter was by far the mightiest.
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THE STORY OF I0.

In the town of Argos there lived a maiden named Io. She was so fair and good that all who knew
her loved her, and said that there was no one like her in the whole world. When Jupiter, in his
home in the clouds, heard of her, he came down to Argos to see her. She pleased him so much,
and was so kind and wise, that he came back the next day and the next and the next; and by and
by he stayed in Argos all the time so that he might be near her. She did not know who he was, but
thought that he was a prince from some far-off land; for he came in the guise of a young man, and
did not look like the great king of earth and sky that he was.

But Juno, the queen who lived with Jupiter and shared his throne in the midst of the clouds, did
not love o at all. When she heard why Jupiter stayed from home so long, she made up her mind
to do the fair girl all the harm that she could; and one day she went down to Argos to try what
could be done.

Jupiter saw her while she was yet a great way off, and he knew why she had come. So, to save
Io from her, he changed the maiden to a white cow. He thought that when Juno had gone back
home, it would not be hard to give lo her own form again.

But when the queen saw the cow, she knew that it was lo.
"Oh, what a fine cow you have there!" she said. "Give her to me, good Jupiter, give her to me!"

Jupiter did not like to do this; but she coaxed so hard that at last he gave up, and let her have the
cow for her own. He thought that it would not be long till he could get her away from the queen,
and change her to a girl once more. But Juno was too wise to trust him. She took the cow by her
horns, and led her out of the town.

"Now, my sweet maid," she said, "I will see that you stay in this shape as long as you live."

Then she gave the cow in charge of a strange watchman named Argus, who had, not two eyes
only, as you and I have, but ten times ten. And Argus led the cow to a grove, and tied her by a long
rope to a tree, where she had to stand and eat grass, and cry, "Moo! moo!" from morn till night;
and when the sun had set, and it was dark, she lay down on the cold ground and wept, and cried,
"Moo! moo!" till she fell asleep.

But no kind friend heard her, and no one came to help her; for none but Jupiter and Juno knew
that the white cow who stood in the grove was Io, whom all the world loved. Day in and day out,
Argus, who was all eyes, sat on a hill close by and kept watch; and you could not say that he went
to sleep at all, for while half of his eyes were shut, the other half were wide awake, and thus they
slept and watched by turns.

Jupiter was grieved when he saw to what a hard life Io had been doomed, and he tried to think
of some plan to set her free. One day he called sly Mercury, who had wings on his shoes, and bade
him go and lead the cow away from the grove where she was kept. Mercury went down and stood
near the foot of the hill where Argus sat, and began to play sweet tunes on his flute. This was just
what the strange watchman liked to hear; and so he called to Mercury, and asked him to come up
and sit by his side and play still other tunes.
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Mercury did as he wished, and played such strains of sweet music as no one in all the world has
heard from that day to this. And as he played, queer old Argus lay down upon the grass and
listened, and thought that he had not had so great a treat in all his life. But by and by those sweet
sounds wrapped him in so strange a spell that all his eyes closed at once, and he fell into a deep

sleep.

This was just what Mercury wished. It was not a brave thing to do, and yet he drew a long, sharp
knife from his belt and cut off the head of poor Argus while he slept. Then he ran down the hill to
loose the cow and lead her to the town.

But Juno had seen him kill her watchman, and she met him on the road. She cried out to him
and told him to let the cow go; and her face was so full of wrath that, as soon as he saw her, he
turned and fled, and left poor Io to her fate.

Juno was so much grieved when she saw Argus stretched dead in the grass on the hilltop, that
she took his hundred eyes and set them in the tail of a peacock; and there you may still see them
to this day.

Then she found a great gadfly, as big as a bat, and sent it to buzz in the white cow's ears, and to
bite her and sting her so that she could have no rest all day long. Poor Io ran from place to place
to get out of its way; but it buzzed and buzzed, and stung and stung, till she was wild with fright
and pain, and wished that she were dead. Day after day she ran, now through the thick woods, now
in the long grass that grew on the treeless plains, and now by the shore of the sea.

She cried out to him and said "Let the cow go."

By and by she came to a narrow neck of the sea, and, since the land on the other side looked as
though she might find rest there, she leaped into the waves and swam across; and that place has
been called Bosphorus-a word which means the Sea of the Cow-from that time till now, and you
will find it so marked on the maps which you use at school. Then she went on through a strange
land on the other side, but, let her do what she would, she could not get rid of the gadfly.

After a time she came to a place where there were high mountains with snow-capped peaks
which seemed to touch the sky. There she stopped to rest a while; and she looked up at the calm,
cold cliffs above her and wished that she might die where all was so grand and still. But as she
looked she saw a giant form stretched upon the rocks midway between earth and sky, and she knew
at once that it was Prometheus, the young Titan, whom Jupiter had chained there because he had
given fire to men.

"My sufferings are not so great as his," she thought; and her eyes were filled with tears.
Then Prometheus looked down and spoke to her, and his voice was very mild and kind.

"I know who you are," he said; and then he told her not to lose hope, but to go south and then
west, and she would by and by find a place in which to rest.

She would have thanked him if she could; but when she tried to speak she could only say, "Moo!
moo!"
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Then Prometheus went on and told her that the time would come when she should be given her
own form again, and that she should live to be the mother of a race of heroes. "As for me," said
he, "I bide the time in patience, for T know that one of those heroes will break my chains and set
me free. Farewell!"

Then Io, with a brave heart, left the great Titan and journeyed, as he had told her, first south and
then west. The gadfly was worse now than before, but she did not fear it half so much, for her heart
was full of hope. For a whole year she wandered, and at last she came to the land of Egypt in
Africa. She felt so tired now that she could go no farther, and so she lay down near the bank of the

great River Nile to rest.

All this time Jupiter might have helped her had he not been so much afraid of Juno. But now it
so chanced that when the poor cow lay down by the bank of the Nile, Queen Juno, in her high
house in the clouds, also lay down to take a nap. As soon as she was sound asleep, Jupiter like a
flash of light sped over the sea to Egypt. He killed the cruel gadfly and threw it into the river. Then
he stroked the cow’'s head with his hand, and the cow was seen no more; but in her place stood the
young girl To, pale and frail, but fair and good as she had been in her old home in the town of
Argos. Jupiter said not a word, nor even showed himself to the tired, trembling maiden. He hurried
back with all speed to his high home in the clouds, for he feared that Juno might waken and find

out what he had done.

The people of Egypt were kind to lo, and gave her a home in their sunny land; and by and by
the king of Egypt asked her to be his wife, and made her his queen; and she lived a long and happy
life in his marble palace on the bank of the Nile. Ages afterward, the great-grandson of the great-
grandson of lo's great-grandson broke the chains of Prometheus and set that mighty friend of

mankind free.

The name of the hero was Hercules.
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THE WONDERFUL WEAVER.

I. THE WARP.

There was a young girl in Greece whose name was Arachne. Her face was pale but fair, and her
eyes were big and blue, and her hair was long and like gold. All that she cared to do from momm till
noon was to sit in the sun and spin; and all that she cared to do from noon till night was to sit in

the shade and weave.

And oh, how fine and fair were the things which she wove in her loom! Flax, wool, silk-she
worked with them all; and when they came from her hands, the cloth which she had made of them
was so thin and soft and bright that men came from all parts of the world to see it. And they said
that cloth so rare could not be made of flax, or wool, or silk, but that the warp was of rays of
sunlight and the woof was of threads of gold.

Then as, day by day, the girl sat in the sun and span, or sat in the shade and wove, she said: "In
all the world there is no yarn so fine as mine, and in all the world there is no cloth so soft and
smooth, nor silk so bright and rare."

'Arachne, I am Athena, the Queen of the air."

"Who taught you to spin and weave so well?" some one asked.

"No one taught me," she said. "I learned how to do it as I sat in the sun and the shade; but no
one showed me."

"But it may be that Athena, the queen of the air, taught you, and you did not know it."

" Athena, the queen of the air? Bah!" said Arachne. "How could she teach me? Can she spin such
skeins of yarn as these? Can she weave goods like mine? I should like to see her try. I can teach
her a thing or two."

She looked up and saw in the doorway a tall woman wrapped in a long cloak. Her face was fair
to see, but stern, oh, so stern! and her gray eyes were so sharp and bright that Arachne could not

meet her gaze.

"Arachne," said the woman, "I am Athena, the queen of the air, and I have heard your boast. Do
you still mean to say that I have not taught you how to spin and weave?"

"No one has taught me," said Arachne; "and I thank no one for what I know;" and she stood up,
straight and proud, by the side of her loom.

"And do you still think that you can spin and weave as well as I?7" said Athena.
Arachne's cheeks grew pale, but she said: "Yes. 1 can weave as well as you."

"Then let me tell you what we will do," said Athena. "Three days from now we will both weave;
you on your loom, and T on mine. We will ask all the world to come and see us; and great Jupiter,
who sits in the clouds, shall be the judge. And if your work is best, then I will weave no more so
long as the world shall last; but if my work is best, then you shall never use loom or spindle or
distaff again. Do you agree to this?" "I agree," said Arachne.
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"It is well," said Athena. And she was gone.

II. THE WOOF.

When the time came for the contest in weaving, all the world was there to see it, and great Jupiter
sat among the clouds and looked on.

Arachne had set up her loom in the shade of a mulberry tree, where butterflies were flitting and
grasshoppers chirping all through the livelong day. But Athena had set up her loom in the sky,
where the breezes were blowing and the summer sun was shining; for she was the queen of the air.

Then Arachne took her skeins of finest silk and began to weave. And she wove a web of
marvelous beauty, so thin and light that it would float in the air, and yet so strong that it could hold
a lion in its meshes; and the threads of warp and woof were of many colors, so beautifully arranged
and mingled one with another that all who saw were filled with delight.

"No wonder that the maiden boasted of her skill," said the people.

And Jupiter himself nodded.

Then Athena began to weave. And she took of the sunbeams that gilded the mountain top, and
of the snowy fleece of the summer clouds, and of the blue ether of the summer sky, and of the
bright green of the summer fields, and of the royal purple of the autumn woods,-and what do you
suppose she wove?

The web which she wove in the sky was full of enchanting pictures of flowers and gardens, and
of castles and towers, and of mountain heights, and of men and beasts, and of giants and dwarfs,
and of the mighty beings who dwell in the clouds with Jupiter. And those who looked upon it were
so filled with wonder and delight, that they forgot all about the beautiful web which Arachne had
woven. And Arachne herself was ashamed and afraid when she saw it; and she hid her face in her

hands and wept.

"Oh, how can I live," she cried, "now that I must never again use loom or spindle or distaff?"
And she kept on, weeping and weeping and weeping, and saying, "How can I live?"

Then, when Athena saw that the poor maiden would never have any joy unless she were allowed
to spin and weave, she took pity on her and said:

"I would free you from your bargain if I could, but that is a thing which no one can do. You
must hold to your agreement never to touch loom or spindle again. And yet, since you will never
be happy unless you can spin and weave, | will give you a new form so that you can carry on your
work with neither spindle nor loom."

Then she touched Arachne with the tip of the spear which she sometimes carried; and the maiden
was changed at once into a nimble spider, which ran into a shady place in the grass and began
merrily to spin and weave a beautiful web.
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I have heard it said that all the spiders which have been in the world since then are the children
of Arachne; but I doubt whether this be true. Yet, for aught I know, Arachne still lives and spins
and weaves; and the very next spider that you see may be she herself.

THE LORD OF THE SILVER BOW.

I. DELOS.

Long before you or I or anybody else can remember, there lived with the Mighty Folk on the
mountain top a fair and gentle lady named Leto. So fair and gentle was she that Jupiter loved her
and made her his wife. But when Juno, the queen of earth and sky, heard of this, she was very
angry; and she drove Leto down from the mountain and bade all things great and small refuse to
help her. So Leto fled like a wild deer from land to land and could find no place in which to rest.
She could not stop, for then the ground would quake under her feet, and the stones would cry out,
"Go on! go on!" and birds and beasts and trees and men would join in the cry; and no one in all
the wide land took pity on her.

One day she came to the sea, and as she fled along the beach she lifted up her hands and called
aloud to great Neptune to help her. Neptune, the king of the sea, heard her and was kind to her. He
sent a huge fish, called a dolphin, to bear her away from the cruel land; and the fish, with Leto
sitting on his broad back, swam through the waves to Delos, a little island which lay floating on
top of the water like a boat. There the gentle lady found rest and a home; for the place belonged to
Neptune, and the words of cruel Juno were not obeyed there. Neptune put four marble pillars under
the island so that it should rest firm upon them; and then he chained it fast, with great chains which
reached to the bottom of the sea, so that the waves might never move it.

By and by twin babes were born to Leto in Delos. One was a boy whom she called Apollo, the
other a girl whom she named Artemis, or Diana. When the news of their birth was carried to Jupiter
and the Mighty Folk on the mountain top, all the world was glad. The sun danced on the waters,
and singing swans flew seven times round the island of Delos. The moon stooped to kiss the babes
in their cradle; and Juno forgot her anger, and bade all things on the earth and in the sky be kind
to Leto.

The two children grew very fast. Apollo became tall and strong and graceful; his face was as
bright as the sunbeams; and he carried joy and gladness with him wherever he went. Jupiter gave
him a pair of swans and a golden chariot, which bore him over sea and land wherever he wanted
to go; and he gave him a lyre on which he played the sweetest music that was ever heard, and a
silver bow with sharp arrows which never missed the mark. When Apollo went out into the world,
and men came to know about him, he was called by some the Bringer of Light, by others the Master
of Song, and by still others the Lord of the Silver Bow.

Diana was tall and graceful, too, and very handsome. She liked to wander in the woods with her
maids, who were called nymphs; she took kind care of the timid deer and the helpless creatures
which live among the trees; and she delighted in hunting wolves and bears and other savage beasts.
She was loved and feared in every land, and Jupiter made her the queen of the green woods and
the chase.
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II. DELPHI.
"Where is the center of the world?"

This is the question which some one asked Jupiter as he sat in his golden hall. Of course the
mighty ruler of earth and sky was too wise to be puzzled by so simple a thing, but he was too busy
to answer it at once. So he said:

"Come again in one year from to-day, and [ will show you the very place."

Then Jupiter took two swift eagles which could fly faster than the storm-wind, and trained them
till the speed of the one was the same as that of the other. At the end of the year he said to his

servants:

"Take this eagle to the eastern rim of the earth, where the sun rises out of the sea; and carry his
fellow to the far west, where the ocean is lost in darkness and nothing lies beyond. Then, when I
give you the sign, loosen both at the same moment.”

The servants did as they were bidden, and carried the eagles to the outermost edges of the world.
Then Jupiter clapped his hands. The lightning flashed, the thunder rolled, and the two swift birds
were set free. One of them flew straight back towards the west, the other flew straight back towards
the east; and no arrow ever sped faster from the bow than did these two birds from the hands of
those who had held them.

On and on they went like shooting stars rushing to meet each other; and Jupiter and all his
mighty company sat amid the clouds and watched their flight. Nearer and nearer they came, but
they swerved not to the right nor to the left. Nearer and nearer-and then with a crash like the
meeting of two ships at sea, the eagles came together in mid-air and fell dead to the ground.

"Who asked where is the center of the world?" said Jupiter. "The spot where the two eagles lie-
that is the center of the world."

They had fallen on the top of a mountain in Greece which men have ever since called Parnassus.

"If that is the center of the world," said young Apollo, "then I will make my home there, and I
will build a house in that place, so that my light may be seen in all lands."

So Apollo went down to Parnassus, and looked about for a spot in which to lay the foundations
of his house. The mountain itself was savage and wild, and the valley below it was lonely and
dark. The few people who lived there kept themselves hidden among the rocks as if in dread of
some great danger. They told Apollo that near the foot of the mountain where the steep cliff seemed
to be split in two there lived a huge serpent called the Python. This serpent often seized sheep and
cattle, and sometimes even men and women and children, and carried them up to his dreadful den

and devoured them.
"Can no one kill this beast?" said Apollo.

And they said, "No one; and we and our children and our flocks shall all be slain by him."
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Then Apollo with his silver bow in his hands went up towards the place where the Python lay.-
The monster had worn great paths through the grass and among the rocks, and his lair was not hard
to find. When he caught sight of Apollo, he uncoiled himself, and came out to meet him. The bright
prince saw the creature's glaring eyes and blood-red mouth, and heard the rush of his scaly body
over the stones. He fitted an arrow to his bow, and stood still. The Python saw that his foe was no
common man, and turned to flee. Then the arrow sped from the bow-and the monster was dead.

"Here I will build my house," said Apollo.

Close to the foot of the steep cliff, and beneath the spot where Jupiter's eagles had fallen, he laid
the foundations; and soon where had been the lair of the Python, the white walls of Apollo's temple
arose among the rocks. Then the poor people of the land came and built their houses near by; and
Apollo lived among them many years, and taught them to be gentle and wise, and showed them
how to be happy. The mountain was no longer savage and wild, but was a place of music and song;
the valley was no longer dark and lonely, but was filled with beauty and light.

"What shall we call our city?" the people asked.

"Call it Delphi, or the Dolphin," said Apollo; "for it was a dolphin that carried my mother across
the sea."

III. DAPHNE.

In the Vale of Tempe, which lies far north of Delphi, there lived a young girl whose name was
Daphne. She was a strange child, wild and shy as a fawn, and as fleet of foot as the deer that feed
on the plains. But she was as fair and good as a day in June, and none could know her but to love
her.

Daphne spent the most of her time in the fields and woods, with the birds and blossoms and
trees; and she liked best of all to wander along the banks of the River Pencus, and listen to the
ripple of the water as it flowed among the reeds or over the shining pebbles. Very often she would
sing and talk to the river as if it were a living thing, and could hear her; and she fancied that it
understood what she said, and that it whispered many a wonderful secret to her in return. The good
people who knew her best said:

"She is the child of the river."
"Yes, dear river," she said, "let me be your child.”

The river smiled and answered her in a way which she alone could understand; and always, after
that, she called it "Father Peneus."

One day when the sun shone warm, and the air was filled with the perfume of flowers, Daphne
wandered farther away from the river than she had ever gone before. She passed through a shady
wood and climbed a hill, from the top of which she could see Father Peneus lying white and clear
and smiling in the valley below. Beyond her were other hills, and then the green slopes and wooded
top of great Mount Ossa. Ah, if she could only climb to the summit of Ossa, she might have a view
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of the sea, and of other mountains close by, and of the twin peaks of Mount Parnassus, far, far to
the south!

"Good-by, Father Peneus," she said. "I am going to climb the mountain; but I will come back
soon."

The river smiled, and Daphne ran onward, climbing one hill after another, and wondering why
the great mountain seemed still so far away. By and by she came to the foot of a wooded slope
where there was a pretty waterfall and the ground was bespangled with thousands of beautiful
flowers; and she sat down there a moment to rest. Then from the grove on the hilltop above her,
came the sound of the loveliest music she had ever heard. She stood up and listened. Some one
was playing on a lyre, and some one was singing. She was frightened; and still the music was so
charming that she could not run away.

Then, all at once, the sound ceased, and a young man, tall and fair and with a face as bright as
the morning sun, came down the hillside towards her.

"Daphne!" he said; but she did not stop to hear. She turned and fled like a frightened deer, back
towards the Vale of Tempe.

"Daphne!” cried the young man. She did not know that it was Apollo, the Lord of the Silver
Bow; she only knew that the stranger was following her, and she ran as fast as her fleet feet could
carry her. No young man had ever spoken to her before, and the sound of his voice filled her heart

with fear.

"She is the fairest maiden that I ever saw," said Apollo to himself. "If I could only look at her
face again and speak with her, how happy I should be."

Through brake, through brier, over rocks and the trunks of fallen trees, down rugged slopes,
across mountain streams, leaping, flying, panting, Daphne ran. She looked not once behind her,
but she heard the swift footsteps of Apollo coming always nearer; she heard the rattle of the silver
bow which hung from his shoulders; she heard his very breath, he was so close to her. At last she
was in the valley where the ground was smooth and it was easier running, but her strength was fast
leaving her. Right before her, however, lay the river, white and smiling in the sunlight. She
stretched out her arms and cried:

"O Father Peneus, save me!"

HE TURNED AND FLED LIKE A FRIGHTENED DEER.

Then it seemed as though the river rose up to meet her. The air was filled with a blinding mist.
For a moment Apollo lost sight of the fleeing maiden. Then he saw her close by the river's bank,
and so near to him that her long hair, streaming behind her, brushed his cheek. He thought that she
was about to leap into the rushing, roaring waters, and he reached out his hands to save her. But it
was not the fair, timid Daphne that he caught in his arms; it was the trunk of a laurel tree, its green
leaves trembling in the breeze.

"O Daphne! Daphne!" he cried, "is this the way in which the river saves you? Does Father
Peneus turn you into a tree to keep you from me?"
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Whether Daphne had really been turned into a tree, I know not; nor does it matter now-it was
so long ago. But Apollo believed that it was so, and hence he made a wreath of the laurel leaves
and set it on his head like a crown, and said that he would wear it always in memory of the lovely
maiden. And ever after that, the laurel was Apollo's favorite tree, and, even to this day, poets and
musicians are crowned with its leaves.

IV. DELUDED.

Apollo did not care to live much of the time with his mighty kinsfolk on the mountain top. He
liked better to go about from place to place and from land to land, seeing people at their work and
making their lives happy. When men first saw his fair boyish face and his soft white hands, they
sneered and said he was only an idle, good-for-nothing fellow. But when they heard him speak,
they were so charmed that they stood, spellbound, to listen; and ever after that they made his words
their law. They wondered how it was that he was so wise; for it seemed to them that he did nothing
but stroll about, playing on his wonderful lyre and looking at the trees and blossoms and birds and
bees. But when any of them were sick they came to him, and he told them what to find in plants
or stones or brooks that would heal them and make them strong again. They noticed that he did
not grow old, as others did, but that he was always young and fair; and, even after he had gone
away,-they knew not how, nor whither,-it seemed as though the earth were a brighter and swecter
place to live in than it had been before his coming.

In a mountain village beyond the Vale of Tempe, there lived a beautiful lady named Coronis.
When Apollo saw her, he loved her and made her his wife; and for a long time the two lived
together, and were happy. By and by a babe was born to them,-a boy with the most wonderful eyes
that anybody ever saw,-and they named him AEsculapius. Then the mountains and the woods were
filled with the music of Apollo's lyre, and even the Mighty Folk on the mountain top were glad.

One day Apollo left Coronis and her child, and went on a journey to visit his favorite home on
Mount Parnassus.

" shall hear from you every day," he said at parting. "The crow will fly swiftly every morning
to Parnassus, and tell me whether you and the child are well, and what you are doing while I am

away."

For Apollo had a pet crow which was very wise, and could talk. The bird was not black, like the
crows which you have seen, but as white as snow. Men say that all crows were white until that
time, but I doubt whether anybody knows.

Apollo's crow was a great tattler, and did not always tell the truth. It would see the beginning of
something, and then, without waiting to know anything more about it, would hurry off and make
up a great story about it. But there was no one else to carry news from Coronis to Apollo; for, as
you know, there were no postmen in those days, and there was not a telegraph wire in the whole

world.

All went well for several days. Every morning the white bird would wing its way over hills and
plains and rivers and forests until it found Apollo, either in the groves on the top of Parnassus or
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in his own house at Delphi. Then it would alight upon his shoulder and say, "Coronis is well!
Coronis is well!"

One day, however, it had a different story. It came much earlier than ever before, and seemed
to be in great haste.

"Cor-Cor-Cor!" it cried; but it was so out of breath that it could not speak her whole name.

"What is the matter?" cried Apollo, in alarm. "Has anything happened to Coronis? Speak! Tell
me the truth!"

"She does not love you! she does not love you!" cried the crow. "I saw a man-I saw a man,-"
and then, without stopping to take breath, or to finish the story, it flew up into the air, and hurried
homeward again.

Apollo, who had always been so wise, was now almost as foolish as his crow. He fancied that
Coronis had really deserted him for another man, and his mind was filled with grief and rage. With
his silver bow in his hands he started at once for his home. He did not stop to speak with any one;
he had made up his mind to learn the truth for himself. His swan-team and his golden chariot were
not at hand-for, now that he was living with men, he must travel like men. The journey had to be
made on foot, and it was no short journey in those days when there were no roads. But after a time,
he came to the village where he had lived happily for so many years, and soon he saw his own
house half-hidden among the dark-leaved olive trees. In another minute he would know whether
the crow had told him the truth.

He heard the footsteps of some one running in the grove. He caught a glimpse of a white robe
among the trees. He felt sure that this was the man whom the crow had seen, and that he was trying
to run away. He fitted an arrow to his bow quickly. He drew the string. Twang! And the arrow
which never missed sped like a flash of light through the air.

Apollo heard a sharp, wild cry of pain; and he bounded forward through the grove. There,
stretched dying on the grass, he saw his dear Coronis. She had seen him coming, and was running
gladly to greet him, when the cruel arrow pierced her heart. Apollo was overcome with grief. He
took her form in his arms, and tried to call her back to life again. But it was all in vain. She could
only whisper his name, and then she was dead.

A moment afterwards the crow alighted on one of the trees near by. "Cor-Cor-Cor," it began;
for it wanted now to finish its story. But Apollo bade it begone.

"Cursed bird," he cried, "you shall never say a word but 'Cor-Cor-Cor!" all your life; and the
feathers of which you are so proud shall no longer be white, but black as midnight."

And from that time to this, as you very well know, all crows have been black; and they fly from
one dead tree to another, always crying, "Cor-cor-cor!"
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V. DISGRACED.

Soon after this, Apollo took the little AEsculapius in his arms and carried him to a wise old
schoolmaster named Cheiron, who lived in a cave under the gray cliffs of a mountain close by the
sea.

"Take this child," he said, "and teach him all the lore of the mountains, the woods, and the fields.
Teach him those things which he most needs to know in order to do great good to his fellow-men."

And AEsculapius proved to be a wise child, gentle and sweet and teachable; and among all the
pupils of Cheiron he was the best loved. He learned the lore of the mountains, the woods, and the
fields. He found out what virtue there is in herbs and flowers and senseless stones; and he studied
the habits of birds and beasts and men. But above all he became skillful in dressing wounds and
healing diseases; and to this day physicians remember and honor him as the first and greatest of
their craft. When he grew up to manhood his name was heard in every land, and people blessed
him because he was the friend of life and the foe of death.

As time went by, AEsculapius cured so many people and saved so many lives that Pluto, the
pale-faced king of the Lower World, became alarmed.

"I shall soon have nothing to do," he said, "if this physician does not stop keeping people away
from my kingdom."

And he sent word to his brother Jupiter, and complained that AEsculapius was cheating him out
of what was his due. Great Jupiter listened to his complaint, and stood up among the storm clouds,
and hurled his thunderbolts at AEsculapius until the great physician was cruelly slain. Then all the
world was filled with grief, and even the beasts and the trees and the stones wept because the friend
of life was no more.

When Apollo heard of the death of his son, his grief and wrath were terrible. He could not do
anything against Jupiter and Pluto, for they were stronger than he; but he went down into the
smithy of Vulcan, underneath the smoking mountains, and slew the giant smiths who had made
the deadly thunderbolts.

Then Jupiter, in his turn, was angry, and ordered Apollo to come before him and be punished
for what he had done. He took away his bow and arrows and his wonderful lyre and all his beauty
of form and feature; and after that Jupiter clothed him in the rags of a beggar and drove him down
from the mountain, and told him that he should never come back nor be himself again until he had
served some man a whole year as a slave.

And so Apollo went out, alone and friendless, into the world; and no one who saw him would
have dreamed that he was once the sun-bright Lord of the Silver Bow.
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THE QUEST OF MEDUSA'S HEAD.

I. THE WOODEN CHEST.

There was a king of Argos who had but one child, and that child was a girl. If he had had a son,
he would have trained him up to be a brave man and great king; but he did not know what to do
with this fair-haired daughter. When he saw her growing up to be tall and slender and wise, he
wondered if, after all, he would have to die some time and leave his lands and his gold and his
kingdom to her. So he sent to Delphi and asked the Pythia about it. The Pythia told him that he
would not only have to die some time, but that the son of his daughter would cause his death.

This frightened the king very much, and he tried to think of some plan by which he could keep
the Pythia's words from coming true. At last he made up his mind that he would build a prison
for his daughter and keep her in it all her life. So he called his workmen and had them dig a deep
round hole in the ground, and in this hole they built a house of brass which had but one room and
no door at all, but only a small window at the top. When it was finished, the king put the maiden,
whose name was Danag, into it; and with her he put her nurse and her toys and her pretty dresses
and everything that he thought she would need to make her happy.

"Now we shall see that the Pythia does not always tell the truth," he said.

So Danaé was kept shut up in the prison of brass. She had no one to talk to but her old nurse; and
she never saw the land or the sea, but only the blue sky above the open window and now and
then a white cloud sailing across. Day after day she sat under the window and wondered why her
father kept her in that lonely place, and whether he would ever come and take her out. I do not
know how many years passed by, but Danag& grew fairer every day, and by and by she was no
longer a child, but a tall and beautiful woman; and Jupiter amid the clouds looked down and saw

her and loved her.

One day it seemed to her that the sky opened and a shower of gold fell through the window into
the room; and when the blinding shower had ceased, a noble young man stood smiling before
her. She did not know-nor do I-that it was mighty Jupiter who had thus come down in the rain;
but she thought that he was a brave prince who had come from over the sea to take her out of her

prison-house.

After that he came often, but always as a tall and handsome youth; and by and by they were
married, with only the nurse at the wedding feast, and Danag& was so happy that she was no
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longer lonesome even when he was away. But one day when he climbed out through the narrow
window there was a great flash of light, and she never saw him again.

Not long afterwards a babe was born to Danag, a smiling boy whom she named Perseus. For four
years she and the nurse kept him hidden, and not even the women who brought their food to the
window knew about him. But one day the king chanced to be passing by and heard the child's
prattle. When he learned the truth, he was very much alarmed, for he thought that now, in spite
of all that he had done, the words of the Pythia might come true.

The only sure way to save himself would be to put the child to death before he was old enough to
do any harm. But when he had taken the little Perseus and his mother out of the prison and had
seen how helpless the child was, he could not bear the thought of having him killed outright. For
the king, although a great coward, was really a kind-hearted man and did not like to see anything
suffer pain. Yet something must be done.

So he bade his servants make a wooden chest that was roomy and watertight and strong; and
when it was done, he put Danaé and the child into it and had it taken far out to sea and left there
to be tossed about by the waves. He thought that in this way he would rid himself of both
daughter and grandson without seeing them die; for surely the chest would sink after a while, or
else the winds would cause it to drift to some strange shore so far away that they could never
come back to Argos again.

All day and all night and then another day, fair Dana& and her child drifted over the sea. The
waves rippled and played before and around the floating chest, the west wind whistled cheerily,
and the sea birds circled in the air above; and the child was not afraid, but dipped his hands in the
curling waves and laughed at the merry breeze and shouted back at the screaming birds.

But on the second night all was changed. A storm arose, the sky was black, the billows were
mountain high, the winds roared fearfully; yet through it all the child slept soundly in his
mother's arms. And Danaé sang over him this song: "Sleep, sleep, dear child, and take your rest

Upon your troubled mother's breast;
For you can lie without one fear

Of dreadful danger lurking near.

Wrapped in soft robes and warmly sleeping,
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You do not hear your mother weeping;
You do not see the mad waves leaping,

Nor heed the winds their vigils keeping.

The stars are hid, the night is drear,
The waves beat high, the storm is here;
But you can sleep, my darling child,
And know naught of the uproar wild."

At last the morning of the third day came, and the chest was tossed upon the sandy shore of a
strange island where there were green fields and, beyond them, a little town. A man who
happened to be walking near the shore saw it and dragged it far up on the beach. Then he looked
inside, and there he saw the beautiful lady and the little boy. He helped them out and led them
just as they were to his own house, where he cared for them very kindly. And when Danag had
told him her story, he bade her feel no more fear; for they might have a home with him as long as
they should choose to stay, and he would be a true friend to them both.

II. THE MAGIC SLIPPERS.

So Danaé and her son stayed in the house of the kind man who had saved them from the sea.
Years passed by, and Perseus grew up to be a tall young man, handsome, and brave, and strong.
The king of the island, when he saw Danaé, was so pleased with her beauty that he wanted her to
become his wife. But he was a dark, cruel man, and she did not like him at all; so she told him
that she would not marry him. The king thought that Perseus was to blame for this, and that if he
could find some excuse to send the young man on a far journey, he might force Danaé to have
him whether she wished or not.

One day he called all the young men of his country together and told them that he was soon to be
wedded to the queen of a certain land beyond the sea. Would not each of them bring him a
present to be given to her father? For in those times it was the rule, that when any man was about
to be married, he must offer costly gifts to the father of the bride.

"What kind of presents do you want?" said the young men.

"Horses," he answered; for he knew that Perseus had no horse.
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"Why don't you ask for something worth the having?" said Perseus; for he was vexed at the way
in which the king was treating him. "Why don't you ask for Medusa's head, for example?"

"Medusa's head it shall be!" cried the king. "These young men may give me horses, but you shall
bring Medusa's head."

"T will bring it," said Perseus; and he went away in anger, while his young friends laughed at him
because of his foolish words.

What was this Medusa's head which he had so rashly promised to bring? His mother had often
told him about Medusa. Far, far away, on the very edge of the world, there lived three strange
monsters, sisters, called Gorgons. They had the bodies and faces of women, but they had wings
of gold, and terrible claws of brass, and hair that was full of living serpents. They were so awful
to look upon, that no man could bear the sight of them, but whoever saw their faces was turned
to stone. Two of these monsters had charmed lives, and no weapon could ever do them harm; but
the youngest, whose name was Medusa, might be killed, if indeed anybody could find her and
could give the fatal stroke.

When Perseus went away from the king's palace, he began to feel sorry that he had spoken so
rashly. For how should he ever make good his promise and do the king's bidding? He did not
know which way to go to find the Gorgons, and he had no weapon with which to slay the terrible
Medusa. But at any rate he would never show his face to the king again, unless he could bring
the head of terror with him. He went down to the shore and stood looking out over the sea
towards Argos, his native land; and while he looked, the sun went down, and the moon arose,

and a soft wind came blowing from the west. Then, all at once, two persons, a man and a woman,
stood before him. Both were tall and noble. The man looked like a prince; and there were wings
on his cap and on his feet, and he carried a winged staff, around which two golden serpents were
twined.

He asked Perseus what was the matter; and the young man told him how the king had treated
him, and all about the rash words which he had spoken. Then the lady spoke to him very kindly;
and he noticed that, although she was not beautiful, she had most wonderful gray eyes, and a
stern but lovable face and a queenly form. And she told him not to fear, but to go out boldly in
quest of the Gorgons; for she would help him obtain the terrible head of Medusa.
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"But I have no ship, and how shall I go?" said Perseus.

"You shall don my winged slippers," said the strange prince, "and they will bear you over sea
and land."

"Shall I go north, or south, or east, or west?" asked Perseus.

"I will tell you," said the tall lady. "You must go first to the three Gray Sisters, who live beyond
the frozen sea in the far, far north. They have a secret which nobody knows, and you must force
them to tell it to you. Ask them where you shall find the three Maidens who guard the golden
apples of the West; and when they shall have told you, turn about and go straight thither. The
Maidens will give you three things, without which you can never obtain the terrible head; and
they will show you how to wing your way across the western ocean to the edge of the world
where lies the home of the Gorgons."

Then the man took off his winged slippers, and put them on the feet of Perseus; and the woman
whispered to him to be off at once, and to fear nothing, but be bold and true. And Perseus knew
that she was none other than Athena, the queen of the air, and that her companion was Mercury,
the lord of the summer clouds. But before he could thank them for their kindness, they had
vanished in the dusky twilight.

Then he leaped into the air to try the Magic Slippers.

III. THE GRAY SISTERS.

Swifter than an eagle, Perseus flew up towards the sky. Then he turned, and the Magic Slippers
bore him over the sea straight towards the north. On and on he went, and soon the sea was
passed; and he came to a famous land, where there were cities and towns and many people. And
then he flew over a range of snowy mountains, beyond which were mighty forests and a vast
plain where many rivers wandered, seeking for the sea. And farther on was another range of
mountains; and then there were frozen marshes and a wilderness of snow, and after all the sea
again,-but a sea of ice. On and on he winged his way, among toppling icebergs and over frozen
billows and through air which the sun never warmed, and at last he came to the cavern where the
three Gray Sisters dwelt.
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These three creatures were so old that they had forgotten their own age, and nobody could count
the years which they had lived. The long hair which covered their heads had been gray since they
were born; and they had among them only a single eye and a single tooth which they passed back
and forth from one to another. Perseus heard them mumbling and crooning in their dreary home,

and he stood very still and listened.

"We know a secret which even the Great Folk who live on the mountain top can never leam;
don't we, sisters?" said one.

"Ha! ha! That we do, that we do!" chattered the others.

"Give me the tooth, sister, that I may feel young and handsome again," said the one nearest to
Perseus.

"And give me the eye that I may look out and see what is going on in the busy world," said the
sister who sat next to her.

"Ah, yes, yes, yes, yes!" mumbled the third, as she took the tooth and the eye and reached them
blindly towards the others.

Then, quick as thought, Perseus leaped forward and snatched both of the precious things from
her hand.

"Where is the tooth? Where is the eye?" screamed the two, reaching out their long arms and
groping here and there. "Have you dropped them, sister? Have you lost them?"

Perseus laughed as he stood in the door of their cavern and saw their distress and terror.

"I have your tooth and your eye," he said, "and you shall never touch them again until you tell
me your secret. Where are the Maidens who keep the golden apples of the Western Land? Which

way shall I go to find them?"
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"You are young, and we are old," said the Gray Sisters; "pray, do not deal so cruelly with us. Pity
us, and give us our eye."

Then they wept and pleaded and coaxed and threatened. But Perseus stood a little way off and
taunted them; and they moaned and mumbled and shrieked, as they found that their words did

not move him.

"Sisters, we must tell him," at last said one.

"Ah, yes, we must tell him," said the others. "We must part with the secret to save our eye."

And then they told him how he should go to reach the Western Land, and what road he should
follow to find the Maidens who kept the golden apples. When they had made everything plain to
him Perseus gave them back their eye and their tooth.

"Ha! ha!" they laughed; "now the golden days of youth have come again!" And, from that day to
this, no man has ever seen the three Gray Sisters, nor does any one know what became of them.
But the winds still whistle through their cheerless cave, and the cold waves murmur on the shore
of the wintry sea, and the ice mountains topple and crash, and no sound of living creature is
heard in all that desolate land.

IV. THE WESTERN MAIDENS.

As for Perseus, he leaped again into the air, and the Magic Slippers bore him southward
with the speed of the wind. Very soon he left the frozen sea behind him and came to a sunny
land, where there were green forests and flowery meadows and hills and valleys, and at last a
pleasant garden where were all kinds of blossoms and fruits. He knew that this was the famous
Western Land, for the Gray Sisters had told him what he should see there. So he alighted and
walked among the trees until he came to the center of the garden. There he saw the three
Maidens of the West dancing around a tree which was full of golden apples, and singing as they
danced. For the wonderful tree with its precious fruit belonged to Juno, the queen of earth and
sky; it had been given to her as a wedding gift, and it was the duty of the Maidens to care for it
and see that no one touched the golden apples.
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Perseus stopped and listened to their song: "We sing of the old, we sing of the new,-
Our joys are many, our sorrows are few;

Singing, dancing,

All hearts entrancing,

We wait to welcome the good and the true.

The daylight is waning, the evening is here,
The sun will soon set, the stars will appear.
Singing, dancing,

All hearts entrancing,

We wait for the dawn of a glad new year.

The tree shall wither, the apples shall fall,
Sorrow shall come, and death shall call,
Alarming, grieving,

All hearts deceiving,-

But hope shall abide to comfort us all.

Soon the tale shall be told, the song shall be sung,
The bow shall be broken, the harp unstrung,
Alarming, grieving,

All hearts deceiving,

Till every joy to the winds shall be flung.

But a new tree shall spring from the roots of the old,
And many a blossom its leaves shall unfold,
Cheering, gladdening,

With joy maddening,-
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For its boughs shall be laden with apples of gold."

PERSEUS STOPPED AND LISTENED TO THEIR SONG.

Then Perseus went forward and spoke to the Maidens. They stopped singing, and stood still as
if in alarm. But when they saw the Magic Slippers on his feet, they ran to him, and welcomed him
to the Western Land and to their garden.

"We knew that you were coming," they said, "for the winds told us. But why do you come?"

Perseus told them of all that had happened to him since he was a child, and of his quest of
Medusa's head; and he said that he had come to ask them to give him three things to help him in
his fight with the Gorgons.

The Maidens answered that they would give him not three things, but four. Then one of them
gave him a sharp sword, which was crooked like a sickle, and which she fastened to the belt at his
waist; and another gave him a shield, which was brighter than any looking-glass you ever saw; and
the third gave him a magic pouch, which she hung by a long strap over his shoulder.

"These are three things which you must have in order to obtain Medusa's head; and now here is
a fourth, for without it your quest must be in vain." And they gave him a magic cap, the Cap of
Darkness; and when they had put it upon his head, there was no creature on the earth or in the sky-
no, not even the Maidens themselves-that could see him.

When at last he was arrayed to their liking, they told him where he would find the Gorgons, and
what he should do to obtain the terrible head and escape alive. Then they kissed him and wished
him good luck, and bade him hasten to do the dangerous deed. And Perseus donned the Cap of
Darkness, and sped away and away towards the farthermost edge of the earth; and the three
Maidens went back to their tree to sing and to dance and to guard the golden apples until the old
world should become young again.

V. THE DREADFUL GORGONS.

With the sharp sword at his side and the bright shield upon his arm, Perseus flew bravely onward
in search of the dreadful Gorgons; but he had the Cap of Darkness upon his head, and you could
no more have seen him than you can see the wind. He flew so swiftly that it was not long until he
had crossed the mighty ocean which encircles the earth, and had come to the sunless land which
lies beyond; and then he knew, from what the Maidens had told him, that the lair of the Gorgons
could not be far away.

He heard a sound as of some one breathing heavily, and he looked around sharply to see where
it came from. Among the foul weeds which grew close to the bank of a muddy river there was
something which glittered in the pale light. He flew a little nearer; but he did not dare to look
straight forward, lest he should all at once meet the gaze of a Gorgon, and be changed into stone.
So he turned around, and held the shining shield before him in such a way that by looking into it
he could see objects behind him as in a mitror.
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Ah, what a dreadful sight it was! Half hidden among the weeds lay the three monsters, fast
asleep, with their golden wings folded about them. Their brazen claws were stretched out as though
ready to seize their prey; and their shoulders were covered with sleeping snakes. The two largest
of the Gorgons lay with their heads tucked under their wings as birds hide their heads when they
go to sleep. But the third, who lay between them, slept with her face turned up towards the sky;
and Perseus knew that she was Medusa.

Very stealthily he went nearer and nearer, always with his back towards the monsters and always
looking into his bright shield to see where to go. Then he drew his sharp sword and, dashing
quickly downward, struck a back blow, so sure, so swift, that the head of Medusa was cut from
her shoulders and the black blood gushed like a river from her neck. Quick as thought he thrust
the terrible head into his magic pouch and leaped again into the air, and flew away with the speed
of the wind.

Then the two older Gorgons awoke, and rose with dreadful screams, and spread their great
wings, and dashed after him. They could not see him, for the Cap of Darkness hid him from even
their eyes; but they scented the blood of the head which he carried in the pouch, and like hounds
in the chase, they followed him, sniffing the air. And as he flew through the clouds he could hear
their dreadful cries and the clatter of their golden wings and the snapping of their horrible jaws.
But the Magic Slippers were faster than any wings, and in a little while the monsters were left far
behind, and their cries were heard no more; and Perseus flew on alone.

VI. THE GREAT SEA BEAST.

Perseus soon crossed the ocean and came again to the Land of the West. Far below him he
could see the three Maidens dancing around the golden tree; but he did not stop, for, now that he
had the head of Medusa safe in the pouch at his side, he must hasten home. Straight east he flew
over the great sea, and after a time he came to a country where there were palm trees and
pyramids and a great river flowing from the south. Here, as he looked down, a strange sight met
his eyes: he saw a beautiful girl chained to a rock by the seashore, and far away a huge sea beast
swimming towards her to devour her. Quick as thought, he flew down and spoke to her; but, as
she could not see him for the Cap of Darkness which he wore, his voice only frightened her.

Then Perseus took off his cap, and stood upon the rock; and when the girl saw him with his long
hair and wonderful eyes and laughing face, she thought him the handsomest young man in the
world.

"Oh, save me! save me!" she cried as she reached out her arms towards him.

Perseus drew his sharp sword and cut the chain which held her, and then lifted her high up upon
the rock. But by this time the sea monster was close at hand, lashing the water with his tail and
opening his wide jaws as though he would swallow not only Perseus and the young girl, but even
the rock on which they were standing. He was a terrible fellow, and yet not half so terrible as the
Gorgon. As he came roaring towards the shore, Perseus lifted the head of Medusa from his pouch
and held it up; and when the beast saw the dreadful face he stopped short and was turned into
stone; and men say that the stone beast may be seen in that selfsame spot to this day.
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Then Perseus slipped the Gorgon's head back into the pouch and hastened to speak with the
young girl whom he had saved. She told him that her name was Andromeda, and that she was the
daughter of the king of that land. She said that her mother, the queen, was very beautiful and very
proud of her beauty; and every day she went down to the seashore to look at her face as it was
pictured in the quiet water; and she had boasted that not even the nymphs who live in the sea were
as handsome as she. When the sea nymphs heard about this, they were very angry and asked great
Neptune, the king of the sea, to punish the queen for her pride. So Neptune sent a sea monster to
crush the king's ships and kill the cattle along the shore and break down all the fishermen's huts.
The people were so much distressed that they sent at last to ask the Pythia what they should do;
and the Pythia said that there was only one way to save the land from destruction,-that they must
give the king's daughter, Andromeda, to the monster to be devoured.

The king and the queen loved their daughter very dearly, for she was their only child; and for a
long time they refused to do as the Pythia had told them. But day after day the monster laid waste
the land, and threatened to destroy not only the farms, but the towns; and so they were forced in
the end to give up Andromeda to save their country. This, then, was why she had been chained to
the rock by the shore and left there to perish in the jaws of the beast.

While Perseus was yet talking with Andromeda, the king and the queen and a great company of
people came down the shore, weeping and tearing their hair; for they were sure that by this time
the monster had devoured his prey. But when they saw her alive and well, and learned that she had
been saved by the handsome young man who stood beside her, they could hardly hold themselves
for joy. And Perseus was so delighted with Andromeda's beauty that he almost forgot his quest
which was not yet finished; and when the king asked him what he should give him as a reward for
saving Andromeda's life, he said:

"Give her to me for my wife."

This pleased the king very much; and so, on the seventh day, Perseus and Andromeda were
married, and there was a great feast in the king's palace, and everybody was merry and glad. And
the two young people lived happily for some time in the land of palms and pyramids; and, from
the sea to the mountains, nothing was talked about but the courage of Perseus and the beauty of

Andromeda.
HE KING SAW IT AND WAS TURNED INTO STONE

VII. THE TIMELY RESCUE.

But Perscus had not forgotten his mother; and so, one fine summer day, he and Andromeda
sailed in a beautiful ship to his own home; for the Magic Slippers could not carry both him and his
bride through the air. The ship came to land at the very spot where the wooden chest had been cast
so many years before; and Perseus and his bride walked through the fields towards the town.

Now, the wicked king of that land had never ceased trying to persuade Danaé to become his
wife; but she would not listen to him, and the more he pleaded and threatened, the more she disliked
him. At last when he found that she could not be made to have him, he declared that he would kill
her; and on this very morning he had started out, sword in hand, to take her life.
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So, as Perseus and Andromeda came into the town, whom should they meet but his mother
fleeing to the altar of Jupiter, and the king following after, intent on killing her? Danaé& was so
frightened that she did not see Perseus, but ran right on towards the only place of safety. For it was
a law of that land that not even the king should be allowed to harm any one who took refuge on
the altar of Jupiter.

When Perseus saw the king rushing like a madman after his mother, he threw himself before
him and bade him stop. But the king struck at him furiously with his sword. Perseus caught the
blow on his shield, and at the same moment took the head of Medusa from his magic pouch.

"I promised to bring you a present, and here it is!" he cried.

The king saw it, and was turned into stone, just as he stood, with his sword uplifted and that
terrible look of anger and passion in his face.

The people of the island were glad when they learned what had happened, for no one loved the
wicked king. They were glad, too, because Perseus had come home again, and had brought with
him his beautiful wife, Andromeda. So, after they had talked the matter over among themselves,
they went to him and asked him to be their king. But he thanked them, and said that he would rule
over them for one day only, and that then he would give the kingdom to another, so that he might
take his mother back to her home and her kindred in distant Argos.

On the morrow therefore, he gave the kingdom to the kind man who had saved his mother and
himself from the sea; and then he went on board his ship, with Andromeda and Danag, and sailed

away across the sea towards Argos.

VIII. THE DEADLY QUOIT.

When Danaé's old father, the king of Argos, heard that a strange ship was coming over the sea
with his daughter and her son on board, he was in great distress; for he remembered what the Pythia
had foretold about his death. So, without waiting to see the vessel, he left his palace in great haste
and fled out of the country.

"My daughter's son cannot kill me if I will keep out of his way," he said.

But Perseus had no wish to harm him; and he was very sad when he learned that his poor
grandfather had gone away in fear and without telling any one where he was going. The people of
Argos welcomed Danaé to her old home; and they were very proud of her handsome son, and
begged that he would stay in their city, so that he might some time become their king.

It happened soon afterwards that the king of a certain country not far away was holding games
and giving prizes to the best runners and leapers and quoit throwers. And Perseus went thither to
try his strength with the other young men of the land; for if he should be able to gain a prize, his
name would become known all over the world. No one in that country knew who he was, but all
wondered at his noble stature and his strength and skill; and it was easy enough for him to win all

the prizes.
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One day, as he was showing what he could do, he threw a heavy quoit a great deal farther than
any had been thrown before. It fell in the crowd of lookers-on, and struck a stranger who was
standing there. The stranger threw up his hands and sank upon the ground; and when Perseus ran
to help him, he saw that he was dead. Now this man was none other than Danag's father, the old
king of Argos. He had fled from his kingdom to save his life, and in doing so had only met his
death.

Perseus was overcome with grief, and tried in every way to pay honor to the memory of the
unhappy king. The kingdom of Argos was now rightfully his own, but he could not bear to take it
after having killed his grandfather. So he was glad to exchange with another king who ruled over
two rich cities, not far away, called Mycenae and Tiryns. And he and Andromeda lived happily in
Mycenae for many years.

THE STORY OF ATALANTA

I. THE BEAR ON THE MOUNTAIN.

In a sunny land in Greece called Arcadia there lived a king and a queen who had no children.
They wanted very much to have a son who might live to rule over Arcadia when the king was
dead, and so, as the years went by, they prayed to great Jupiter on the mountain top that he would
send them a son. After a while a child was born to them, but it was a little girl. The father was in
a great rage with Jupiter and everybody else.

"What is a girl good for?" he said. "She can never do anything but sing, and spin, and spend
money. If the child had been a boy, he might have learned to do many things,-to ride, and to hunt,
and to fight in the wars,-and by and by he would have been king of Arcadia. But this girl can never
be a king."

Then he called to one of his men and bade him take the babe out to a mountain where there was
nothing but rocks and thick woods, and leave it there to be eaten up by the wild bears that lived in
the caves and thickets. It would be the easiest way, he said, to get rid of the useless little creature.

The man carried the child far up on the mountain side and laid it down on a bed of moss in the
shadow of a great rock. The child stretched out its baby hands towards him and smiled, but he
turned away and left it there, for he did not dare to disobey the king.

For a whole night and a whole day the babe lay on its bed of moss, wailing for its mother; but
only the birds among the trees heard its pitiful cries. At last it grew so weak for want of food that
it could only moan and move its head a little from side to side. It would have died before another
day if nobody had cared for it.

Just before dark on the second evening, a she-bear came strolling down the mountain side from
her den. She was out looking for her cubs, for some hunters had stolen them that very day while
she was away from home. She heard the moans of the little babe, and wondered if it was not one
of her lost cubs; and when she saw it lying so helpless on the moss she went to it and looked at it
kindly. Was it possible that a little bear could be changed into a pretty babe with fat white hands
and with a beautiful gold chain around its neck? The old bear did not know; and as the child looked
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at her with its bright black eyes, she growled softly and licked its face with her warm tongue and
then lay down beside it, just as she would have done with her own little cubs. The babe was too
young to feel afraid, and it cuddled close to the old bear and felt that it had found a friend. After a
while it fell asleep; but the bear guarded it until morning and then went down the mountain side to

look for food.

In the evening, before dark, the bear came again and carried the child to her own den under the
shelter of a rock where vines and wild flowers grew; and every day after that she came and gave
the child food and played with it. And all the bears on the mountain learned about the wonderful
cub that had been found, and came to see it; but not one of them offered to harm it. And the little
girl grew fast and became strong, and after a while could walk and run among the trees and rocks
and brambles on the round top of the mountain; but her bear mother would not allow her to wander
far from the den beneath the rock where the vines and the wild flowers grew.

One day some hunters came up the mountain to look for game, and one of them pulled aside the
vines which grew in front of the old bear's home. He was surprised to see the beautiful child lying
on the grass and playing with the flowers which she had gathered. But at sight of him she leaped
to her feet and bounded away like a frightened deer. She led the hunters a fine chase among the
trees and rocks; but there were a dozen of them, and it was not long till they caught her.

The hunters had never taken such game as that before, and they were so well satisfied that they
did not care to hunt any more that day. The child struggled and fought as hard as she knew how,
but it was of no use. The hunters carried her down the mountain, and took her to the house where
they lived on the other side of the forest. At first she cried all the time, for she sadly missed the
bear that had been a mother to her so long. But the hunters made a great pet of her, and gave her
many pretty things to play with, and were very kind; and it was not long till she began to like her
new home.

The hunters named her Atalanta, and when she grew older, they made her a bow and arrows,
and taught her how to shoot; and they gave her a light spear, and showed her how to carry it and
how to hurl it at the game or at an enemy. Then they took her with them when they went hunting,
and there was nothing in the world that pleased her so much as roaming through the woods and
running after the deer and other wild animals. Her feet became very swift, so that she could run
faster than any of the men; and her arms were so strong and her eyes so sharp and true that with
her arrow or her spear she never missed the mark. And she grew up to be very tall and graceful,
and was known throughout all Arcadia as the fleet-footed huntress.
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I1. THE BRAND ON THE HEARTH.

Now, not very far from the land of Arcadia there was a little city named Calydon. It lay in the
midst of rich wheat fields and fruitful vineyards; but beyond the vineyards there was a deep dense
forest where many wild beasts lived. The king of Calydon was named OEneus, and he dwelt in a
white palace with his wife Althea and his boys and girls. His kingdom was so small that it was not
much trouble to govern it, and so he spent the most of his time in hunting or in plowing or in
looking after his grape vines. He was said to be a very brave man, and he was the friend of all the
great heroes of that heroic time.

The two daughters of OEneus and Althea were famed all over the world for their beauty; and
one of them was the wife of the hero Hercules, who had freed Prometheus from his chains, and
done many other mighty deeds. The six sons of OEneus and Althea were noble, handsome fellows;
but the noblest and handsomest of them all was Meleager, the youngest.

When Meleager was a tiny babe only seven days old, a strange thing happened in the white
palace of the king. Queen Althea awoke in the middle of the night, and saw a fire blazing on the
hearth. She wondered what it could mean; and she lay quite still by the side of the babe, and looked
and listened. Three strange women were standing by the hearth. They were tall, and two of them
were beautiful, and the faces of all were stern. Althea knew at once that they were the Fates who
give gifts of some kind to every child that is born, and who say whether his life shall be a happy
onge or full of sadness and sorrow.

"What shall we give to this child?" said the eldest and sternest of the three strangers. Her name
was Atropos, and she held a pair of sharp shears in her hand.

"I give him a brave heart," said the youngest and fairest. Her name was Clotho, and she held a
distaff full of flax, from which she was spinning a golden thread.

"And I give him a gentle, noble mind," said the dark-haired one, whose name was Lachesis. She
gently drew out the thread which Clotho spun, and turning to stern Atropos, said: "Lay aside those
shears, sister, and give the child your gift."

"I give him life until this brand shall be burned to ashes," was the answer; and Atropos took a
small stick of wood and laid it on the burning coals.

The three sisters waited till the stick was ablaze, and then they were gone. Althea sprang up
quickly. She saw nothing but the fire on the hearth and the stick burning slowly away. She made
haste to pour water upon the blaze, and when every spark was put out, she took the charred stick
and put it into a strong chest where she kept her treasures, and locked it up.

"I know that the child's life is safe," she said, "so long as that stick is kept unburned."

And so, as the years went by, Meleager grew up to be a brave young man, so gentle and noble
that his name became known in every land of Greece. He did many daring deeds and, with other
heroes, went on a famous voyage across the seas in search of a marvelous fleece of gold; and when
he returned to Calydon the people declared that he was the worthiest of the sons of OEneus to

become their king.
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III. THE GIFTS ON THE ALTARS.

Now it happened one summer that the vineyards of Calydon were fuller of grapes than they had
ever been before, and there was so much wheat in the fields that the people did not know what to

do with it.

"I will tell you what to do," said King OEneus. "We will have a thanksgiving day, and we will
give some of the grain and some of the fruit to the Mighty Beings who sit among the clouds on the
mountain top. For it is from them that the sunshine and the fair weather and the moist winds and
the warm rains have come; and without their aid we could never have had so fine a harvest."

The very next day the king and the people of Calydon went out into the fields and vineyards to
offer up their thank offerings. Here and there they built little altars of turf and stones and laid dry
grass and twigs upon them; and then on top of the twigs they put some of the largest bunches of
grapes and some of the finest heads of wheat, which they thought would please the Mighty Beings
who had sent them so great plenty.

There was one altar for Ceres, who had shown men how to sow grain, and one for Bacchus, who
had told them about the grape, and one for wing-footed Mercury, who comes in the clouds, and
one for Athena, the queen of the air, and one for the keeper of the winds, and one for the giver of
light, and one for the driver of the golden sun car, and one for the king of the sea, and one-which
was the largest of all-for Jupiter, the mighty thunderer who sits upon the mountain top and rules
the world. And when everything was ready, King OEneus gave the word, and fire was touched to
the grass and the twigs upon the altars; and the grapes and the wheat that had been laid there were
burned up. Then the people shouted and danced, for they fancied that in that way the thank
offerings were sent right up to Ceres and Bacchus and Mercury and Athena and all the rest. And
in the evening they went home with glad hearts, feeling that they had done right.

But they had forgotten one of the Mighty Beings. They had not raised any altar to Diana, the
fair huntress and queen of the woods, and they had not offered her a single grape or a single grain
of wheat. They had not intended to slight her; but, to tell the truth, there were so many others that
they had never once thought about her.

I do not suppose that Diana cared anything at all for the fruit or the grain; but it made her very
angry to think that she should be forgotten.
"I'll show them that I am not to be slighted in this way," she said.

All went well, however, until the next summer; and the people of Calydon were very happy, for
it looked as though there would be a bigger harvest than ever.

"T tell you," said old King OEneus, looking over his fields and his vineyards, "it pays to give
thanks. We'll have another thanksgiving as soon as the grapes begin to ripen."

But even then he did not think of Diana.

The very next day the largest and fiercest wild boar that anybody had ever seen came rushing
out of the forest. He had two long tusks which stuck far out of his mouth on either side and were
as sharp as knives, and the stiff bristles on his back were as large and as long as knitting needles.
As he went tearing along towards Calydon, champing his teeth and foaming at the mouth, he was
a frightful thing to look at, I tell you. Everybody fled before him. He rushed into the wheat fields
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and tore up all the grain; he went into the vineyards and broke down all the vines; he rooted up all
the trees in the orchards; and, when there was nothing else to do, he went into the pasture lands
among the hills and killed the sheep that were feeding there. He was so fierce and so fleet of foot
that the bravest warrior hardly dared to attack him. His thick skin was proof against arrows and
against such spears as the people of Calydon had; and I do not know how many men he killed with
those terrible razor tusks of his. For weeks he had pretty much his own way, and the only safe
place for anybody was inside of the walls.

When he had laid waste the whole country he went back into the edge of the forest; but the
people were so much afraid of him that they lived in dread every day lest he should come again
and tear down the gates of the city.

"We must have forgotten somebody when we gave thanks last year," said King OEneus. "Who
could it have been?"

And then he thought of Diana.

"Diana, the queen of the chase," said he, "has sent this monster to punish us for forgetting her.
I am sure that we shall remember her now as long as we live."

Then he sent messengers into all the countries near Calydon, asking the bravest men and
skillfullest hunters to come at a certain time and help him hunt and kill the great wild boar. Very
many of these men had been with Meleager in that wonderful voyage in search of the Golden
Fleece, and he felt sure they would come.

IV. THE HUNT IN THE FOREST.

When the day came which King OEneus had set, there was a wonderful gathering of men at
Calydon. The greatest heroes in the world were there; and every one was fully armed, and expected
to have fine sport hunting the terrible wild boar. With the warriors from the south there came a tall
maiden armed with bow and arrows and a long hunting spear. It was our friend Atalanta, the
huntress.

"My daughters are having a game of ball in the garden," said old King OEneus. "Wouldn't you
like to put away your arrows and your spear, and go and play with them?"

Atalanta shook her head and lifted her chin as if in disdain.

"Perhaps you would rather stay with the queen, and look at the women spin and weave," said
OEneus.

"No," answered Atalanta, "I am going with the warriors to hunt the wild boar in the forest!"

How all the men opened their eyes! They had never heard of such a thing as a girl going out
with heroes to hunt wild boars.

"If she goes, then I will not," said one.

"Nor 1, either," said another.
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"Nor 1," said a third. "Why, the whole world would laugh at us, and we should never hear the
end of it."

Several threatened to go home at once; and two brothers of Queen Althea, rude, unmannerly
fellows, loudly declared that the hunt was for heroes and not for puny girls.

But Atalanta only grasped her spear more firmly and stood up, tall and straight, in the gateway
of the palace. Just then a handsome young man came forward. It was Meleager.

"What's this?" he cried. "Who says that Atalanta shall not go to the hunt? You are afraid that
she'll be braver than you-that is all. Pretty heroes you are! Let all such cowards go home at once."

But nobody went, and it was settled then and there that the maiden should have her own way.
And yet the brothers of Queen Althea kept on muttering and complaining.

For nine days the heroes and huntsmen feasted in the halls of King OEneus, and early on the
tenth they set out for the forest. Soon the great beast was found, and he came charging out upon
his foes. The heroes hid behind the trees or climbed up among the branches, for they had not
expected to see so terrible a creature. He stood in the middle of a little open space, tearing up the
ground with his tusks. The white foam rolled from his mouth, his eyes glistened red like fire, and
he grunted so fiercely that the woods and hills echoed with fearful sounds.

YOU OUGHT TO HAVE SEEN THE TALL HUNTRESS MAIDEN THEN

Then one of the bravest of the men threw his spear. But that only made the beast fiercer than
ever; he charged upon the warrior, caught him before he could save himself, and tore him in pieces
with his tusks. Another man ventured too far from his hiding-place and was also overtaken and
killed. One of the oldest and noblest of the heroes leveled his spear and threw it with all his force;
but it only grazed the boar's tough skin and glanced upward and pierced the heart of a warrior on
the other side. The boar was getting the best of the fight.

Atalanta now ran forward and threw her spear. It struck the boar in the back, and a great stream
of blood gushed out. A warrior let fly an arrow which put out one of the beast's eyes. Then
Meleager rushed up and pierced his heart with his spear. The boar could no longer stand up; but
he fought fiercely for some moments, and then rolled over, dead.

The heroes then cut off the beast's head. It was as much as six of them could carry. Then they
took the skin from his great body and offered it to Meleager as a prize, because he had given the
death wound to the wild boar. But Meleager said:

"It belongs to Atalanta, because it was she who gave him the very first wound." And he gave it
to her as the prize of honor.

You ought to have seen the tall huntress maiden then, as she stood among the trees with the
boar's skin thrown over her left shoulder and reaching down to her feet. She had never looked so
much like the queen of the woods. But the rude brothers of Queen Althea were vexed to think that
a maiden should win the prize, and they began to make trouble. One of them snatched Atalanta's
spear from her hand, and dragged the prize from her shoulders, and the other pushed her rudely
and bade her go back to Arcadia and live again with the she-bears on the mountain side. All this
vexed Meleager, and he tried to make his uncles give back the spear and the prize, and stop their
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unmannerly talk. But they grew worse and worse, and at last set upon Meleager, and would have
killed him if he had not drawn his sword to defend himself. A fight followed, and the rude fellows
struck right and left as though they were blind. Soon both were stretched dead upon the ground.
Some who did not see the fight said that Meleager killed them, but I would rather believe that they
killed each other in their drunken fury.

And now all the company started back to the city. Some carried the boar's huge head, and some
the different parts of his body, while others had made biers of the green branches, and bore upon
them the dead bodies of those who had been slain. It was indeed a strange procession.

A young man who did not like Meleager, had run on in front and had reached the city before the
rest of the company had fairly started. Queen Althea was standing at the door of the palace, and
when she saw him she asked what had happened in the forest He told her at once that Meleager
had killed her brothers, for he knew that, with all their faults, she loved them very dearly. It was
terrible to see her grief. She shrieked, and tore her hair, and rushed wildly about from room to
room. Her senses left her, and she did not know what she was doing.

It was the custom at that time for people to avenge the death of their kindred, and her only
thought was how to punish the murderer of her brothers. In her madness she forgot that Meleager
was her son. Then she thought of the three Fates and of the unburned firebrand which she had
locked up in her chest so many years before. She ran and got the stick and threw it into the fire that
was burning on the hearth.

It kindled at once, and she watched it as it blazed up brightly. Then it began to turn into ashes,
and as the last spark died out, the noble Meleager, who was walking by the side of Atalanta,
dropped to the ground dead.

When they carried the news to Althea she said not a word, for then she knew what she had done,
and her heart was broken. She turned silently away and went to her own room. When the king
came home a few minutes later, he found her dead.

So ended the hunt in the wood of Calydon.

V. THE RACE FOR A WIFE.

After the death of Meleager, Atalanta went back to her old home among the mountains of
Arcadia. She was still the swift-footed huntress, and she was never so happy as when in the green
woods wandering among the trees or chasing the wild deer. All the world had heard about her,
however; and the young heroes in the lands nearest to Arcadia did nothing else but talk about her
beauty and her grace and her swiftness of foot and her courage. Of course every one of these young
fellows wanted her to become his wife; and she might have been a queen any day if she had only
said the word, for the richest king in Greece would have been glad to marry her. But she cared
nothing for any of the young men, and she liked the freedom of the green woods better than all the
fine things she might have had in a palace.

The young men would not take "No!" for an answer, however. They could not believe that she
really meant it, and so they kept coming and staying until the woods of Arcadia were full of them,
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and there was no getting along with them at all. So, when she could think of no other way to get
rid of them, Atalanta called them together and said:

"You want to marry me, do you? Well, if any one of you would like to run a race with me from
this mountain to the bank of the river over there, he may do so; and I will be the wife of the one
who outruns me."

"Agreed! agreed!" cried all the young fellows.

"But, listen!" she said. "Whoever tries this race must also agree that if I outrun him, he must
lose his life."

Ah, what long faces they all had then! About half of them drew away and went home.
"But won't you give us the start of you a little?" asked the others.

"Oh, yes," she answered. "I will give you the start by a hundred paces. But remember, if I
overtake any one before he reaches the river, he shall lose his head that very day."

Several others now found that they were in ill health or that business called them home; and
when they were next looked for, they were not to be found. But a good many who had had some
practice in sprinting across the country stayed and made up their minds to try their luck. Could a
mere girl outrun such fine fellows as they? Nonsense!

And so it happened that a race was run almost every day. And almost every day some poor
fellow lost his head; for the fleetest-footed sprinter in all Greece was overtaken by Atalanta long
before he could reach the river bank. But other young men kept coming and coming, and no sooner
had one been put out of the way than another took his place.

One day there came from a distant town a handsome, tall young man named Meilanion.

"You'd better not run with me," said Atalanta, "for I shall be sure to overtake you, and that will
be the end of you."

"We'll see about that," said Meilanion.

Now Meilanion, before coming to try his chance, had talked with Venus, the queen of love, who
lived with Jupiter among the clouds on the mountain top. And he was so handsome and gentle and
wise that Venus took pity on him, and gave him three golden apples and told him what to do.

Well, when all was ready for the race, Atalanta tried again to persuade Meilanion not to run, for
she also took pity on him.

"T'll be sure to overtake you," she said.
"All right!" said Meilanion, and away he sped; but he had the three golden apples in his pocket.

Atalanta gave him a good start, and then she followed after, as swift as an arrow shot from the
bow. Meilanion was not a very fast runner, and it would not be hard for her to overtake him. She
thought that she would let him get almost to the goal, for she really pitied him. He heard her coming
close behind him; he heard her quick breath as she gained on him very fast. Then he threw one of
the golden apples over his shoulder.



James Baldwin: Old Greek Stories

Now, if there was anything in the world that Atalanta admired, it was a bright stone or a pretty
piece of yellow gold. As the apple fell to the ground she saw how beautiful it was, and she stopped
to pick it up; and while she was doing this, Meilanion gained a good many paces. But what of that?
In a minute she was as close behind him as ever. And yet, she really did pity him.

Just then Meilanion threw the second apple over his shoulder. It was handsomer and larger than
the first, and Atalanta could not bear the thought of allowing some one else to get it. So she stopped
to pick it up from among the long grass, where it had fallen. It took somewhat longer to find it than
she had expected, and when she looked up again Meilanion was a hundred feet ahead of her. But
that was no matter. She could easily overtake him. And yet, how she did pity the foolish young
man!

Meilanion heard her speeding like the wind behind him. He took the third apple and threw it
over to one side of the path where the ground sloped towards the river. Atalanta's quick eye saw
that it was far more beautiful than either of the others. If it were not picked up at once it would roll
down into the deep water and be lost, and that would never do. She turned aside from her course
and ran after it. It was easy enough to overtake the apple, but while she was doing so Meilanion
gained upon her again. He was almost to the goal. How she strained every muscle now to overtake
him! But, after all, she felt that she did not care very much. He was the handsomest young man
that she had ever seen, and he had given her three golden apples. It would be a great pity if he
should have to die. And so she let him reach the goal first.

After that, of course, Atalanta became Meilanion's wife. And he took her with him to his distant
home, and there they lived happily together for many, many years.



Graphic Organizers:

The next pages are for the non-written portion of your assignment —
you are only selecting and completing ONE of these options.

Graphic Organizers (for non-written text portion — you only need to complete ONE
Option):

o Podcast Annotated Bibliography (choose 3 episodes from 1 podcast)
o Film Analysis (choose 1 film)
o Painting Analysis (choose 3 paintings)
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: Shot: A single piece of film uninterrupted by cuts.*

........... A A L R L L KRR N T T 7 PP D
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}Jlo;é-Up (CU): The image being shot takes up at least 80 percent of the frame.*

.
...............................................................................................................................

.....................................................................................................................
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Pan: Stationary camera that moves side to side. Panning is used to create a source of tension or to provide
: information. i

Dieiores T T B S PO

ACTIVITY

Paraphrasing, Bruinstormilng

The following are film terms you will need in the next few activities. The
ones followed by an asterisk are the ones you learned in Unit 1 (page 31).
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Establishing Shot (ES): Often a long shot or q series of shots that sets the scené, Ti{is shot is used to

establish setting and to show transitions between locations.*

...................................................................................................... D T T T T P R OUCURN

..........................................................................................

Long Shot: (LS): A shot from some distance: If ﬁlming a person, the full body is shown. It moy show the
isolation or vulnerability of the character (also called g Full Shot).*
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Medium Shot (MS): The most common shot, The camera seems to be g medium distance from the object
being fitmed. A medium shot shows the person from the waist up. The effect is to ground the story. _
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............................................................................................................................................................
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Mise en Scéne: The arrangement of pe'i'formers and properties on a stage for a theatrical production or
before the camera in a film.*

Camera Angles
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i Eye Level: A shot taken from a normal height, that is, the character's eye level; 90 to 95 percent of the
: shots seen are eye level because it is the most natural angle.*
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{ High Angle: Camera is above the subject. This usually has the effect of making the subject look smaller
: than normal, giving him or her the appearance of being weak, powerless, and trapped.*

................................................. R T LT LT L LT T I

: Low Angle: Camera shoots subject from below. This usually has the effect of making the subject look
¢ larger than normal, and therefore strong, powerful, and threatening.
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.....................................

.............................................

Camera Movements

......................

......................

: Tilt: Pivoting up or down along a vertical axis, -

;
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Zoom: Stationary camera where the lens moves to make an object seem to move closer to or farther oway
: from the camera. With this technique, moving into a character is often a personal or revealing movement,
: while moving away distances or separates the audience from the character.

...................................................................................................................................................................
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Dolly/Truckmg Camerais on a track that allows it to move with the action. It may be used to follow in
: front, behind, or next to a character as he or she walks or runs.

»
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: Boom/Crane: Camera is on a crane over the action; used to create overhead shots.

........................................................................................................................................................................

nghting

............................................ R R R I T ......4“....vuunu...”.-”.....u...nn-,u,.\.......-......-...u““w.”...:

High Key: Scene is flooded with light, creating a bright and open-looking scene.*
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i Bottom nghting Direct lighting from below, often makmg the subject appear dangerous or evil.*

........................................................................................................... T R R AR LR LR E L L AT R R

Side Lighting: Direct lighting from one side. This may mdicate a split personality or moral ambiguity.

........................................................................................................................................................................

. Front Lighting: Soft lighting on the actor’s face. It gives the appearance of innocence or goodness, or a
; : halo effect.*

: Dissolve: A kind of fade in which one image is slowly replaced by another. It can create o connection
i between images.

..........................................................................................................................................................................

. Wipe: A new image wipes off the previous image. A wipe is more fluid than a cut and quacker thon a
dxssolve.

.........................................................................................................................................................................

......................................................................................................................................................................

Shot-Reverse-Shob o shot of one subject, then another, then back to the first, It is often used for
§ conversation or reaction shots and is also used with eye-line match,

.............................................................................................................................................................

Cross Cutting- Cut into action that is huppenmg simultoneously. Thls is also caiied parallel ed:tmg

............................................................................................................................................... At rresebaaaivae)

i Point of View: Shows what things look like from the perspective of someone or something in the scene.
It may be ;uxtuposed with shots of the actor’s face in order to make a connectzon with the viewer,

.......................................................................................................................................................................

Eye-Line«Mutch Cut to.an object, then to a person. This technique shows what a person seems to be
¢ looking at.

........................................................................................................................................................................

© Fade: Can be to or from black or white. A fade begins in darkness and gradually assumes full brightness
(fude-m) or the image gradually gets darker (fade-aut) A fade often 1mp!|es that time has passed.

......................................................................................................................................................................

.......................................................................................................................................................................

Nondiegetic. Sound that could not be heard by the characters but is designed for audience reaction. An
§ example might be ominous music for foreshadowmg

............................................................................................................................
....................
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Complere one form for one Mo

FILM ANALYSIS WORKSHEET

Name

1) Film title :. 2) Director, year

3) What happens, at the level of plot or narration, in this sequence?

4) List the elements present in the film, based on our discussion of literary elements present in
other media.

5) After viewing, in a single sentence, state a possible overall theme (implicit meaning) of the film.




As you watch the film, record your observations in the boxes to the left. Complete the boxes
on the right after viewing the film,

6} Cinematography. Note composition, camera movement, off- Meanings. Note the ways in which the formal element contributes
screen spacs, codor, etc. to our understanding of the theme you've identified.

7} Misc. Use of props, sets, costuming, lighting, etc. Meanings.

8] Editing. Pacing, rhythm, graphic matches, continuity, Meanings.

transitions, etc,

9] Sound. Music, effects, dialogue, intensity, motifs, Meanings,
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Reading Paintings (General Information)
The following is a brief list of things to consider when analyzing a painting.

1. Facial expressions: The feelings communicated on a person’s face.

2. Focal Point: The direction of where the subject’s eye are looking or what they seem to
be focused on.

3. Gesture: The position of the subject’s body. Notice the hands, arms, legs, etc. Try to
figure out what idea, emotion, or opinion the gesture is representing. (What emotion is
that gesture producing?)

4. Clothing: The clothing a person is wearing also gives us clues about a person. It can
inform us of a subject’s place in society, the time period in which he/she lives, interests,
occupation, season, etc.

S. Setting: Where and when. It can inform us of a subject’s place in society, the time period
in which he/she lived, interests, etc. Usually the background.

6. Objects: These are usually symbolic to the subject. Objects may be part of the clothing

or setting. It’s the “stuff” or “things” in the picture.

Also consider: Color, quantity, and size



0 Complete 3 Charts for 3 PQihhnﬁs

Paintings Chart:

[ Facial Expressions
(What mood or feelings is the person’s face expressing?)

Focal Point
(Where are the person’s eyes looking?)

Gesture
(What is the action or the pose of the body?)

Clothing
(What is/are the person/people wearing?)

Setting
(Where is the person? What is the time period? What is the time of day?)

Objects
(What else is in the portrait?)

Color
(What color scheme is used in the painting? What emotion do they evoke? What do they symbolize?)

Size
(How are objects/people proportioned?)

Quantity
(How many objects/people are there in the painting?)

Tie of pmn—thﬁi
Artist



@ Paintings Chart:

Facial Expressions
(What mood or feelings is the person’s face expressing?)

Focal Point
(Where are the person’s eyes looking?)

Gesture
(What is the action or the pose of the body?)

Clothing
(What is/are the person/people wearing?)

Setting
(Where is the person? What is the time period? What is the time of day?)

Objects
(What else is in the portrait?)

Color
(What color scheme is used in the painting? What emotion do they evoke? What do they symbolize?)

Size
(How are objects/people proportioned?)

Quantity
(How many objects/people are there in the painting?)

Tite of \Oa‘m-Hhﬂ \
Aretist




@ Paintings Chart:

Facial Expressions
(What mood or feelings is the person’s face expressing?)

Focal Point
(Where are the person’s eyes looking?)

Gesture
(What is the action or the pose of the body?)

Clothing
(What is/are the person/people wearing?)

Setting
(Where is the person? What is the time period? What is the time of day?)

Objects
(What else is in the portrait?)

Color
(What color scheme is used in the painting? What emotion do they evoke? What do they symbolize?)

Size
(How are objects/people proportioned?)

Quantity
(How many objects/people are there in the painting?)

Title o po(m—H‘ncj )
Arist
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Podcast Annotated Bibliography POd(,O\S :

OPTIN 3

For this assignment, you are going to be listening to Podcasts and creating an Annotated Bibliography
about these Podcasts. An Annotated Bibliography is created by reading (or in this case listening to)
multiple sources, taking notes on the story, and then writing a paragraph of summary for each source.

Instructions: Choose one Podcast and listen to three separate episodes of that Podcast. As you are
listening, you are going to fill in the charts below, and then write a summary paragraph about the Podcast.
Be sure that you choose a Podcast that is appropriate for school and that your parents are supportive of
you listening to.

Podcast Title:

Produced By:
Title:

Author:

Source Type: Date Accessed: Date Published:
Podcast

What is the main purpose of the episode?

What are three main ideas presented in the episode?

What features of the piece indicate that it is credible (believable)?

Episode Summary Paragraph:



Title:

Author:

Source Type: Date Accessed:
Podcast

Date Published:

What is the main purpose of the episode?

What are three main ideas presented in the episode?

What features of the piece indicate that it is credible (believable)?

Episode Summary Paragraph:




Title:

Author:

Source Type: Date Accessed:
Podcast

Date Published:

What is the main purpose of the episode?

What are three main ideas presented in the episode?

What features of the piece indicate that it is credible (believable)?

Episode Summary Paragraph:




