128 MYTHOLOGY

. T e
y‘BQL;Thisbc, your. dearest,” she eried to him. Atsthe

soundhof her name he opened his heavy cyegfor one

look, Then death closed them. y

She saw hig sword falleny from his haﬁwd and beside it
her cloal stalndd and torn. She onderstood all, “Your
owihand killed ybu,” she said, ¥and yaur love for me. I

had the power to' sepaidte ws. Tt shall not have that
pawer now.” She plt;m”g-ed o her heart the sword that
was still wet with His life's blooti, o

The gods éyé’rc pitiful at the end the lovers® par-
ents too, 'Phe deep red fuic of th;:%ulb:rry is the
w):;jzag'memorial of these trie Jovers, and one 1rn

holdgfthe ashes of the two whom not evcn death conid
part.

ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE

The necongy of Orphews with the Argongts ir told
only by Apollonius of Rhwdes, & thivd-century Greck
poet, The vest of the stovy is told best by two Roman
ports, Visgil and Ovid, in very much the same style.
The Lutin names of the gods wre therefors #sed beys,
Apollopius influenced. Virgil o good deal. Tndeed,
any one of the three might bave writien the entive
story as it stands, '

The very earfiest mnsicians were the.gods. Athena was
not distinguished in that line, but she invented the fiute
although she never played upon it. Hermes made the
lyre and pave ir to Apollo who drew from it sounds so
melodious that when ljxc‘_played in Olympus the gods
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forgor all else, Hermes also made the shepherd-pipe for
himszlf and drew enchanting music from it, Pan made
the pipe of reeds which can sing as sweetly as the
nightingale in spang, The Muses had no instrument
pecudfar to them, but their vojces were lovely beyond
compare. ' :

Nextin order came a few mortals so excellent in their
art that. they slmost equaled the divine performers. OF
these by far the greatest was Orphens, Op, his mother’s
side e was more than mostal, He was the sor of one of

the Muses and a Thractan, prince. His mother gave him

the gift of music and Thrace whete he grew up fostered
it. The Thraclans were the most musical of the proples
of Greece. But Orpheus had no rival there or anywhere
except the gods alone. ‘There was no fimit to his powel

when he played and sang. No one and aothing could
reaist him,

In the deep stlll woods upon the Th:acimmuunté.im
Orphent with his singing lyre led the trees,
Led the wild beasts of the wildernass,

Bverything animate and inanimate followed liim. e
moved the tocks on the hillside and turned the course
of the riveys,

. Litde is told abour his Iife before his {ll-fated A

rage, for which he is even better known than for hijs *
+ music, but he went on one famous expedition and

proved himself a most usefil member of it. He saited
with Jason on the A, and when thé heroes were

weary or the rowing was especlally difficult he would

atrike his lyre and they would be aroused to fresh zeal
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and their oats would smite the ses together in time 1o
the melody. Or if a quarref threatened he wonld play so
wenderly and soothingly that the fercest spirits would
grow calm and forget thelr anger, He saved the heroes,
too, from the Sirens. When they heard far over the sea
singing so enchantngly sweet that it drove ont afl other
thoughts except a desperate longing to hear more, and
they turned the ship to the shore where the Sirens Kat,
Orpheus snatched up his lyre and piayed a tune so clear
and ringing that it drowned the sound of those lovely
fatal voices. The ship was put back on her coutse and
the winds sped her away from the dangerous place. If
Orpheus had not been there the Argonauts, tob, would
have left their bones on the Sirens’ jsland.

Where he first met and how he wooed the malden he
loved, Burydice, we are not rald, but it i clear that no
maiden he wanted could have resisted the power of his

song. They were marrded, but their joy was beief,”

Directly after the wedding, as the bride ‘walked in &
meadow with ber bridesmaids, a viper stung Ler and she
died, Orphews’ grief was overwhelming, He could not
endure it. He determined to go down to the word of
death and try to bring Burydice back, He said to himself,

 'With my,sohg
T will chasm Demeter's daughter,
I will charm the Lord of the Dead,
. Moving thels heaxts with my melody,
Twill bear her away from Hades.

He dared more than any other man ever dared for
. his love. He took the fearsome journey to the nnder-
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world. There be struck his Jyre, and at the sound all thar
vast multitude were charmed to stillness. The dog Ger-
bervs relaxed his. guwd; the wheel of Ixion stood
motionless; Sisiphus sat at est upon his stone; Tantalus
forgot: his thirst; for the first time the faces of the dread
goddesses, the Purdes, were wet with tears, The raler of
Hades drew near to listen with his queen. Orpheus sang,

O Gods who rule the dark sl silent world,
To you all born of 2 womsan needs must come,
All lovely thlngs st lnst go down to you.
Youare the debror who 1s always paid.
A litt{e white we tarry up on carth,
Then we are yours forever nad forever,
Bur] geelc'one who cane to you tao soon,
The bud was plucked before the flower bloamed,
 Ttiect to bearmy loss, I could not bear it
Love was too strong a god. O King, you know
If that cld tale mep tel] 5 rire, how once
The flowers saw the rape of Proserpine,
Then weave again for sweet Buwrydice -
Lift's pattern that was taken fom the loom
Tao quickly Sce, T ask a Lttle thing,
Ouly that you will lend, not give, ler to mae,,
. She shall be yours when her yeaey' span is fll,

. No one under the spell of his voice could refuse him

anything, He i

Drew iron tenis down Pluto’s cheek, '
And made Hell grant what Love did scek.

They sunméned Burydice and gave her to him, bur

upon one condition: that he would ot Jook back ather
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.28 she followed him, untl thcy had reached the np
wotld. So the two passed through the great doors o
Hades to the path which would take them eut of 1

be just behind him, but he longcd unuitterably to Bive
one gance to make swe. Bur now they were a}.mo
there, the blackness was turning gray; now he ha '-
stepped out joyfuly into the daglight, Then he turn .
to her, Tt was too soon; she was stll in the cavern. HEy
saw her in the dim Lght, and he held out his arms A
clasp her; but on the ingrant she was gone. She hat
slipped back into the darkness. All he heard way cq(“ i
faint word, “Barewell,” : ' i s tat brings in tfe day,.dnd all his -
Desperately he tried to rush afeer her and follow hi 2 ~HIs wife Alcyone
down, but he was not allowed. The gods would ik ¢ was fue davghter of Aeo-
consent to his entering the world of the dead & 3&(01‘1'{1 ! ' w’ oved each othter devot-
time, while he was stll alive. He was forced to rerurn chrd“le“ a tinte '
the, earth alone, in wutter desolationt, Then he forso jeae her and make a
the company of men, He wandered through the wij Y f mattess had bap-
solitudes of Thracs, comfottiess except for his lyre, pl fhe Whﬂ RJ° consule the ory-
ing, always playing, and ‘the rocks and the rivers ands f _ T
trecs heard him gladly, his only companions, But at f R d‘ with gnef
a.band of Macnads came upon him, They were as 24 o :it;:mjmkmvf :wm:t&i: )
g 3
% In her

i Ns the best sosivse for this stovy, The exagyobu-
o of she stovim & gypically Roman, Slesp’s dhod,
s charming datails shows Ovid’r pofiee of
ten—Liye names of the gods, of coglrse, are

2led as those who killed Penthews so horribly, oy
slew the gentle musician, tearing him limb from ligh
‘and flung the severed head into the swift river HcH:
Itwas borne along past the dver's mouth on to the, {,I‘
bian shorc, nor had it suffered any change from

sca when the Muses found it and busied itin the g
ary of the island. His limbs they gathered and pl'u:q =E'-
2 tomb at the foot of Mount Clympus, and thettd




