
This is an engaging and entertaining formative assessment. With a little preparation and careful 

instructions, students can rotate through several novel based activities with simply a “rotate” from the 
teacher every 9-10 minutes. 

 

Using stations with older students creates interest and adds engagement to any lesson. A student that 

was previously listless will sit up and take notice when asked to work as a team to accomplish several 

tasks in a timely manner. The stations are fast moving and usually produce a product. Upper level 

students enjoy the fast pace and high interest of station work. This activity takes a little planning, but 

when in process the educational component becomes a student driven learning experience. 

Learning stations require a little preparation. Read the station instructions for the necessary supplies: 

markers, construction paper, computer paper, scissors, glue sticks, laptop or Smartboard, tape. Each one 

varies. If a station requires extra items I will note it with an asterisk at the bottom of the page. 

Before beginning a session of stations I ask the students to leave any personal items on the outside 

edges of the room. I tell them that they will rotate in a clockwise direction when I give the call to switch. 

Walk around to each station and give a brief synopsis of what will go on. Let students know that 

anything they make should be taken with them to the next station. They should straighten up their 

current station before moving on.  This learning structure really lets the teachers become the facilitator 

and the student becomes the creator. It’s that 80% vs. 20% relationship that we all strive for. 

I hope you enjoy this set of stations and that you come back and visit my TPT to give some feedback. If 

you would like me to create stations for a specific novel or short story---just let me know (post on my 

question board). Click the green star in the right corner to follow me and you will be sent a notice when I 

post new learning stations. 

These stations are text heavy. You might want to lengthen the time spent in stations and reduce the 

number of stations you use in your class. Experiment and find out what works best. You will need a few 

extra supplies for a couple of these stations. For Pandora ’s Box you will need scraps of paper, 

paperclips, rubber bands, and a collection of small boxes. You can recycle tea boxes and other 

containers or print out a template for a box. The See Ithaca station will require magazines and glue 

sticks. The Characterization web needs black yarn or thread and scraps of cardboard or stiff poster 

board (hand sized). 

I have included 12 myths, but you might want to add more depending on the size of your class.  

I know you and your students will really enjoy this innovative teaching style. So here we go--Ready—
set—Rotate! 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Map of the Underworld 
Sketch a detailed map of the underworld on the large sheets of construction paper on the table. Your 

team is responsible for one map—so you must work together. I suggest dividing up the assignment: 

have one or two draw, one or two looking up details in the text.  Please include 10 landmarks or 

characters from the myth in your map of the setting.  Five of these should include direct quotations from 

the text that mention or describe this part of the setting. The direct quotations may be written on post-

it-notes if you wish. ***This is a whole class project. Your team may wish to focus on one part of the 

map, and then each new group can add to the project. 



 

Hades 
Then a roaring was heard in the earth, the woods on the hill-tops were shaken, and the howling 

of dogs announced the approach of the deities. "Now," said the Sibyl, "summon up your courage, 

for you will need it." She descended into the cave, and AEneas followed. Before the threshold of 

Hades they passed through a group of beings who are Griefs and avenging Cares, pale Diseases 

and melancholy Age, Fear and Hunger that tempt to crime, Toil, Poverty, and Death, forms 

horrible to view. The Furies spread their couches there, and Discord, whose hair was of vipers 

tied up with a bloody fillet. Here also were the monsters, Briareus with his hundred arms, Hydras 

hissing, and Chimaeras breathing fire. AEneas shuddered at the sight, drew his sword and would 

have struck, had not the Sibyl restrained him. They then came to the black river Cocytus, where 

they found the ferryman, Charon, old and squalid, but strong and vigorous, who was receiving 

passengers of all kinds into his boat, high-souled heroes, boys and unmarried girls as numerous 

as the leaves that fall at autumn, or the flocks that fly southward at the approach of winter. They 

stood pressing for a passage, and longing to touch the opposite shore. But the stern ferryman 

took in only such as he chose, driving the rest back. AEneas, wondering at the sight, asked the 

Sibyl, "Why this discrimination?: She answered, "Those who are taken on board the bark are the 

souls of those who have received due burial rites; the host of others who have remained 

unburied, are not permitted to pass the flood, but wander a hundred years, and flit to and fro 

about the shore, till at last they are taken over." AEneas grieved at recollecting some of his own 

companions who had perished in the storm. At that moment he beheld Palinurus, his pilot, who 

fell overboard and was drowned. He addressed him and asked him the cause of his misfortune. 

Palinurus replied that the rudder was carried away, and he, clinging to it, was swept away with it. 

He besought Aeneas most urgently to extend to him his hand and take him in company to the 

opposite shore. But the Sibyl rebuked him for the wish thus to transgress the laws of Pluto, but 

consoled him by informing him that the people of the shore where his body had been wafted by 

the waves, should be stirred up by the prodigies to give it the burial, and that the promontory 

should bear the name of Cape Palinurus, which it does to this day. Leaving Palinurus consoled 

by these words, they approached the boat. Charon, fixing his eyes sternly upon the advancing 

warrior, demanded by what right he, living and armed, approached the shore. To which the Sibyl 

replied that they would commit no violence, that AEneas's only object was to see his father, and 

finally exhibited the golden branch, at sight of which Charon's wrath relaxed, and he made haste 

to turn his back to the shore, and receive them on board. The boat, adapted only to the light 

freight of bodiless spirits, groaned under the weight of the hero. They were soon conveyed to the 

opposite shore. There they were encountered by the three- headed dog Cerberus, with his necks 

bristling with snakes. He barked with all his three throats till the Sibyl threw him a medicated 

cake, which he eagerly devoured, and then stretched himself out in his den and fell asleep. 

AEneas and the Sibyl sprang to land. The first sound that struck their ears was the wailing of 

young children, who had died on the threshold of life, and near to these were they who had 

perished under false charges. Minos presides over them as judge, and examines the deeds of 

each. The next class was of those who had died by their own hand, hating life and seeking refuge 



in death. Oh, how willingly would they now endure poverty, labor, and any other infliction, if 

they might but return to life! Next were situated the regions of sadness, divided off into retired 

paths, leading through groves of myrtle. Here roamed those who had fallen victims to unrequited 

love, not freed from pain even by death itself. Among these, AEneas thought he descried the 

form of Dido, with a wound still recent. In the dim light he was for a moment uncertain, but 

approaching perceived it was indeed herself. Tears fell from his eyes, and he addressed her in the 

accents of love. "Unhappy Dido! Was then the rumor true that you had perished? And was I, 

alas! the cause! I call the gods to witness that my departure from you was reluctant, and in 

obedience to the commands of Jove; nor could I believe that my absence would have cost you so 

dear. Stop, I beseech you, and refuse me not a last farewell." She stood for a moment with 

averted countenance, and eyes fixed on the ground, and then silently passed on, as insensible to 

his pleadings as a rock. AEneas followed for some distance; then, with a heavy heart, rejoined 

his companion and resumed his route. 

They next entered the fields where roam the heroes who have fallen in battle. Here they saw 

many shades of Grecian and Trojan warriors. The Trojans thronged around him, and could not be 

satisfied with the sight. They asked the cause of his coming, and plied him with innumerable 

questions. But the Greeks, at the sight of his armor glittering through the murky atmosphere, 

recognized the hero, and filled with terror turned their backs and fled, as they used to flee on the 

plains of Troy. 

AEneas would have lingered long with his Trojan friends but the Sibyl hurried him away. They 

next came to a place where the road divided, the one leading to Elysium, the other to the regions 

of the condemned. AEneas beheld on one side the walls of a mighty city, around which 

Phlegethon rolled its fiery waters. Before him was the gate of adamant that neither gods nor men 

can break through. An iron tower stood by the gate, on which Tisiphone, the avenging Fury, kept 

guard. From the city were heard groans, and the sound of the scourge, the creaking of iron, and 

the clanking of chains. AEneas, horror-struck, inquired of his guide what crimes were those 

whose punishments produced the sounds he hear? The Sibyl answered, "Here is the judgment-

hall of Rhadamanthus, who brings to light crimes done in life, which the perpetrator vainly 

thought impenetrably hid. Tisiphone applies her whip of scorpions, and delivers the offender 

over to her sister Furies. At this moment with horrid clang the brazen gates unfolded, and 

AEneas saw within, a Hydra with fifty heads, guarding the entrance. The Sibyl told him that the 

Gulf of Tartarus descended deep, so that its recesses were as far beneath their feet as heaven was 

high above their heads. In the bottom of this pit, the Titan race, who warred against the gods, lie 

prostrate; Salmoneus, also, who presumed to vie with Jupiter, and built a bridge of brass over 

which he drove his chariot that the sound might resemble thunder, launching flaming brands at 

his people in imitation of lightning, till Jupiter struck him with a real thunderbolt, and taught him 

the difference between mortal weapons and divine. Here, also, is Tityus, the giant, whose form is 

so immense that as he lies, he stretches over nine acres, while a vulture preys upon his liver, 

which as fast as it is devoured grows again, so that his punishment will have no end. 

AEneas saw groups seated at tables loaded with dainties, while near by stood a Fury who 

snatched away the viands from their lips, as fast as they prepared to taste them. Others beheld 

suspended over their heads huge rocks, threatening to fall, keeping them in a state of constant 

alarm. These were they who had hated their brothers, or struck their parents, or defrauded the 



friends who trusted them, or who having grown rich, kept their money to themselves, and gave 

no share to others; the last being the most numerous class. Here also were those who had violated 

the marriage vow, or fought in a bad cause, or failed in fidelity to their employers. Here was one 

who had sold his country for gold, another who perverted the laws, making them say one thing 

today and another tomorrow. 

Ixion was there fastened to the circumference of a wheel ceaselessly revolving; and Sisyphus, 

whose task was to roll a huge stone up to a hill-top, but when the steep was well-nigh gained, the 

rock, repulsed by some sudden force, rushed again headlong down to the plain. Again he toiled 

at it, while the sweat bathed all his weary limbs, but all to no effect. There was Tantalus, who 

stood in a pool, his chin level with the water, yet he was parched with thirst, and found nothing 

to assuage it; for when he bowed his hoary head, eager to quaff, the water fled away, leaving the 

ground at his feet all dry. Tall trees laden with fruit stooped their heads to him, pears, 

pomegranates, apples and luscious figs; but when with a sudden grasp he tried to seize them, 

winds whirled them high above his reach. 

The Sibyl now warned AEneas that it was time to turn from these melancholy regions and seek 

the city of the blessed. They passed through a middle tract of darkness, and came upon the 

Elysian fields, the groves where the happy reside. They breathed a freer air, and saw all objects 

clothed in a purple light. The region has a sun and stars of its own. The inhabitants were enjoying 

themselves in various ways, some in sports on the grassy turf, in games of strength or skill, 

others dancing or singing. Orpheus struck the chords of his lyre, and called forth ravishing 

sounds. Here AEneas saw the founders of the Trojan state, high-souled heroes who lived in 

happier times. He gazed with admiration on the war-chariots and glittering arms now reposing in 

disuse. Spears stood fixed in the ground, and the horses, unharnessed, roamed over the plain. The 

same pride in splendid armor and generous steeds which the old heroes felt in life, accompanied 

them here. He saw another group feasting, and listening to the strains of music. They were in a 

laurel grove, whence the great river Po has its origin, and flows out among men. Here dwelt 

those who fell by wounds received in their country's cause, holy priests, also, and poets who 

have uttered thoughts worthy of Apollo, and others who have contributed to cheer and adorn life 

by their discoveries in the useful arts, and have made their memory blessed by rendering service 

to mankind. They wore snow- white fillets about their brows. The Sibyl addressed a group of 

these, and inquired where Anchises was to be found. They were directed where to seek him, and 

soon found him in a verdant valley, where he was contemplating the ranks of his posterity, their 

destinies and worthy deeds to be achieved in coming times. When he recognized AEneas 

approaching, he stretched out both hands to him, while tears flowed freely. "Have you come at 

last," said he, "long expected and do I behold you after such perils past? O my son, how have I 

trembled for you as I have watched your career!" To which AEneas replied, O father! Your 

image was always before me to guide and guard me. Then he endeavored to enfold his father in 

his embrace, but his arms enclosed only an unsubstantial image. 

AEneas perceived before him a spacious valley, with trees gently waving to the wind, a tranquil 

landscape, through which the river Lethe flowed. Along the banks of the stream wandered a 

countless multitude, numerous as insects in the summer air. AEneas, with surprise, inquired who 

were these. Anchises answered, "They are souls to which bodies are to be given in due time. 

Meanwhile they dwell on Lethe's bank, and drink oblivion of their former lives." "Oh, father!" 



said AEneas, "is it possible that any can be so in love with life, as to wish to leave these tranquil 

seats for the upper world?" Anchises replied by explaining the plan of creation. The Creator, he 

told him, originally made the material of which souls are composed, of the four elements, fire, 

air, earth, and water, all which, when united, took the form of the most excellent part, fire, and 

became FLAME. This material was scattered like seed among the heavenly bodies, the sun, 

moon, and stars. Of this seed the inferior gods created man and all other animals, mingling it 

with various proportions of earth, by which its purity was alloyed and reduced. Thus the more 

earth predominates in the composition, the less pure is the individual; and we see men and 

women with their full-grown bodies have not the purity of childhood. So in proportion to the 

time which the union of body and soul has lasted, is the impurity contracted by the spiritual part. 

This impurity must be purged away after death, which is done by ventilating the souls in the 

current of winds, or merging them in water, or burning out their impurities by fire. Some few, of 

whom Anchises intimates that he is one, are admitted at once to Elysium, there to remain. But 

the rest, after the impurities of earth are purged away, are sent back to life endowed with new 

bodies, having had the remembrance of their former lives effectually washed away by the waters 

of Lethe. Some, however, there still are, so thoroughly corrupted, that they are not fit to be 

entrusted with human bodies, and these are made into brute animals, lions, tigers, cats, dogs, 

monkeys, etc. This is what the ancients called Metempsychosis, or the transmigration of souls; a 

doctrine which is still held by the natives of India, who scruple to destroy the life, even of the 

most insignificant animal, not knowing but it may be one of their relations in an altered form. 

Anchises, having explained so much, proceeded to point out to AEneas individuals of his race, 

who were hereafter to be born, and to relate to him the exploits they should perform in the world. 

After this he reverted to the present, and told his son of the events that remained to him to be 

accomplished before the complete establishment of himself and his followers in Italy. Wars were 

to be waged, battles fought, a bride to be won, and in the result a Trojan state founded, from 

which should rise the Roman power, to be in time the sovereign of the world. 

AEneas and the Sybil then took leave of Anchises, and returned by some short cut, which the 

poet does not explain, to the upper world. 

The Egyptian name of Hades was Amenti. In the Revision of the Scriptures the Revising 

Commission has substituted the word Hades where "hell" was used in the version of King James. 

ELYSIUM 

Virgil, we have seen, places his Elysium under the earth, and assigns it for a residence to the 

spirits of the blessed. But in Homer Elysium forms no part of the realms of the dead. He places it 

on the west of the earth, near Ocean, and described it as a happy land, where there is neither 

snow, nor cold, nor rain, and always fanned by the delightful breezes of Zephyrus. Hither 

favored heroes pass without dying, and live happy under the rule of Rhadamanthus. The Elysium 

of Hesiod and Pindar is in the Isles of the Blessed, or Fortunate Islands, in the Western Ocean. 

From these sprang the legend of the happy island Atlantis. This blissful region may have been 

wholly imaginary, but possibly may have sprung from the reports of some storm-driven mariners 

who had caught a glimpse of the coast of America. 



Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

Create Character Cards 
Select your favorite god, goddess, or hero to record on one of the character cards on the table. Each 

person in your team must select a different character. You may use markers or magazine cut-outs for 

your visual. Details from the text must include internal citations (author’s last name and page number). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Character Card 

God    Goddess   Hero    (Circle one) 

Character____________________________________________________ 

Visual 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Direct characterization 

 

 

Indirect characterization 

 

 

Tragic flaw 

 

 

Primary conflict (internal or external) explain 

 

 

If you need extra space put an asterisk (*) at the end of the line and add the rest to the back page. 



Grecian Urn 

The Greeks and Romans decorated pottery with visual 

representations of myths, epics, and great battles. These visual 

texts have lasted for thousands of years and remain one of our 

primary sources of ancient history. Design a Grecian Urn that 

recounts the main events of your myth, epic, or battle. Include at 

least three captions that describe the events on your urn. 

 

 

 



 



 



Pandora’s Box 
 

Read the short myth and annotate for main ideas. Visually recreate the climactic moment of this myth with 

the materials provided for you on the table.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Pandora 

To Prometheus the Titan and to his brother Epimetheus was committed the task of making man 

and all other animals, and of endowing them with all needful faculties. This Epimetheus did, and 

his brother overlooked the work. Epimetheus then gave to the different animals their several gifts 

of courage, strength, swiftness and sagacity. He gave wings to one, claws to another, a shelly 

covering to the third. Man, superior to all other animals, came last. But for man Epimetheus had 

nothing,— he had bestowed all his gifts elsewhere. He came to his brother for help, and 

Prometheus, with the aid of Minerva, went up to heaven, lighted his torch at the chariot of the 

sun, and brought down fire to man. With this, man was more than equal to all other animals. Fire 

enabled him to make weapons to subdue wild beasts, tools with which to till the earth. With fire 

he warmed his dwelling and bid defiance to the cold. 

Woman was not yet made. The story is, that Jupiter made her, and sent her to Prometheus and his 

brother, to punish them for their presumption in stealing fire from heaven; and man, for 

accepting the gift. The first woman was named Pandora. She was made in heaven, every god 

contributing something to perfect her. Venus gave her beauty, Mercury persuasion, Apollo 

music. Thus equipped, she was conveyed to earth, and presented to Epimetheus, who gladly 

accepted her, though cautioned by his brother to beware of Jupiter and his gifts. Epimetheus had 

in his house a jar, in which were kept certain noxious articles, for which, in fitting man for his 

new abode, he had had no occasion. Pandora was seized with an eager curiosity to know what 

this jar contained; and one day she slipped off the cover and looked in. Forthwith there escaped a 

multitude of plagues for hapless man,— such as gout, rheumatism, and colic for his body, and 

envy, spite, and revenge for his mind,— and scattered themselves far and wide. Pandora 

hastened to replace the lid; but, alas! The whole contents of the jar had escaped, one thing only 

excepted, which lay at the bottom, and that was HOPE. So we see at this day, whatever evils are 

abroad, hope never entirely leaves us; and while we have THAT, no amount of other ills can 

make us completely wretched. 

Another story is, that Pandora was sent in good faith, by Jupiter, to bless man; that she was 

furnished with a box, containing her marriage presents, into which every god had put some 

blessing. She opened the box incautiously, and the blessings all escaped, HOPE only excepted. 

This story seems more consistent than the former; for how could HOPE, so precious a jewel as it 

is, have been kept in a jar full of all manner of evils? 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

 

 



See Ithaca! 
Create a travel brochure for “The Odyssey Cruise” Parody the events of the Odyssey by changing 

the tone of the events to positive. Your destination vacation spot is Ithaca. Use details from the text. 

Your travel brochure should parody at least 10 events in the epic. Fold your computer paper into thirds 

and incorporate visuals (drawings or magazine cut outs) within the brochure. 

 

 

 

  

 



*This station requires a digital component < laptop, desktop, projector, or desktop> 

Gallery Walk (Siren Style) 

 

Examine these two pieces of art that depict Homer’s description of Odysseus sailing through the sirens. 

Use the provided double bubble to compare and contrast the two pieces of art. Carefully examine the 

artists use of color, facial expressions, depictions of the sea, mood, tone, shading, symbolism, and 

setting. Discuss your findings with the group. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



John William Waterhouse, Ulysses and the Sirens, 1891, National Gallery of Victoria, Melbourne, 201 x 

99 cm 

 

http://traumwerk.stanford.edu/philolog/Waterhouse-

Ulysses.jpg 

 

http://traumwerk.stanford.edu/philolog/Waterhouse-Ulysses.jpg
http://traumwerk.stanford.edu/philolog/Waterhouse-Ulysses.jpg


 

Ulysses and the Sirens by Herman James Draper 

http://www.oceansbridge.com/paintings/artists/recentl

y-added/july2008/big/Ulysses-and-the-Sirens-1909-xx-

Herbert-James-Draper.JPG 

 

http://www.oceansbridge.com/paintings/artists/recently-added/july2008/big/Ulysses-and-the-Sirens-1909-xx-Herbert-James-Draper.JPG
http://www.oceansbridge.com/paintings/artists/recently-added/july2008/big/Ulysses-and-the-Sirens-1909-xx-Herbert-James-Draper.JPG
http://www.oceansbridge.com/paintings/artists/recently-added/july2008/big/Ulysses-and-the-Sirens-1909-xx-Herbert-James-Draper.JPG


 

mermaids

harpies



Characterization Web 

Read the myth of Arachne and Minerva (Athena) . Annotate the text for direct 

characterization and indirect characterization of both characters. Select one of the 

characters to focus on and write examples of direct and indirect characterization on the red 

paper provided. Select one piece of cardboard and wrap the black yarn around it several 

times into a pleasing pattern. Tuck the pieces of red paper (with examples of 

characterization inscribed) into your web. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Arachne 

In another contest, a mortal dared to come in competition with Minerva. That mortal was 

Arachne, a maiden who had attained such skill in the arts of weaving and embroidery that the 

nymphs themselves would leave their groves and fountains to come and gaze upon her work. It 

was not only beautiful when it was done, but beautiful also in the doing. To watch her, as she 

took the wool in its rude state and formed it into rolls, or separated it with her fingers and carded 

it till it looked as light and soft as a cloud, or twirled the spindle with skilful touch, or wove the 

web, or, when woven, adorned it with her needle, one would have said that Minerva herself had 

taught her. But this she denied, and could not bear to be thought a pupil even of a goddess. "Let 

Minerva try her skill with mine," said she; "if beaten, I will pay the penalty." Minerva heard this 

and was displeased. Assuming the form of an old woman, she went and gave Arachne some 

friendly advice. "I have had much experience,: said she, "and I hope you will not despise my 

counsel. Challenge your fellow-mortals as you will, but do not compete with a goddess. On the 

contrary, I advise you to ask her forgiveness for what you have said, and, as she is merciful, 

perhaps she will pardon you." Arachne stopped her spinning, and looked at the old dame with 

anger in her countenance. "Keep your counsel," said she, "for your daughters or handmaids; for 

my part, I know what I say, and I stand to it. I am not afraid of the goddess; let her try her skill, if 

she dare venture." "She comes," said Minerva; and dropping her disguise, stood confessed. The 

nymphs bent low in homage, and all the bystanders paid reverence. Arachne alone was 

unterrified. She blushed, indeed; a sudden color dyed her cheek, and then she grew pale. But she 

stood to her resolve, and with a foolish conceit of her own skill rushed on her fate. Minerva 

forbore no longer, nor interposed any further advice. They proceed to the contest. Each takes her 

station and attaches the web to the beam. Then the slender shuttle is passed in and out among the 

threads. The reed with its fine teeth strikes up the woof into its place and compacts the web. Both 

work with speed; their skilful hands move rapidly, and the excitement of the contest makes the 

labor light. Wool of Tyrian dye is contrasted with that of other colors, shaded off into one 

another so adroitly that the joining deceives the eye. Like the bow, whose long arch tinges the 

heavens, formed by sunbeams reflected from the shower (this description of the rainbow is 

literally translated rom Ovid), in which, where the colors meet they seem as one, but at a little 

distance from the point of contact are wholly different. 

Minerva wrought on her web the scene of her contest with Neptune. Twelve of the heavenly 

powers are represented, Jupiter, with August gravity, sitting in the midst. Neptune, the ruler of 

the sea, holds his trident, and appears to have just smitten the earth, from which a horse has 

leaped forth. Minerva depicted herself with helmed head, her AEgis covering her breast. Such 

was the central circle; and in the four corners were represented incidents illustrating the 

displeasure of the gods at such presumptuous mortals as had dared to contend with them. These 

were meant as warnings to her rival to give up the contest before it was too late. 

Arachne filled her web with subjects designedly chosen to exhibit the failings and errors of the 

gods. One scene represented Leda caressing the swan, under which form Jupiter had disguised 

himself; and another, Danae, in the brazen tower in which her father had imprisoned her, but 

where the god effected his entrance in the form of a shower of gold. Still another depicted 

Europa deceived by Jupiter under the disguise of a bull. Encouraged by the tameness of the 

animal, Europa ventured to mount his back, whereupon Jupiter advanced into the sea, and swam 



with her to Crete. You would have thought it was a real bull so naturally was it wrought, and so 

natural was the water in which it swam. She seemed to look with longing eyes back upon the 

shore she was leaving, and to call to her companions for help. She appeared to shudder with 

terror at the sight of the heaving waves, and to draw back her feet from the water. 

Arachne filled her canvas with these and like subjects, wonderfully well done, but strongly 

marking her presumption and impiety. Minerva could not forbear to admire, yet felt indignant at 

the insult. She struck the web with her shuttle, and rent it in pieces; she then touched the 

forehead of Arachne, and made her feel her guilt and shame. She could not endure it, and went 

and hanged herself. Minerva pitied her as she saw her hanging by a rope. "Live, guilty woman," 

said she; " and that you may preserve the memory of this lesson, continue to hang, you and your 

descendants, to all future times." She sprinkled her with the juices of aconite, and immediately 

her hair came off, and her nose and ears likewise. Her form shrank up, and her head grew smaller 

yet; her fingers grew to her side, and served for legs. All the rest of her is body, out of which she 

spins her thread, often hanging suspended by it, in the same attitude as when Minerva touched 

her and transformed her into a spider. 

 

 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



APOLLO AND DAPHNE 

Daphne was Apollo's first love. It was not brought about by accident, but by the malice of Cupid. 

Apollo saw the boy playing with his bow and arrows; and being himself elated with his recent 

victory over Python, he said to him, "What have you to do with warlike weapons, saucy boy? 

Leave them for hands worthy of them. Behold the conquest I have won by means of them over 

the vast serpent who stretched his poisonous body over acres of the plain! Be content with your 

torch, child, and kindle up your flames, as you call them, where you will, but presume not to 

meddle with my weapons." 

Venus's boy heard these words, and rejoined, ":Your arrows may strike all things else, Apollo, 

but mine shall strike you.:" So saying, he took his stand on a rock of Parnassus, and drew from 

his quiver two arrows of different workmanship, one to excite love, the other to repel it. The 

former was of gold and sharp- pointed, the latter blunt and tipped with lead. With the leaden 

shaft he struck the nymph Daphne, the daughter of the river god Peneus, and with the golden one 

Apollo, through the heart. Forthwith the god was seized with love for the maiden, and she 

abhorred the thought of loving. Her delight was in woodland sports and in the spoils of the chase. 

Many lovers sought her, but she spurned them all, ranging the woods, and taking thought neither 

of Cupid nor of Hymen. Her father often said to her, "Daughter, you owe me a son-in-law; you 

owe me grandchildren." She, hating the thought of marriage as a crime, with her beautiful face 

tinged all over with blushes, threw her arms around her father's neck, and said, "Dearest father, 

grant me this favor, that I may always remain unmarried, like Diana." He consented, but at the 

same time said, "Your own face will forbid it." 

Apollo loved her, and longed to obtain her; and he who gives oracles to all in the world was not 

wise enough to look into his own fortunes. He saw her hair flung loose over her shoulders, and 

said, "If so charming in disorder, what would it be if arranged?" He saw her eyes bright as stars; 

he saw her lips, and was not satisfied with only seeing them. He admired her hands and arms 

bared to the shoulder, and whatever was hidden from view he imagined more beautiful still. He 

followed her; she fled, swifter than the wind, and delayed not a moment at his entreaties. "Stay," 

said he, "daughter of Peneus; I am not a foe. Do not fly me as a lamb flies the wolf, or a dove the 

hawk. It is for love I pursue you. You make me miserable, for fear you should fall and hurt 

yourself on these stones, and I should be the cause. Pray run slower, and I will follow slower. I 

am no clown, no rude peasant. Jupiter is my father, and I am lord of Delphos and Tenedos, and 

know all things, present and future. I am the god of song and the lyre. My arrows fly true to the 

mark; but alas! An arrow more fatal than mine has pierced my heart! I am the god of medicine, 

and know the virtues of all healing plants. Alas! I suffer a malady that no balm can cure!" 

The nymph continued her flight, and left his plea half uttered. And even as she fled she charmed 

him. The wind blew her garments, and her unbound hair streamed loose behind her. The god 

grew impatient to find his wooings thrown away, and, sped by Cupid, gained upon her in the 

race. It was like a hound pursuing a hare, with open jaws ready to seize, while the feebler animal 

darts forward, slipping from the very grasp. So flew the god and the virgin he on the wings of 

love, and she on those of fear. The pursuer is the more rapid, however, and gains upon her, and 

his panting breath blows upon her hair. Now her strength begins to fail, and, ready to sink, she 



calls upon her father, the river god: "Help me, Peneus! Open the earth to enclose me, or change 

my form, which has brought me into this danger!" 

Scarcely had she spoken, when a stiffness seized all her limbs; her bosom began to be enclosed 

in a tender bark; her hair became leaves; her arms became branches; her feet stuck fast in the 

ground, as roots; her face became a tree-top, retaining nothing of its former self but its beauty. 

Apollo stood amazed. He touched the stem, and felt the flesh tremble under the new bark. He 

embraced the branches, and lavished kisses on the wood. The branches shrank from his lips. 

"Since you cannot be my wife," said he, "you shall assuredly be my tree. I will wear you for my 

crown. With you I will decorate my harp and my quiver; and when the great Roman conquerors 

lead up the triumphal pomp to the Capitol, you shall be woven into wreaths for their brows. And, 

as eternal youth is mine, you also shall be always green, and your leaf know no decay." The 

nymph, now changed into a laurel tree, bowed its head in grateful acknowledgment 
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PYRAMUS AND THISBE 

Pyramus was the handsomest youth, and Thisbe the fairest maiden, in all Babylonia, where 

Semiramis reigned. Their parents occupied adjoining houses; and neighborhood brought the 

young people together, and acquaintance ripened into love. They would gladly have married, but 

their parents forbade. One thing, however, they could not forbid that love should glow with equal 

ardor in the bosoms of both. They conversed by signs and glances, and the fire burned more 

intensely for being covered up. In the wall that parted the two houses there was a crack, caused 

by some fault in the structure. No one had remarked it before, but the lovers discovered it. 'What 

will love not discover? It afforded a passage to the voice; and tender messages used to pass 

backward and forward through the gap. As they stood, Pyramus on this side, Thisbe on that, their 

breaths would mingle. "Cruel wall," they said, "why do you keep two lovers apart? But we will 

not be ungrateful. We owe you, we confess, the privilege of transmitting loving words to willing 

ears." Such words they uttered on different sides of the wall; and when night came and they must 

say farewell, they pressed their lips upon the wall, she on her side, he on his, as they could come 

no nearer. 

One morning, when Aurora had put out the stars, and the sun had melted the frost from the grass, 

they met at the accustomed spot. Then, after lamenting their hard fate, they agreed that next 

night, when all was still, they would slip away from watchful eyes, leave their dwellings and 

walk out into the fields; and to insure a meeting, repair to a well-known edifice, standing without 

the city's bounds, called the tomb of Ninus, and that the one who came first should await the 

other at the foot of a certain tree. It was a white mulberry tree and stood near a cool spring. All 

was agreed on, and they waited impatiently for the sun to go down beneath the waters and night 

to rise up from them. Then cautiously Thisbe stole forth, unobserved by the family, her head 

covered with a veil, made her way to the monument and sat down under the tree. As she sat 

alone in the dim light of the evening she descried a lioness, her jaws reeking with recent 

slaughter, approaching the fountain to slake her thirst. Thisbe fled at the sight, and sought refuge 

in the hollow of a rock. As she fled she dropped her veil. The lioness, after drinking at the spring, 

turned to retreat to the woods, and seeing the veil on the ground, tossed and rent it with her 

bloody mouth. 

Pyramus, having been delayed, now approached the place of meeting. He saw in the sand the 

footsteps of the lion, and the color fled from his cheeks at the sight. Presently he found the veil 

all rent and bloody. "Oh, hapless girl," said he, "I have been the cause of thy death! Thou, more 

worthy of life than I, hast fallen the first victim. I will follow. I am the guilty cause, in tempting 

thee forth to a place of such peril, and not being myself on the spot to guard thee. Come forth, ye 

lions, from the rocks, and tear this guilty body with your teeth" He took up the veil, carried it 

with him to the appointed tree, and covered it with kisses and with tears. "My blood also shall 

stain your texture," said he, and drawing his sword plunged it into his heart. The blood spurted 

from the wound, and tinged the white mulberries of the tree all red; and sinking into the earth 

reached the roots, so that the red color mounted through the trunk to the fruit. 

By this time, Thisbe, still trembling with fear, yet wishing not to disappoint her lover, stepped 

cautiously forth, looking anxiously for the youth, eager to tell him the danger she had escaped. 

When she came to the spot and saw the changed color of the mulberries she doubted whether it 



was the same place. While she hesitated she saw the form of one struggling in the agonies of 

death. She started back, a shudder ran through her frame as a ripple on the face of the still water 

when a sudden breeze sweeps over it. But as soon as she recognized her lover, she screamed and 

beat her breast; embracing the lifeless body, pouring tears into its wounds, and imprinting kisses 

on the cold lips. "Oh, Pyramus," she cried, "what has done this? Answer me, Pyramus; it is your 

own Thisbe that speaks. Hear me, dearest, and lift that drooping head!" At the name of Thisbe, 

Pyramus opened his eyes, then closed them again. She saw her veil stained with blood and the 

scabbard empty of its sword. "Thy own hand has slain thee, and for my sake," she said. "I too 

can be brave for once, and my love is as strong as thine. I will follow thee in death, for I have 

been the cause; and death, which alone could part us, shall not prevent my joining thee. And ye, 

unhappy parents of us both, deny us not our united request. As love and death have joined us, let 

one tomb contain us. And thou, tree, retain the marks of slaughter. Let thy berries still serve for 

memorials of our blood." So saying, she plunged the sword into her breast. Her parents acceded 

to her wish; the gods also ratified it. The two bodies were buried in one sepulchre, and the tree 

ever after brought forth purple berries, as it does to this day. 

 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 



CUPID AND PSYCHE 

A certain king had three daughters. (This seems to be one of the latest fables of the Greek 

mythology. It has not been found earlier than the close of the second century of the Christian era. 

It bears marks of the higher religious notions of that time.) The two elder were charming girls, 

but the beauty of the youngest was so wonderful that language is too poor to express its due 

praise. The fame of her beauty was so great that strangers from neighboring countries came in 

crowds to enjoy the sight, and looked on her with amazement, paying her that homage which is 

due only to Venus herself. In fact, Venus found her altars deserted, while men turned their 

devotion to this young virgin. As she passed along, the people sang her praises, and strewed her 

way with chaplets and flowers. 

This perversion to a mortal of the homage due only to the immortal powers gave great offence to 

the real Venus. Shaking her ambrosial locks with indignation, she exclaimed, "Am I then to be 

eclipsed in my honors by a mortal girl? In vain then did that royal shepherd, whose judgment 

was approved by Jove himself, give me the palm of beauty over my illustrious rivals, Pallas and 

June. But she shall not so quietly usurp my honors. I will give her cause to repent of so unlawful 

a beauty." 

Thereupon she calls her winged son Cupid, mischievous enough in his own nature, and rouses 

and provokes him yet more by her complaints. She points out Psyche to him, and says, "My dear 

son, punish that contumacious beauty; give thy mother a revenge as sweet as her injuries are 

great; infuse into the bosom of that haughty girl a passion for some low, mean, unworthy being, 

so that she may reap a mortification as great as her present exultation and triumph." 

Cupid prepared to obey the commands of his mother. There are two fountains in Venus's garden, 

one of sweet waters, the other of bitter. Cupid filled two amber vases, one from each fountain, 

and suspending them from the top of his quiver, hastened to the chamber of Psyche, whom he 

found asleep. He shed a few drops from the bitter fountain over her lips, though the sight of her 

almost moved him to pity; then touched her side with the point of his arrow. At the touch she 

awoke, and opened eyes upon Cupid (himself invisible) which so startled him that in his 

confusion he wounded himself with his own arrow. Heedless of his wound his whole thought 

now was to repair the mischief he had done, and he poured the balmy drops of joy over all her 

silken ringlets. 

Psyche, henceforth frowned upon by Venus, derived no benefit from all her charms. True, all 

eyes were cast eagerly upon her, and every mouth spoke her praises; but neither king, royal 

youth, nor plebeian presented himself to demand her in marriage. Her two elder sisters of 

moderate charms had now long been married to two royal princes; but Psyche, in her lonely 

apartment, deplored her solitude, sick of that beauty, which, while it procured abundance of 

flattery, had failed to awaken love. 

Her parents, afraid that they had unwittingly incurred the anger of the gods, consulted the oracle 

of Apollo, and received this answer: "The virgin is destined for the bride of no mortal lover. Her 

future husband awaits her on the top of the mountain. He is a monster whom neither gods nor 

men can resist." 



This dreadful decree of the oracle filled all the people with dismay, and her parents abandoned 

themselves to grief. But Psyche said, "Why, my dear parents, do you now lament me? You 

should rather have grieved when the people showered upon me undeserved honors, and with one 

voice called me a Venus. I now perceive that I am a victim to that name. I submit. Lead me to 

that rock to which my unhappy fate has destined me." Accordingly, all things being prepared, the 

royal maid took her place in the procession, which more resembled a funeral than a nuptial 

pomp, and with her parents, amid the lamentations of the people, ascended the mountain, on the 

summit of which they left her alone, and with sorrowful hearts returned home. 

While Psyche stood on the ridge of the mountain, panting with fear and with eyes full of tears, 

the gentle Zephyr raised her from the earth and bore her with an easy motion into a flowery dale. 

By degrees her mind became composed, and she laid herself down on the grassy bank to sleep. 

When she awoke, refreshed with sleep, she looked round and beheld nearby a pleasant grove of 

tall and stately trees. She entered it, and in the midst discovered a fountain, sending forth clear 

and crystal waters, and hard by, a magnificent palace whose August front impressed the spectator 

that it was not the work of mortal hands, but the happy retreat of some god. Drawn by admiration 

and wonder, she approached the building and ventured to enter. Every object she met filled her 

with pleasure and amazement. Golden pillars supported the vaulted roof, and the walls were 

enriched with carvings and paintings representing beasts of the chase and rural scenes, adapted to 

delight the eye of the beholder. Proceeding onward she perceived that besides the apartments of 

state there were others, filled with all manner of treasures, and beautiful and precious 

productions of nature and art. 

While her eyes were thus occupied, a voice addressed her, though she saw no one, uttering these 

words: "Sovereign lady, all that you see is yours. We whose voices you hear are your servants, 

and shall obey all your commands with our utmost care and diligence. Retire therefore to your 

chamber and repose on your bed of down, and when you see fit repair to the bath. Supper will 

await you in the adjoining alcove when it pleases you to take your seat there." 

Psyche gave ear to the admonitions of her vocal attendants, and after repose and the refreshment 

of the bath, seated herself in the alcove, where a table immediately presented itself, without any 

visible aid from waiters or servants, and covered with the greatest delicacies of food and the 

most nectareous wines. Her ears too were feasted with music from invisible performers; of 

whom one sang, another played on the lute, and all closed in the wonderful harmony of a full 

chorus. 

She had not yet seen her destined husband. He came only in the hours of darkness, and fled 

before the dawn of morning, but his accents were full of love, and inspired a like passion in her. 

She often begged him to stay and let her behold him, but he would not consent. On the contrary, 

he charged her to make no attempt to see him, for it was his pleasure, for the best of reasons, to 

keep concealed. "Why should you wish to behold me?" he said. "Have you any doubt of my 

love? Have you any wish ungratified? If you saw me, perhaps you would fear me, perhaps adore 

me, but all I ask of you is to love me. I would rather you would love me as an equal than adore 

me as a god." 



This reasoning somewhat quieted Psyche for a time, and while the novelty lasted she felt quite 

happy. But at length the thought of her parents, left in ignorance of her fate, and of her sisters, 

precluded from sharing with her the delights of her situation, preyed on her mind and made her 

begin to feel her palace as but a splendid prison. When her husband came one night, she told him 

her distress, and at last drew from him an unwilling consent that her sisters should be brought to 

see her. 

So calling Zephyr, she acquainted him with her husband's commands, and he, promptly obedient, 

soon brought them across the mountain down to their sister's valley. They embraced her and she 

returned their caresses. "Come," said Psyche, "enter with me my house and refresh yourselves 

with whatever your sister has to offer." Then taking their hands she led them into her golden 

palace, and committed them to the care of her numerous train of attendant voices, to refresh them 

in her baths and at her table, and to show them all her treasures. The view of these celestial 

delights caused envy to enter their bosoms, at seeing their young sister possessed of such state 

and splendor, so much exceeding their own. 

They asked her numberless questions, among others what sort of a person her husband was. 

Psyche replied that he was a beautiful youth, who generally spent the daytime in hunting upon 

the mountains. The sisters, not satisfied with this reply, soon made her confess that she had never 

seen him. Then they proceeded to fill her bosom with dark suspicions. "Call to mind," they said, 

"the Pythian oracle that declared you destined to marry a direful and tremendous monster. The 

inhabitants of this valley say that your husband is a terrible and monstrous serpent, who 

nourishes you for a while with dainties that he may by and by devour you. Take our advice. 

Provide yourself with a lamp and a sharp knife; put them in concealment that your husband may 

not discover them, and when he is sound asleep, slip out of bed bring forth your lamp and see for 

yourself whether what they say is true or not. If it is, hesitate not to cut off the monster's head, 

and thereby recover your liberty." 

Psyche resisted these persuasions as well as she could, but they did not fail to have their effect on 

her mind, and when her sisters were gone, their words and her own curiosity were too strong for 

her to resist. So she prepared her lamp and a sharp knife, and hid them out of sight of her 

husband. When he had fallen into his first sleep, she silently rose and uncovering her lamp 

beheld not a hideous monster, but the most beautiful and charming of the gods, with his golden 

ringlets wandering over his snowy neck and crimson cheek, with two dewy wings on his 

shoulders, whiter than snow, and with shining feathers like the tender blossoms of spring. As she 

leaned the lamp over to have a nearer view of his face a drop of burning oil fell on the shoulder 

of the god, startled with which he opened his eyes and fixed them full upon her; then, without 

saying one word, he spread his white wings and flew out of the window. Psyche, in vain 

endeavoring to follow him, fell from the window to the ground. Cupid, beholding her as she lay 

in the dust, stopped his flight for an instant and said, "O foolish Psyche, is it thus you repay my 

love? After having disobeyed my mother's commands and made you my wife, will you think me 

a monster and cut off my head? But go; return to your sisters, whose advice you seem to think 

preferable to mine. I inflict no other punishment on you than to leave you forever. Love cannot 

dwell with suspicion." So saying he fled away, leaving poor Psyche prostrate on the ground, 

filling the place with mournful lamentations. 



When she had recovered some degree of composure she looked around her, but the palace and 

gardens had vanished, and she found herself in the open field not far from the city where her 

sisters dwelt. She repaired thither and told them the whole story of her misfortunes, at which, 

pretending to grieve, those spiteful creatures inwardly rejoiced; "for now," said they, "he will 

perhaps choose one of us." With this idea, without saying a word of her intentions, each of them 

rose early the next morning and ascended the mountain, and having reached the top, called upon 

Zephyr to receive her and bear her to his lord; then leaping up, and not being sustained by 

Zephyr, fell down the precipice and was dashed to pieces. 

Psyche meanwhile wandered day and night, without food or repose, in search of her husband. 

Casting her eyes on a lofty mountain having on its brow a magnificent temple, she sighed and 

said to herself, "Perhaps my love, my lord, inhabits there," and directed her steps thither. 

She had no sooner entered than she saw heaps of corn, some in loose ears and some in sheaves, 

with mingled ears of barley. Scattered about lay sickles and rakes, and all the instruments of 

harvest, without order, as if thrown carelessly out of the weary reapers' hands in the sultry hours 

of the day. 

This unseemly confusion the pious Psyche put an end to, by separating and sorting every thing to 

its proper place and kind, believing that she ought to neglect none of the gods, but endeavor by 

her piety to engage them all in her behalf. The holy Ceres, whose temple it was, finding her so 

religiously employed, thus spoke to her: "O Psyche, truly worthy of our pity, though I cannot 

shield you from the frowns of Venus, yet I can teach you how best to allay her displeasure. Go 

then, voluntarily surrender yourself to your lady and sovereign, and try by modesty and 

submission to win her forgiveness; perhaps her favor will restore you the husband you have 

lost." 

Psyche obeyed the commands of Ceres and took her way to the temple of Venus, endeavoring to 

fortify her mind and thinking of what she should say and how she should best propitiate the 

angry goddess, feeling that the issue was doubtful and perhaps fatal. 

Venus received her with angry countenance. "Most undutiful and faithless of servants," said she, 

"do you at last remember that you really have a mistress? Or have you rather come to see your 

sick husband, yet suffering from the wound given him by his loving wife? You are so ill-favored 

and disagreeable that the only way you can merit your lover must be by dint of industry and 

diligence. I will make trial of your housewifery." Then she ordered Psyche to be led to the 

storehouse of her temple, where was laid up a great quantity of wheat, barley, millet, vetches, 

beans, and lentils prepared for food for her doves, and said, "Take and separate all these grains, 

putting all of the same kind in a parcel by themselves, and see that you get it done before 

evening." Then Venus departed and left her to her task. 

But Psyche, in perfect consternation at the enormous work, sat stupid and silent, without moving 

a finger to the inextricable heap. 

While she sat despairing, Cupid stirred up the little ant, a native of the fields, to take compassion 

on her. The leader of the ant-hill, followed by whole hosts of his six-legged subjects, approached 



the heap, and with the utmost diligence taking grain by grain, they separated the pile, sorting 

each kind to its parcel; and when it was all done, they vanished out of sight in a moment. 

Venus at the approach of twilight returned from the banquet of the gods, breathing odors and 

crowned with roses. Seeing the task done she exclaimed, "This is no work of yours wicked one, 

but his, whom to your own and his misfortune you have enticed." So saying, she threw her a 

piece of black bread for her supper and went away. 

Next morning Venus ordered Psyche to be called, and said to her, "Behold yonder grove which 

stretches along the margin of the water. There you will find sheep feeding without a shepherd, 

with golden-shining fleeces on their backs. Go, fetch me a sample of that precious wool gathered 

from every one of their fleeces. 

Psyche obediently went to the river-side, prepared to do her best to execute the command. But 

the river-god inspired the reeds with harmonious murmurs, which seemed to say, "O maiden, 

severely tried, tempt not the dangerous flood, nor venture among the formidable rams on the 

other side, for as long as they are under the influence of the rising sun, they burn with a cruel 

rage to destroy mortals with their sharp horns or rude teeth. But when the noontide sun has 

driven the flock to the shade, and the serene spirit of the flood has lulled them to rest, you may 

then cross in safety, and you will find the woolly gold sticking to the bushes and the trunks of the 

trees." 

Thus the compassionate river-god gave Psyche instructions how to accomplish her task, and by 

observing his directions she soon returned to Venus with her arms full of the golden fleece; but 

she received not the approbation of her implacable mistress, who said, "I know very well it is by 

none of your own doings that you have succeeded in this task, and I am not satisfied yet that you 

have any capacity to make yourself useful. But I have another task for you. Here, take this box, 

and go your way to the infernal shades, and give this box to Proserpine, and say, 'My mistress 

Venus desires you to send her a little of your beauty, for in tending her sick son she has lost 

come of her own.' Be not too long on your errand, for I must paint myself with it to appear at the 

circle of the gods and goddesses this evening." 

Psyche was now satisfied that her destruction was at hand, being obliged to go with her own feet 

directly down to Erebus. Wherefore, to make no delay of what was not to be avoided, she goes to 

the top of a high tower to precipitate herself headlong, thus to descend the shortest way to the 

shades below. But a voice from the tower said to her, "Why, poor unlucky girl, dost thou design 

to put an end to thy days in so dreadful a manner? And what cowardice makes thee sink under 

this last danger, who hast been so miraculously supported in all thy former?" Then the voice told 

her how by a certain cave she might reach the realms of Pluto, and how to avoid all the dangers 

of the road, to pass by Cerberus, the three-headed dog, and prevail on Charon, the ferryman, to 

take her across the black river and bring her back again. But the voice added, "When Proserpine 

has given you the box, filled with her beauty, of all things this is chiefly to be observed by you, 

that you never once open or look into the box nor allow your curiosity to pry into the treasure of 

the beauty of the goddesses. 



Psyche encouraged by this advice obeyed it in all things, and taking heed to her ways travelled 

safely to the kingdom of Pluto. She was admitted to the palace of Proserpine, and without 

accepting the delicate seat or delicious banquet that was offered her, but contented with coarse 

bread for her food, she delivered her message from Venus. Presently the box was returned to her, 

shut and filled with the precious commodity. Then she returned the way she came, and glad was 

she to come out once more into the light of day. 

But having got so far successfully through her dangerous task a longing desire seized her to 

examine the contents of the box. "What," said she, "shall I, the carrier of this divine beauty, not 

take the least bit to put on my cheeks to appear to more advantage in the eyes of my beloved 

husband!:" So she carefully opened the box, but found nothing there of any beauty at all, but an 

infernal and truly Stygian sleep, which being thus set free from its prison, took possession of her, 

and she fell down in the midst of the road, a sleepy corpse without sense or motion. 

But Cupid being now recovered from his wound, and not able longer to bear the absence of his 

beloved Psyche, slipping through the smallest crack of the window of his chamber which 

happened to be left open, flew to the spot where Psyche lay, and gathering up the sleep from her 

body closed it again in the box, and waked Psyche with a light touch of one of his arrows. 

"Again," said he, "hast thou almost perished by the same curiosity. But now perform exactly the 

task imposed on you by my mother, and I will take care of the rest." 

Then Cupid, as swift as lightning penetrating the heights of heaven, presented himself before 

Jupiter with his supplication. Jupiter lent a favoring ear, and pleaded the cause of the lovers so 

earnestly with Venus that he won her consent. On this he sent Mercury to bring Psyche up to the 

heavenly assembly, and when she arrived, handing her a cup of ambrosia, he said, "Drink this, 

Psyche, and be immortal; nor shall Cupid ever break away from the knot in which he is tied, but 

these nuptials shall be perpetual." 

Thus Psyche became at last united to Cupid, and in due time they had a daughter born to them 

whose name was Pleasure. 

The fable of Cupid and Psyche is usually considered allegorical. The Greek name for a butterfly 

is Psyche, and the same word means the soul. There is no illustration of the immortality of the 

soul so striking and beautiful as the butterfly, bursting on brilliant wings from the tomb in which 

it has lain, after a dull, grovelling caterpillar existence, to flutter in the blaze of day and feed on 

the most fragrant and delicate productions of the spring. Psyche, then, is the human soul, which 

is purified by sufferings and misfortunes, and is thus prepared for the enjoyment of true and pure 

happiness. 
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DAEDALUS 

The labyrinth from which Theseus escaped by means of the clew of Ariadne, was built by 

Daedalus, a most skilful artificer. It was an edifice with numberless winding passages and 

turnings opening into one another, and seeming to have neither beginning nor end, like the river 

Maender, which returns on itself, and flows now onward, now backward, in its course to the sea. 

Daedalus built the labyrinth for King Minos, but afterwards lost the favor of the king, and was 

shut up in a tower. He contrived to make his escape from his prison, but could not leave the 

island by sea, as the king kept strict watch on all the vessels, and permitted none to sail without 

being carefully searched. "Minos may control the land and sea,:" said Daedalus, "but not the 

regions of the air. I will try that way." So he set to work to fabricate wings for himself and his 

young son Icarus. He wrought feathers together beginning with the smallest and adding larger, so 

as to form an increasing surface. The larger ones he secured with thread and the smaller with 

wax, and gave the whole a gentle curvature like the wings of a bird. Icarus, the boy, stood and 

looked on, sometimes running to gather up the feathers which the wind had blown away, and 

then handling the wax and working it over with his fingers, by his play impeding his father in his 

labors. When at last the work was done, the artist, waving his wings, found himself buoyed 

upward and hung suspended, poising himself on the beaten air. He next equipped his son in the 

same manner, and taught him how to fly, as a bird tempts her young ones from the lofty nest into 

the air. When all was prepared for flight, he said, "Icarus, my son, I charge you to keep at a 

moderate height, for if you fly too low the damp will clog your wings, and if too high the heat 

will melt them. Keep near me and you will be safe." While he gave him these instructions and 

fitted the wings to his shoulders, the face of the father was wet with tears, and his hands 

trembled. He kissed the boy, not knowing that it was for the last time. Then rising on his wings 

he flew off, encouraging him to follow, and looked back from his own flight to see how his son 

managed his wings. As they flew the ploughman stopped his work to gaze, and the shepherd 

learned on his staff and watched them, astonished at the sight, and thinking they were gods who 

could thus cleave the air. 

They passed Samos and Delos on the left and Lebynthos on the right, when the boy, exulting in 

his career, began to leave the guidance of his companion and soar upward as if to reach heaven. 

The nearness of the blazing sun softened the wax which held the feathers together, and they 

came off. He fluttered with his arms, but no feathers remained to hold the air. While his mouth 

uttered cries to his father, it was submerged in the blue waters of the sea, which thenceforth was 

called by his name. His father cried, "Icarus, Icarus, where are you?" At last he saw the feathers 

floating on the water, and bitterly lamenting his own arts, he buried the body and called the land 

Icaria in memory of his child. Daedalus arrived safe in Sicily, where he built a temple to Apollo, 

and hung up his wings, an offering to the god. 

Daedalus was so proud of his achievements that he could not bear the idea of a rival. His sister 

had placed her son Perdix under his charge to be taught the mechanical arts. He was an apt 

scholar and gave striking evidences of ingenuity. Walking on the seashore he picked up the spine 

of a fish. Imitating it, he took a piece of iron and notched it on the edge, and thus invented the 

SAW. He put two pieces of iron together, connecting them at one end with a rivet, and 

sharpening the other ends, and made a PAIR OF COMPASSES. Daedalus was so envious of his 

nephew's performances that he took an opportunity, when they were together one day on the top 



of a high tower, to push him off. But Minerva, who favors ingenuity, saw him falling, and 

arrested his fate by changing him into a bird called after his name, the Partridge. This bird does 

not build his next in the trees, nor take lofty flights, but nestles in the hedges, and mindful of his 

fall, avoids high places 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Orpheus  

Orpheus was the son of Apollo and the muse Calliope. He was presented by his father with a lyre 

and taught to play upon it, and he played to such perfection that nothing could withstand the 

charm of his music. Not only his fellow mortals, but wild beasts were softened by his strains, and 

gathering round him laid by their fierceness, and stood entranced with his lay. Nay, the very trees 

and rocks were sensible to the charm. The former crowded round him and the latter relaxed 

somewhat of their hardness, softened by his notes. 

Hymen had been called to bless with his presence the nuptials of Orpheus with Eurydice; but 

though he attended, he brought no happy omens with him. His very torch smoked and brought 

tears into their eyes. In coincidence with such prognostics Eurydice, shortly after her marriage, 

while wandering with the nymphs, her companions, was seen by the shepherd Aristaeus, who 

was struck with her beauty, and made advances to her. She fled, and in flying trod upon a snake 

in the grass, was bitten in the foot and died. Orpheus sang his grief to all who breathed the upper 

air, both gods and men, and finding it all unavailing resolved to seek his wife in the regions of 

the dead. He descended by a cave situated on the side of the promontory of Taenarus and arrived 

at the Stygian realm. He passed through crowds of ghosts, and presented himself before the 

throne of Pluto and Proserpine. Accompanying the words with the lyre, he sung, "O deities of the 

underworld, to whom all we who live must come, hear my words, for they are true! I come not to 

spy out the secrets of Tartarus, nor to try my strength against the three-headed dog with snaky 

hair who guards the entrance. I come to seek my wife, whose opening years the poisonous viper's 

fang has brought to an untimely end. Love had led me here, Love, a god all powerful with us 

who dwell on the earth, and, if old traditions say true, not less so here. I implore you by these 

abodes full of terror, these realms of silence and uncreated things, unite again the thread of 

Eurydice's life. We all are destined to you, and sooner or later must pass to your domain. She 

too, when she shall have filled her term of life, will rightly be yours. But till then grant her to me, 

I beseech you. If you deny me, I cannot return alone; you shall triumph in the death of us both." 

As he sang these tender strains, the very ghosts shed tears. Tantalus, in spite of his thirst, stopped 

for a moment his efforts for water, Ixion's wheel stood still, the vulture ceased to tear the giant's 

liver, the daughters of Danaus rested from their task of drawing water in a sieve, and Sisyphus 

sat on his rock to listen. Then for the first time, it is said, the cheeks of the Furies were wet with 

tears. Proserpine could not resist, and Pluto himself gave way. Eurydice was called. She came 

from among the new-arrived ghosts, limping with her wounded foot. Orpheus was permitted to 

take her away with him on one condition, that he should not turn round to look at her till they 

should have reached the upper air. Under this condition they proceeded on their way, he leading, 

she following, through passages dark and steep, in total silence, till they had nearly reached the 

outlet into the cheerful upper world, when Orpheus, in a moment of forgetfulness, to assure 

himself that she was still following, cast a glance behind him, when instantly she was borne 

away. Stretching out their arms to embrace one another they grasped only the air. Dying now a 

second time she yet cannot reproach her husband, for how can she blame his impatience to 

behold her? "Farewell," she said, "a last farewell," and was hurried away, so fast that the sound 

hardly reached his ears. 



Orpheus endeavored to follow her, and besought permission to return and try once more for her 

release but the stern ferryman repulsed him and refused passage. Seven days he lingered about 

the brink, without food or sleep; then bitterly accusing of cruelty the powers of Erebus, he sang 

his complaints to the rocks and mountains, melting the hearts of tigers and moving the oaks from 

their stations. He held himself aloof from womankind, dwelling constantly on the recollection of 

his sad mischance. The Thracian maidens tried their best to captivate him, but he repulsed their 

advances. They bore with him as long as they could; but finding him insensible, one day, one of 

them, excited by the rites of Bacchus, exclaimed, "See yonder our despiser!" and threw at him 

her javelin. The weapon, as soon as it came within the sound of his lyre, fell harmless at his feet. 

So did also the stones that they threw at him. But the women raised a scream and drowned the 

voice of the music, and then the missiles reached him and soon were stained with his blood. The 

maniacs tore him limb from limb, and threw his head and his lyre into the river Hebrus, down 

which they floated, murmuring sad music, to which the shores responded a plaintive symphony. 

The Muses gathered up the fragments of his body and buried them at Libethra, where the 

nightingale is said to sing over his grave more sweetly than in any other part of Greece. His lyre 

was placed by Jupiter among the stars. His shade passed a second time to Tartarus, where he 

sought out his Eurydice and embraced her, with eager arms. They roam through those happy 

fields together now, sometimes he leads, sometimes she; and Orpheus gazes as much as he will 

upon her, no longer incurring a penalty for a thoughtless glance. 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

 

 

 
 

 

 



ORION 

Orion was the son of Neptune. He was a handsome giant and a mighty hunter. His father gave 

him the power of wading through the depths of the sea, or as others say, of walking on its 

surface. 

Orion loved Merope, the daughter of Oenopion, king of Chios, and sought her in marriage. He 

cleared the island of wild beasts, and brought the spoils of the chase as presents to his beloved; 

but as Oenopion constantly deferred his consent, Orion attempted to gain possession of the 

maiden by violence. Her father, incensed at this conduct, having made Orion drunk, deprived 

him of his sight, and cast him out on the sea shore. The blinded hero followed the sound of the 

Cyclops' hammer till he reached Lemnos, and came to the forge of Vulcan, who, taking pity on 

him, gave him Kedalion, one of his men, to be his guide to the abode of the sun. Placing 

Kedalion on his shoulders, Orion proceeded to the east, and there meeting the sun-god, was 

restored to sight by his beam. 

After this he dwelt as a hunter with Diana, with whom he was a favorite, and it is even said she 

was about to marry him. Her brother was highly displeased and often chid her, but to no purpose. 

One day, observing Orion wading though the sea with his head just above the water, Apollo 

pointed it out to his sister and maintained that she could not hit that black thing on the sea. The 

archer-goddess discharged a shaft with fatal aim. The waves rolled the dead body of Orion to the 

land, and bewailing her fatal error with many tears, Diana placed him among the stars, where he 

appears as a giant, with a girdle, sword, lion's skin, and club. Sirius, his dog, follows him, and 

the Pleiads fly before him. 

The Pleiads were daughters of Atlas, and nymphs of Diana's train. One day Orion saw them, and 

became enamored, and pursued them. In their distress they prayed to the gods to change their 

form, and Jupiter in pity turned them into pigeons, and then made them a constellation in the sky. 

Though their numbers was seven, only six stars are visible, for Electra, one of them, it is said, 

left her place that she might not behold the ruin of Troy, for that city was founded by her son 

Dardanus. The sight had such an effect on her sisters that they have looked pale ever since. 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

 
 

 

 



Pan 

Pan, the god of woods and fields, of flocks and shepherds, dwelt in grottos, wandered on the 

mountains and in valleys, and amused himself with the chase or in leading the dances of the 

nymphs. He was fond of music, and, as we have seen, the inventor of the syrinx, or shepherd's 

pipe, which he himself played in a masterly manner. Pan, like other gods who dwelt in forests, 

was dreaded by those whose occupations caused them to pass through the woods by night, for 

the gloom and loneliness of such scenes dispose the mind to superstitious fears. Hence sudden 

fright without any visible cause was ascribed to Pan, and called a Panic terror. 

As the name of the god signifies in Greek, ALL, Pan came to be considered a symbol of the 

universe and personification of Nature; and later still to be regarded as a representative of all the 

gods, and heathenism itself. 

Sylvanus and Faunus were Latin divinities, whose characteristics are so nearly the same as those 

of Pan that we may safely consider them as the same personage under different names. 

The wood-nymphs, Pan's partners in the dance, were but one of several classes of nymphs. There 

were beside them the Naiads, who presided over brooks and fountains, the Oreads, nymphs of 

mountains and grottos, and the Nereids, sea-nymphs. The three last named were immortal, but 

the wood-nymphs, called Dryads or Hamadryads, were believed to perish with the trees which 

had been their abode, and with which they had come into existence. It was therefore an impious 

act wantonly to destroy a tree, and in some aggravated cases was severely punished, as in the 

instance of Erisichthon, which we shall soon record. 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

 

 

 
 



ATALANTA 

The innocent cause of so much sorrow was a maiden whose face you might truly say was boyish 

for a girl, yet too girlish for a boy. Her fortune had been told, and it was to this effect: "Atalanta, 

do not marry; marriage will be your ruin." Terrified by this oracle, she fled the society of men, 

and devoted herself to the sports of the chase. To all suitors (for she had many) she imposed a 

condition which was generally effectual in relieving her of their persecutions: "I will be the prize 

of him who shall conquer me in the race; but death must be the penalty of all who try and fail." 

In spite of this hard condition some would try. Hippomenes was to be judge of the race. "Can it 

be possible that any will be so rash as to risk so much for a wife?" said he. But when he saw her 

lay aside her robe for the race, he changed his mind, and said, "Pardon me, youths, I knew not 

the prize you were competing for." As he surveyed them he wished them all to be beaten, and 

swelled with envy of any one that seemed at all likely to win. While such were his thoughts, the 

virgin darted forward. As she ran, she looked more beautiful than ever. The breezes seemed to 

give wings to her feet; her hair flew over her shoulders, and the gay fringe of her garment 

fluttered behind her. A ruddy hue tinged the whiteness of her skin, such as a crimson curtain 

casts on a marble wall. All her competitors were distanced, and were put to death without mercy. 

Hippomenes, not daunted by this result, fixing his eyes on the virgin, said, "Why boast of beating 

those laggards? I offer myself for the contest." Atalanta looked at him with a pitying 

countenance, and hardly knew whether she would rather conquer him or not. "What god can 

tempt one so young and handsome to throw himself away? I pity him, not for his beauty (yet he 

is beautiful), but for his youth. I wish he would give up the race, or if he will be so mad, I hope 

he may outrun me." While she hesitates, revolving these thoughts, the spectators grow impatient 

for the race, and her father prompts her to prepare. Then Hippomenes addressed a prayer to 

Venus; "Help me, Venus, for you have led me on" Venus heard, and was propitious. 

In the garden of her temple, in her own island of Cyprus, is a tree with yellow leaves and yellow 

branches, and golden fruit. Hence Venus gathered three golden apples, and, unseen by all else, 

gave them to Hippomenes, and told him how to use them. The signal is given; each starts from 

the goal, and skims over the sand. So light their tread, you would almost have thought they might 

run over the river surface or over the waving grain without sinking. The cries of the spectators 

cheered on Hippomenes: "Now, now do your best! Haste, haste! You gain on her! Relax not! 

One more effort!" It was doubtful whether the youth or the maiden heard these cries with the 

greater pleasure. But his breath began to fail him, his throat was dry, the goal yet far off. At that 

moment he threw down one of the golden apples. The virgin was all amazement. She stopped to 

pick it up. Hippomenes shot ahead. Shouts burst forth from all sides. She redoubled her efforts, 

and soon overtook him. Again he threw an apple. She stopped again, but again came up with 

him. The goal was near; one chance only remained. "Now, goddess," said he, "prosper your 

gift!" and threw the last apple off at one side. She looked at it, and hesitated; Venus impelled her 

to turn aside for it. She did so, and was vanquished. The youth carried off his prize. 

But the lovers were so full of their own happiness that they forgot to pay due honor to Venus; 

and the goddess was provoked at their ingratitude. She caused them to give offence to Cybele. 

That powerful goddess was not to be insulted with impunity. She took from them their human 

form and turned them into animals of characters resembling their own: of the huntress-heroine, 

triumphing in the blood of her lovers, she made a lioness, and of her lord and master a lion, and 



yoked them to her ear, there they are still to be seen in all representations, in statuary or painting, 

of the goddess Cybele. 

Cybele is the Latin name of the goddess called by the Greeks Rhea and Ops. She was the wife of 

Cronos and mother of Zeus. In works of art, she exhibits the matronly air which distinguishes 

Juno and Ceres. Sometimes she is veiled, and seated on a throne with lions at her side, at other 

times riding in a chariot drawn by lions. She sometimes wears a mural crown, that is, a crown 

whose rim is carved in the form of towers and battlements. Her priests were called Corybantes. 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



PERSEUS AND MEDUSA 

Acrisius was the king who ruled in Argos. To him had an oracle declared that he should be slain 

by the child of his daughter Danae. Therefore the cruel king, thinking it better that Danae should 

have no children than that he should be slain, ordered a tower of brass to be made, and in this 

tower he confined his daughter away from all men. 

But who can withstand Jupiter? He saw Danae, loved her, and changing his form to a shower of 

gold, he shone into the apartment of the captive girl. 

Perseus was the child of Jupiter and Danae. Acrisius, finding that his precautions had come to 

nought, and yet hardly daring to kill his own daughter and her young child, placed them both in a 

chest and sent the chest floating on the sea. It floated away and was finally entangled in the net 

of Dicte, a fisherman in the island of Seriphus. He brought them to his house and treated them 

kindly, and in the house of Dicte, Perseus grew up. When Perseus was grown up, Polydectes, 

king of that country, wishing to send Perseus to his death, bade him go in quest of the head of 

Medusa. Medusa had once been a beautiful maiden, whose hair was her chief glory, but as she 

dared to vie in beauty with Minerva, the goddess deprived her of her charms and changed her 

beautiful ringlets into hissing serpents. She became a cruel monster of so frightful an aspect that 

no living thing could behold her without being turned into stone. All around the cavern where 

she dwelt might be seen the stony figures of men and beasts which had chanced to catch a 

glimpse of her and had been petrified with the sight. Minerva and Mercury aided Perseus. From 

Minerva, Perseus borrowed her shield, and from Mercury the winged shoes and the harpe or 

crooked sword. After having flown all over the earth Perseus espied in the bright shield the 

image of Medusa and her two immortal sisters. Flying down carefully he cut at her with his 

harpe and severed her head. Putting the trophy in his pouch he flew away just as the two 

immortal sisters were awakened by the hissings of their snaky locks. 

Bullfinch's Mythology. S.l.: Modern Library, n.d. Print. 

 

 

 



 

Essential Question 

How does the artist 

use color to portray 

tone and mood? 

 

 

 



Essential Question 

How does the 

author use direct 

and indirect 

characterization to 

help us understand 

the characters?  

  

 



 

Essential Question 

How is the Greek 

and Roman 

Underworld similar 

to our descriptions 

of heaven and hell? 

 



 

Essential Question 

What are the 

characteristics of 

the epic ? 

 

 

 
 



 

RL.9-10.1 Cite strong 
and thorough textual 
evidence to support 
analysis of what the 
text says explicitly as 
well as inferences 
drawn from the text.   

 

 



 

RL.9-10.9 Analyze 
how an author 
draws on and 
transforms source 
material in a specific 
work 

 

 

 



 

RI.9-10.4 Determine 
the meaning of words 
and phrases as they 
are used in a text, 
including figurative, 
connotative, and 
technical meanings; 
analyze the 
cumulative impact of 
specific word choices 
on meaning and tone. 



b. Develop the topic 
with well-chosen, 
relevant, and 
sufficient facts, 
extended definitions, 
concrete details, 
quotations, or other 
information and 
examples appropriate 
to the audience’s 
knowledge of the 
topic. 



W.9-10.6 Use 
technology, including the 
Internet, to produce, 
publish, and update 
individual or shared 
writing products, taking 
advantage of 
technology’s capacity to 
link to other information 
and to display 
information flexibly and 
dynamically. 

 



If you enjoyed these learning stations, then you might like to try out some of 
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Animal Farm Novel Stations 
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Lord of the Flies Novel Stations 
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