JOSEPHINE
PRESTON PEABODY

|

OLD GREEK
.. FOLK STORIES
' TOLD ANEW




JOSEPHINE

OLD GREEK
FOLK STORIES
| TOLD ANEW




Josephine Preston Peabody

Old Greek Folk Stories Told
Anew

Enriched edition.

Introduction, Studies and Commentaries by Tessa Caldwell

EAN 8596547103196

Edited and published by DigiCat, 2022

.
LN
ava

N

DigiCat



Table of Contents

Old Greek Folk Stories Told Anew

Memorable Quotes




OLbp GREEK FoLk SToRIES ToLD ANEW
Main Table of Contents



THE WOOD-FOLK.

THE JUDGMENT OF MIDAS
PROMETHEUS.

THE DELUGE.

ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE.
ICARUS AND DAEDALUS.
PHAETHON.

NIOBE.

ADMETUS AND THE SHEPHERD.
ALCESTIS.

APOLLO'S SISTER.

|. DIANA AND ACTAEON.

|l. DIANA AND ENDYMION.

THE CALYDONIAN HUNT.
ATALANTA'S RACE.

ARACHNE.

PYRAMUS AND THISBE.
PYGMALION AND GALATEA.
OEDIPUS.

CUPID AND PSYCHE.

THE TRIAL OF PSYCHE.

STORIES OF THE TROJAN WAR.

|. THE APPLE OF DISCORD.

|I. THE ROUSING OF THE HEROES.
ll. THE WOODEN HORSE.

THE HOUSE OF AGAMEMNON.
THE ADVENTURES OF ODYSSEUS.
|. THE CURSE OF POLYPHEMUS.

|I. THE WANDERING OF ODYSSEUS.




ll. THE HOME-COMING.




THE WOOD-FOLK.
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Pan led a merrier life than all the other gods
together[1q]l. He was beloved alike by shepherds and
countrymen, and by the fauns and satyrs, birds and beasts,
of his own kingdom. The care of flocks and herds was his,
and for home he had all the world of woods and waters; he
was lord of everything out-of-doors! Yet he felt the burden of
it no more than he felt the shadow of a leaf when he
danced, but spent the days in laughter and music among his
fellows. Like him, the fauns and satyrs had furry, pointed
ears, and little horns that sprouted above their brows; in
fact, they were all enough like wild creatures to seem no
strangers to anything untamed. They slept in the sun, piped
in the shade, and lived on wild grapes and the nuts that
every squirrel was ready to share with them.

The woods were never lonely[2q]. A man might wander
away into those solitudes and think himself friendless; but
here and there a river knew, and a tree could tell, a story of
its own. Beautiful creatures they were, that for one reason
or another had left off human shape. Some had been
transformed against their will, that they might do no more
harm to their fellow-men[3q]. Some were changed through
the pity of the gods, that they might share the simple life of
Pan, mindless of mortal cares, glad in rain and sunshine,
and always close to the heart of the Earth.

There was Dryope, for instance, the lotus-tree. Once a
careless, happy woman, walking among the trees with her
sister lole and her own baby, she had broken a lotus that



held a live nymph hidden, and blood dripped from the
wounded plant. Too late, Dryope saw her heedlessness; and
there her steps had taken root, and there she had said
good-by to her child, and prayed lole to bring him
sometimes to play beneath her shadow. Poor mother-tree!
Perhaps she took comfort with the birds and gave a kindly
shelter to some nest.

There, too, was Echo, once a wood-nymph who angered
the goddess Juno with her waste of words, and was
compelled now to wait till others spoke, and then to say
nothing but their last word, like any mocking-bird. One day
she saw and loved the youth Narcissus, who was searching
the woods for his hunting companions. "Come hither!" he
called, and Echo cried "Hither!" eager to speak at last. "Here
am |,—come!" he repeated, looking about for the voice. "l
come," said Echo, and she stood before him. But the youth,
angry at such mimicry, only stared at her and hastened
away. From that time she faded to a voice, and to this day
she lurks hidden and silent till you call.

But Narcissus himself was destined to fall in love with a
shadow. For, leaning over the edge of a brook one day, he
saw his own beautiful face looking up at him like a water-
nymph. He leaned nearer, and the face rose towards him,
but when he touched the surface it was gone in a hundred
ripples. Day after day he besought the lovely creature to
have pity and to speak; but it mocked him with his own
tears and smiles, and he forgot all else, until he changed
into a flower that leans over to see its image in the pool.

There, too, was the sunflower Clytie, once a maiden who
thought nothing so beautiful as the sun-god Phoebus Apollo.



All the day long she used to look after him as he journeyed
across the heavens in his golden chariot, until she came to
be a fair rooted plant that ever turns its head to watch the
sun.

Many like were there. Daphne the laurel, Hyacinthus
(once a beautiful youth, slain by mischance), who lives and
renews his bloom as a flower,—these and a hundred others.
The very weeds were friendly....

But there were wise, immortal voices in certain caves
and trees. Men called them Oracles; for here the gods spoke
in answer to the prayers of folk in sorrow or bewilderment.
Sometimes they built a temple around such a befriending
voice, and kings would journey far to hear it speak.

As for Pan, only one grief had he, and in the end a glad
thing came of it.

One day, when he was loitering in Arcadia, he saw the
beautiful wood-nymph Syrinx. She was hastening to join
Diana at the chase, and she herself was as swift and lovely
as any bright bird that one longs to capture. So Pan thought,
and he hurried after to tell her. But Syrinx turned, caught
one glimpse of the god's shaggy locks and bright eyes, and
the two little horns on his head (he was much like a wild
thing, at a look), and she sprang away down the path in
terror.

Begging her to listen, Pan followed; and Syrinx, more and
more frightened by the patter of his hoofs, never heeded
him, but went as fast as light till she came to the brink of
the river. Only then she paused, praying her friends, the
water-nymphs, for some way of escape. The gentle,



bewildered creatures, looking up through the water, could
think of but one device.

Just as the god overtook Syrinx and stretched out his
arms to her, she vanished like a mist, and he found himself
grasping a cluster of tall reeds. Poor Pan!

The breeze that sighed whenever he did—and oftener—
shook the reeds and made a sweet little sound,—a sudden
music. Pan heard it, half consoled.

"Is it your voice, Syrinx?" he said. "Shall we sing
together?"

He bound a number of the reeds side by side; to this day,
shepherds know how. He blew across the hollow pipes and
they made music!

THE JUDGMENT OF MIDAS
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Pan came at length to be such a wonderful piper with his
syrinx (for so he named his flute) that he challenged Apollo
to make better music if he could. Now the sun-god was also
the greatest of divine musicians, and he resolved to punish
the vanity of the country-god, and so consented to the test.
For judge they chose the mountain Tmolus, since no one is
so old and wise as the hills. And, since Tmolus could not



