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Introduction


JEAN MENZIES


Mythology, something so inextricably tied to antiquity in our imaginations, is in fact an entirely modern word. While the term finds its origin in combining the ancient Greek words mythos and logos, mythology as we know it today first reared its head in the fifteenth-century poem Troy Book by the monk John Lydgate. Mythos in ancient Greek had a multitude of meanings, from word to story, both factual and contentious. Unlike the more modern ‘mythology’, however, there was nothing inherently fictitious about mythos itself. Yet this is what we think of when we think about mythology today: fictional and often fantastical tales of daring deeds, malevolent monsters, and, in this instance, Greek gods and goddesses.


So, what distinguishes a myth as we use the word today from any other fictitious tale? The simplest answer is religion. It is easy to forget when we are watching epic adventure films like Clash of the Titans or reading insightful retellings like Natalie Haynes’s A Thousand Ships that the most powerful players in these stories were the subject of worship for thousands of ancient people and, in fact, remain so for many modern-day neopagans. These were the tales of their gods and goddesses. Deities who they poured libations to at gatherings, who they honoured with elaborate festivals, and who they turned to in times of need.


The ancient Greek gods and goddesses were not all benevolence and generosity, however. Although distinct from humans in their power and immortality, these divine beings were just as susceptible to the range of whims and emotions that we are all too familiar with. They experienced jealousy and anger, malice and spite, and they were no strangers to taking out the worst of these moods on the mortal men and women they reigned over. Not only is this reflected in their stories but the way in which they were worshipped; the ire of the ancient Greek gods and goddesses was not something to incur lightly.


It is fascinating, therefore, to think that the stories of these deities, who were both respected and feared by their followers, have retained so much significance even outside of their original religious context. From the fifth-century-BCE theatres of Athens to the twenty-first-century cinema screens of Britain, stories concerning the ancient Greek gods and goddesses have captured the imaginations of countless audiences. Yet, while it might seem to the casual consumer that myth has had a recent resurgence, this could not be further from the truth. The myths concerning the ancient Greek gods and goddesses did not lie in slumber for thousands of years waiting to be reread and retold by modern readers and writers. Nor did they exist solely within circles of continuous believers. The power of Greek myths to entertain and to educate has instead carried on uninterrupted for millennia.


This collection specifically brings together a wide selection of Greek myths as retold by writers of the Victorian and Edwardian periods. While several of the authors, including the German Carl Witt and American Emilie Kip Baker, were not residents of Britain where Victoria or Edward reigned, there is an undeniable influence of the times in all their writing. The Victorian era in particular is often remembered for its emphasis on morality and evangelism, with many authors demonstrating their strong ties to Christianity in their writing. Fascinatingly enough, even within these stories of ancient pagan gods and goddesses their contemporary religious themes abound.


In selecting stories for this collection, I tried to choose those, which to my own knowledge as an ancient historian, were most in keeping with at least one or another of the original versions (because even the ancients disagreed). Yet even then the influences of Victorian and Edwardian society peek through, and we should not want it any other way. These retellings of the Greek myths are part of a long tradition started by the ancient Greeks themselves, wherein individuals and groups interpret and even reimagine the tales of these mighty deities according to the values their own culture expounds. While Natalie Haynes’s modern retelling of the Trojan war offers a twenty-first-century perspective of Greek myth where women are centred, fourth-century-BCE speech writer Hyperides equally offers a version of the same events that resonate with the values of his contemporary Athenians during their war with the Macedonians. Whether or not they were aware of it at the time, therefore, the authors collected here are just as much a part of the history of Greek myth.


With that said, for every myth about the gods and goddesses of Ancient Greece included in this volume, there are at least two more that are not. When you decide who falls in love with who or whether the seas will be treacherous or calm, a lot of stories develop around you. There does not even exist an ancient Greek text which compiles every mythical variant in one place, let alone one single collection from the nineteenth century. When compiling the stories you will read in this volume, therefore, I aimed to both introduce readers to some of the major events of Greek myth involving their gods and goddesses, while also demonstrating the range of themes present in these tales.


Allow James Baldwin and Emilie Kip Baker to introduce you to the way in which the ancients believed the world was formed, before H. A. Guerber and Lilian Stoughton Hyde share tales from the lives of their deities themselves. Witness the ire of the gods and goddesses unfold in the stories of Carl Witt and Thomas Bullfinch, so you can compare these tales with the sometimes equally devastating consequences of inspiring the love of the gods as narrated by Elsie Finnimore Buckley and Jean Lang. Finally, complete your journey with a reminder of the ways in which the gods and goddesses rewarded their followers with the compelling narratives of Josephine Preston Peabody and, together, Ferdinand Schmidt and Karl Friedrich Becker. Once you have read through each of these stories in turn you will have a strong sense of who the ancient Greeks believed their gods and goddesses to be, their strengths and their foibles, and why they have inspired so much fascination throughout time.
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As with any other civilization, the ancient Greeks were fascinated with the world they lived in, how it worked and how it came to be. For answers they turned to the gods, and thus several myths sprang forth to explain the origins of both their deities and themselves. To fully immerse ourselves in the world of Greek myth, therefore, it makes sense to start at the beginning. Included here are three major events in the creation of the world according to Greek myth. Carl Witt tells the story of earth’s beginning and the fight for supremacy between the gods. James Baldwin continues our tale with how man was gifted fire by a sympathetic titan and the creation of Pandora, the very first woman. Finally, Emilie Kip Baker recounts the flood sent by the gods to wipe out humanity when they ceased to show respect, only to be born anew thanks to two humble souls.









The Beginning of All Things
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Long ago, in the beginning of time, there was nothing but a huge dark mass called Chaos. In this Chaos were hidden all things that now exist, the earth and the sky, light and darkness, fire and water, and everything else, but they were not yet severed one from the other, and were so mingled and confused that nothing had a separate form of its own. After the Chaos had lasted for a long time it parted asunder, and the earth was divided from the heaven. The sun and the moon and the stars mounted up above into the sky, but the water and the stones and the trees liked better to remain below with the earth.


There was a god in the sky called Uranus, and on earth there was a goddess called Gaea. They became husband and wife, and had several children, of whom six were ugly and twelve were beautiful. The ugly ones had, each of them, either a hundred arms, or else only one eye. Those who had a hundred arms had also fifty heads, and they were as big as mountains, and very frightful. The others had only one eye apiece, and it was placed in the middle of their foreheads and was as large as a cart wheel. But the beautiful brothers and sisters were formed like men, only they were much larger and grander. Six of them were gods, and were called Titans; there were also six goddesses, who were called Titanides.


The gods lived on the summit of a very high mountain called Mount Olympus, which almost reached the sky, and Uranus was king over them all. He could not bear the sight of his hundred-armed and one-eyed children because they were so hideous, so he thrust them into a dark pit below the earth, called Tartarus, and would not let them come out of it again. But the mother Gaea loved even her ugly children, and was angry with Uranus for banishing them into darkness and misery. And she said to her son Cronus, who was the youngest of the beautiful gods, that if he would promise to fetch up his hundred-armed and one-eyed brothers out of Tartarus, she would help him to dethrone Uranus and himself become king of the gods. Cronus promised that he would do this, and Gaea created the bright cutting steel, and made with it a sharp sickle which she gave to her son, and told him to kill Uranus with it when he was asleep. Cronus did as she desired him, and thus Uranus lost his kingdom and his life.*


Cronus now ruled over the world in his father’s stead, and the other gods had to obey him. He took one of the Titanides called Rhea, to be his wife, and made her the queen. He also fetched up his ugly brothers from Tartarus, but he soon became afraid of them and drove them back into the dark pit. The mother Gaea now saw how little she had gained by her treachery to her husband, and she told Cronus that he should lose his kingly power through one of his children just as Uranus had done. This frightened him so much that whenever Rhea had a child, he took it and swallowed it. He swallowed five of them in this way, and poor Rhea was very sad because she had no children left. Then Gaea told her, next time she had a child, to take a stone and wrap it in swaddling clothes and give it to Cronus to swallow as if it were the baby, but keep the real child in some safe place till it was grown up. Rhea did so, and Cronus swallowed the stone she gave him, thinking it was the little boy that had just been born, but Rhea hid the child in a cave in the island of Crete where a beautiful goat named Amalthea nourished him with her milk. And there were armed men there, who, whenever the baby cried, danced about and clashed their shields and spears together as if they were treading a war-dance for their own amusement, but it was really to prevent Cronus from hearing the crying. The boy was named Zeus, and in a year he was quite grown up, and was the most beautiful and most powerful of all the gods. When Cronus was asleep, Rhea used to go to the cave and talk to him.


At last the time came when Zeus was to wage war against his father, and then Gaea gave her daughter Rhea a bowl containing a sweet medicine for Cronus to drink. Rhea went to her husband and said, ‘The mother Gaea is no longer angry with you, and she has sent you this sweet drink.’ Cronus took the bowl and drank it up; it tasted very nice, but after he had swallowed it he began to feel very uncomfortable, and presently he was sick. Then out came the stone and the children that he had swallowed, the youngest first, and the eldest last; there were two gods and three goddesses, and they were all quite grown up. The names of the gods were Poseidon and Hades, and the names of the goddesses were Hera, Demeter, and Hestia.


Then the young gods made war against the old ones, and they sent for the hundred-armed and one-eyed monsters out of Tartarus, that they might help them. The One-eyed were very skilful at smith’s work, and they were so grateful to Zeus for setting them free that they forged for him valuable weapons, thunder and lightning. The old gods took their stand on Mount Othrys, and the young ones on Mount Olympus, and between them was a wide far-stretching valley where they fought. When there was a battle the whole earth resounded at the tread of the gods. The Hundred-armed always threw a hundred pieces of rock at once, and Zeus hurled thunderbolt after thunderbolt, till the woods were in flames and the rivers boiled. The war lasted for ten years, but at last the young gods triumphed. They thrust their enemies into Tartarus, and set the Hundred-armed and the One-eyed to keep guard over them.


Zeus was now the king of the gods, and he married his sister Hera and made her the queen. He also gave an empire to each of his brothers: all the sea was made subject to Poseidon, and Hades became king of the Lower World, where the dead are. These gods had children, who were also gods, and had each their part in the government of the universe. The good goat Amalthea was already dead, but Zeus honoured her by making one of her horns a wonder, which became famous all over the world. Whoever had it might wish for anything he liked to eat or drink, and immediately it was there; and for this reason it was called the Horn of Plenty, because it produced in abundance everything that could be desired in the way of food.


The mother Gaea had planned the overthrow of Cronus because he had driven back his hundred-armed and one-eyed brothers into Tartarus. But she found herself worse off than ever, for the only result of her revenge was that now her beautiful children were imprisoned instead of the ugly ones. This made her very angry with the young gods, and she could not bear to see them powerful and happy. So she brought into the world some hideous monsters to make war against the young gods. They were called Giants, and had enormous strength and courage. They tore up masses of rock and dashed them up into the air till the vault of heaven rang again, but the gods only laughed at it, for the stones were powerless to hurt them by the time they had reached so great a height, and there was no mountain high enough for the Giants to climb from it to the top of Mount Olympus.


The Giants went on in this way for a long time, but they found that, do what they would, they could not inflict any injury upon the gods, and only got laughed at for their pains, so they resolved to try another plan. They made up their minds to build a ladder by which they might climb up to the abode of the gods, and they set to work to uproot a mountain called Ossa, and roll it on to the top of another mountain called Pelion. But whilst they were doing this, Zeus hurled a mighty thunderbolt against Ossa and made it fall down again, and the gods rushed down to the earth to fight the Giants, shouting their war-cry. The fight lasted for a whole day, for the Giants were very strong, but at last the gods gained the victory, and they crushed each of the Giants beneath a huge mountain, which did not kill him, but prevented his ever getting up again. One of them tried to escape over the Mediterranean Sea, but the goddess Athene, who was the daughter of Zeus, tore off a great three-cornered piece of land and threw it after him. It hit him just as he was in the middle of the sea, and he fell down and was buried beneath it. After some time the land became covered with forests and cities, and it is now called the Island of Sicily. Every now and then the Giants turn on one side beneath their mountains, and then people say, ‘It is an earthquake’; and sometimes they become quite furious with impatience, and then their fiery breath bursts through the mountains and puffs out molten iron and stones.


After the Giants were conquered, Gaea created a truly terrific being, far worse than they had been. She brought him out of a great crack that she made in the earth, and she called her son Typhöeus and was quite pleased to see how hideous he was, for she thought that such a monstrous creature would surely be able to conquer the young gods. He could see over the tops of the highest mountains, and when he stretched out his hands they reached right round the world. He had a hundred heads, each of them with a different kind of voice, so that he could speak like a man, bellow like a bull, roar like a lion, bark like a dog, and hiss like a snake. All the other gods were afraid of him and hid themselves, but Zeus armed himself with thunderbolts and went out to fight him. Typhöeus threw large masses of rock at him, and screamed with all his hundred mouths at once, but Zeus scorched him with lightning, till at last bright flames burst out all over the giant’s body. Then Typhöeus howled and dashed himself to the ground, rolling over and over to try and put out the flames, but he could not succeed in doing so, for Zeus went on hurling thunderbolts at him, and the trees all round became red hot. At last Gaea began to fear that the whole earth would melt, and so she seized Typhöeus and flung him down into Tartarus, where he died.


After this Gaea gave up fighting with the young gods, for she knew that they were stronger than she was, but it was a very long time before she really made friends with them.









The Story of Prometheus
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I. HOW FIRE WAS GIVEN TO MEN


In those old, old times, there lived two brothers who were not like other men, nor yet like those Mighty Ones who lived upon the mountain top. They were the sons of one of those Titans who had fought against Zeus and been sent in chains to the strong prison-house of the Lower World.


The name of the elder of these brothers was Prometheus, or Forethought; for he was always thinking of the future and making things ready for what might happen to-morrow, or next week, or next year, or it may be in a hundred years to come. The younger was called Epimetheus, or Afterthought; for he was always so busy thinking of yesterday, or last year, or a hundred years ago, that he had no care at all for what might come to pass after a while.


For some cause Zeus had not sent these brothers to prison with the rest of the Titans.*


Prometheus did not care to live amid the clouds on the mountain top. He was too busy for that. While the Mighty Folk were spending their time in idleness, drinking nectar and eating ambrosia, he was intent upon plans for making the world wiser and better than it had ever been before.


He went out amongst men to live with them and help them; for his heart was filled with sadness when he found that they were no longer happy as they had been during the golden days when Saturn was king. Ah, how very poor and wretched they were! He found them living in caves and in holes of the earth, shivering with the cold because there was no fire, dying of starvation, hunted by wild beasts and by one another—the most miserable of all living creatures.


“If they only had fire,” said Prometheus to himself, “they could at least warm themselves and cook their food; and after a while they could learn to make tools and build themselves houses. Without fire, they are worse off than the beasts.”


Then he went boldly to Zeus and begged him to give fire to men, that so they might have a little comfort through the long, dreary months of winter.


“Not a spark will I give,” said Zeus. “No, indeed! Why, if men had fire they might become strong and wise like ourselves, and after a while they would drive us out of our kingdom. Let them shiver with cold, and let them live like the beasts. It is best for them to be poor and ignorant, that so we Mighty Ones may thrive and be happy.”


Prometheus made no answer; but he had set his heart on helping mankind, and he did not give up. He turned away, and left Zeus and his mighty company forever.


As he was walking by the shore of the sea he found a reed, or, as some say, a tall stalk of fennel, growing; and when he had broken it off he saw that its hollow center was filled with a dry, soft pith which would burn slowly and keep on fire a long time. He took the long stalk in his hands, and started with it towards the dwelling of the sun in the far east.


“Mankind shall have fire in spite of the tyrant who sits on the mountain top,” he said.


He reached the place of the sun in the early morning just as the glowing, golden orb was rising from the earth and beginning his daily journey through the sky. He touched the end of the long reed to the flames, and the dry pith caught on fire and burned slowly. Then he turned and hastened back to his own land, carrying with him the precious spark hidden in the hollow center of the plant.


He called some of the shivering men from their caves and built a fire for them, and showed them how to warm themselves by it and how to build other fires from the coals. Soon there was a cheerful blaze in every rude home in the land, and men and women gathered round it and were warm and happy, and thankful to Prometheus for the wonderful gift which he had brought to them from the sun.


It was not long until they learned to cook their food and so to eat like men instead of like beasts. They began at once to leave off their wild and savage habits; and instead of lurking in the dark places of the world, they came out into the open air and the bright sunlight, and were glad because life had been given to them.


After that, Prometheus taught them, little by little, a thousand things. He showed them how to build houses of wood and stone, and how to tame sheep and cattle and make them useful, and how to plow and sow and reap, and how to protect themselves from the storms of winter and the beasts of the woods. Then he showed them how to dig in the earth for copper and iron, and how to melt the ore, and how to hammer it into shape and fashion from it the tools and weapons which they needed in peace and war; and when he saw how happy the world was becoming he cried out:


“A new Golden Age shall come, brighter and better by far than the old!”


II. HOW DISEASES AND CARES CAME AMONG MEN


Things might have gone on very happily indeed, and the Golden Age might really have come again, had it not been for Zeus. But one day, when he chanced to look down upon the earth, he saw the fires burning, and the people living in houses, and the flocks feeding on the hills, and the grain ripening in the fields, and this made him very angry.


“Who has done all this?” he asked.


And some one answered, “Prometheus!”


“What! that young Titan!” he cried. “Well, I will punish him in a way that will make him wish I had shut him up in the prison-house with his kinsfolk. But as for those puny men, let them keep their fire. I will make them ten times more miserable than they were before they had it.”


Of course it would be easy enough to deal with Prometheus at any time, and so Zeus was in no great haste about it. He made up his mind to distress mankind first; and he thought of a plan for doing it in a very strange, roundabout way.


In the first place, he ordered his blacksmith Hephaestus, whose forge was in the crater of a burning mountain, to take a lump of clay which he gave him, and mold it into the form of a woman. Hephaestus did as he was bidden; and when he had finished the image, he carried it up to Zeus, who was sitting among the clouds with all the Mighty Folk around him. It was nothing but a mere lifeless body, but the great blacksmith had given it a form more perfect than that of any statue that has ever been made.


“Come now!” said Zeus, “let us all give some goodly gift to this woman;” and he began by giving her life.


Then the others came in their turn, each with a gift for the marvelous creature. One gave her beauty; and another a pleasant voice; and another good manners; and another a kind heart; and another skill in many arts; and, lastly, some one gave her curiosity. Then they called her Pandora, which means the all-gifted, because she had received gifts from them all.


Pandora was so beautiful and so wondrously gifted that no one could help loving her. When the Mighty Folk had admired her for a time, they gave her to Hermes, the light-footed; and he led her down the mountain side to the place where Prometheus and his brother were living and toiling for the good of mankind. He met Epimetheus first, and said to him:


“Epimetheus, here is a beautiful woman, whom Zeus has sent to you to be your wife.”


Prometheus had often warned his brother to beware of any gift that Zeus might send, for he knew that the mighty tyrant could not be trusted; but when Epimetheus saw Pandora, how lovely and wise she was, he forgot all warnings, and took her home to live with him and be his wife.


Pandora was very happy in her new home; and even Prometheus, when he saw her, was pleased with her loveliness. She had brought with her a golden casket, which Zeus had given her at parting, and which he had told her held many precious things; but wise Athena, the queen of the air, had warned her never, never to open it, nor look at the things inside.*


“They must be jewels,” she said to herself; and then she thought of how they would add to her beauty if only she could wear them. “Why did Zeus give them to me if I should never use them, nor so much as look at them?” she asked.


The more she thought about the golden casket, the more curious she was to see what was in it; and every day she took it down from its shelf and felt of the lid, and tried to peer inside of it without opening it.


“Why should I care for what Athena told me?” she said at last. “She is not beautiful, and jewels would be of no use to her. I think that I will look at them, at any rate. Athena will never know. Nobody else will ever know.”


She opened the lid a very little, just to peep inside. All at once there was a whirring, rustling sound, and before she could shut it down again, out flew ten thousand strange creatures with death-like faces and gaunt and dreadful forms, such as nobody in all the world had ever seen. They fluttered for a little while about the room, and then flew away to find dwelling-places wherever there were homes of men. They were diseases and cares; for up to that time mankind had not had any kind of sickness, nor felt any troubles of mind, nor worried about what the morrow might bring forth.


These creatures flew into every house, and, without any one seeing them, nestled down in the bosoms of men and women and children, and put an end to all their joy; and ever since that day they have been flitting and creeping, unseen and unheard, over all the land, bringing pain and sorrow and death into every household.


If Pandora had not shut down the lid so quickly, things would have gone much worse. But she closed it just in time to keep the last of the evil creatures from getting out. The name of this creature was Foreboding, and although he was almost half out of the casket, Pandora pushed him back and shut the lid so tight that he could never escape.* If he had gone out into the world, men would have known from childhood just what troubles were going to come to them every day of their lives, and they would never have had any joy or hope so long as they lived.


And this was the way in which Zeus sought to make mankind more miserable than they had been before Prometheus had befriended them.


III. HOW THE FRIEND OF MEN WAS PUNISHED


The next thing that Zeus did was to punish Prometheus for stealing fire from the sun. He bade two of his servants, whose names were Strength and Force, to seize the bold Titan and carry him to the topmost peak of the Caucasus Mountains. Then he sent the blacksmith Hephaestus to bind him with iron chains and fetter him to the rocks so that he could not move hand or foot.


Hephaestus did not like to do this, for he was a friend of Prometheus, and yet he did not dare to disobey. And so the great friend of men, who had given them fire and lifted them out of their wretchedness and shown them how to live, was chained to the mountain peak; and there he hung, with the storm-winds whistling always around him, and the pitiless hail beating in his face, and fierce eagles shrieking in his ears and tearing his body with their cruel claws. Yet he bore all his sufferings without a groan, and never would he beg for mercy or say that he was sorry for what he had done.


Year after year, and age after age, Prometheus hung there. Now and then old Helios, the driver of the sun car, would look down upon him and smile; now and then flocks of birds would bring him messages from far-off lands; once the ocean nymphs came and sang wonderful songs in his hearing; and oftentimes men looked up to him with pitying eyes, and cried out against the tyrant who had placed him there.


Then, once upon a time, a white cow passed that way,—a strangely beautiful cow, with large sad eyes and a face that seemed almost human. She stopped and looked up at the cold gray peak and the giant body which was chained there. Prometheus saw her and spoke to her kindly:
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